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TOM MERRYS

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

He was only a new boy,
but he had a big idea of him-
self. That's how it was he
became TOM MERRY'S
bitterest enemy—and a des-
perate rival for the junior
captalncy of St. Jim’s!

CHAPTER 1.
Ominous News!
OM MERRY came into Sty No.
I 10 in the School Housc at St.
Jim's with a rather rueful grin
on his sunny features. He found his
study-mates, Lowther and Manners,
seated ai the table—Lowther scrib-
vling out an impot, and Manners put-
{ing a fresh roll cf fihns in his camera.
“I can sec trouble ahead, you men!”
he remarked.
“Let it rip, then!” sugges
wrs, without leoking up.
“Whai s

wrong, anyway?’ sald
Lowthor.
“Troubic on the giddy horizon!"”

grinned Tom Merry, “You've heard
there's a new chap expected this after-

noon?”

“Eh? Yes, I did hear somom‘mg
about it, said Lowther, staring. “But
how deces a dashed new kid concern
new kid!” ced Man-
ners.

Botn Manners and Lowther spoke
witheringly, To sucn  importani
“men " in the Shell as Tom Mecrry
& Co. new jcilows were very “omall
becr ™ indeed.

=

“It doesn't really concern us at all
--yel!" grinned Tom. “But, as I say,
it mught. The trouble lcoms on the
horizon as yet. You see, this new Lid's
name happens to he Knox.

“Knox!" gasped Manners
ther together.

“Just so!” chuckled Tom Merry.
“You see, he's a giddy reiation of dear

cld Knox of the Ssixth—a giddy
cousin.”

“Oh, my hat!”

‘Trimble's just told me,” smiled

Tom Merry. *“The fat ass overheard
Knox speaking to Railton about the
kid, it feems. And as the kid's coming
straight into the Shell—"

“phew!” murmured Lowther. “Tancy
having a relation of dear old Gerald in
the Sheil!”

Bound to mea;
Manaers.

*That’s what I thougit at oncel!”
said  Tom  Merry, scraiching his
curly head meditatively. “You sec, the
kid may be like his cousin—-="

Bou:id to be!” agrced Lowtheor,

Perhaps  worse!" said Manners,
frowning.  “He'll be a crawling litlle
worm, you know! Hcll be spying

runted
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rourd, and running off to Knox with
tales all the time”

“Getting  us  confinually  into
trouble!™ smd Tom Merry.
“Itll be: ‘Please, Gerald, Tcm

Merry's  just kiclu:d me,” " grinned
Lowther. * And °Please, Gerald," this
and that all the gxdd& time. I can see
a warm time ahead.”

“Phew! Yes, rather!”

“If he does, we'll make things warm
for him, of course,” said Tom.

“Yes; and dear old Knox will make
it thundering warm for us—with his
ashplant!” srowled Manners.

"¥es; that's the trouble, of course!”

“Stands to reaso said Tom Merry,
shaking his head, “that this new chap
will be no end cocky having a cousin
in the Sixth, and a prefect at that.
And he's almost certain to be like his
Cousin Gerald. e know what Knox
is—a beastly bully!”

“And a dingy blackguard!" added
Manners.

' Hear, hear!" said Lnu:her;
is all that, and more!

*Thank you very much!"

It was a voice from the doorway—a

voice that made the Terrible Three
jump.
The study door, which had been
slightly open, now swung wide, reveal-
ing a tall senlor, who stood eyeing the
three startled juniors with a grim,
ominous smile on his face.

It was Gerald Knox, of the Sixth

“Knox

rm.

“Thank you very much!’ repeated
the prefect pleasantly. “So glad to
hear your invaluzble opinion of nc—
charmed, in fact! So I'm a beasily
bully and a dingy blackguard—what?™

“Oh crumbs!™
‘The Terrible Three gave each other
dismal glances: they were “for it”

now, with a vengeance! Gerald Knox
was scarcely the fellow to overlook a
thing like this,

groaned Tem Alerey.
ox !

it sure you are,” agreed Fnox
" Youll be sorrier still presently *

" We didn't know you were listening,
or we wouldn't have said it went on

om.
This was candid enough; but it did

not seem to please Knox. His eyes
glittered.
“Thal’s enough, Merry!” he said.

“It seems that you three fags are lack-
ing in due respect to a prefect. I will
endeavour to rectify that at ance.
There's a cane on the table in my
study, Merry. Fetch it!”

Tom Merry m:dded and left the

room. refusing to
obey a prefect He brought the cane,
and Knox gave Terible Three

four of the best each. They were not
light cnes, and the hapless juniors were
wriggling and groaning when he had
finished.

“That’s a little lesson in the respect
due to a prefect from scrubby little
fags,” said Knox, tucking the cane
under his arm, " And now we'll discuss
what I came about, Merry. Have you
anylh.mg on this afternoon, kid?"
ow!" gasped Tom DMerry.

Yes, you—I mean yes; il's
footer practice.”

“Good! Then you can postpone 1.110
fooler praciice, Merry. I want you to
trot down to the station to meet g new
fellow. His traln gets in at three-
thirty, See you get there on Ume,
kigt”

Tom Merry blinked at him.

“New fellow!” he gasped. “Me
—meet a new kid?”

" Exactly!” #hiled Knox. "I know,”
he added, with heavy sarcasm, ‘'that

you are a very big man in the school,
Merry, and that meeting & new fellow
is a bit below your dignity. But, all
the same, it is my orderﬂ;cc" , You'll
obey me—or you'll smart for it

“But-—but look here, K.nex“ splut-
tered Tom Merry. “Thal's a bit toa
thick! e G:eylrlars match is next
week, and—-

"The Greyfriars
interest me, i
suggested ta

match  daesn't
Knox calmly. “I
Railton that a Shell
~
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fellow should meet this new chap, and
he left it to me to choose a fellow. I
decided upon vou, Merry, because this

new feliow happens to be a relation of
;\ud s0 I'm particularly keen
he

mine,
that
prope:

showld be looked alter

L've got a sort of an idea,” resumed
Kno: grlmlj' “that because this new
chap happens to be a cousin of mine,
you little scrubby fags will try to get

a bit of your own back by taking it
out of him. I want to make 1t quite
clear from the beginning that I'm go-
ing to sec nothing of the kind

hoppen:

“Nothing of the kKind will happen if
the kid's a decent chap, Knox,” said
Tom Merry warmly, “and you know
that well enough.”

*“Ii had belter not!" snapped Knox,
his eyes glinilng. “Anyhow, you can
cut off to meet him now, Merry. I
shall hold you responsible for his com-
fort and all the rest of it.”

*Oh, my hat!”

“Thal's the programme!"” sald Knox
cheerfully. “Youll meet him at the
station. and youw'll bring him to St
Jim's ard show him round after he's
seen the Head, Merry. And mind
you're kind Lo the kid. No bullying,
remember, and no ragging!”

* Bull; bu lymg°" stuttered Tom.

oX. **Any bully-
Merry and I'll come down
an you \\.lll my ashplant! Be decent
1o him, and see he comes to no harn.”
comebody else go?” snorted

i imt you will do!” =said
Knox, allowing his cane to slide down
into his hand again. “Do I take it
that you will meet the three-thirly,
Merry?"

Tom Mery's eves gleamed for a
moment, but the sight of the canc
cecided him. An order from a prefect
—just, reasonable, or otherwise—was
an order t9 be obeyed.

He nodded after a moment.

“Geod!" said Knox,
youd agree to oblige me, Merry.
youre d to the kid, now!

Andl, with a peculiar grin on lis face,
Gerald Knox tucked his cane under his
arm again and strolled out of the
study.

“well, my hat!" gasped Tom Merry
as he departed. “If that isn't the
giddy limit, you chaps! Didnt I tell

you so?"

It pood beginning, right
cnough!” n _erure wiher, with a
rueiul grin. And a licking each to
kick off with! And he thinks a lick-
ing will make us kindly dispesed ta the
kid! My hat

“Be kind to him—eh?” gasped Tom
%‘;,rw' “Yes, Il be Kind to him!

“1 thought
Mind

As i Lo gma \em. to his feelings, Tom
Merry took a running kick at the half-
ed door, sending it erashing to.
And as he did 50 the door was brought
up short with a crash. and & familiar
voice rang out in & howl of wee:

“Yawwoonooogh!”

CHAPTER 2.
Arthur Augustus is Fiem:
Y.‘WWOOOOOOGH' i
mp

“Oh, my hat!"”
The Terrible Three rushed to
passage, and then they grinned.
fz(u\i(d, n\ the PAssAge was an ele-
ressed  junior, and he was
wg hw nose with both hands and
groaning. Evidenlly that nose had
come into violent contact with the deor
as Tom Merry had kicked it with his
boot. Behind Arthur Augustus D'Arcy,
DBlake, Herries, and Digby were stand-
ing, and they wore broad grins.
“Gussy!"  grinned Tom
“Come in, old fellow!”
“Pon’t sit there in a draught!™
advized Monty Lewther kindly.
" Gwoooooozl
iaxe, Herries,

the

Merry.

and

Digby kindly
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helped their groaning chum to his feet.
Lowther carefully examined Lhe door.

*“No damage done!” he reporled re-
assuringly. " All serene, Gussy! You
ha\ent even scratched the oak, old

! Yow!" gasped Arthur Augus-
tus, blinking at Lowther with waicring
eyes. “Ow! You ultahly careless dum-
mies! Ow! Bai Jove! You have
neahly busted by dose!™

“Your gwn fault, you knew!' said
Manners severely. “You should have
knocked before entering. I'm surprised
at your lack of manners, Gussy!"

“‘He did knock before entering!”
said Blake. “He knocked with his

nose

“Bal Jove! Weally, Blake-——

"Cheese it, old chap.

Arl.hur Augustus subsided with an
indignant sniff, and resumed hugging
his damaged nose, which looked
decidedly rw and swollen.

“You chaps just golng down Lo
footer?" asked Tom Merry.
Well, yes; we're read
grinning. "' But we cailed
you chaps have heard \-uo t'm new
chap 5. Trimble says—"

*it's quite right!" said Tom Mo
grimly. “The new chap’s name is
Knox, and he's a giddy cousin cf our
dearly beloved Gerald. If you've comc
to talk about that, you couldn't have
arrived at a better moment, I was just
showing my feelings In regard to Knox
and his blessed cousin when I slammed
that door on Gussy's boko!"

“We thought you'd feel like that

\3 chuckled Blake. “Thank
he's in

not coming our

“Youll see and hear plenty of him,
never fear!" warned Tom Merry.
*“There's going Lo be trouble over that
kid, you mark my words! He's bound
to be a smaller edition af his cousin!”

“Bound to be!" assented Blake.
"We think that—at least, all of us do
except  Gussy That silly fathead
thinks we ouzht to mect the kid at the

station and fall on his neck and kiss
him just because he's Knox's rela-
tion|"

“Just like Gussy!" grunted Digby.

“Bai Jove! I think nothin’ of the
kind, Blake!" ejaculated  Arthur
Augustus warmly. “I certainly sug-
gested wallyin® wound and meetin’ the
new lcllnn but I nevah sugpested
Kissin'—

“No, but you_were Jolly near it!”
snorted Jack Blake. “You a
picked selection of the most influential
fellows in the Shell and Fourih should
2o to meet him. Great Scotl! Fancy
going out of one's way to meet a rela-
tion of Knox's! B-b-b-b-birr!”

“Wats!" relorted Arthur Augustus
indignantly. “You are pultin® an
uttahly w'ong constwuction upon my
view of the mattah, Blake!”

“You sald—"

“I said that the new fellow is
entitled to faiah play even if he is a
welation of Enox's!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, with dignity. “He may be
a vewy decent fellow, you know, I
have met ccusins who are uttahly un-
like each othah in chawactah. And I
maintain it is quite wong to imagine
in advance that this new Il‘llﬂw is a
\mr.hh just because his cousin i

““Well, that's right enough"' grmncd
Tom Merry, “But—

“There is a 'but'—a very big
*hut " growlw Blakc. “1 can sec
lmublc ahead—-

Wubbish! I see noe weason why

there should be twouble.”

“Well, 1 do. Gussy,” said Tom Merry
calmly. fact, it's started already,
my dear man Knox was in here just
before you came |aying down the giddy
Jaw about his couln, He says we've got.
to toe the line and eat sugar out of
his hand, or we'll get it in the neck
from him!

“'Bal Jove!"

" He spoke words to that effect, any-
way,” gaid Tom. “And I've got 10 meet
the new kid this aftermoon myself or
take a licking from him. Haow's that
lor 2 start?

“Phew!"
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“Is that a fact, Tommy?" demanded
Herries.

“Y¥es. It just shows the \\1y the
wind's going to blow,” said Tom.

And he told the Fourth Formers of
the prefect’s visit.

*“Just what I expected, said Blake,
shaking his head. “‘He picked on you,
Tommy, (o show us what to expect.”

“Bai  Jove!” remarked Arthur
Augustus, a trifle taken aback. “That
certainly does show Knox expecls
twouble. Howevah, that only pwoves
what I maintaln, deah boys. Knox
knows we are vewy much up against
him, and he guesses we shall be pwe-
judiced ugainst his cousin at the start
on his account. That would be vewy
unfair against the new fellow.”

“Well, that’s so!" grunted Tom
MMerry, rubbing his nose thoughtfully.
“But that’s no reason why we should
fall on the giddy kid's neck, fathead!
We shan't worry him if he doesn't
worry us, of course. , I he proves a
dt-‘enn sort, then-

hat is all vewy well. deah boy!"
argued Gussy. “ But it is highly pwob-
able that Knox has alweady told his
cousin what to expect, and my ideah is
to show the fellow fwom Llhe wvewy
beginnin' that the impwession that we
shall be pwejuchcecl against him is a
mistaken one,

‘ Fathead!
sniffed Blake.

“I have no intention of lettin' him

Let the new kid rip!"

you silly ass,” roared Blake,
*“da vou think we've the time to bother
with footling new kids? Let him rip,
I tell you! I yote Merry let's him rip,
teo, and be thumped to Knox!"

“Hear, hear!”

“I've a jolly good mind to do it,
teo!” snapped Tom Merry, his eyes
gleaming. “Blow Knox! We can't
muck up footer practice just to please
him! Look here, if Gussy wants to go,
Jet him go instead of me! Are you
game Lﬂ g0 instead of me, Gussy?"’

“I iave alweady quite made up my

ind to go, Tom Mewwy,"” said Arthur
Au"usu.s frmly.

“That's good enough, then," re-
marked Tom, sctiing hus lips. ~ Wait
ht"e & sec. Il do that rotter Knox

yelt"”

And Tom Merry hurricd from the
room. He was abéent some scconds
only, and when he retumed he was

grinning cheerfully.

“All serene!" he said. ‘I've just
seen Railton, and he said Gussy can
o and meet the new fellow instead of
me. He seemed rather surprised that
1 had bothered him to ask,” added
Tom, with a chuckle.

“You didn't tell him Knox insisted
that you should go?” grinned Herrles.

‘Tom Merry smiled.

“Not likely!” he said. “I just asked
1[ he minded D'Arcy going in my place,
said it :fas certainly all right.”

, BOO
ne in the eye for Knoxy-woxy!"
chuckled Lowther, "Well you'd better
be getting off, Gussy. Mind you are
kind to the new fellow‘ Kiss him
fondly, and w:pe his tears away if he's
feeling home-sick

CHAPTER I
A Coughdrop!
T ABLE, bai Jove!"
Arthur Augustus  D'Arcy
sighted Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth on the platferm of Rylcombe
Stalion,

As he stood by the station platform,
Arthur  Augusius  looked quite &
dazzling sight. The swell of the
Fourth was always very well dressed,
but on this occasion he had taken a
great deal of care with his atlire. From
the ¢rown of his gleaming *topper” 0
the soles of his nally shees he looked
the picture of Bond Street clegance.

He certainly presenied a striking con-
trast to Baggy Trimble, whom he now
found ambling about the platform.
Baggy, in addition to being the fattest
Junior at St. Jim's, was also the lazlest
and most untidy,

Arthur Avgustus blinked at him In
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surprise through his celebrated mar
Trimble was obviously waiting [or san
one.

*Bai Jova, Twimble, deah boy,
remarked, “what are you doin’ I

Trimble stopped his aimless moo
and grunted, l{c <lid xiot scoin @
pleased tn see ¥

**Come Lo Lmt ‘hat are you ¢
here, Gussy?” he inquired indep
ently. *You havei't bought the blessed
stnuon I suppose?”

ull_v, T\umblc I was only askin’

you a civil question,” said Arthur
Augustus mildly. "I do not nund tellin’
you why Tam hereat all. I Im\'c come
1o meet Knox, the new feilow.

“I thought as much snorted
Trimble. Lok here, Gussy, you keep
off the grass, you know. No need for
you to butt in.  I'm meeting this new
chap, not you,"

he
an

“*Bal Jove!"
Arthur Augustus looked very hard at
Trimble now. He erstood  why

Trimble was there, and he frown«.i
Trimble was a borrower who never paid
back i he could help it, and a cadger
without shame or principle. This was
well-known at St. Jim’s, and Trimble
found it very difficult either to borrow
or cadge successfully from his Form-
fellows,

But with new fellows it was different.
New fellows, not knowing Trimble's
failings, often fell victims to his greed
and craft For thls reason Trimbic
always made a point of meeling Lthem
at the station, to get what he could
out of them before they discovered lis
little ways and customs.

Arthur Augusu; understood now,
he frowned.

“Weally, Twimble, you fat wollah,"
he said warmly, “it is you who had
bettah keep off the gwass, you know. I
have taken young Knox undah my
wing, and I shall certainly not allow
\ou Lu exploit him. Wathzh nol, bai
Jovi

and,

Yan Who's poing Lo exploit him?"
snorted Tnmbln. glaring. “Nice thing
& chap! Yau clear off,

o say about
D'Arcy!  I'm looking after Knox: his
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cousin in the S\‘\'Li:
me to meet him.”
*Bai Jove! You fat fibbaih, T
I am perfectly suah thal Knox
ask you to meet him—wathah not!
"Look here, you interfermig rotier

cspeeizlly asked

I have no desiah to louk at you,
’rv.‘imhle,'* said Arthur Augustus dis-
dainfully. “You are a scwubny little
wascal, and you are heve for the ex-
pwess purpese of wookin' ilie new
hl]nn I warn you that I shall not
allow you to play any of your wolten
twicks upon him, so wun away!™”

“Shan't! ¥ah! T know your little
game,” jeered Trimble. “ Scaping round
Knox of the Sixth—getting round a
b‘cssed prefect! I suppose you think

Ba.\ Jove! If you dare to suggest
a wotten thing to me, Twimble

suct

“'Well, what have ynu come io meet
him for?” jeered Trimble. * You must
think you're going to get samething out
of it, That's not like me, though., I've
just come out of natural kindness of
heart, you know. Knox says we must
be kind to the kid. He's bound to be
a simpleton, and so—— Hallo, here's
the train!  You shove off, Gussy!"

The local train  from Wayland
steamed in just then, and Trimble
rolled along the platform, cagerly scan-
ning the compartments as they rumbled
past.

“Bai Jove!" murmured Arthur
Augustus. "I weally must stop that
little wascal's game!"

He was aboul to follow on Trimble's
lieels, when the door of a carriage fiew
open, and a youth jumped out on to
the platiorm.

He was a tall, bony wouth, with
strong, hard features, and lhc was
dressed in a lounge suil and a bowler
hat. In his hand he carried a suitcase.

‘With an expression of diszust on his
harsih fealures he glanced about the
little platform, and then his eyes fell
upon Arthur Augustus, angd he grinned.
It was not a pleasanl grin

“I say, old fashion-plate,
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marked, do Yyou happen to live in this
awful hole?

“Bai Jovel”

‘I'm bound for St. Jim's," explained
the stranger coolly. "If you happen to
know the place, mrhups }uu ¥} lell me
how fo find it, what?"

“Gweat Scottl”

Arthur Augustus forgot his wrath in
his surprise. From Knox’'s injunction
1o “be kind " to the new fellow, he had
naturally expected Knox minor to be
4 timid, forlorn youth, who would artive
in & sad state of snivelling home-sick-
ness,

If this were Knox's cousin, then he
had been sadly mistaken in his expecta-
Ltions.

“Bai Jove!" he gasped. “Are you
I\nu‘r, the new fellow?”

“Eh? Yes, I'm Knox!"” was the sur-

prised reply. “‘Great pip! Don't say

youre from St. Jim's?”

‘'Yaas, I am fwom St Jim's"” sald
Arthur Augustus, in his most Stately
manner.

*But T thought St. Jim's was & school
for boys, not for tailor's dummies!”
ejaculated the new fellow.

‘Bal Jove!”

“Run away and play,” continued
Knox minor. “Go and look at your-
selfl through your silly eyeglass, you
footling fop! Go and play draughts
on your mddy walstcoat, old—— Great
pip! hat’s this object?”

Apparently the new fellow was refer-
ring to Baggy Trimble, who came roll-
ing along just then. Having seen no
one else resembling a boy alight from
the train Baggy evidently puessed the
fellow talking to Arthur Augustus was
his intended victim.
allo, here you are!"™ he observed,
smiling affectionately at Knox minor.
*You're the new kid, what?"™

“Another of them!" grozned Knox
minor, eyelng the fat and fatuous Baggy
in disgust., '"'Well, what a pair of hope-
less freaks! k here, have you been
sent to meet me, too?”

“Eh?  Yes I've come to meet you,
old chap. sald Baggy Trimble. “But,
look here, don't you be cheeky, or—"'

*Then it's a practical joke!" snapped
Knox minor. " An animated lard-barrel,
and a dashed tallor's dummy sent to
meel me, eh?  We'll see about that, my
pippins.  Here, 111 deal with you first,
old fashion-plate!’

And, raising his fist, the extra-
ordinary new fellow hit the crown of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s best silk hat
a smashing blow, sending it down like
a crushed concertina over the elegant
Jjunior’s eyes.

" Yawwooogh!™ wailed Arthur
Augustus. ~Gweat Scott! Oh, you
feahful wuffian! I will give you a feah-
ful thwashin' for that!"

For a moment the astounded Arthur
Augustus danced about, strugghing
madly to wrench his crushed hat off his
head, and then, finding it useless, he
made a furious rush at the new fellow,
who stood roaring with laughter.

As he did so, Knox minor, who
seemed to be o very cool customer in-
deed, stepped swiftly aside, and his
arms swept round the lrete Gussy's
slim waist,

The next moment Arthur Augustus
was swept up into the alr, struggling
furiously.

“Yawwoogh! Gweat Scott! Lemme
go, you feahful wuffian!” shouted the
swell of the Fourth.

“Certainly, old chap!”
Knox.

He swung the struggling Gussy as if
he had been a child, and then let go.

“Yooocp!” yelled Arthur Augustus.
*0Oh, cwumbs!™”

Crash!

The bewildered Arthur Augustus found
himself lying on his back in the com-
partiment of the train in which the new
fellow had trayelled.

Slam!

assented

The carriage door slammed, and ab
that identical moment the train began
to move on again.

“Oh cwikey!” gasped the swell of
the Fourth.

Healising what was  happening,
Arthur Augustus leaped to his feel, and
tore at the carriage door frantically.

Bul it was held on the outside in 2



[} TOM

strong grasp by Knox who was running
alongside the moving train wit?
cl—meﬁul grin on his face.

Leggo!" roared Arthur Augusius.
*“Qh, gweat Scott! You feahful ass!

1 shall be taken on to Melford! Ob,
you-———"
In despera'ion Arthur  Augusius

leaned out of the window and struck
frantically at the grinning Knox; but
Knox ducked deftly, and Arthur Augus-
tus merely succeeded in siriking his
head a fearful blow against the side of
the windew as he overbalenced.

The next moment the new fellow
dropped from the fooiboard of the nov-
ing train as it reached the end of the
platform.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The new fellow doubled up and
Toared with laughter as the red and
furious face of Arthur Au"u}l\ls ap—
:peared suddenly at the window

Guod- ye, Bluebell!” he called. * Ha
ha, ha

"You feahful
Arthur Augustus.

For another brief insiant his red face
aml mildly waving arms were visible al
the carriage window. Then they van-
ished from sight as the train disap-
peared round the bend.

And Knox minor roared with
laughter, what time Arthur Augustus
dropped, panting. on the carriage-seat
in a state of mind bordering on Lhe
hysterical. Once again the kindly
meant but misguided efforts of Arthur
Augustus had resulted in dismal filure.

wascal!"  shrieked

H crumbs! M-m-my hat!"”
O Baggy Trimble stared
blankly from the laughing

new fellow to the Lrain as it vanished
round the bend. He was just as aston-
ished as the hapless Arthur Auguslus
must. have been

And he was also dismayed. He had
anticipated an easy victim in the
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cousin of Knox of the &
autocratic piefect had orde
Merry to be kind and gentle to the new
fellow, and from that fact Trimble had
locked forward 1o the extraction of an
easy loan from him, with a good fecd
m&.lbiy to back up the transaclion.

But now he saw it was not going to be
an eusy matter at all—or a safe onc.
‘This new fellow was just a little (oo
cool and self-possessed for Trimble's
liking, and certainly far oo big and
hefly. The way he had handled Arthor
Augustus—who was ne duffer—was an
eye-opener.

“ Mum-my hat!" repeated Trimble Lo
limself.  “What a giddy coughdrop!
I—I think I'd better leave the beast
alone! He rmgh: try his games on
with me, even!

And Trimble was just about to amble
disgustedly away when the new fellow
was too quick for him.  Apparently he
desired more entertainment—at the ex-
pense of Trimble this time.

His hand closed on the fat junior’s
collar, and Trimble wriggled and
twisted in vain.

“Leggo!™ he pasped, in great alarm.
"I—I say, T didn't really come to meect
you—not at all! It was & mistake!

Leggo!”
That's right!” said Koox minor
pleasantly. A mistake that isn't go-

fng to happen again, old fat man! I'm
going 1o fee that it doesn’t. Like this!™

“Leggo!" roared Trimble.

He yelled and struggled furiously as
the new fellow took a firmer grasp of
his collar, and half-dragged, half-ltcd
him across the platform.

By the railings of the platforim a
porier had evidently been busy pasting
posters on the notice-boards, The porcer
was not there now-—having apparenily
retired to the porter's room to Té-
cuperate [rom his strenuous efforis in
seeing the local train in and out. But
the hucket of paste and the posters
weie slill there.

Suddenly, pinning Trimble's arms to
his side, the new fellow Jifted him up
and (wirled him over; heavy-weight as
Trimble was he handled him with case.
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“Leggo!” roared Trimble, ~Oh.
crikey! Yarocop!”
Trimble shrieked as he suddenly

realised the new fellow's intention.

But Trimble’s head was already ovs
ithe bucket of paste now, and, desp.le
his frantic struggles, the nexi instant
it was [airly in the bucket.

Splosh!

The slimy paste splashed over the
sides of the bucket as Trimble's bullet
hiead was plunged in.

Three times Trimbles lhead went
under, and then 03 1or dropped
Trimble with a chuckle. Tnmble flopped
to the platform, gurgling and gasping
and coughing paste from his eyes and
mouth.

Knox minor nicked up one of the
posters and calmly wrapped il round
Trimble's head

“There you are,” he remarked. “ Just
a little warning. fatly! I knew you
hadn't come to mect me out of kind-
ness; you'd some little game on, you fat
frog! Well, perhzps that'll teach you
not 10 come any games on Percy Knox.
See?”

* Gug-gugug! Greoeooogh!
crikey! Oh,  you-—Grocoog!
beast!  Mum-mum-niummmm

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Percy Knox roared as Trimble
spr‘mlcd on the platfonn,
sireaming down hun the while
at the chinging poster round his head
Then the new boy planted his fool
behind Trimble as he sat {here, and,
Lurning away with a chuckle, he picked
up his bag and siarted to leave the
statlon,

But before he had taken a couple of
strides a heavy hand dropped on his
snoulder and he was swung round.
“Hold on, my pippin’!" said a grim
voice. “Not so fast! Bullying a BSt.
Jun:. chap--what? We'll see about
that

‘I‘he new fellow saw Lhree fellows be-
fore him, all of them wearing St. Jim's
cap. The one who held him in a strong
grip was a“rugged-featured junior, big
and burly, Unlike his two companions,
.o weTe grinning broadly at Trimble's

plighht, he was looking very
serious indeed.
Hold on!"” he

srim and

repeated alemh’

ap, you cheeky cad?
Kuox minor smiled at lim

Are you a St, Jim's chap,‘ theu?” he
inguired.
“Eh? Yes, of course I am, snorled

ihe rueged-faced youth, who happened
to be none other than George Alired
Grundy of the Shell.  “I'm Grundy—
Grundy of the Shell!™

Grundy spoke as if that stood for a
very great deal. The new Icllow cuid
no’ sfem impressed.

“Oh, youre Grundy, are
of old Mother Grundy,
what?

why you--you-——" Grundy's face
went red, and he spluttered.

“And a SL Jim's chap, loo!"

peated Kno: a tone of wonder,
id w‘e]l I'm hlov. ! I've only met three
St. Jim's chaps up to now, and all three
were [reaks. e first, had a chunk of
glass in his eye, a.nd was dressed like
4 tailor's dummy; the second was this
fat freak here; and you're the third,
Grundy. But you're the biggest freak
of the lot, old cha)

you? Son
suppose—

Wilkins and Gunn chuckled; but
their leader did not chuckle. He al-
most foamed at the moutl

CWell” he spluttered— well, youw—

Put your dashed

" t.n-nh old chap,” said IEnox.
He lifted his fists up hard: one of
them caught Grundy under the chin,
and the other caught him a fearful
Unanp in the chest,

“ Yarcooop! " reared Grundy.

He slazgered back, gasping, releasing
his grasp on the new fellow as he did

0.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wilkins and
Gunny; though they were far {rom ap-
proving such treatment of their leader
mcv could not help roaring.

“That what you mean?’ inguired
Knox innocently.
George  Alfred did no: answer in

words, but in deeds. He rushed al the
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new fellow like a mad bull, his ruzged
face ved with wrath,

Smack

“Yooop!"

Bump!

It was not Knox, bul Grundy who was
down; somehow Grundy's wildly wav-
ing fists were swept aside, and a fist
hard as iron took him under the chin,
sending him down on the platform with
& heavy thump.

He sat there dazediy,
sireaming from hls nose.

“Ow-ow!" he gasped. “Oh. crumbs!
Oh, just you wait, you rotten outsider!”

For a moment they were at it ham-
mer and tongs.

What followed was rather an cye-
opener to Wilkins and Gunrn. Grundy
was a burly fellow, and though far from
being a skilful boxer he certainly was a
hefty fighter.

But the new fellow handled him with
seeming ease. He was obviously a very
rough handful, and his methy of
fighting were none too merclful.  His
face was hard now, and his cyes glit-
tered.

Agau\ and again Grundy went crash-
ing down, and at last he stayed down,

‘l'mcked io Lh= \\1de

the erimson

t, Grundy, old chap!"”

mlled Will(ms. "The cad's too pood for
ou

"Gmon h!  Oh, my hat! T-TU

]
smash }uml" panted Grundy.

Game yet, the burly Shell fel.low tried
to stagger to his feet again; but he fell
back gasping.

“He's licked!" jeered Knox, with an
ugly grin. “What about you chaps?”
hie added, turning on Wilkins and Gunn

*Like tc have a g9, what? Tvea few|c

good punches left.”

But Wilkins and Gunn declined the
offer of o few punches. If Grundy had
deemed it his business to fight the
stranger they saw no reason why they
should. He was obviously an ugly
customer, and they did not Hke the look
of him—little dreaming as yet that he
was the much<iscussed new fellow.

“Funky, what?” sneered Knox minor,
as Wilkins and Gunn heloed Grundy

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

to his feet. *“Well, perhaps this will
show you chaps what to expect. My
cousin warned me the chaps would be

p against me, and I'm going to show
1 can look after myself.”

“Great Scott!” gasped Wilkins, :yc-
ing the new fellow queerly. *
you're not Knox's ccusin—the
chap?”

*Yes, I am,” grinned Knox minor,
mopping & cut lip. “Nice surprise for
you-—what. You expected a muff, I

expect—a chap you could take it out uf

eh?  Well, this'll show you I'm not to
be played with. I tell you, I'm going
t0 make things hum at Si. Jim’s; no
flies on me, I might tell you Got
that?"

“You've got plenty of gas, anyway,”
sald Gunn quietly. “But you won't get
all your own way at St. Jim' sfler, us
tell you that, you swanky cad!"

The new Sellow looked ugly, and he
took a threatening step towards Gunn.
Gurm did not maove.

“80 you wam a licking, after all?”
savd. Percy Kno!

“No, I don't-nct from you,” said
Gunn calmly. "I'm just giving you #
word of advice; you seem to need It

badly. You won't find mgging and
swanking go down at St Jim's—
whether you can use your rotten fists
or not.”

The new fellow took another step Lo-
werds Gunn and ralsed his fists; but
he dropped them again as Wilkins
stepped forward by the slde of his
chum.

“Two to one, eh?” jeered Knox.
thnt how they fight at St. Jim's?"”
ly when dealing with bullying
sald Wil
“Oh, all right!
sald Kuox savagely.

u can go and eat coke!™ said

ne“

“Is

grimly.
p41} rememher you!™

The new fellow hesitated, and then
he turned away, scowling. ‘Taking a
packet from his pocket, he took out a
cigarette and 11t up with careless and
seeming indifference. If Intention
was to impress the St. Jim's juniors the
act was 2 failure: Wilkins and Guimn
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turned their backs in disgust. The new
fellow hesitated again, and then with
a shrug he picked up his bag and
walked from the platform. N
‘Wilking and Gunn stared after him,
their faces showing eleguently what
ihey thought of Gerald Knox's cousi
Grundy was too busy attending to his
many damages o stare, while Trimble
was still too busily engaged with the
paste and paper {hat enveloped him.

“Well, my ha remarked Gunn,
with  a  low whistle. 8050
that’s  EKnox's cousin! What  a
blessed specinen! ‘That menh.ml. 3
booked for trouble at St Jim
Wilky!”

“And the cad will cause plenty of
troubIe- too!” said Wilkins grimiy.

“ Jin He can serap, though! But—
but h[:s a howling cad!'™

“Yes, rather! A smoky cad, too—
like his blessed cousin! Great pip!
What will the fellows think about him?
Feeling better now, Grundy?”

TN who was leaning up against
the mihngs ceased mopping his nose
and blinked at his chums out of a
rapidly closmg eye

“The

e tho—cad™ 2as)
awlul rom:r‘ He s——hes actua‘!y licked
me—me, you know! What do you
fellows think about thal? But you
wait—you fust wait until T get o go at
him again, I'll show him--the swank-

'd beller  leave
Grundy,” said Gunn gnmly,
like that's best left alone.
started it, Trimble?”

Trimble groaned as lie rubbed at the
paste in his hair. The fat junior nad
succeeded in getting rid of most of the
sticky paper: but he still looked a Tear-
ful sight for all that.

“Ow!"” he groaned. "The—the awful
cad! He went for me just for nothing

L all, and did this to me! After me
coming all this way to meet him, the
ungrateful beast! !

“But T thought D'Arcy was meeting
“I neard Tom

himi  alone,
A fellow
What

him,”  said- Wilkins,
Meny say——"
"'So he did!"™ pod Trimble,

vith

anotlier groan, “But that bLeasy's
\Walll the way to Meliord!"

Gucsj, s hat in, and then &
in the train just as it v

“And the train’s take
Iord" gasped Gunn.

Oh my hat!”
Dcxp!le their feclings
new fellow, Wilkins and Gunn

towards the
could

not h:‘lp grinning.

So he's a joker as \\ell ak‘. a swaik-
ing cad!"™ said Wilkins. “ My hat, I can
see high old times ahen But-—but

fancy poor old Gussy getting that for
looking after the new chap so kindly."

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Gunn. He
could not help it; the thought of ihe
well-meaning  Arthur Augusius being
whirled away to Melford was cerlainly
funny. And Wilkins joined.him. But
Grundy snorted.

“1t’s nothing to laugh at, you siily
asses!" he snorted. “That cheeky,
swanking rotter wants putting in his
place, and I'm the man to do it!"

““But he's just Jicked you,” murmured
Wilkins,

“That was a fluke!” snapped George
Alfred, setting his jaw squarely "I
admit the cad can punch, and he cer-
tainly licked me for the moment. But
next time he won't; next time I'm golng
to hammer hxm to a jelly. Come on!*

“Hold on exclaimed Wilkins, in

alarm. “Aren't we booked for the pie-
tures in Waylan:l'? Train will ke in in
a sec, you ass!”
Blow the pictures!” snoried Grundy.
“I'n poing after that swanking cad,
and I'm going to lick him this time.
Cheeky rotter! Come on!™

“But look here——""

“Come on!™ roared Grundy
ciously.

He started off for the plaifo:
and  Wilkins and Gunn  looked
eloquently at each other, and groaned
as they followed. Like the rest of the
juniors at St. Jim's, they had antici-

exit,
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pated trouble when It became known
that a cousin of Knox of the Sixth was
coming into the Shell; they knew new
for a certainty that there was going
to be trouble—for Knox minor liimsell
as well as for others.

CHAPTER 5.
Kiox fasists!
1 TOP!"
S “What the dickens—-""
Tom Merry, who was bearing
down on goal with the ball at his toes,
stupped short in his stride and glanced

Fmter practlce was In full swing on
Little Side, between plcked sides of
Schoal House and New House fellows,
skippered by Figglns and Tom Merty
respectively. Both sldes were playing
up well, and, so far, there had been no
score; but when that authoritative
shout rang out, Tom Merry had cer-
tainly looked lke scoring.

That shout did it, however,

As Tom stopped, George Figzins
nipped in like a flash and lifted ihe ball
almost from his toes. The next moment
the New House forwards were speeding
towards the School House goal with it

“Blow!” panted Tom Merry, while a
how! went up from the School House
fellows.

*“Tom, bawled Monty
Lowther,

"Mcrr} you footling fathead!” yelled
Talbot.

‘Tom Merry groaned and nodded
towards the touchline. The tall form
of o senior was just starting across the
ground. It was Gerald Knox. Tom
Merry had recognised the voice, and he
had stepped, guessing at once what
Knox was after.

“Blow hlm!"” snoried Lowther.

“Let  him _ rip!" snepped Talbot
angrily “What the thump does he
rant chipping in like—"

k out, chaps!"” yelled Lowther.
"On (he ball, Tommy, you fathead!”
Hewrics and Manners, the School

you ass!™
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House backs, had
Figgins' rush, and as the ball
ging upficld agnin Talbot
Lowther inace o rusi for it

‘Talbot Lrepped iv neally, and, beinx
challenged by Kerr and Redfern, he got
rid of it by swinging it back to Tom
Merry.

“Wake up, Merry!"

It was a howl from all reund the
fidd, and Tom Merry suddenly woke
up. Redfem and Lawrence were bear-
ing down on him in a combined rush,
and Tom Merry trapped the ball
steadied himself, and swung round and
kicked.

His intention was to send the ball out
to his wing, but he had forgotten that
Gerald Knox of the Sixth was bearing
up behind him

B!

managsd 1o stop
came

and

P

Like a shot from & gun the whizzing,
muddy football hurtled full into Knox's
chest, and he sat down with a heavy
thump on the muddy ground.

“ ¥oooop!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Had the match been an important
fivture that roar would have probably
Leen a roar of rage; as it was, it was a
roar of laughter from the spectators,
Only the School House footballers
{hmnselves were angry.

“Yah! Get off the field, Knox!"

“You clumsy chump!”

“Grooooogh!”

Gerald Knox sat on the muddy
ground and gasped and glared round

"Oh my hat!"” groaned Tom Merry.
“Sorry, Knox! It was an accident.”

The prefect staggered to his feet; his
face was red, and he was in a towering
rage,

“Accident!” he hissed, glowering al
Tom Merry. “I'll give you accident,
you little sweep! You heard my shout,
and you knew I was coming up behind,
hang you! Il maka you sit up for
this, you lLittle cad!”

Leteyre of the Fifth, who was referee-
ing the match, came hurrying up to the
group.
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“It was your own fault, Knox!” he
snapped. “Dash it all! What d'you
want buttin' in on a match like this
for

“You shut up!” snarled Knox.

This young hound did it purposely!
I—I'll make him smart for Merry,
get off the feld!”

“Here, hold on!" said Lefevre, flush-
ing. “You can't come thosc games
here, Knox! It was your own fault.
Get off the field yoursell, and let Merry
carry on!”

"You seem to
Sixth-Former and a
Knox furiously.

“¥ou never give anyone the chance
to forget that,” said the Filth Form
skipper, his lip curling. “That's no
reason why you should stop a footer
match and order fellows off like this!”

“ Merry knows why I am ordering him
1o leave the feld!” gritted Knox. “I
ordered him Lo go to Rylcombe Station
this afternoon. He's seen fit to disobey
the order of a prefect and to play
footer instead. I'm saying nothing
about his assaulting me just now—-"

“Rubbish! That was an accident—
brought on by your own clumsy inter-
ference!" said Lefevre hotly, “I know
nothing about your giving Merry orders,
:md I care less. But I know you've

topped the daS'hed match, and now
_',ou’rc holding it up.

' Confound the mslch"‘ was Knox's
furious retort. " Think I'm going to
allow & fag lo disobey me like this?
Merry, leave this field at once and go to
the station. I shall report the matter
1o Railton if you don't.”

“Daon't go, Merry!”

“Let him go hang!"

There was a murmur of voices, but
Tom Merry set his lips. He was not
alraid of Knox reporting him to the
Housemaster on such a matter—far
from it. But he did not wish to cause
trouble between Knox and Lefevre—or
cause trouble at all. After all, he had
really promised Knox that he would go
in the first place.

“Look here, Knox,” he said quietly,

forget that I'm a
prefect!”  said
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“there’s no earthly reason why I should
have to go Instead of anyone clse, and
you know it. D'Arcy has gone to the
sl.:mun in my place. Hell do, I sup-

will not do!" said Knox,
showimg his teeth. “I've ordered you
10 go, Merry, and you'd better go. And
come to me for six over this
acrident, as you call it.”

"It was an accident, Knox; I'm will-
ing to be reported to Railton for that.”

Knox bit his lip; he certainly did not
desire to report that matter to Mr.
Railton—far from it. There were too
many witnesses to prove that it was an
accident.

“T can deal with the matter ryself,”
he said, his eyes glinting. “Are vou
poing to the station or not, Merry?”

Tem Merry nodded slowly,

“Oh, all right!" he said. “Talbot
you'd better get hold of Glyn to fill up,
i r‘wsy agrees; he's about the ground
comewhere.”

Talbot looked angry, but he nodded,
and Tom left the ground, with a good
many  remarks — uncomplimentary
ellher to himsel! or Knox—ringing in
his ears.

He hurried stralght to the changing-
room, and was very quickly changed
and cut again, and within ten minutes
he was striding &t a good pace for the
station. He took the path through the
woods—a  short cut-—realising that
Arthur Augustus would be almost cer-
tain Lo bring the new fellow that way,
for it was aiready past time for the
train o arrive.

Tom was savagely annoyed at having
to leave the footer, after all, and he was
not feeling at all kindly disposed
towards the new fellow, which was
scarcely surprising in the circumslances,
But he meant to do as he had promised,
and he was anxious to get the job over
ity order to get back to see the finish of
the inatch.

As he reached the village green, how-
ever, he halted. A kick-aboul match
was in progress on the green helween
two sides of village vouths. Tom Lierry's

o
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face cleared, and ne grinned as he
recoguised Graaes & Co.

Guinzes was the grocer's boy from the
village shop, and he and his stalwaris
were preat friends with Tom Merry &
Coa.—Iriends and sporting rivals.

For some moments Tom watehed with
interest a still tussle round the ball, and
then he was just moving on again when
a voice called to him:

“ Hallo, you! Hold on!™

Tom Lurned and stared. Standing by
the rails, also watching the villagers,
was a youih of his own age or near,
but much taller and wearing a lounge
suil and a bowler hat. Tem had noliced
him as he came along, but it had been
merely a casual glance,

It was Percy Knox, who was now on
his way fror the station, though Tom
Merty was far fromn guessing that,

“Did you address me?” asked Tom.

“¥es, old bean—I1 did address your
giddy royal Highness!" said the new
fellow, without removing his cigareite
from hns lips. "You're a St, Jim's chap,
I gee.”

Tem Merry eyed him rather coldly.
The supercilious glonce and the cigar-
ctte did not appeal to Tom, nor did his
mode of address, which was certainly
irritating.

“I'm a St. Jim's chap, right enough,”
lm smd bricfly.

Good! You re not such a freak as
the other St. Jims chaps I've met so
far,” griwted Lhe new fellow. “You
look pretiy hefty, too, T must say. Are
you fairly sirong, might T ask?”

Tom stared still more. He wondercd

if the stranger was a trifle “loose © in
the head.

“I think I'm fairly streng” he
answered, smiling.

“Good! remarked the stranger

“Then you'll be able to
wshed brg to St. Jim's for
just hoping a chap like you
onz.  Here you are!

thumped!”  ejacuiaicd
“You---you checky rotier!
g2 and ext coke and chop

again coclly.
carry Lhis
e, Iow
woutld b

Tom M
¥eu can
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chips, my friend! And if ¥ou want
silly nese puneched-—

Tom berry paused suddenly, the
truth dawnirg in on him.
“Greal pip!'" he exclaimed, eyeing

the cool Percy curiously. 0
the new [ellow, are you—Percy Knox?"
Kunox nodded with: a chuckle,

“I'm the very chap!™ he said. “Sur-
prised—what?"
“Yes, in one way, {hough not in

another,” said Tom calmly. *I certainiy
didn’t expect such a cool customer; but
I did expect a smoky roiter, or some-
thing of the sort! Beiter chuck that
fag away, my plppm' Smeking it
allowed at St. Jim'

“Asking for a hcmng?"
Knox pleasantly.

“Not from you—nor would T o-:pccl.
one,” said Tom, his Lip curling. " Laol
here, you've got a trifle too much
bounce for a new fellow. I'd advise you
Lo sing small for a time at St. Jim's,
or you're booked for heaps of trouble!™

“Thanks no end!” yawncd Perey
Knox. “As it happens, I'm pretty
citock-full of advice already. My deav
cousin i the Sixth has already primed
me wilh  advice—heaps of it. He
advised me for one thing to mind my
eve ol St Jim's, as the fellows would
be up against me on account of hun.
I'm going to mind my eye, I've already
licked one fellow at the stalion, and put
it across two others. I'm ready to start
on you If you like. I might tell you that
I'm going to make thinzs hum at your
rotlen school!™

Tom Merry's eyes gleamcd, but he
was more disgusied than angry. He
faced the new fellow calmly

“ked Perey

CHAPTER &.
Looking for Trouble!
. © that's your pro; 'imne, is il
e sald quictly. © Well, if ‘onr
programme cuds up in fire

vour owil look-out, I s
here "

or ¥
pose.

—Tom  su nkL('nl,
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remembered Avihur Augustus—“what's
happened lo D'Arcy, the fellow who
came to the station to meet you?”

“You mean the walking fashion-plate
\th the eyeglass?”

Yes,” said Tom, smiling grimly.

“Blessed if I know. I just shoved
him in the train I came out of, and off
he went with his topper bashed over
his eyes.”

“You—you shoved D'Arcy in the
train gong on to Melford?"” gasped Tom.

““¥es. The other freak who met me—
a fat sort of worm—I ducked in a
bucket of paste and wrapped a poster
round him. The other fellow—icllow
with a face like a broken brick, who
said his name was Grundy, is in the
hospital by now, I expect, He asked me
for some trouble, and, being an oblig-
ing sort of chap, I gave him some.”

" Phe

‘Tom gazed blankly at the new fellow.
So this was the chap Knox major had
asked him to be kind to! Tom fancied
he saw all sorts of trouble ahead. Cer-
tainly, he was a smoky cad and a brag-
part; but—but he was evidently also a
bit of a coughdrop—that much was
clear.

"Wcll " Tom managed to get out—
“well, you've made a pretly good start,
anyway, Knox."”

“1 meant to make a good start, and
go on as I've started,” said Knox minor
meaningly. " And now, my curly-topped
friend, are you going to carry my bag
to St. Jim's, or have I to start on you?”

Tom Merry set his lips; the fellow was
obviously out for all the trouble he
could find: but Tom had no intention
of satisfying him so far as he was con-
cerned,

“Look here, Knox,” he said calmly,
"'T happen to be junior skipper of the
Schou! House, and it's up to me to give
you advice, whether you want it or not;
you certainly need it. You may be a
funny joker, and you may be able Lo use
vour fists a bit, ‘But too much of that
won'l go down at St Jim's, T warn you.
Youll find plentv of fellows who are

I

handier with their fists than Grundy
is.’
*Thanks, old curly-napper!”

Tom Met flushed and bit his lip,
‘The fellow was clearly not to be advised;
Tom began to lose his temper a bit.

** As for carrying your bag, you chiceky
cad, he snapped, “ I'll seen you lianged
first! I it wasn't your first day, I'd
mop up the thumping earth with you—
or try to. But Il show you to St. Jim's
for all that. Your cousin ordered me to
meet you and bring you here, and I
shall carry out his orders. Come on!"

He was about to start away when a
feotball dropped Just in front of Tom,
and outside the rails of the green. At
the samne moment Grimes, with Pilcher
and another villager at his heels, came
racing up to the rails,

“All serene, Grimey!” called Tom
cheerily. “I'll see to it!"

He ran after the bouncing ball, and,
trapping it smartly, lifted his koot to
kick it back to the vulage youths beyond
the white-painted rails,

But even as he did so & foot was Inter-

and the ball was neatly and
deltly hml.«i off his toes,

It was Percy Enox, und the new
fellow chuckled as he juggled with the
bouncing ball,

“How's that?" he grinned. I think
Tl see to it, not you, old curly-nut!"”

With that Knox minor kicked the
ball; but not in the directlon of the
players, however. It was a pretty drop-
ping shot, a shot Tom would have
admired at any other time, and it
dropped with & soft splash in the exact
rc:nl.n- of the village duck-pond.
exclaimed

“Well, you mean cad!”
Tnm flushing with anger.
Good shot, what?"” grml*rd Knox,
“Now, let's see those bby little

beasts fetch it out again!"

Just then the "scrubby little beasts ™
—as Knox minor termed Grimes & Co.
—came ducking under the rails, their
aces red and furious,

Ifere, what did you do tliat for, you
reiter?” shouted Pilcher,
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“That c¢hap a pal of yours. Master
Merry?" acked Grimes, his eyes gleam-
ing.

“Not aiL all, said Tom
“He's no pal of mine, Grimey

“That's good enough, Master Merry,”
sald Grimes grimly. "He's kicked our
Bloom!in' kall in, and he's got o get it
out again!™

“That ‘e "as!” bawled Sidney Pilcher.
"If he don’'t get it outer thal pond,
‘¢ goes afler j¢!"

The villagers surrounded Perey Knox
in a yelling swarm. He stood his
ground, and simply stared at them
coolly and cueeringly, Smoky rolter
and braggarl as he was, he ceviainly did
not lack pluck or nerve—or so thought
Tom Merry,

“Eetter get the ball for them!™
snapped Teom, “You're for it if you
don‘t; these chaps won't stand any non-

sense!

“Do I look Lhe sort of ¢hap to funk
this dathed swarm of hoolizans?”
sneered Perey. "Il be hanged ir
fetchit!"™

“You won't fetch
yelled Grimes.

“What was Lhat you called me? " said
Knox pleasantly.

“A rotler!” shouted Grimes excitedly.
* And you are one to kick that there ball
like llmt' Just for nothing, like. You

ow!"

prompily.

you rott

vas a punch like the kick of a mule,
and it caught Grimes clean under the
chln, lifting blin back agalnst the rails
with n crashi. The grocer's boy yelped,
and slld down to the ground, holding his
chin.

But he = on his feet again the next
second, his blue eyes blazing. With a
rush he went for Percy Knox, who
laughed and put his hands up.

“Hold on, CGrimey!" called Tom
Merry; he saw at a glance that Grines,
plucky nrs he was, stood nmo chance
agninst Kuox, who was nearty a head
taller, ard ol usly hefty to boot. Bul
Pilebher arad his comrades had already
sean thai, too.

TOM MEERY'S ENEMY!

They rushed forward, and the fuming
Grlmes was hauled b'\(‘l., protesting
ang g
'Ll.pt me get at (e rotter! " he velled.

**No fea aid Sidney Picher. “Hoe
looks & bit (oo good for you, Grimey.
wclldml w:rh the sweep. Collar him!™

hat-ho!™

There was a rush of village yout
and, desplte the fact that he sent
ceveral lacs reeling away with hefty
punches, Percy Knox was collared and
held fast.

The new fellow was looking a trifle
uneasy now: he had obviously.not anti-
cipated such a slustion, though he
might have expecied it.

“Back me up, Me
“We'll soon smash th
us!"

“Go and eat coke!” retorted Tom
Merry.  “You fairly asked for it. you
silly ass! If you don't want to get it,
v;lu ve only got o get that ball for

“T'll be dahed ;r I will!
you hov.lmg cads!

Not likely ! grlnned Sidney Pilcher.

“Y¥ou got to get that ball outer that
pond first.”

*Thal's the programme.

Knox minor giared round him desper-
ately. All the footballers were on the
spot now, and he was surrounded by
angry, threatening faces. Then his
glance fell on ihe duckpend, and he
shuddered. It was quite a large pond.
and it was covered with slimy weeds
and green so In the centre reposed
the ball.

“Look here,” he gasped, “you can
asily get your Lall hy throwing slones
Rl it, you low cads!"

“Easily,” ascented Piicher. “But
pwere not going to get it, see? That's
your Job. You «..m chuck siones at it if

you've got to get It If you
1 slmf' you in arter it, neck

* he panted.
rabble between

Let me go,

" advised Tom Merry.
Shut up!" enarled

nlmn Jaw set =
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The duckpond did not look at all invil-
ing; but en the other hand, the thought
of givinz in to the w|lager§4md in
front ¢f Toin Merry—made him grit lis
teeth with rage

As if he had made up his mund not
1o dao it, he started (o struggle furiously.

“Help e, you funky rotter!™ he
panted to Tom Merry. “I'm a St. Jim's
Iellow now, aren't 1?7 Back up your own
school, hang you!"”

“Get that ball Tor them, and Il back
you up soott enough,” said Tom coolly.
his right, and you're in the wrong,

said Tom.
follow ceased lo strugsle

The new
suddenly, his eves gleam!
‘Al right, you sw Eeps
" Let me go and I g »
“You'll get that lhere ball
demanded Pilcher.

"he snapped.

back?”

‘The village lads let him go instantly;
they had had plenty of dealings with St.
Jim's fellows, and they did not dream
of suspecting the fellow now that they
knew he was a St. Jim's chap.

“Get it, then!"” grunted Pilcher.

Percy Knox, breathing hard, picked
up his bowler hat from the ground. He
glanced from his bag to Tom Merry, and
then he started down to the margin of
the duckpond

When a vard or so from the water he
turned suddenly and took to his heels.

So unexpected was his treacherous
action that the villagers and Tom Merry
simply stared after him for a moment,
then a perfect howl of wrath wenl up
from Grimes & Co.

“After im!” roared Grimey,

There was a rush of the village foot-
ballers aiter the new fellow. Bui he
had & powd start now, and he could run.
And  he would undoubtedly have
escaped, but for three St. Jim's fellows
who came along just then in the

distance
They were Grundy, Wilkins, and
Guon.  In his desperation, Percy had

not thought of direction, and he had
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fled back the w  he had come from
the station.

hey stared as they saw the flying
figure pelting towards them.
“Great pip!”  efaculaied Grundy.
It—iis that rotter! tep i, you

men!

Grundy jumped out to meet tie fl
ing figure, his jaw sel grimly. Wh
Knox ]md been doing to get that yell-
ing swarm of villagers alter him he
did not trouble to wonder. Grundy
wanted to meet Knox minor again,
and he wanted to meet him  badly.
Grundy was still feeling sore and
Lrulsed all over after the terrible ham-
mering he had had at the hands of the
new fellow; but Grundy was never
salisfied—he never knew when he was
be-uton or when he had had enough.

“Let the rotter rip, Grundy
snorted Gunn.

“Help me stop him!" yelled Grundy

in reply. *'Here he comes! Got you!"”
Crath, crash!
Grundy certainiy had “got him.”

Both he and Knox miner crashed
together, and then they rolled over,
struggling furiously. But they did n
struggle for long. Just then Grimes &
Co. pounded up, and they grasped
Knox and fairly wrenched him from
Grundy.

Gru ndy scrambled up wrathfully.
ere, hold on, Grimey, vou cheeky
he snorted, panting. “Let him

as
g9 .
“Look 'ere, Master Grundy—"
“Let him go!’ bawled Grundy.
“Stand aside and make a ring, you
village chaps. I'm poing o smash
Lhab cheeky rotter to little bits!”
“Oh, are you?” gasped Pilcher,
“My heye!"
He was
Grundy's remarks,
Impressed.
“He's licked me once—by a fluke,”
explalned Grundy. “But it won't

evidently surprised at
but he was not

happen egain, Make a ring, you
feliows. Tom Merry, yocu can referee,”
“Thanks,” grinned Toin
“Hold on!” snorted Gro " ¥You



13

ain't goin' to fight 'im yet, Masler

Grundy; he's gotter get our ball ouler
that duckpond whcrc he kicked it, the
bleomin” sneak!"

“Eh? Did the cad kick your ball in
there?” demanded Grundy, glancing
towards the pond.

"’{hah ‘e did,

just for nothin’

demanded

atb
“Is that right, Merry?”

Grundy magisterially.
“That’s right,” grinned Tom, ned-

ding.
“Well, that's all right, then,” said

George Alfred. “You can ge ahead
with it, kids, I lick him after he’s
got your ball out,

“Look here hissed Knox.

But Percy was not listened {o. He
was collared by the irate villagers, and
he was propelled and dragged towaeds
the pond, fighting and struggling furi-
ously. He gave Tom Merry a bitter
glance as he was dragged away.

¥ Serves him right!" snorted Grundy
to Tom. *That cad needs a lesson—
too cheeky by half, kid.”

“Like you,” assented Tom.

“Look here-——'" began Grundy, But
he stopped and hurried after the
crowd, eager to see what happened.
Tom also followed. They found Knox
struggling madly at the edge of the
pond in the grasp of severn] villagers,
all of whom showed the marks of
Hnox's fists on thelr faces. TUn-
doubtedly Enox miner was game.

“In with 'im, #f he won't go on 'is

wn!" yelied Bidney Pilcher.

" Ere, 'erel”

Apparently Percy had no Intention
of wading in on his own, however. He
fought and kicked savagely, but the
villagers were too many for him, and

suddenly there sounded a hm\.y
splash.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Tom Merry.
“He's §

Knux mmnr was “in  right encugh.
Propelled  from  behind, he Dhad

siumbled suddenly, and an unexpeciod
push from behind had doue the rest.

TOM MERRY'S ENFMY!

He sprawled face downwards in a
couple of feet of slimy mud and water.

For & moment he floundered there,
struggling desperately, and then, as he
scrambled to his feet, a shout of
laughter went up.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The new fellow was a most awful
sight, Green scum and slimy weeds
hung from him in festoons. He gasped
and panted, his face—or what could
be seen of it—was fiendish with unzon-
trollabls rage,

“It were your own fault!™ gasped
Grimes, locking a trifle alarmed. “If
you'd trled to get that there ball your-
sc]f this wouldn't 'ave happened.”

' You—you—you- o~

Knox minor spluttered and gasped
incoberently,

It had certainly been his own fault,
If he had waded in instead of strug-
gling, it certainly would not have hap-
pened.

But this was small comfort to the
new fellow. He struggled ashore, leav-
ing his bowler hat floaling on the

pond He was dripping with water,
and literally shaking, partly with the
cold of the water, partly with rage.

“Now you can ‘ave him to yourself,

Master Grundy,” grinned = Sidney
Pilcher, who did not seem to share the
good-natured Grimes' alarm. "“We

won't insist on 'is gettin® the ball out
arter this. Well chuck stones at it
and gct It ourselves."

Go it, Grundy!” called Wilkins,
with a chuckle. “Let him have it hol
and strong, old chap.”

But Grundy's enthusiastic desirc to
“lick " the new fellow fled as he gazed
at the slime-covered object he now pre-
sented. Not for worlds would he have
tackled him in his present state.

“No fear!” he grinned.
Scott! He fairly hums! Let's
away, you chaps, I think Tl lv-k r.hs
rotter another time."”

“I think I should,” grinned Wilkins,

And he and Gunn followed G
as that great man strode
a grioming glance at the ha

G real

o5 pew
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fellow, who \-\as wringing the water
from his clob

Tom Merry he‘SlI'\LEd. and then he
stopped.
° Inpn way, the good-naturcd skipper

of the School House juniors felt sorry
for Knox minor, or for the plight he
was in. At all events, it had been his
own fault from beginning to end with-
out n doubt. But he was & new fellow
for all that. and Tom wondered if he
had done right in refusing to de any-
tlung to slop the villagers. A word
from him, ke knew, would have made
Grimes & Co. get the ball themselves,
though they wonld have done so reluc-
tantly.

Moreaver, Tom had come tc see the
new fellow safely to St. Jim's.

“'Belter get a move on, Knox," he
said quictly, Lrying to suppress a smile.

“No good kicking against the pricks
like this. It was your own fault, and
you can’t say I didn't warn you.”

“shut up!" hissed Knox.

He glanced about him,
looking for his bag.

“T'll gec Lo your bag now,’” :.ald TOrn.
“Come on, let's get to St. Jum'

The junior picked up the suntmsﬂ
and started to walk away. Knox minor
followed, his eyes glinting with the
fury that consumed him. He did not
look round at the grinning faces of
the villagers. The two tram) Off the
village green, and reached Rylcombe
Lane without a word being spoken,
‘Tom keeping a few yards dlstant from
his companion. This was really neces-
sary from Tom's point of view—and
sense of smell.

Knox minor suddenly stopped.

Tom Merry glanced at him. He saw
at a glance that the new fellow meant
further trouble.

You--you sneaking, howling cad!"
ssod Knox minor, through white lips.
“I knew T should hate you the
moment I sel eyes on your smug face,
you snivelling saeep!  You pul Lhose
iow brutes up to it all. I know who
you are hoy' iy cousin wrote about

evidently
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you. I'm going to give you the hiding
ol vour life for Lhi

“Look here——-" began Tom.

“¥ou refused to back me up-—you en-
couraged (hem, you rotter!™ said Knox
furiously. “I blame you for It all,
'y Hang you—hang you! Put
vour ‘dashed fists up, and we'll have it

naw i've come!
Look here, you silly ass——

s begioning again; but he halted
nd sprang back, for mz new fellow
Wwas coming on with a ru

‘Tom hesitated for lhe bnele;r, part
of a second. Then he drop) the bag
and bolted, peiting off schoolwards as
hard as he could pelt. Knox followed,
his boots squelchung dismally as he ran.
But he soon gave it up; he was not in
a swtable state for running. He
stopped, and then he returned for his
bag, and, picking it up, he started after
Tom Merry at a walk, his face showing
the savaze state of his mind,

But Tom Merry did not stop rumning.
He did not funk a scrap with the new
chap by any sort of means, but he cer-
Lainly did funk ecoming inlo close con-
tact with him in his present tsate,

CHAPTER 7.
Chucked Out!
LFORE tea all the Lower School
B was bumzing with the eircum-
tances under which Percy Knox
had arvived at im’s,

The story, naturally enough, caused
no little amusement, and no lttle
alarm,

Certainly Percy had made rather a
bad start for a new fellow. In the
ordinary way new boys “blew in"
blissfully disregarded by the “old
men,”  who had other important
matters to cccupy their attention. But,
being the ceusin of the most unpopular
prefeci at St Jim's, made all the dif-
Terence in the case of Percy Knox.

The Lower Schocl had looked upon
his coming with many misgivings., In
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the past Gerald Knox had managed
very well Lo make himself decidedly un-
pleasant to the juniors of the Shell and
Fourth; with the pdvent of a relative
who would be in constant touch with
the juniors, they felt it more than
likely he would ktecome intolerable.
They had taken jt for granted that a
relative of Knox' must, in the nature
of things. be & smaller edition of him.

Now they had good reason to believe
that their forebodings were only too
well-founded.

Monty Lowther and Mauners heard
the news as they came off the footer
field, and they hurried to their study
immediately after changing. As they
expected, they found Tom Merry there.

He gave them a feeble grin as they
tramped in, ruddy and breathless, from

news, then?”
asked Tom, noting their excited faces.
“What d'vou think about it, chaps?"
"‘Just as we expected!” sald Man-
ners. ‘' There’s aoing to be trouble
with that merchant, Tomm!
“Tell us all about

it,” suggested
wther.

Tom told of his afternoen's adven-
tures.

“Phew!" whistled Lowther, as he
finished. "What a giddy coughdrop!
He's made 2 good start, and no mistake.
‘Thank goodness he got it in the neck
over the duckpond affair, anyway. And
he's a smoky rotter, too.”

“Geems a regular goer by the way he
alked " grunted Tom.

“Can't be much good al sports, or
nything, then,” said Lowther,

“I don't knew that he's a_duffer—It's
pretty clear he isn't,” said Tom, frown-
ing. “It takes a good man to lick old
Grundy in a rough-and-tumble scrap.
And he's Jolly strong.  I've had good
proof of that already.”

""That's why he wanted you Lo meet
him!” growled Mauncrs, T noticed
how Knox grinned when he told you to
be kind to his dashed cousin. He was
sginmng un his sleeve when he said
that.”

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

“He wanted me to get a licking from
him, I expect,” said Tom. "I think I
see his game. He thought—"

‘Tom was interrupted. There came
an authoritative rap at the door, am
it. opened revealing Mr. Railton, the
Housemaster of the School Honse, Be-
hind was none other than Percy Knox.
;n'mnl was a smirk on the new fellow’s
ace.

‘Tem Merty set his lips.

It occurred to him at once that the
visit meant trouble—that either Knox
had reported the matter, after all, or
that the new fellow had “sneaked ” to
the Housemaster.

But it proved to be nothing of the
kind; it proved to be something fav
worse from l.he polnt of view o[ ihe
Terrible

" Ah, Merry," exclalmed Mr. Railton,
monomng Knox to follow him into the

. "I belleve you have already
mlde the acquaintance of Knox, who
joins the school to-day. His cousin,
Knox of the Sixth, tells me you were
kind enough to meet him at the
station."”

Tom Merry stared—nhis chums stared.

Railton's genlal words it was
qLutc clear that he knew nothing of
what had happened that afternoen.
Apparently Knox senior had told no
details; possibly he had deemed it best
not Lo te];'any, the swry was 1ot to the
cre

"¥es, sir, stuutereﬂ Tom
him al the station.

"“Very good!" sald the Housemaster,
ling. *“¥or the present Knox will
Jjoin you in Study No. 10 until I can
make arrangements. He will
probably be allotted to one of the other
studies in a few days.”

“Oh!t”

“I—I met

IL was an exclamation from the
Terrible Three, and it held a world ol
meaning.

They wu‘e flabbergasted, and utterly
dismayed. e problem of which
study Knox minor would be aliotted to
had not even occurted to them. It was
a stagzering blow, Even had the fellow
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been a desent sort they would hardly
nave been pleased.

“We—weTe rather cramped in here
already, sir!” Tom Merry managed to
s(utlcr‘

“I am afraid that is the case with
most of the junior stumcs Jjust now,
said Mr. Railton. "It is only

ew days, however. I trust you
make the new boy as comioriable
as possible, and that you will all get
on well together.”

And with that the Housemaster Look
his departure. Tom Merry let him go
without attempting to make further
protest, In any case, there had been
a note of finality in Mr. Railton’s tone,
he knew it would have been use-

and
less.

There was 4 silence in the study—an
uncomfortable silence for the Terrible
‘Three. They looked at each other
other eloquently. Knox miner came
farther Into the study and grinned et
them coolly, and evidently quite uncon-
cerned at their looks.

“Rotten hole, this!" he remarked
bland.ly. “Like a blessed pigsty, in

T'he Terrible Three glared; they were
wvery proud of their cosy little study,
and the new fellow could not have said
anything more calculated to get Lheir
backs up. As a matter of fact, Tom
Muerry saw from the grin on his hard
‘e that he had said it purposely to
end them.
© 8¢ you think it's like a nngsl.y" ™ snld
wther, an ugly gleam in his
I do—beastly lttle show!"

Then It will just suit you—~the right
place, In fact!™ sald Lowther grimly.
“So make yourself at home.”

“I'm going to,” said Percy Knox,
with a grin. “You'll find I'm a fellow
who likes, and generally gets, his own
way. Got that?”

‘Tom Merry said nothing. With the
changing of his clothes, Percy Knox
bhad evldenﬂy changed his attitude
somewhal, ‘Tom felt he preferred
him  show bitter animosity and

y

hatred than this guinning,
superior ity.

*We might as well come to some
understanding at once now I'm bocked
for this study.” said Percy coolly. “I've
alrcady met Merry; we've got a little
matter to settic yet. I'm going to

E ‘lic it, but gt can walt for the
P

“lts no need to wait, said Tom
Merry, his eyes glinting. “I'm ready

to setlle it any time, you swanking
cad!"

“S0 am 1" agreed Percy calmly.
“But I want my tea just now. I rather
got the worst of that affair this after-
noon, I admit. But I don't often get
the worst of things, I might tell you.
Now, look here, I'm booked for this
study, and I mean to make myself com-

fortable hcle. Got that?
“Rats

b n.s uncomfortable for me,” went
on Knox, unheeding, “I shall make it
dashed uncomfertable for you chaps!
I'm not the fellow to stand nonsense
from anybody. Start any games, and
I'll make it dashed hot for you!"

“Will—will you?" ejaculated Tom.

“Yes. You may be a thundering blg
man here, Merry; but you're neither
poing to boss me in this study neor out
of it. See?”

“I see,” said Ton:.
Le boss here—:s that i

" Something like |.ha assented the
new fellow calmiy. “I l.mc being top
dog—and usually T am."

“You've got a good opinion of your-
self, haven't you?"' asked Manners,
with heavy SAYCASI.

“Oh, quite!” agreed Percy gnml_r
“It's backed up Ly abilily, though.”

“And brag!” added Lowther.

The new fellow looked at him.

“Say that again!" he said.

Lowther said if again, a grin on his
face.

Smack!

Knox minor's fist smacked home

“Your idea is to

under Lowther's chin. It was a power-
ful drive and lifted the astonished
Lowther clean off his feet. He fell with
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a terrific crash and clatier into the
fender.

There was a silence,

“That,” remarked Percy Knox coolly,
“js just & hint of what to expect when
you come up against me. Mow, per-
haps, youll-—— Here, none of that!
One at a— Ow!"”

But Tom Memy and Manners
ignored his shout; they came on two at
a time. Toin Merry's fist hit the new
fellow in the mouth, making him yelp.

“Out with the howling cad!”
snapped Tom Merry, his eyes blazing.
“We'll show him whether he can come

Lhose bullying gamcs herc' Pitch him
out on his dusl

“Yes, rather!

“Hold on!"” ycllcd Knox.

Buf Tom Merry and Mannets

drove him round the table, and he de-
fended himself desperately. Then
Lowther jumped up and joined them.
Big and strong as he was, the new
fellow had no chance whalever against
the Terrible Three—who had not got
their nickname for nothing. His fists
were struck aside, and strong hands
gripped him and whirled him towards
the deor.

“'Out with him!" panted Tom.

He released one hand and tore the
door open. Knox minor, struggling
and fighting like a wild cat, few
through the deorway and fell crashing
in the passage,

The Terrible Three returned to their
study, and closed and locked the door
after them.
30 when a terrific hammering and
kicking sounded on the panels. Evi-
dently Knox minor was not done yet.

The juniors ignored it and started to
get tea ready. They had had enough
of Knox minor for a bit. But suddenly
they heard a knock and the well-known
voice of Mr. Linton

“Merry, cpen this door at onee!™

“Oh, erunbs!" groaned Tom Merry.

He cpened the door. Mr. Linton
ame in, with Knox minor, looking very

‘They had scarcely done{”

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

much the worse for wear and with a
sn\agc face, behind him.

“ Merry," exclaimed Mr. Linton, "I

understand that you refuse to admit
Knox to lhls study.
that he h

Are you aware
s been placed with you tem-

Thz-n cease this
allow him to enter!" said the master
of the Shell sharply. "I am surprised
at you, Merry! This is sLalcely (he
way I should have expecied
treat a neweomer to St. Jin's!”

“Very well, sir.”

The master hesitated, as if about to
say more; and then, with rather a
sharp look at Tom Merry, he whisked
cut of the room.

“Done you, after all!” hissed Knox
ininor, his eyes glinling spitefully.
“Here I am again, and here I mean to
siay! Any more— ere, where

foolishness and

You can stay,” said Tom Merry, his
lip curling, “but we shan't stay! Come
on, you fellows, we'll invite ourselves to
tea with Blake and his lot. Knox can
have the pigsty, as he terms it, to him-

And with that Tom led his chums
from the room, while Knox minor
glared after them, his face showing his
savage rage.

CHAPTER §.
Poor Old Gussy!

O0FR old Gussy! said - Jack
Blake. And there was a chuckls
in Sindy No. 6 in the Fourth

Form passage.

Blake & Co. were al tea there, and
with them were the Terrible Three—
only one member of the two famous
Cos being absent. And that was
Arthar Augustus D'Arcy.

There was a glowing fire in the study,
and a most delicious smell of fried
sausages there ere were N0
signs of seusages, however, for tha ¢
pany had just finished tea.
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~poar old Gussy!” repeated Jack
Blake. “But it's rea]ly no joke, you
fellows. There lsn't n (rain back from
Melford befors seven, and poor old
Gussy will have to hoof it about seven
giddy miles.”
“He'll be raving!” grinned Lowther,
“Thirsting for the new fellow's glddy
!!01'9‘ . ndded Digby. |
“It was a bit thick, though!"
erunted Herrles. “Gussy isn't the sort
to get a fellow’s back up—and we know
what a cad Knox Is. He must have
done it oub of gheer il-natured

“Hnrd lma for Gussy aflter tramping
there and dropplng the fooler for the
m of meeting him.”

Just like Gussy,” sald Manners.

Tt certainly was just lke Gussy. And,
though Tom Merry & Co. could not
help smiling at Lhe tate that had be-
fallen Arthur Al us, they also did
not lose sight or Lhe fact Lhm. it was a
mean irick on the new fellow’s parl.
Gussy was one of the kindest and best-
natured fellows going, and they knew
he was the last fellow to provoke a
stranger,

“He should be back by this time, In
any case, T should think,” sald Blake
“If you fellows have all finished tea,
what about slrol!.lng down to the gates
to wait for him?"

“Right-ho!"

The funiors rose to thelr feet from
the table; but, as they did so, the door
cpened, and an eyeglass gleamed in the
doorway. Behind the eyeglass showed
vhe red, perspliring and decidedly augry
features of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

"Oh, good!” sald Blake. “Here he
comes!"

“The merry old wanderer!"

Arthur Augustus entered the study;
‘e almost tottered in, and he collapsed
immediately Into the nearest chair.

“ Whacked?” in Blake -
thetlcauy e Bk, eympa

bal Jove!™ gagy Arthur
A:.-mstus I am vewy much whacked,
deal: bov. I have had a most feahful

ez

cxpewience; I have lv-amped all the
way fwom Melford, you know!

“We know, old chap!" said Blake.

“Bal Jove"‘ sald Arthur Augustus,
starting up. “Then you have heard
what that feahful wufian did to me?”

Yns, it's all over the place, old

ha

“Oh dear!™ Anhur Auguslus went
pink_and groan “On, cwumbs! I
was hopin’ Lhal. r“lghlru.l uus::n.] would
say no about it. Howevah,” went
on Arthur Augustus, his noble eye
gleaming, “they would have got to
know, for I intend to give that wottah
Koox the thwashin’ ul his life! I-—I

——

Arthur Augustus almost exploded
i his emotion.

“Never mind, old chap!" murmured
Lowther, "The cad got it in the neck
himself afterwards.”

" Better have tea now and tell us all
about it, ¢ld chap!” said Jack Blake.

e sosses ave ail gone, but there's &
couplé of boiled eggs—-~

I do not wequiah eithah sosses or
eggs, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus
grimly. “All I wequiah ls & cup of tea,
and then T shall be weady to give thal
feahful wollah the thwashin' he wichly
deserves!”

“You're going to scrap with him
now?" ejaculated Blake.

“¥aas; the mattah cannct wait,
Blake!"” said Arthur Augustus, hls eye
glenming behind his monocle. “He has
uttahly wuined a new toppah. He has
played & wotten twick on me, and made
me look a fool before evewybody, bal
Jove!"

“Belter leave the cad alone, Gussy,"”
advised Tom Merry. "“He's a rough
handful!”

“That does not intewest me, Tom
Mewny!”

“Better wait until you've got over
your tramp, enyway,” sald Herries,
“You look whacked to the wide!™

“And you'll be whacked to the wide
it you tackle the beggar now,"” sald
Lowther.

arthur Augustus laid down his cup
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and rose to his feel. His eyes were
gleammg with determination.

“Do you fellows happen 1o know
where I can find Knox?” he asked.

“‘He's in our siudy—or was.” grunted
‘Tow, looking uncasy., “But look here,
Gussy. Let the rotter slone! He's not

worth touching, for cne thing, and he's
to0 much for you to handie for another
—in your present <talr anyway."”

“Wubbish! I utl.ah'ly wefuse to
allow the mattah to stand ovah
anothah hour,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Blake, may T enlist your services to
see faih play?"”

“Fathead!"” snorted Blake. "If you
mean to fight the chap, why not wait
until morning and have It out in the
gym with the gloves on?”

“I do not wequiah gioves, and I
wefuse to walt until mornin’, Blake!”

With that the irate Gussy marched
out of the study.

“ Come on!" g:maned Blake.
logk after Lhe ass!™

I a far from easy frame of mind,
Bleke led his chums after Arthur
Aupustus. It was clear that nothing
on earth would move the swell of the
F\mrlh from tie task he had sel him-

“*Belter

And the rest of the chums shared
Blake's uneasiness, Knox minor was
undoubtedly 2 rough handful, and
though a clever boxer and no duffer,
Arthur Aupustus was plainly not in
the state to tackle such a task. Cer-
tainly Knox was something of a dark
horse as yet, but e had licked Grundy,
and Lowther, at least, had good reason
to know he could punch.

The chums reached Study No. 10 just
as Gussy was entering. They followed
him, and found Knox minor seated in
the armchair, with his feet up on the
mantel. There was a haze of cigarette-
smoke in the room.

Tom Merry's eyes gleamed as he saw
the cigarettc between the new fellow's
lips.

Without a werd, he stepped swifily
before Arthur Augustus, and with a
sweep of his hand he sent the cigar-
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elte fAying from between the lips of the
new fellow.

Knox minor leaped to his feet, a
dull flush of red Linging his cheeks.

" You—you cheeky cad!” shouted,
turning on Tom in a fury. “"What in
thunder did you do that for?”

“You're not the cock of the walk
here  vet, Knox!” snapped  Tom.
“There's going to be no smuhmg, in
this study while I'm in it!

Knox minor clenched his fist Hi
r}eq were glittering.
wu—you cheeky hound!" he
hissed. * Pick L]’la!. L'!gan:l!e up for me,
or T'll sma
“Get on wil the smashing, then,”

said Tom calmly. “You seem deter-
mined to cause all the trouble you caun
here, Knox. I'm ready {o give you all
you want.”

“Hold on, Tom MMewwy!™ snorted
Arthur Augusl.us, pushing the junior

captain aside. “Pway allow me o
seule l.hls fwightful cad ﬁrst"‘
* Look here, Gussy:

“Chuck it, Gussy!" 1mplorcd Blake.
“Leave it to Tom Merry.
“Wats!" said Arthur Augustus.
He carcfully peeled off his jackel,
and just as carefully turned back his

cuffs. Knox watched beth operations
with a faint grin on his face, ppar-
enlly the mcparat:ons Gussy was

nnkm" amused
“That merrham going lo Sght me?”

he asked, his rage seeming to have
vanished now.
ks like it, doesn't it?” said Low-

ther, "You won't nud it such a grin-
ning matter, Knox

“It's the chap—the freak I shoved
into the train,” jeered Knox, “'Great
pip! Fancy old fachion-plate showing
fight!”

The aristocratic face of
Augusius wenl pink, He
hard

“Pui your fists up, you wottah!" he
said, his eyes gleaming with a war-
Lke gleam. *'And get weady for a feah-
ful thwashin'!  ¥ou have wuined my
toppah, and you bave bwought widicule
upen me.”

Arihuy
breathed
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“Ha, ha, ha!" reared Knox.

“you cacklin® woltah!” shoutcd
Arthur Augustus, going pinker than
ever. Put up your fisis!”

“What for?” asked Knox. “I've only
“got. to blow, you blcssed tailor's dummy,
and you'd fall down!™”

Arthur Augustus kept bis temper
well In hand, though he was boiling
with rage at the new fcllow’s insoleni
scofbng.

“Push the table aside, you fellow
e gasped. “Hewwies, do you mind
lockin' the door?”

“Not at all”
ning.

The table was pushed aside, and Her-
rics locked Lhe door. It was clear that
Knox thought Arthur Auvgustus a
duffer, they felt that was in
Gussy's favour. There was a surprise
in_store for the new fellow.

It came quickly.

Arthur Augustus went at him with
a rush, and he scarcely troubled to
guard himself, The next moment a
stinging drive from Gussy's fists took
him belween the eyes, and all but
flcored him.

“Good man, Gussy!' called Blake.

Smack! Biff!

Right! Left, right!

Swilt_as lightning, Arthur Auguslus
followed up his first drive with three
more. The first jarred every tooth in
the new fellow's head, the second con-
nected with his left eye, and the third
took him clean under the ci

Crash!

Knox minor was down, the most sur-
prised and hurt fellow in St. Jim's.

There was a chorus of chuckles.
Arthur Augustus stepped back lightly
on his feet, his guard up. Knox stag-
gered lo his feet, with a dazed and
astonished look on his face.

But he was under no delusion now
as to Arthur Augustus being a duffer.
When_ Arthur Augustus came on again
he sidestepped neatly, and as the
clegant junior's fist grazed his head
he drove & powerful jab inio D'Arcy's
ribs that made that junior gasp aloud.

soid  Hervies, grin-
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"Sleady, Gussy!”  called  Blake
anxiously,
It was clear that the new fellow

could use his fists now, and the chums
walched with no litlle anxiety. Ie was
taller than Gussy, and he was cer-
tainly much stronger; in quickness and
i however, Arthur Augustus had
the adventage.

But he was obvlously not at Lis best
te-night by any means. That long
tramp from Melford had =apped his
endurance and energy. The new fellow
scented this, and he swiftly took on
the offensive, relentlessly pursuing the
swell of the Fourth with drives, hooks,
and hefty jabs.

Arthur Augustus stood up well to
him, but it was very soon séen that
he was tiring.

“No good
a whisper.
night.”

Blake nodded gloomily. Il was neces-
sarily a rough-and-tumnble fight, no
round being called or expecled. This
was to the advantage of Knox, and he
made the most of It, giving Gussy no

Augustus—it could be
casily seen—was the better boxer; Lut
Knox could fight, and he could take
puni: ent, pace was gelting
hatter every minute now, and, though
little noise was made, anxious eyes con-
tinually turned to the door, the knob
of whichh had been tried several times,
whilst several fellows had shouted, ask-
ing what was on,

It was almost a relief when the end
came. The junlors had seen that
Gussy could never win in the present
circumsiences. He had already been
sent crashing down three Limes in the
last few seconds, and suddenly a ter-
rific right-hander sent Gussy spinning
round like a top, and he collapsed amid
the fire-irons in the hearth.

He lay panting, his chest heaving:
then he strove to rise, But Tom
Merry jumped forward.

“That's enough!” he snapped.
“Chuck it, Gussy! Youre licked this
time!"”

groaned Tom Meiry, in
“Gussy's off the map to-
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“Bal Jove!" _Arthur  Auguslus
pasped faintly. “Bal Jove! I'm not!

I—I'm not done yet"

He scrambled somehow to his feet
Both Blake and Tom Merry stepped
before Knox, whose eyes were glitter-
ing with triumph. Herrles, Digby, and
Lowther grasped Arthur Augusius and
held him fast,

“You can have & go at him again
some time, Gussy,"” said Tom. “You've
had quite enough for the present.
Knox, youd better clear!”

Knox grinned, his bruised face look-
ing uglier than ever.

“I'm ready to start agaln," he said,
with & Jeer. “What about you, Merry?
We've got to square our account yet.”

Tom Merry gave him a grim look.
The new fellow was certainly game
enough. And though Tom would have
been glad enough to oblige him, he
knew it would be unfair to the fellow
after the scrap he had just put up.

“Don't talk 7Tot!" he snapped
“Kick the cad out if he won't go,
chaps!"”

“We'll jolly socon do

Lowther,

Knox shrugged and put on his coat,
which he bad ripped off during a lull
in the scrap. Manners unlocked the
door, and be went out gndna vent to
a sneering laugh a8 h

“Chuck 1t, Uussyl" sald Blakc‘ as
Arthur Augustus tried to follow him.
“It's no goodl
to-night,  Yowll
again—if the fool's still alive!
the way he's golng on, he'll soon need
2 hospital or & funerall”

Luckily the rumpus seemed to have
attracted no one In authority, and after
making sure the coast was clear, Blake,
Herries and Digby led their damaged
study-mate back to Study No. 6 for
much-needed repairs. Tom Merry
whistled when they had gone.

“Well” he sald, “that merchant is
(hc limit !
regular fire-eater!” said Lo I.In:r

“But hell burn himself yet
Tom grimly. “Hell be meelme hls

Lhat,"” id
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Waterloo. Anyway, were standing n
nonsense from him in this study
That's cettled!"

' Yes, rather!”

‘Tom Merry & Co. were determined
upon that if they were determined
upon nothing else!

P
CHAPTER 9
The Piottersl

It was a few days later, and

the Terrible Three were crossing

ihe quad just after dinner. kmg

round, Tom Merry saw with some sur-

prise that it was Knox, the new fellow,
wheo had called to him,

Tom Merry frowned.

He was on the worst possible terms
with Percy Knox—as were all of the
chums of the School House.

Since the first day of hls arrival,
there had been heaps of trouble in the
School House—and even in the New
House—with Knox minor.

The bragging and  domineering
cousin of Knox of the Sixth seemed to
live on trouble, and he found plenty
to occupy him at St. Jim's. Naturally
cnough, the fellows objected to his
manners and customs--they were not
likely to submit to being bullied and
hectored by a new chap—whether a
“rough handful ” or not. In those few
days Knox had fought with at least a
dozen fellows in the Shell and Fourth,
and he had licked ten out of the dozen

was undoubtedly a “ coughdrop.’

Grundy had inslsted upon satisfac-
tion the very next day—he forbore to
administer his licking so soon after
D'Arcy's eclipse—but the next da; h(‘
had locked for Knox minor, an
:ad found him and started in to hck

im

Unfortunately for Grundys plans,
it was Grundy who got the licking.

But though Knox was decidedly un-
popular. he had earned no little
amount of respect—on account of his
fists. A fellow who could stand up and

]US’I‘ a minute, Merry!"
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Jick a chap like Grundy as bound to
earn a certain ameunt of respect.

And very soon Knox minor had
realised that it didn't pay to brag,
-\nd that his “cock-ol-the-walk ” mau-
v was a mistake, For reasons of his
m\,n‘ he wanted to be popular, and
after the first two days he changed his

methods and siarted in to become
popuiar.
He scon prasped the fact that the

chief stumuling-block to the consumn-
mation of hiz desires in that direction
was in the mere fact that he was
related to Gerald Knox of the Sixth.

On realising this, he gave up all
ideas of making capital oul of the rela-
tionship. It did not pay, and—with
Gerald's secrel approval—he gave his
cousin a wide berth.

But he very quickly made frien
and as Tom Merry & Co. had expeeted,
it was in Racke & Co.s set that he
became friendly. It was, as Lowther
put it, a case of birds of a feather!

In Study No. 10 there had been
trouble again—as was anly to be ex-
pected. Coming into the study on
Knox's second day, the Terrible Three
had been astounded to find thelr group
photographs teken down and some of
Knox's own substituted.

They had pitched the photos out,
and {heir owner with Lhem after a
furious struggle with

On the following day, h.\ppcuiug 1o
return to the study unexpecledly, they
had found a little smeking-party com-
posed of Percy Knox and Racke & Co.
assembled there.
ke Knox's photos, Racke & Co. had
been pitched out into the passage, and
Knox himsel{ after th

Nor did Percy Knox come back again
—except to fetch his belongings—for,
with Mr. Railton's permission, he had
joined Iacke and Crooke in Study
Mo. T—greatly to the joy of the Ter-
rible Three, who felt they almost liked
the new fellow for gomi!

had seen very little of Percy
since then—had ignored his very exist-
ence as far as was possible with a
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fellow in their own Form. Tom Merry
especially had avoided him, knov
as he did that the new fellow’s inten-
tien was to force a fight on him if he
could.

Tam Merry did not intend lo gratily
him n that respect. He simply did
not wish to have anylhing to do with
him. Moreover, the Greyfriars match
was perilously close, and Tom did not
want a fight on his hands untll that
was over, at all events.

S0 Tom frowned now as he heard
Knox minor call to him. Knox worc
his usual supercilious grin; behind him
were Hacke, Crooke, and Scrope, and
all three were grinning also.

Well?”" said Tom qulnll

*I hear you're me ]umor footer skip-
per here, Merry?"

“ You know very men 1 am R

Tom. “What about it?"
*Just this,” said Knox grimly. “I've
been here some days now, and you

ha\tenl asked me yet if I can play
ooter,
"I never thought of asking you,

Tom.

“Why?" asked Knox coolly. “Didn't
want to, T suppose. Afraid I might
prove to be a better man than you, as
I happen to be at a good many other
things, Merry!"”

“You can certainly beat me at brag-
ging,” said Tom.

“1 only brag, as you call it" re-
torted Knox, unmoved, “when I can
back up my statements with ability. I
happen Lo be able to play footer.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” sald Tom. “I
noticed you failed to turn up for fooler

said

practice yesterday, Lthough; Loo good,
T suppos
“Exactly,” assented Knox. “I've no

use for practice, or practice matches.

I want something better. IU's lhc Grey-

{riars mateh to-morrow, I
T

. 1 want to play
in the Greyfriars match to-morrow,
Mel ry,“ aald Percy Knox coally.

“Oh mv nat"’ rurgled Lowther,
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“What
Manners.

Tom Merry fairly blinked al him.

“You'll want to play in the Sixth
match with Rookwood next week!'
said Tom, with biting sarcasm.

“I fancy I'm good encugh for that,”
remarked Percy gravely. “But it's the
Greyfriars match to-mortow I'n set on
for the present. I don't want to brag

awful cheek!™ snorted

“Don't you?" ejaculated Lowiher.

“No. I'm merely stating a fact when
I say that I can lick any fellow in your
team at the game. If I can prove my
words, I suppose you won't refuse to
play me to-morrow, Merry?”’

Tom Merry laughed.

“There's something sorlously wronz
with your supposer, then,” he said.

“You won't?”

”CErLam]}' not, you silly ass!" ex-
claimed Tom, laughing. " You must be
potiy, Knox! Even if you proved you
could play, I wouldn't risk an unknown
quantity in an important mateh. I
want men I know and can rely oa.
Besides—" He paus

“'Go on,"” said Knox, hls lip curling.
“ Besides, I'm not a pal, am I?"

Tom's eyes gleamed; bu!. he kept his
Lemper.
“No, it isn't that,” he said quietly.
“TIt's this—a fellow like you, who smokes
and generally acts the giddy goat, lsn't
likely to be a player st all. I suppose
this is a bit of leg-pulling, Knox. You
can go and eat coke, you silly ass!"™

With that Tom walked away with his
chums, both of them grinning
Knox looked after them,
savage. Racke hid a covert grin. Tom
Merry had not taken the new fellow
seriously; but Racke, looking at Knox's
savage face now, realised thal he was in
carnest and that he had intended to be
taken seriously.

“The jealous cad!" hissed Knox. "1
might have known he wouldn't give me
my chance, though!"

He paused, his brow refleclive.

““Coine along to the study,” he said.
after a woment. “I'm going to play in
that mateh to-morrow—I've set my nind
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on it. And I think I see a way Of
wangling it. I mean to show the chaps
here what I can do."

Racke stared.

“You silly Iool"' he gasped. “What
on earth-—

"“shut up!” snarled Percy. ' I've stood
about enough lip from you acke; any

o
more cheek, and Tl pnnch llnt "long
nose of yours!

“"No need to get hufly,” said Racke
suikily. “I'm only warning you—'

“Keep your dashed warnings until
they're asked for!" said Knox. "I've
told you I mean to play in the match
to-morrow.  I'm going to work Lhe
thing soimmehow, and I don't care how!"

“But—but Merry o

“Hang Meiry!"

id Percy Knox, his
gleaming  with  determination.
“I'm going to get square with that
rotter! I'm going to lick him at fooler,
and then I'm going to lick him with
my dashed fists! That's the first part
of the programme. The rest will follow
quickly enough, I fancy. Come on!”

And he led the way indoors. And
Aubrey Racke winked meaningly at
Croske and Scrope and started to
follow. Racke evidently felt either
Lthat Knox minor was a bit “batty,” or
else he was swanking, as usual. Racke
was wrong on both counts, as it hap-
pened. Aubrey Recke was to find out—
as was Tom Merry—that Percy Knox
was a force to be reckoned with!

CHAPTER 10,
Where is Tory Merry?
‘ [TEELING fit, you chaps?”
F Jack Blake asked the question
cheerily as he came into
Study No. 10 the following afternoon
Behind him were D'Arcy, Herries, and
Digby. and all three looked as checry
as Blake did Dinner had been over at
t. Jim's some time. It had not been
a very big or hearty dinner for Tom
Merry and his fellow-footballers, for tt
was the afternoon of the much-discussed
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Gueylriars atelh at last
wanted half an hour to ick-off.

“Fit as giddy fiddles'"” grinned Tom
Merry, without looking up from the
footer boots he was looking over. " We'll
lick Greyfriars this time!"

“Yaas, wathah!™ sald Arthur
Augustus

“Mustn't take ‘em lDth;hlly though,”
warned Tom ‘1 believe they've
a jolly strong team

“They usually have” said Lowther.
"ILs‘ BOING to be & stiff tuss]

¢e'll lick ‘'em, though,™
confidently

hear Rackes laid two to one
ainst us with that new chap, Knox,"
grinned Blake

“Let me calch the cads betling on a
school match!™ said Tom grimly.

“I'm rather surprised to hear Knox
puts his giddy money on us, though'
cRuckled Monty Lowther. “Rather a
“compliment—what?”

“He must know a hit akout footer
after all,” chuck.lcd Blake.

“Hg ha, ha!

Tom Merry & Co. seemed lo find
humeur in that remark.

“The chap isn't exactly a fumbler
with & ball, though,” said Tom Me:
“‘He booted that footer of Grimey's into
Litat duckpond rather neatly, I thought,
the other day. If only he could play
and could be relied on, he'd make &
useful player, T should think.”

Pretty heftv, anyway!" said Blake

It only

id Tom

carelessly, “Blow him! What about
gttl.mg down to the changing-roem
now?"

“Right-ho!" 1ssemed ‘Tom, glancing
at_his watch., “1 Hallo!  What's
this?"”

He stooped and picked up an envelope
from the floor. It was 2 small, square
envelope, with Tom's name on it in
typed letters, and it had evidently been
pushed under the door.

“From Kildare!” said Tom. in sur-
prise. He tore open the note, wondering
why the note had not been brought to
him, instead of being shoved under the

por, “Some lazy fag, Y suppose!”

He scanned the typed note inside. It

20

was signed by Kildare, as he had ex-
pected.  Kildare possessed a portable
iypewriter, on which he usvally typed
notices and official sports correspond-
ence,

“Dear Merry,” ran the note—"I'd
like a word with you before the malch
if you can manage it. Shan't keep you
a minute —ER1C KILDARE.”

That was all.

" Wonder what ke wants?" murmured
Tom to himself. “A few tips about the
game, perhaps.” He turned to his
chums ;

“Kildare wanls to see me a sec
chaps,” he said aloud. “I11 join you
in the changing-reom presently.”

“Right-ho!”

Tom hu m.ed away to Kildare's study,
and his chums strolled down to the
changing-room, discussing prospecls for

the afterncon. Tom was astonished to
ﬁnd Kaldare's study empty.
Hurrying out again, he aimost barged
mw Pemr Mellish of the Fourth,
o Kildare about, Mellish?" asked

”Fancy 1 spotted him going round by
the chapel when I came in a moment
ago,” said Mellish promptly.

“Thanks!”

Little dreaming that Mellizh had been
hanging about Kildare's door for the
sole purpose of giving him that answer,
Tom Merry hurrled out of doors. It
struck him as strange that Kildare—
who was most considerate, even to
juniors--had sent him that message and
then gone out of doors. But he gave
little thought to it at the moment.

Out into the frosty quadrangle he
hurried, and round by the chapel. It
did not cccur to him to wonder what
Kildare could be doing round there at
that hour of the day. Kildare was not
in sight as he approached the fine build-
ing, and Tom hurried round to the back.

He had scarcely taken a dozen steps
round the cormer when an astonishing
thing bhappened.

There sounded the quick rush of feet,
Lut before he could swing round. some-
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thing was whirled round his head, effce-
tually blindfolding him.

roved to be part of an old sack,
and h:Iore the astounded junior could
raise a hand, the sack was swiftly
pulled down. lc wis too late to struggle
Lthen.  More footsteps sounded, and
then, as he began to struggle furiously,
ihe sack tightened round his wais
Next his wrlsts were hound ngh(l}
logether.

Then he was hustled, still struegling,
away.

Bul his struggles, with his hands
helpless, availed him little,

Many hands grasped him, and one
pair at least were sirong, and he was
propelied alepg, despite his efforls 1o
make a stand,

“You rotiers!” panted Tom, almast
rh ked in the dark sacking. “Let m

He kicked out backwards, and there
sounded a mufled howl. But that was
all the sound his caplors made. It was
also all the damage Tom was able Lo do
to his captors. Stone flags rang under
s feet now, and the neu moment the
stone flags seemed to fall
him, and he stumbled and u.
down stone sleps.

There were not inany of them, how-
cver, and he sitopped rolling, bruised
from head to foot, and all but
suffocated. Then he was dragged to his
feet and urged on again.

But this Ume for only a few sieps:
and then he was released suddenly, and
there socunded the thud of a heavy door
closing. There followed a silence s oi
the tomb.

But Tom lnew only too well where he

Was-~ danlg, musty smell and the icy
chill of the air told him that. He was
i tie vaulls beneath the old parl of
the college. And in & flash the reason
for it all came to him. It was obviously
to keep him away from the match.

Who was responsible for it, however?
Into Tom’s mind there suddenly flashed
Blake's remarks concerning Knox and
Racke betting on the mateh.

There was & motive, at all even! ;
and at the thought Tom gritted lus
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teeth and started struggling to free his
self with savage fury.

But it was useless—his Londs were tao
strong for that, and he desisted at last,
exhausted and uiterly dismayed. The
icy chill of the vauits siruck into his
heated body, but he dare not walk about
to keep himself narm. fearing to lose
himself in the blackness. So ho flung
himself down to wail in smouldering
fury and despalr for his release, which
he knew must come sooner or later.

And meanwhile, in the changing-
room, Tom's chumns were v.a:tmq i
p;\t,!?ntly for him to tur

“Where the thump cau lllE ass have
got t0?" snorted Lowther.

“Only wants three or four minutes,"
grunted Herries.

“Like you blessed School House fat-
heads!” grinned Figgins, “Tt's time
Tom Merry turned over l.he Jab of
skipper to a New House chap.”

“Oh, rats!" said Manners crossly.

He was beginning to fcel rather
alarmed, as were sevcral other fcllows.
Time was gelling on.

Darrell, who was referceing
matel, camie hureying (o,

Come along, you 5t
‘Time lo be getting cn Lthe ground.
Hallo! Where's 'Vlerr

“ Goodiness knows!" said Blake, “Kil-
dare sent ior him, 1 believe—wanted to
speak to him.”

“Kildare's gone to Wayland,”
Darrell.

“ont"

“You fcllows

he snapped.

id

had better get on the

pround.” said the Sixth Former. ' Gor
ht hang on her ’\nd huy 1\
B uI\L‘ ill‘ ﬂu 3 arn

The [oulballen hur ed out, and it
was Talbat, the vice-captain who led
the St. Jim's team on {o the field that
afternoon. The Greyfriars fellows wers
already on the ground, and the rival
fellows exchanged grectings cheerily.
Harry Wharlon & Greyiviars
were well-known al St Jim's,

“Only three minutes more,” snapped
Darrell, lecking annoved.  Where can
that young nss have gol te? Talkot,
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\oud better tell off a reserve, in case
Whe the thump's this

Amid 2 clamour of voices round the
ropes a figure in footer attire had just
run on to the ground. It was Percy
Krnox, and the St. Jim's juniors stared
blankly as they recognised him.

“What the merry dickens——" ejacu-
lated Lowther.

Knox, a queer grin on his rather heavy
features, ran up to the juniors He
locked & heftier figure than ever in

footer togs. He handed a note to
Talbot.

“From Merry, I believe,”” he said
coolly. “He sent & note to o . 100, sa)-

ng 1 was to play in his plac
“What?" It was a how)

CHAPTER 11,
A Porsonal Triumph!
ALBOT took the note and tore it
cpen. He jumped as he read it

I aloud.

“'4o ahead with mateh, Talbot!' " he
rfad out blankly. “‘I'm detained, blow
But I'm sending this new fellow
T've just learned he's a good
Go in and win!
" Tom Merny. "

man,

“Well," ejaculated Talbot, staring at
Perey Knoxs smug face—"well, I'm
hlowed ! "

Bai Jove!”

“Great pip!”

There were expressions of utter dis-
pust and amazement on every side
From the ropes round the ground
fellows were yc-llmg madly

“'Where's Merry

‘Get off the mld Krnox, you footling
imbecile!"”

“Kick the idiot off, Talbot!
this idiotic game?

Darrell rushed up just then, his face
wrathy. Talbot handed him the note.
He read it, but dnd not scem concerned,
As n matter of fact, he fancied he had
heard Knox of the Sixth say something

What's
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:\bom his youtbful cousin being a player.

. all right,” he grunted, glancing

al Percy Knox. That's good enough,

but that young idiot Merry's run it

jolly close.” Line up, there! Shove that

new rhap somewhere, for goodness'
sake

“Ill go in Merry's place at centre,”
called Tnibﬂt making his mind up
swiltly, Km)x you go in my place at
outside-right.”

Talbol's mind was in something of a
whirl, he could only accept Toin's state-
ment in the letter; there was no iime
for anything else. As for the rest of
the St. Jim’'s players, they simply did
L know what to thin]

a practical joke with a match, and he
was the last fellow, also, to taice any
risks with his team. But—but—

There was o terrific “but” about the
extraordinary affair. The juniors would
certainly have felt more comfortable
had it even been & duffer like Aubrey
Racke in the team. They did know
what he could do, if it was only to get
in the way of the other players.

“Oh, my only Sunday topper!*

groaned Lowther, “What the——
Hallo!"”

Pheeep!

It was the whistle, Talbot had

already won the toss, and the next
moment the ball was in motion.

There was a roar from the crowd.

Talbot had the ball, and he was
taking it down the field. There was o
rush of Greylriars fellows, and Talbot
got rid of the ball at the rlght mement,
sending it sailing over to Levison at
outside-left, who was unmarkes

Levison went along the touchline like

a hare,
"Go it, Levison!™ 1oarcd {he St
Jim's crowd. " Go--— Oh, blow!”

Levison had been a trifle too eager
for once. He tripped suddenly, and his
sprawling foot sent the ball almost on
to the toes of curly-headed Bob Cherry
of the Greyfriars Remove, Bob
whanged the ball over to Harry Whar-
ton, and that junior took it up the field
again.
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It was the turn of Ihe Greylnars con-

tingent to rear, and they roared.

heir enthusiastic excitement came
te nothing, however. Harry Wharton
was soon tackled, and thouzh he came
out on top of the scrimmage that fol-
lowed, someone came along like a flash
of lighining and neatly lified the spin-
ning ball from his foot.

It was Percy Enox. Ib was then St
Jim's began to get their surprise.

‘The new fellow was off like a shot,
showing a wonderiul mastery over the
ball as he took it along al a lurn of
speed lhat made the St Jim's junioers

LASD.

But the nexl moment they were yell-
ing wildly.

In swilt successlon Percy Knox beat
two Greyirars defenders, and then he
was racing along just with!n the touch-
line with the precision and confidence

of o Hulme.

“Great Scott! Hell do iL!” gasped
Towlher, racing along with Blake.
“Wha'd have dreamed—— Oh, good
sho!

Almo st to the corner-flag the new
Tellow took the ball, and then he sent
it in wnh a low, obligue shot.

Whiz

The nt‘\b second the net behind the
Greyrnar: goal was shaking violently.
Go 1t

was a roar from all round the
]utked ground.

“Oh, egocod man, Knox!™ yelled
Blake.

“¥aas, wathah! Bai Jove! I
couldn’t ha\ﬁ sent a bettah shot in
n\ysgl!. e,

“You Jolly well couldn't!” agrveed

Blake, with a chuckle.

Despite their personal dislike of the
bumptious new fellow, Tom Merry's
chums were only teo ready to give
credit where it was due. It certainly
was due now.

“Good man, Knox!" ealled Blake
quite geaially, as Knox minor came
back up the field with them. A jolly
good start, old chap.”

“Oh, thal's only a begiwing,” =uid
Knox minor loftily bul breathlessly.

MERRY'S ENEMY!

"I show you Ic‘lons something before
the aflernoon’s out.'

The bragging nole in the new fellow's
vemarks grated horribly on the fool-
ballers' cars, but they could not help
but admit that he had some excuse lo
brag now.

And as the game proceeded they had
to admit it stil more. That goal cer-
taindy was only the beginning. The
fellow had shown in that brief run that
he could "handle " 2 ball, and that he
could sheot. He very scon proved that
he was a born footballer.

Certainly he stuck tight (o the ball
when he pot it, but he did something
useful with it every time. The crowd
lost sight of his selfish playing in the

wonderful exlnbmon of  personal
achievement.
“He's o blesse¢ " wonder!” gasped

Gunn, who was standing at the rails
w;!:lix Grundy. “Who'd have thought

“He's not so dusty,” admitted George
Alfred Grundy with rather lofty toler-
ance. “Not quite my style, of course.”

“Not quile!” agreed Gunny, winking
at Wiltkins,

“He sticks to the ball too much,
though,” said dy, shaking his
head. "IUs selﬁ\h you know, and it's
not good play.

Grundy sncmrd to be near the truth
for once.

“But he's a rattling fine pla:, £

better than Tom Merry even,” sald
Gunn reluctantly. ‘Greﬂt pip! We're
pr rlty certain Lo win now.”

f T were only playing—"" began

Grundy enthusinstically

L 1 3 \wum be ten goals to the good
at least-——

*That's righi!” said Grundy.

“For Greyiviars, Iomean, of cours
went on Wilkins blandly.

“Thal's cheek!” snorted. Grundy.
‘Imk here, Wilky. I'll— IHallo!
ar's off again! Bravo!"

Go it, Knox!"
There was an anticipatory howl as
the new fellow trapped a cpiing ball
skilfully, and in the twmkling of an
eye, he was off along the Louchline.
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Azaln he took the ball almost up to
the corner-flag, and then he sent it
goalwards,

I

There was a howl of disappointment
as the ball, caught by a sudden gust of
wind, lifted and crashed against the
crossbor, and Haegeldene, the Greyiriars
zoalic, cleared It thankfully.

But his thankfulness was short-lived,
for ms Lhe ball dropped, a skim figure
darted in and hooked it defily off the
toes of Vernon-Smith,

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and
with a Lrilliant short pass—for he had
n? opportunity to shoot successfully
himself—the swell of the Fourth sent it
*oul swift and sure to his D\Msidbrlghl
Avd Knox was ready for He
trar mwl it, an‘\e ball lert hns loo\ like
o shot fr

tareldene, onee again, was beaten Lo
the wide—-beaten by 2 shot that would
-h;-\-n(_ur. past any goalkeeper.
“Bravoe!”
(‘001 man, Knox!"”
wo up for St. Jim's!”
"mm.m' *
Peicy Knox's face was blazing with
trivunphant satisfaction as the roar of
voices acclaimed him. He grinned as
Talbot thumpsd him on the back.
“Ripping. Knox! You can play, and
no mistake! Let's have some more, old
chap!
Cro,

“ friars were zetting badly rattled
now. Moest of their men seemed help-
lesg azainst Percy Knox, though Harry
‘Wharton ot the best of more than one
encounter with him, At half-time the
score was still the same—two to none

agains! Greylriars. And Greyfriars
were looking very glum during the
interval,

“Not over yet, though, by n long
=ald Talbot to Harry Wharton,
““What d'you think of our
umslde -right?"

Where's Tom Merry?" asked Harry

ren.

“Cooduess  knows,” said  Talbot,
wning. “The silly ass seems Lo have
If detained, or somcthing.

Anyway, I fancy you haven't gained
much by us losing Tommy., what?
“Your new man's A scorcher!”
grinned Bob Cherry ruefully. “He
makes me feel I want to chuck footer

'S nt md Harry Whar-
' But—but—well, I think I should

ton.
choose Tom Merry beiween the two.
He's steadier, and 1 should think he's
more reliable, and he doesn't hang on
to the ball.”

" Knox madc you Iellows tmn round
a bll-, anyway,” grinn

Game isn't over veb—ns you re-
minded me, said Harry Wharton
grimly. "‘.['here‘s time yet for a lot to

happen.”

But Harry spoke with more hope than
confidence. Ard his private misgivings
were more than justified during the
second hall. St Jim's took the fleld
confident, and they started azain wilh
wresistible dash and energy.

Within thres muinutes of play the
Saints® had registered another score,
again through the brilliant play of
Knox minor. His shot for goal was
flsted oul by Hazeldene, but Talbot sent
it in again with a thud that sbouk the
rigging Lehind the dazed Hazelden
Jim's were almast hysterlcal \AIT.h
The match with Greyfrlars was

the most unportant on the
and St Jim's were three

Joy
about
calendar,
goals up!

But the Friars were playing a des-
pevate defensive garhe now, and, try as
they would, the Saints did not get
through again. until just within a
nunute of the final \Huscle

By Lhis lime Percy Knox was tiring
L‘b‘l}' and all the n!c seemed to have
ol out of his attack; bul just in that
Iast minute a chance came, and he
showed that he had not by any means
shot his

It was Blake who gave him his
chanee this time. The balt came trick-
ling out of a particularly hot scrim-
mage in mldfield, and Blake got it. He
took a swift glance rannd and, seeing
Knox unmarked, t it out’to him
in 2 high, dropping
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Knox woke up.

He hooked it round, and sped off with
it like the wind, this time deserting the
touchline for an inside place.

There was @ roar of voices, and
Talbot, who saw an open goal before
Arthur Apgustus D'Arcy, running level
with Knox, shouted wildly to the new
fellow :

“Let Gussy have il, Knox-pass!"

Knox ignored the yell. He weni on.
A back tackled him with desperate vim,
but Knox simply left him standing still,
and then he shot for goal.

There was & sudden silence, and then
& wild roar from hun of throats as
the ball was seen to be rolling at the
back of the net. Hazeldene was blink-
Ing down sideways at it with a
ludicrous expression of surprise on his
face.

“Goall"”

A shrill, sharp pheep from Darrell's
whistle denoted the fact that another
goal had been scored, and then almost
the next second came a still longer
blast, drowned in a roar of cheers frem
St. Jim's.

"St Jim's wins! Hurrah!"

" Good old Knox

“Up with him!” howled a voice—it
was Racke's voice—and the cry was
taken up as & swarm of enthuslastic
fellows rushed on to the field.

Percy Knox's brilliant and spectacular
“fireworks” had taken the excited
juniors by storm, and in a flash he was
lifted shoulder-high and swept away
oft the ficld amid rousing cheers,

In that exciting moment even Blake
& Co. forgot the new fellow's bumptious
nianner and shady practices, They
only aimed the brilliant foatballer
at thal moment.

It  was certainly a trivmphant
moment for Percy Knox, and the new

fellow's  eyes  were glittering  with
triumph. He was ambitious—Ilittle the
fellows  dreamed then  just  how

ambitious—Lttle the fellows dreamed
how he had gained his first point in his
ambitions bid for notoriety.

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

CHAPTER 12.
Another Triumph!
OM MERRY stirred restlessly an
T the stope foor of his gloomy
prison beneath the ancient ruing
of the monastery of 8L Jim's.

He had tramped to and fro in a con-
fined area, and he had stamped about
to keep his feet warm, and to bring
some sort of circulation to his body.
But he had to fling himself down at
last on the stone fags, damp and mil-
dewed as they were, weary and ex-
hausted with his efforts and the close,
hortible atmosphere,

His head ached abominably, and he
was chilled to the bone with the icy
cold of the vaults, Indeed, he felt
quite i1, and his constant sneczes were
sufficient to tell him he must expect a
bad cold as a result of his Imprison-
ment in that damp and unheaithy
place.

Moreover, he was sick at heart with
dismay and disappointment. He had
looked forward to the Greyfriars match
for wecks, and he had slaved.to bring
his men up to scrateh for the day.

Now it had arrived, and here he was
a helpless prisoner. He had succeeded
in tearing the sack from his head; but
he could not release his hands, and he
knew that escape was hopeless. In any
case, the match would -be over now, he
felt certain.

It would result In a severe trouncing
for St. Jim's, he felt certaln of that.
In all modesty, Tom Merry knew he
couldn't be spared from the team. and
he belleved there wasn't a fellow to
replace him.

Tom Merry very soon got tired of sit-
ting on the fags—Indeed, It was almost
Impassible to remain sitting on them
for long—and he was Just getting to his
feet again when there came a sound at
the great caken door of the vaults,

The door suddenly swung opcn on
crenking hinzes, and Tom fancied he
glimpsed forms In the gloom.

He jumped forward towards fhem,
bound a5 he was.
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The forms vanished, and Tom heard
their owners run up the steps without.
Their running feet on the flags above
(lmd away,
legs were not bound, luckily,
al\d he huoried up the steps with heart-
felt relief. To his swprise he found it
deep dusk outside.

‘The junior hurried from the ruins
and round by the chapel. After hesi-
taling a moment by the steps of the
School Houte he turned away and
made for Taggles' lodge. He knocked,
and after a moment Taggles blinked
oul at him,

= Master Merry!"” he
Ere, what's this mean?”
me loose, Taggy!" snapped
IN sec you to-morrow about

ejacu-

In the little hgm.ut porch of the
lodge Taggles blinked in great amaze
ment at Tom's white face with the
smudges of grime on it He fairly
Jumped as he saw Tom's bound wrists,

“Cut then!” said Tom. “I want to
aet a1l a couple of bob in my pocket,
Taggy

It was enough for Taggles—the men-
tion of the two bab had done it, s0 to
He teok out his knife and cut
ds round the junior's sore and

‘he gasped. ' Who done
cr Merty? Some of the New
7 raskils up to their Jarks

House you
agen, cin?"
+ Tom did not say
He took out a florin
‘Taggles, and then he started off ot a

“Yes" or “No"
and handed it to

run for the School House. Reaching
the building he hurried up to his own
study. He found Manners and Lowther
there, and they falrly gaped as they
spotted his grimy, haggard features
and dishevelled attire.

"Great pip!” gasped Lowther,
great alarm. “What the thump—

“Wicre the dickens have you been,
Tommy?” demanded Manners.

“Never mind your questions now,"

id Tom briefly. “How did the match

in
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“Four to none,” said Lowther. "But
“Oh, my hat!™ groaned Tom. *You

mean to say they licked us by four
aoals to none?”

Eh? Cerlainly not!" said Manners,
staring. ' We won, of course.”
e won?” yelled Tom.
‘es. You were right, Tommy. That
chap, rm.ter or not, is a thundering

2" exclaimed Tom blankly.
i Whnl ave you gassing nbout?”

“About Knox, of course,” said Man-
ners, staring. “He played 2 great
gam]c Scored three on his own prac-
ticq]

“Knox did!" almost shrieked Tom.

“Of course! You sent him, didn't
you? You said he was a good man in
your note! He was. No doubt about
hct Tommy."

Tom’s head was swimming.
as il he were dreaming.

“I'm blessed if I can make head or
tail of this, you fellows," he said, hold-
ing his throbbing head In his hands.
“Tell me all about it, and afterwards
'l tell you my yarn.'

Lowther tald all about the
match, Manners helping him. Tom
Merry gaped like a stranded fish as he
heard how Knox had played. He was
at first overjoyed at the discovery of a
v footballer of such talent in the
. But the discovery was tinged
wilh no little dismay at the knowledge
that it was Knox, the fellow who hated
him so bitterly, and who was hopeless
from a disciplinary point of view.

And then guite suddenly the truth
dawned upon Tom,

“Oh, the—the cad!” he hissed, his
cye glinting with rage. *So that's it.
He worked this kidnapping game in
order to get himself in the mateh!™

“Eh? What's that?” demanded Low-
ther, not comprehending.

Tom told his chums of his adven-
tures, and they gasped.

“Then—then those notes
forgeries?” stuttered Monty.

He felt

wers
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“Of course they were!" said Tom
thickly, “IUs all a plet to enable that
hound to play in my place. I might
ha\e puessed something of the sort.”

“Well, the rotter!” gasped Manners.
“I'm thundering glad we licke
Greyfriars!” said Tom grimly. " But
I'm not the fellow to overlook this. I'm
going to have a reckoning with Knox,

and I'm not waiting for it!""

“*Betler wait until you feel better,”

said Lowther. “Man, you lock posi-
Lively 11"

“I'm going to have a_ settlement
now!"” snapped Tom. “You fellows

can please yourself about coming!" he
added bitterly. “Perhaps you don't
want to upset the trlumph of the hero
of the hour, though!"

With that Tom Merry strode f{rom
the rgom, looking very far indeed fromn
his usual cheery self. Monty and Man-
ners looked at each other and whistled,
It was rare they saw Tom In such a
bitter, savage mood as

But they followed, determined to
back him up, come what might. Percy
Knox was nct in his study, nor were
Racke & The Tertible Three
Lracked them down at jast to the junior
Common-room.

‘They were lounging round the fire
amone 2 crowd of fellows, nll of themn
excitedly discussing the great match
In the centre of them, hands in
trousers-pockets, feet apart, stood Percy
Knox, his back to the blazing fire. It
was only too clear that he felt hin:self
monarch of all he surveyved. He scemed
to be on the best of tenns with the

erawd i the Common-room for all
that.

Tom Merry's face flushed as he
sighted him, and he strede over !o his
enemy.

There was a yell fiomn the vest of
the junlors.

“Here he isl"

" Here's Merry at last! Whe:c the
dickens have you been, Merry?”

“Sneaking off, and leaving the team
in the lurch!” said Racke. “II it
hadu't been for old Knoxy—
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“School would have been hopelessly

hcked " added Crooke.

‘What  happened,
Talbot quietly.

Tom Merry planted himself Lefore
Percy Knox, his eyes only showing the
rage that consumed him. The rest of
the fellows stared at his white, hagzard
face in some astonishment. Kuox eyed
him quite calm and coolly.

“You cad!” said Tom thickly. “ Have
you told these fellowsof the dity trick
you played me?"

don't know what you arc talking
abﬂut Merry!” said Knox, in pre-
tended surprise.

"T'll tell you, then—chiefly for the
benefit of these other chaps,” said Tom:

And he told of his strange adven-
tures that afternoon. The story caused
a semsation In the Common-room.

“And you expect us to swallow that
yarn?” sald Knox, raising his eycbrows,
“Have you any proof of this? And
why on earth should you think I had
a hand in §t?"

“Have you got that note that was
supposed to be from me, Talbot?” de-
manded Tom.

“I'm afrald I chucked it avay—good-
nL'ss knows where!™ satd Talbot, frown-
in,

"And I chucked away the note I got
from Kildare—or t I believed was
from Kildore!” sald Tom, Liting his
iips with vexatlon

'And you've no proof of your
aughed Percy Knox.

"He can easily write another,”
Crooke, grinning,

“You can see the state I'm In, and
you can sec the state of my wrists,”
sald Tom. “And Lowther and Man-
ners know I had a note telling me to
see Hildare. It's no good coming ihe
innocent game, Knox! You played the
whole trick to get my place in the
match, you Impudent rascal!”

Knox minor looked serious.

“That's rather a strong statoment 10
make, Merry,” he said. “1 can very
casily explain how I came to bz in the
teem. I got a note from you—I be-

Tom?" sked

id
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lieved it was [rom you, anyway—telling
me I was to report to Talbot to play.
You said in the note you had heard 1
was a good man at the game.”
“Where is that note?”

“ Goodness knows!" said Percy Knox
coolly. "I just handed that to Talbot.
If somebody else has played a trick o
you, you can scarcely blame me, can
you? And, in any case,” said Percy
steadily, "I won the match for St
Jim* Fellows have told me it
wouldn't have been won i I had not
played.”

Tom Merry flushed crimson. Only
he saw the bitter enmitly and hatred in
Percy Knox's eyes. In thalt moment
Tom realised for the first time what
tie new fellow had in his mind, He
was "out " to do Tom all the harm he
could—possibly to shift him from the
adersnip of the junfor school at St.

's. He had already scored heavily,
‘Tom renlised. His chums had told him
of the enthusiasm of the crowd—of the
wild scenes as they carried the hero of
the hour shoulder-

It was bitter knowledge to Tom. He
was far from being & jealous junior;
but he was human, and, moreover, the
way in which Knox had attained his
abjective made the junior skipper in-
\\ardly seethe with fury.
you howling cad!” said Tom
*You can deny it as much as
you llkl‘ but I know it was you and
your shady pals who kidnapped me,
Aml I'm going to smash you to a jelly

at's good news! I've been wuntmg
to have a go at you since my frst day
here. What about settling the mattame
now—with glaves, or without?”

“I don't feel up to scrapping now,"
said Tom. "Il meet you where and
how you Uke to-morrow!"

“To-morrow never comes!"

Racke.

s Racke,” smiled Knox.
though he was far too keen @ yol
know that Tom did not funk him,

Jeered
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not fight me. I think Il settle the
matter myself.”

With that he stepped swiftly forward
and struck Tomm a fat-handed blow
across the face. It was a nasty smack,
a]:(m it left a vivid patch on the white

in.

“How's ihat,
caiml hat
now?*

“You howling cadl" shouted Low-
ther. "You can see Merrys ill, and
that's why you're provoking him now,
you sweep!"

“Don’t let the cad get what he
wants” said Manners, his own eyes
blazing. " Can't you see his game?”

Tom Merry could see It; but he was
not in & reasonable mood.  He scarcely
heard his chum's words. Without a
word he peeled off his coat.

“It'll do In here now as well as any-
where or any time,” he said, his eyes
glinting dangerously. “Lock that door,
bsumehod)n and shove those forms

o,

Merry?" asked Enox
about having it out

“Chuck 1t, Tommy"' muu.ered Jack

ake. '“Don't be

“Bal Jove! Donz anow the schemin*
wottah to draw you!" exclaimed
Arthur Augustus anxiously.

Tom teck no notice.  He Hung his
coat away and turned back his sleeves.
Percy Knox did the same uncon-
cerned He was certain'y a very cool
custome

Tom's chums groaned; they knew of
old that look on his face, and they
knew It was useless to plead with him.

A ring was formed, gloves werc pro-
duced, and the rest of the juniors
rowded eagerly round. They did not
think Tom was unwell at all—they took
his white, strained face for passion.
Scarcely one of them expected Knox
minor to prove the victor. Tom Merry
had the reputation of being the best
boxer In the Lower School.

Only Tom's own personal chumis were
anxious, They knew he had a bad
headache, and they knew he was

always mobt AN excuse why he shon!d

chilled vet and far from being in a fit
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condition for a gruciling fight with a
fellow like Percy Knox.

But it had to be—they saw Lhat, and
they could only hope for the best.

The first round opened with a yush
on the part of Knox minor, That crafty
youth knew full well that Tom was far
Irom being at his best—indeed, he had
forced the fight now for that very
reason. And he was going to rush
things now for that same reason,

Tom Merry sprang back and side-
stepped, sending out a swift right as he
did so—at least, he intended it to be
swift; to the spectators and to Knox
himself it seemed pathetically slow,

Tom's glove slid harmlessly past
Knox's ducking head, and an iron-hard
fist smacked home under Tom's ear,

It almaost rocked Tom off his feet, and
there wrs o gasp. But the junior
managed to steady himself with a des-
perate effort, and he countered swiftly
—with more success this Lime, for the
blow caught Knox a nasty fab in the

jaw.

He shook his head,

m'ld camn on again.
teady, ‘rom.'“
amuously

He felt instinclively that Tom was
beaten alrea There was no mistak-
ing the raugue and lack of enecrgy In

Tom's movements, despite that last
jab.

"w:skc up, Tonimy, you born idiot!™”
bawled Grundy. *What in thunder is
the matter with the chap?” he asked
all and sundry. " Wake up, for good-
ness' sake, or let zomeone else have a
go!

There was a laugh—apparently the
fact that he had already been licked by

laughed aloud,
called Lowther

Percy Knox made no difference to the |G

grest George Alfred; he was quite
ready to go on again.

As a matter of fact, the blunt and
good-hearted Grundy was in a slate of
ageny lest Tom Merry should be
“lcked " by Knox. At every blow
registered on Tom's analomy Grundy
winced as though it had landed on his
own,
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He yelled repeatedly, and appeared to
‘Tom to “wake up " until the rest of
the juniors had to threaten to throw
him out neck and crep if he made any
more row. There was always a certain
amount of noise proceeding from Lhe
Commaon-room in the evening; buk
Grundy's pewerful voice was making
the noisc a trifle too risky.

Crash!

Tom Merry was down, sent there by a
powerful drive fo return for a light
body blow from Tom that Knox
scarcely felt.

Mamy Lowther groaned and bent
ov

Chucl: it, Tommy!" he pleaded.
“You're no more At to scrap with him
than old Gussy was the other night.
You advised Gussy to chuck it then;
why not take your own blessed advice
now?"

“I'm going on,” said Tom in a pant=
Ing, husky whisper. “I'm not lettinz
that cad think I funk him any longer!”

‘Tom staggered to his feet again,

" Come on!" said Percy Knox taunt-
ingly. “Come and take & few miore
prize packets, Merry!"

He backed carelessly before Tom's
savage rush; he regretted his careless-
ness the next moment, for Tom beat
back his guard by sheer fury, and a
right rocked him on his feet, and then
Tom's left connected with his jaw with
a smack that resounded uuoughout the
big room.

Crash!

For the first time Percy Knox was
down--and he went down hard. A mur-
mur of delight went up from Tom's
suppm-ters.

sgﬂin, Tonuny!" elled
d h, good man!"
'[om tJ.Jed to do it again. He came

on with another savage attack, forget-
ting his fatigue and aching hesd. It
was forgetfulness that cost him dear,

Blow after furlous blow Tom regis-
tered on Knox's face, head and body,
and Knox backed, defending himself
desperately before the sheer fury of
Tom's attack.
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“Steady, Tom!” cried Manners.

He saw that Tom was wasting
precious energy—and Tom himsell saw
1t when too late.

Quite suddenly he seemed to inlter.
and his attack petered out f{eebly.
nasty jab stung Tom's lips, and momer
struck him on the ‘temple. Enox
langhed, and came on like a whirlwind.

Smack, smack, smack, smack!

Right and left, the new fellow drove
Tom before him, daz bemused and
utterily helpless almost to defend him-
zelf from a single blow.

“Tom's whacked!" groaned Manners.

“Chucked it away!" said Blake, his
orow dark.

-'He was whacked before he started,”
said Cardew grimly. “He was an as3
to fight at all.”

Tom himself was realising that fact
only too well now. The end came
swiflly.

Backing stumblingly before the hurri-
cane attack, defending himsell with al-
most ludicrous efforts, Tom Merry sud-
denly caught his heel In a hole in the
linoleum.

TIn a flash Percy Knox had darted in
closer, and his right and left shot out
in two smashing blows to the face,

Tom rocked, and crashed down; and
he remained down. It was ended—the
roltenest, most unsatisfactory scrap, as
Levison put it, that any of the junlors
had witnessed.

“Licked!" snorted George Alfred
Grundy. “Licked to the wide, by
jingo! Here, lemme have another go

at the rotler!™

And George Alfred flung off his
iacket and would have “'gone for "’ the
victorious and grinning Percy had not
a dozen fellows dragged him back by
sheer force,

"' You awful idlot!" snorted Wilkins.
“Hasn't he had enough as well as
Merry? Where's the game in scrapping
with & chap who's only just gone
through a stiff milll Scrap him when
he's as fresh as yourself If you must,
you footling assl™
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never

“Oh!" ejncu]ated Grundy.
thought of that!
And Grundy put on his Jacket again.

Monty Lowther and Manpners, with
Blake & Co, helped Tom Meity to the
nearest bath-room, and there they
helped him to bathe his injurles and to
clean himself up. Tom scarcely said a
word to any of them. He knew he had
asked for the licking—had been a fool
to take on such a tough handful as
Percy Knox in his present enfeebled
state. With a punishing headache, &
cold brewlng, and stiff and aching from
his unpleasant imprisonment in the lcy
vaults, Tom should never have tackled
such a task, and he knew it.

What would happen now? he won.
dercd. Enox had licked him in a
stand-up fight—a thing Tom knew he
should have avoided at all costs. The
fellow was undoubtedly out to do him
all the injury he could—to ruin his
prestige and popularity in the House
and school. He had already scored on
the footer fleld—scored heavily. And
he had now llcked him—Llcked the best
fighter in the Lower School. After this
his swank and brag would be utterly
unbearable. Moreover, his possibllities
of making mischief would be trebled.
He would feel himself *cock-of-the-
walk “ indeed now.

Tom Merry felt very sick and very
dismayed about it all. He would haen
been still more disturbed in mind had
he heard the conversaticn in Racke's
study some minutes later.

After treating the assembled juniors
to a thrilling account of his last fight
at his former school--Knox did not say
where it was—he had strolled out of
the Common -room with the gleeful and
admiring e & Coglor a quiet smoke
behind a ™ apurued > Seated in the
best easy-chair, showing few signs of
his combat, Knox pufied at his clgar-
ette_contentedly.

S0 you've. danc it, Percy!" grinned
Aubrey Racke. “My hi I never
thought you would!"
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“Nor did I, old chap,” said Scrope.

*I knew I'd get him sooner or later,”
remarked Percy, hlowing out a cloud of
smoke. "I generally do get what 1 go
for, I might tell yon!”

“You've licked the best man in the
Lower School,” said Racke admiringly.
“You've licked him at scrapping, and
you've shown you can lick him on the

footer fteld!"
“1 meant to,” said Perey Knox com-
plaumLLv. “And X haven' fin d yet.

I'm rather ambitious, you know!"

Racke cyed him curiously, and took
out his cizarette.

“Look here, he srinmed. “Whal's
your little game, Knox? You aren't
going to ell this dashed trouble just to
get your own back oul of Merry because
you hate him.”

“My game,” said Knox, blowing out a
cloud ul’ smoke. “Well, I don't mind
ielling you, Racke. As I say, I'm ambiti-
ous, I'm out to get Merry booted from
his fob as captain of the Lower School,
and as captain of footer and cricket
here! Killing two bivds with one stone,
you know. Ishall pay out that pie-faced
sweep, and I shall also pave the way for
myself to step into his shoes, what?”

“‘You've got A nerve for a new chap,
who's scarcely Leen here five minutes,”
grinned Racke,
ve already done quite a Jot since I
came, what?" said Percy Knox coolly.
“I'm going to do much more, and you
]..lds can help me. Are you gamne?"’

“What-ho!' chortled Aubrey Racke.

“Yes, rather!” said Crooke and
Scrope together,

“That's good enough, then!”
Percy.

‘And, crossing his legs, Percy Kiox
puffed out another cloud of cigarette-
smoke.

grinned

CHAPTER 12,
Percy Scorta Again!
& Tom feared, his cold was much
A worse when he got up the next
morning, and he went into
rlasses  feeling  wretchedly ill.  Mr.
Linton soon ncied the signs, and he
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suggested a visit to the matron. Bul
Tom made light of it, determined Lo
stick to the day's work. A whispered
aside he happened to overhear from
Aubrey Racke thal it was *“cold feet"”
and not a cold he had, stiffened lus re-
solve in that direction.

Moreover, Tom was determined to be
on Little Side at three o'clock that after:
noon. It was compulsory games prac-
tice, and Percy Knox had stated that
he had no intention of attending; Tom
was determined that he should altend
—willingly or wiwillingly.

Tom knew perfectly weil that all the
fellows knew of Percy's detcrminati
not Lo obey m’s order, and he was
resolved not to show weekness at the
beginning of what he saw was going to
Le a bitter strupgle between himself and
this domincering, ambitious new fellow

50, despite the pleading of his chums.
Tom {furned up promptly at three on
Litlle Side. A glance teld him that
Percy Knox was al t.

“Knox not here, I see!” he said
grimly. “Any fellow knon. whether he -
means to turn up or not?”

“Not!" called Craoke; and there was
o laugh

“Right!" said Tom calmly.
Levison, Clive, D'Arcy, Herries,
Lowther, come with me!

“Let the rotter mp!”
Lowther uneaslly.

Tom walked on without answering.
Blake grimaced and led the others after
Tom. ey found nobody in at Study

No. 7, but from Cardew—who had been
cxcused practice—they learned that
Knox of the Sixth had yanled " him
off to his study.

It was a poser for Tom, bul he did
not hesltate long. He sect his lips by rd
and led his men along to the
Form guarters.

*Oh, my hat!" murmured Jaclk Blake,
as Tom knacked on the prefect’s doar.
*Now for it!”

“Come In!"

1t was Gerald Knox's voice, after a
long pause, and, pyshing open the door,
Tom entered, his chums remaining in
the doorway.

Blake,
and

murmurcd-
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There was a haze of cigarcite-smoke
in the room, and, on sceing who the
visilors were, Percy Knox brought a
cigarette from behind him and stuck it
between his lips again, Knox senior had
P\ld(’llll}' pitched his hurricdly into the

Hc fairly glowered at the juniors.
“Hallo! What the deuce do 3Du Kids
want?” he said angrilv. “ Clear oul
“We've come for Knox minor,” s:ud
Tom quietly. “'It’s compulsory games
practice to-day, Knox. As junior cap-
tain, it's my jobto see Knox minor turns

up.

“I've given him permnission to cut
practice this afternoon.” said Knox
senior. Jow get out, you checky

‘young sweeps!”

' Kuox must conie,” said Tom steadily.
“Only Kildare and mysell have the
right to let & chap off games practice.”

"'Da you know whom you are talking
£0?" hooted Gernld Knox. “Are you
forgettinz that am a prefect, you
impudent little worm?”

“Not at all! But I've my duty to dn.

Knox. Your cousin must come, or
shall be obliged to report him lo
Kildare.”

Knox fairly fumed

“Gel out!"” he hissed. giving Tom
Merry a deadly look, “As a prefect 1
excuse—

*“Hold on!"

The interruption came from Percy
Knox. That junior slid from the table
and threw his cigarette into the fire.

“Hold on, Gerald!" he said coolly.
“1 thinlz I will altend practice, after
alll™

“you silly young fool! Dont I tell
you that you needn't?” blaved Hnox
senior.

“But I want to do so0,” said Percy
calmly, “TI'll explain m_',' rcasor\s after-
wards. Cheerio, old top

He nodded and wmkr:d at s cousin,
and then he nodded insolently to Tom

erry.

“I'm ready!" he said. “I'll run along
{o the changing-room and be with you
on the footer field in two ticks!"”

41

“You'd better!" sald Tom Merry.

Knox minor left the raom, and Tom
and the others followed. Tom was Jook-
ing perplexed, but he decided to trust
the new fellow to turn up as he had
stated he would.

“He's d\ddling you. Tom!™ grunted
Lowther, as they walked back to the
ground.

“We'll see!" said Tom grimly.
dare is in charge this afternoon.
h'\p:. he's unaware of that!™
found Kildare already in charge

"Knox miner coming?” he snapped,
as Tom came up.

“He says he's coming,”

‘He'd better!”

All doubts were set at vest a minute
later as Percy Knox cawe running on
the field. He looked perfectly fit—in
atriking contrest to Tom Merr;

“Funked it, after all?” whispered
Aubrcy Rav:kc as Knox  ined him.

*You

" Kil-
Per-

said Tom,

NoL nt all!"” murmured Percy Knox,
“When I spotted Merry's giddy chivvy 1
=aw he was thundering seedy. t
struck me it's a good chance to make
him look a fool! If I can only get play-
ing against him I'll make the sweep
loock small, you see!

Little dreaming why Percy Knox had
changed his mind so abruptly, Tom
Merry dropped the new fellow from his
mind—for the tine being.  Sides were
picked swiftl 'om Merry captaining
one side and Talbot captaining the
other. Tom Merry ignored Percy Knox.
and it was at Kildare's suggestion that
‘Talbot picked the new {ellow and placed
him &t cenire-forward. From Darrell
and also from Knox senior Kildare had
heard a lot about the mew fellow's
abilities, and he was anxious to try him
out.

Mare than one fellow grinned in antl-
cipation on neting that Tom Merry was
opposed (o his enemy. Tom himeelf did
not like it at all; had he been fitter
he would have relished the trial gof
strength and skill. ﬁ

It could not be helped. however, and
Tom resalved grimly to do all he could,
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despite his aching head and streaming
eyes and nose.

From the very start he spotted Knox
minor’s game.

At the kick-of Tom got the ball and
started off with 18, But he lacked his
usual dash and spirit—a fart he was
only too well aware of himself. Before
he had gone a dozen yards he stumbled
over the ball, and as he did so0 a figure
nipped along and lifted the ball off his
toes almost.

It was Percy Knox, and he went away
like greased lightnlpg, the ball like a
Uving thing at his toes.

‘Tom Merry stood staring after him,
and a laugh of derision went up. Tom
flushed Lo the reots of his hair.

“Wake up Merry!"” called Kildare.

But it was easier said than done to
Tom Merry that afternoon.

Lowther should have gone off after
Knox, but he stopped to speak to Tom.

“Tom, you awful ass!” he sald
earnestly. “Can't you see you're play-
Ing right into that cad's hands? He's
out to show you up—to make you look
silly if he can. Chuck the game and
get off the fleld— youre not fit to be
out, never mind playing!"
playing!” said Tom through
“I'll be better presently.”

said Tom stubbornly.

Lowther shrugged his shoulders and
ran off. There was a straln of ob-
stinacy in Tem's nature, and he knew
It was useless to argue. But Lowther's
face was glum as he went after the
speeding new fellow. He saw plainly
now why Knox miner had changed his
mind and decided to play.

e had abundant reason to think so
as the game progressed.

Tom Merry was hopeless—he
fumbled the ball, and he missed
chance after chance. Klldare came
across to him presently.

“What on carth fs the malter with
you, Merry?" he snapped. "Great
Scott! ¥ou might never have scen a
ball before!"
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“I'm not up to the mark—got a bit
of a cold, Kildare,” sald Tom.
”T‘her get off the feld, mu young

']ll be all rd
rather stick it o

"Oh, all n;,hr.! Ynu know best how
you feel, kid! But—"

Kildare shrugged and turned away.
He saw the signs cf the cold on Tom's
face, but did not dream how the junlor
was actually feeling, and what an effort
it was for him to play at all. He could
not help suspecting—as many others
did—that Tom's curious behaviour was
entirely owing to the fact that he was
opposed to Knox.

From the beginning Talbot's teamn
had it all their own way. And Percy
Knox had his own way with Tom
Merry. He seemed to go out of his way
to seek a tussle with the junior skipper,
and he bLested him practically every
tim

rlght presently.

€.

By half-time Percy Enox had scored
the only two goals, and by half-time
also Tom Merry was feelinpg more
shamed and humiliated than he had
ever done in his life before, while his
own chums were seething with wrath
and chagrin. They could see as
plainly as could Tom himself that
Percy Knox was out to make him a
laughing-stock

The new fellow's play was brilliant,
He left the hapless Tom Merry stand-
ing still again and again, and he went
speeding through the opposing defence
like a knife through cheese.

To the few spectators the game was
more comical than anvthing else. Tom
Merry's face was burning as he came
off the ground when the whistle went
for half-time. He knew only too well
what a pitlable figure he had cut, and
he also knew that had not the redoubt-
able Fatty Wynn been In goal for them

the slaughter would have been
appalling.
“For goodness' sake chuck it, Tom,

old man!” pleaded Lowther.
“¥aas, wathah! Pway wetiah fwom
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the game, deah boy!” said Arthur
Augustus, shaking his head gravely.
“That beastly outsidah is lakin® ad-
vantage of your wotten seediness! The
fellows seem to think you're only pwe
tendin’ to be wocky because you feah
that cad's play will be bettah than

yours.”

“That's it, right enough!" said
Blake gloomily. "I-‘or goodness' sak?
chuek it, Tommy!"

“And won't (h:y think_so all the
more If T do retire?” said Tom bitterly,
his face scarlet. “I'm sticking it right
through to the end! Hang the fellows,
and hang Kno:

Tom was counting without

been enough of t.h.ls
Merry!"” he Snap\:ed coming up
hind the juniors, “It's pretty clear
you're not yoursell to-day. Dless and
gel. back to the school at onte!"™

“Is that an order, K.lldare"" asked
Tom, his voice thick,

"Yes. I order you to relire from the
game and get indoors! You're making
a perfect focl of yourself!”

“Very well, Kildare!"

There was nothing else for it—the
captain's orders had to be cbeyed. Tom
Merry went back to school, biting his
lips in his effort to keep back the tears
of mortification. Once again the ruth-
less and crafty new fellow had scored.

Tom went back to the study and
flung himself into the armchair, his
thoughts black and bitter. The luck
seemed against him all along the line.
He was still crouching there when
Kildare looked In after the practice
game.

“You are here, then, Merry?”

he

s, I'm here!”

“I locked in to tell you that the
game ended with the score at five to
one for Talbol's slde,” he said.

"To rub It in, you mean,” said Tom,
his eyes glinting,

“Not at all!™ said Kildare quietly,
Ignoring the “cheek” of the reply.
“Knox was responsible for four out of
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the five goals. You must have zeen”
he added dryly, "lhal. e new fellow
is a rattling good m

"He certainly d\d show up well
against me,” said Tom bitterly.

“You were not yourself,” sald Kil-
dare. “¥You should not have beén play-
ing at all. But the fact rcmains that
Krox played a jolly good game.”

Tom was silent.

“1 admit,” said Kildare, “that he
plays a selfish game, and that won'h
do. But that can be altered; he must
be taught to play for the good of the
team, Merry. Thal's up to you.”

W Mea™

“¥es; after this I suppose you won't
hesitate to play this new kid In the
Grammar Schoel match?” said Kil-
dare, his volce rising a little, " We want
all the good men we can get-—and
Knox is undoubtedly a good man!”

1 haven't decided on the team yet."

“well, when you do decide vou'll in-
clude Knox's name!" snapped Kildare,

that an order, Kildare?"

“Yes: T don't often interfere with
you. Merry,” sald Kildare, his tonc
kinder. “But I really must in this in-
stance. It seems to me that you have
taken an unreastnable disltke to this
new chap, Knox. It has influenced you
i your attitude to him as a footballer,
though T am sure you do not reallse it
vourself, Merry!"

“Very well!” said Tom Mery.
though his face was flushed with
anger. "I am bound to do as you
order me, Kildare. T'll put Knox's
name dovm,"

“Right!" sald Kldare. “I don't
think you'll have reason to remret it 83
far as footer Is concerned, Merr!

And with that Kildare went out.
Enox had Indeed scored.

coming?"

H Lumley-Lumley of the Shell
asked the questlon in startled tones,

CHARTER 1.
Ginger Burksl

ALLO! What the thump's
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It was the following day just after
afternoon lessons. In the old gateway
of St. Jim's quite a number of fellows
were standing chatting together in
various groups, for though there was a
nip in the air, it was fine and sunny,
even in the late afterncon.

Then Lumley-Lumley asked that
question, and his startled exclamation
drew everyone's attention to the lane
outslde the gales.

“Great  Scott!™ pgasped
"What the dickens s 1t?"

Approaching the schoal gates from
the directlon of Rylcombe was a quaint
and grotesque form. At least, in the
distance, and from the strange manner
of its approach, it ertainly did look
quaint. and even grotesque.

It was & boy, undoubtedly; and he
was staggering along In a curious
serles of twists and turns and short
hops.  As the junlors’ glances fell upon
him he suddenly stumbled and fell full
Jengbh in the roadway.

s like a glddy escaped
monkey," grinned Aubrey Racke.

“Or a glddy frog!” chuckled Gore.
*Hallo, he's up agaln!”

“And down aglln' roared Racke.
“Great pip! at him! Ha, ha,
ha! I believe lts old Skimmy!"

But few of the fellows joined in
Racke's laughter. -

“It is Skimmy!" sald Levison, frown-
ing. “The poor kid's got himself in a
mess, or something. Come onl”

He started off at a run for the dls-
tant flgure, who hed sprawled once
again in the roadway. After him went
Cardew and Clive, and several more of
the decent fellows in a rush. Racke
and his companions followed at a more
lelsurcty pace.

They arrlved on the scene to find
Levison and Clive just dragging the
hapless Herbert Skimpole to his feet.

Skimpole was the sclentific genius of
the Shell—or, at least, he fancled him-
self a scientific genius. He had a very
weedy body; but a large head crammed
with gueer  knowledge and cranky

Levison.
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notlons surmounted jt.
frail vy was of little use, and his big
head of less-—according tg his fellow-
junlors—he possessed a good, generous
heart, and he was popular enough at
Sl Jlm's. Few fellows—if any-
reason to dislike “0Old Skimmy!

The faces of Levison and the rest
were dark as they lifted Skimpole up
now: for he certainly was in a “mess.”
He wes plastered from head to foot in
icy, y mud, and his thin hands
were tled behind him. His feet were
tied together locsely, leaving him just
room to move them a few inches at a
time. His spectacles—without which
Skimpole was lost—were missing from
his face altogether.

But though his

" Skimm; snapped Levison. “ Who's
done this?

“Ow! Ow-yow! Groocoghl' groaned
Skimpole. *“Oh, dear me! I am ex-

ceedingly hurt—I have suffered the
most acute distress and-—g
pain! And I have been deprived of my
spectacles, without which I am com-
p]emly—groooogh—he]pless and incon-
venienced! Owl Yow!"”

“Who's done this, Skimmy?" re-
peated Levison angrily, cuttlng the
hapless scientist's hands and legs free,
“What brute's treated you like this,

"Not the Grammarlans?” demanded
Clive,

Tooogh! No!”

“Then who? Tell us and we'll
smash 'em!™ snorted Blake, who had
fust run up with bhis chums.

“Yaas, wathah!" chimed in Arthur
Augustus, “Pway who has committed
this wotten outwage, Skimmy, deab
bay?"

“Grooogh! Oh dear, dear. I can
scarcely stand, my dear fellows! It
was o great, hulking Individual who
used very bad language, and wha had
very red halr.

“Ginger Burke!"
“Oh, the cadl”

“I belisve that is the unpleasant
vouth's name,"” groaned Herbert Skim-
pole, rubbing his thin hands together

shouted Herries.
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to restore the circulation. “I was rash
enough to retum from the village
alone by the path through the woods
The rude fellow was scated on the stile
with a couple of his companions. ey
refused to allow me to pass, and when
1 remonstrated with them they rolled
me in the ditch, and tied me up. They
were also exceedingly rude in their ex-
pressions to me, and they kicked and
cuffed me. Ow! Ow! They have—
groooogh—hurt me exceedingly!™

“Bal Jove!™

“The cads!”

The Junlors looked at cach other
very grimly, Ginger Burke was not
unknown to them by any means. He
was a great. hulking youth, with fists
like legs of mution, and he had a far
from enviable reputation. His home
seemed to be In Wayland, but he had
recently obtalned cmployment  in
Rylcombe.

The St. Jim's juriors had very good
reason to know him, He had come "up
against " George Alfred Grundy, to
begin with, and he had soundly
trounced even that lghty fighter.

Since then he declared war in no light =

measure on the &t Jim's funlors.

Unfortunately, he seemed to prefer
to bestow his unweleeme altentions on
the weaker element—fags and fellows
like Trimble and Mellish and suchlike.
Now, seemingly, it was the luckless
Skimpole's turn. For more than a wei
now nothing had been heard him;
but apparently his reien of tcrror was
not ended in the district.

Racke & Co. were locking on, with
grins; but Percy Knox, who was with
them, was looking perplexed,

“What's the rumpus?” he demanded.

In his domineering manner. “This
que!‘r objecl's in the Shell, isn't he?”
"Yes; it's old pnle,“ chuckled

Racke. Dﬂesnt he look a sight?”

“Who's this chap Ginger Burke
you're talking about?" snapped Knox.
“I think I've
Sort of bully of
the village, isn't he?”
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*'Something lke that” agrecd Clive.
“Looks as he's Dbeen bullying
Skimmy, doesn’t it?" .

“And he's done this sort of thing
DefDral"

times,”

Skimmy 1sn't the only one.
And nobody's stopped him?"
“Yes—at least, they've tried to stop
Nis games. Grundy happened to meet
him once, but he falrly put Grundy to
sleep in no time.”
“That clumsy fooll™
Krn‘c “What good

Gore,

sneered  Percy
is he? I licked
elf In next to no thne; I could

Imz licked hlm with one hand if I'd
wanted.”

“Why didnt you, then?" sald
Cardew, yawning. “I mnaticed you

were very careful to use both of them,
anyway. You needed them, tco.”

“T shouldn't need them both to lick
ym_ anyway, you sneering cad!” said

Knox, looking Cardew's slim and
clegant form up nnd down. “If you
want a sera|

“1 don't!" sald Cardew the"rl‘uIL'
"“Not before tea, anyway.

chant? You're just about his uelgm
and—ahem ! —dlsposition

“You cheeky cad—

“Hallo! Here's old Thomas!” inter-
rupted Cardew cheerily. *“Seen any-
thin' of our old friend Ginger Burke,
Thomas?"

Tom  Merry, with Manners and
Lowther, came along the lane from the
direction of the village. and they
stopped and stared at the scene. Tom
Merry had his overcoat collar buttoned
over a thick muffler. His nestrils and
lips showed red against his white face.

“Seen that brute? No!” said Tom,
staring at the hapless Skimpole. “Why

-whi Has that ruffian done this
lo Slcmm_',-"'

“¥es; and sent the poor kid home
with his hands and feet ticd!” sald
Levison, “It's getting n bit (oo thick,
Merry! S:rmctmm_z will have to be
done about this!®
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“If I were junior skipper,” said Percy
Knex, with a sneer, “something would
be done--and jolly quickly, too! Per-
haps  Merry has done  somethuns,
though—perhans he's already Llicked
{he chap?”
“Not  lik

seoftingly.
it? Merry
what?”

“That's enough, Crooke!” snapped
Lowther, his eyes gleaming danger-
cusly. “Merry's already been out look-
ing for the brute more than once. ¥You
Imow Lhat!™

“But_he's never found him,”
winking at the sky.

This looks like it, docsn't
gives Ginger a wide berth—

mur-
1

There was a lavgh, and Tom Merry's
face flushed. He could already sce
\\!m. this was leading up to

up, Racke! As the biggest
funk at St. Jim's, it's scarcely for you
to crilicise onyone,” said Levison. “I
knew for a fact that Merry's hunted
for that brute, I've been out on
the trail with him myself. The cad
only foes for duffers, and he keeps
clear of Lrouble.”

“It's quecr that he's kept clear for &5
long,” said Percy Knox, his lip curling.
“I Tike the idea of Merry as champion
of the oppressed—what? Look here,
the chap can't be far anay w‘hy
doest’t Merry go after him now

He looked straight at Tom Merry as
he spoke, and It was clear to all that
lh 5 was a challenge.
don't chonse to go After him now,”
said Tomn quietly.

“Why " asked Knox, lifting his
eychrows. "Dear me! Has our highly
respecied skipper got cold feet?”

*“Vou would not understand If I ex-
plained id Tom, steellng his voice

“But I'm not secking a
yone to-night.”

1l why," said Knox blnndly
“It would be Interesting, I'm sure

All eyes were on Tom Man-v now.
Actually even Levison was a trifle sur-
prised at Tom's atlitude.

ehallenge you to go out and ficht

chipped In Crooke]
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that chap,” said Percy Knox coolly. *1
think I've heard vou say that, as skip-
per of the Lower School, you had cer-
tain dutics and responsibilities, Merry.
Isnt it your job as skipper to stop
bullying inside or outside the scheol?”

“It's my job to (ry,” answered Tom.

“Then here’'s your chance, being
such & dutiful chap,” sald Knox.
“Show the fellows that you're up to
your job."
“I'm not ns]dng a fight to-night,”
id Tom. “'There are two fights I am
very kl.(':Il on, though—I'm keen to fight
Ginger Burke, and I'm keen to fight
you :gain Knox, you cheeky cad! But
not yet

Knox gﬂughcd.

“I'LL tell you one reason: the other
reasorr I won't explain” said Tom.
flushing. “It's the Grammar School
match te-morrow. We'll need all our
fitness and energy to win. I'd adviso
you to steer clear of scraps also to-
night, Knox, as you're in the team.”

“Bunkum!”

“Y¥ah! Cold feet!"”
from the fringe of the ero

Tom Merry turned away abruptly.

c'\l[‘ed Crooke,

CHAPTER 15.
Knox Minor's Chatlenge!

ONTY LOWTHER and Manners

M followed Tom Merry towards

the school; but none of the

others did, for as the crowd was about

to disperse Percy Knox held up his
hand.

“Hold on, you fellows!” he sald
grimly., “I've got something to say
before you go. Just a minute!"

“More hot air?”  asked Levison
curtly.

“QOr more slander and hack-biting?"
said Blake.

“Not at all!” said Percy Knox re-
sardless. “I mean real buslness. For
the good of the schoel this sort of thing
can't go on!”
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A lot you care for the good of the
schlt!«')l.” grunted George Herries. “Dry

“It's the duty of the junior captain
to put down bullying,” said Enox
coolly. “As our respected junlor cap-
tain refuscs, then someone else must do
the job for him.”

“Who's golng to do it, then?”

"I am!" was the cool reply. " Merry
seems to funk the job; but I'm golng
to show him that there's one fellow in
the Lower School who isn’t afraid to
stand up for the weaker chaps."

“Goed man, Knox!" called Racke.

“It's rather thick though, that o
new fellow has to do Merry's dirty work
for him,” said Crooke.

“Not at all!" said Knox, planting
his feet apart and glancing round very
munh as, the mighty Grundy was wont
to “I suppose he just funks it.
lmnwmg his dashed limitations. He's
& poor sort of skipper, I must say, and
T wonder you chaps put up with him.
But now a better man’s come along

“Bow-wow-wow ! " said Blake.

“D'you v.ant your dashed head
punched, Blake?

“Not by you, old chap!" said Blake
cheenily.  “I'm rather particular, you
know!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Allow me to poini out that we're
wastin' time gassin',” remarked Cardew
casually. “If dear old Knox means to
administer a few hard knocks to the
Burke merchant, I suggest he gets a
giddy move on. Possibly he'd rather
pive Ginzer time to wander away,
though?"

Percy Knox took a step towards Car-
dew, his eyes gleaming pugnaciously.
He shook  his  clenched fist  under
Cardew's nose.

“T've already wamed you, you stuck-
up tailer's dumm’ he sald threaten-
ingly ‘“Any more cheek from you, and
you're for it!”

C«nhw neither retreated nor turned
a hai With his hands still in his over-
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coat pockets, he bent his head and
scrutinised Knox's fst ocuriously.

"H'm! Quite n useful article!" he
remarked, ‘“‘Have you ever tried soap
on it?"

“You—you cheeky—"

A dca'.h in the famlly accounts for
your bein’ ‘mourning, I pre-
sume?" anu]mi Cardew, looking up
blandly. “Try constant work with a
nail-brush.”

There was a chuckle; but Levison
dragged lus chum away.

“Chuck It, Cardew, you ass!" he
said uneasily, “Stand back, Knoxl®
No need to want to fight every chap
who tries to rag you a bit! If you
mean to have a go at Burke—"

“I'll fight this chap first, if he likes!™
snapped Knox, glaring at the smiling
Cardew. “I'm not standing—"

“Why not tackle Burke first? You'll
need all you've got in you for lum!"™
said Clive grimly, "And Burke might
clear off!”

11 be hanglng on that stile yet,
I fancy!” said Glyn. “It's a favourite
resting-place of the lazy was:rel This
way—if you mean it, Enox

“1 do mean {t!" growied Knox.

“Then come slongl"

Glyn led the way, smiling. Knox
stalked after him quickly enough, his
square Jaw set hard. The rest swarmed
after the two in eager antlcipation. A
screp between such a “coughdron™ as
Percy Knox and a terror like Ginger
Burke was more than likely to be worth
watching.

That Knox was in earnest none of
them  doubted—eve the cynical,
humorous Cardew did not doubt that.
The new fellow's swank and bluster-
ing vain-glory amused him: but he did
nol doubt that Knox would come “up
to scratch ® when the time came. The
main bod¢v of the juniors, however,
were not amuscd—they had come to
know that Knox could back up his
hrazeine with deeds, and they over-
locked it; indeed, the rew fell wis
alreacly comething of a hero in the
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eves ol the more easily influenced
element at St. Jim'

It was not a (ar cry to the stile in
Rylcombe Woeds, end when near the
spot Levison called a halt.

“Hold on, chaps!" he said. “No
good rushing In end giving the chap
tune to Lolt—and he'll certainly bolt If
he sees a crowd! I suggest Knox and
Lwo chaps go straight to the stile while
the rest of us scout round and sur-
round the spot.” *

“ Gaod wheezs!"

““Yaos, thah!

This was promptly decided upon,
and with Levison and Blake—who
volunteer=d 1o back him un—Percy
Knox strode on through the trecs to-
wards the stile

The slile came Into view suddenly
through the bare trees, and Levison
gave a grunt of satisfaction. Scated
on the stile was a big. burly youth in
rough clothes, and wearlng a scarf
round his thick throat. Hls hair was
a flery ginger in colour, and like rope
almast in texture,

“Thal’s the chap!™ said ch[son
grimly.  “Like the Jook of hiw
Knox?

“I make mincemeat of him!"  id
Kuox, his cyes glinting.

e staliied en towards the stile—
whatever else could be sald of him, he
did not lack pluck. Two other youths
were lounging round the stile, and all
three were smoking “fags.”

They jumped up as the three St
Jim's fellews swung into their view.

Ginger Burke's companions seemed to
hesitale; but Burke spoke to them,
and they stopped.

“'Erc's some blokes from the skool
out for a ta-ta!" he grinned. “Shall
we let ‘on pass if they arsk us
nicely?”

The three junlers stopped.

“We don't want to pass, Burke!" said
Levison calinly. ‘' We've come specinlly
fo see you.

“Ho. 'ave you?”

"Yes. You've just been lll-treating a
St. Jim's xid, you cad—a fellow not hall
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your size!” said Levison. " We've come
10 see you about that. There's a chap
here who intends to knock the stufling
out of you, you cowardly brute! You've
zot to be taught to leave St. Jim's fellows
alone.”

“And I'm the man who's going to do
the trick!” said Knox, stepplng up to
Ginger Burke.

“'Oh!" efacul
are you, by crikey

He seemed not a littie taken aback
by the anuouncement, But after eyeing
Knox for a moment his smail eyes glit-
tered and he swiftly threw off his jacket
and spat on hia hands.

Knox took off his own jacket and cap
and handed them to Levison.

“Hold on!” said Jack Blake, “Not
here—no gaod asking for trouble, Knox;
there's a nice quiet little clearing a fow
yards in the woo:ls If a master or pre-
fect comes along——"

“This ‘ere spot's good enough for me."”
5md Gtinger Burke, sho\vmg his teeth.

“It won't take me more’n two Licks to
knock that suankq ot Inter the middle
of next week|"

“But it's not good enough for us,” said
Levison. “This way, chaps!"

He started off, and Knox started after
him. Burke did not follow. Asa matter
of fact, Ginger Burke did not like the
look of things at all. He was used to
terronising, and to be faced so coclly
like this rather frightened him. There
was not a little of the coward in his
nature.

He gave his companions a swilt lesk.

“Run for it!" he hissed.

He started off with a rush.

“Look out!" howled Blake

He made 2 clutch a$ the feeing Burke,
but one of Burkes companions tripped
Blake up, and he went cl own.
Burke and his friends went crashing
amld the trees.

They dld not get far, There came n
shout,and suddenly the woods seemed
alive with fellows wearing St. Jim's caps.
Burke went crashing down in the grasp
of Cardew, Clive and Herries, His com-

Ginger Burke. "Oh,




Y Rush ‘em ' howlsd Qinger Burke. ' Nevar mind thal nms dorg !
han tha rish cama, Harrlss had the b i,
¥ uddenly turnad and, saally doudqinn tho ouistretohed arnt L Qingar
Birke, batted for his I,
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panlons met with a similar fate at the
hands of a swarm of &t. Jim's juniors.

“Bring the cads along!” called Levl-
son, hurrying up. "I might have ex-
pected something lke this, the sweeps!™

‘The three roughs were dragged up and
forced towards the clearing Burkes
face was savage and frightened now.

“I knowed It!” he yelled furiously.
“J knowed it were & trap! Fair play.
blow you!”

“Youll get fair play all right!”
snapped Blake. “These fellows have
only come ta see the fun, Burke! This
chap here wants to fight you, and we're
going to see you fight him. my pippin!”

“Look 'ere—-" yelled Burke.

“¥ou needn't fear that we shall chip
in!" snapped Levison, his lip curling.
““It's going to be a fair fight, as far as
we'ré concerned. We shan't interfere,
and your men mustn't, either!"

o "

Burke looked relieved. He eyed the
Juniors suspiciously. and then, as if he
declded to accept the challenge. he
grinned—a nasty grin.

“All right!" he snarled, looking
Knox's figure up and down, "I reckon
as T can make mincemeat of that bloke!
*Ow do T know you won't chip in if I
licks 'Im. though?”

“You've got our word for that”
snapped Levison, “Tf Knox fails to lick
you, then someone else will have a go
Bt you, until you learn to leave our

The burly rough looked still & bit
suspicious; he evidently could not under-
stand why the juniors did not "“go for"
him and thrash him—as he and his
friends would doubtless have done had
the position been reversed

But he threw his jacket—which he
had snatched up on bolting—down
again, and spat on his hands and rolled
up his shirtslecves,

Bnox rolled up his. His face was hard
and very determined as he stepped bacl,
ready for the business

“One of these chaps ccn ha
the

s

ecend, and  we'll have
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rounds," sald Levison, who seemed to
have constituted himself master of
ceremantes,

He took out his watch, and Racke
stepped forward, apparently anxious Lo
be his pal's second.

“You shove that there watch back!™
snarled Gmger Burke, his big jaw pro-
truding. ‘I wants no rounds, and I
wants no seconds for this jnh, I'm
going to fight, not dance round like a
bloomin' cat!"

“ As you like!™ said Knox. "A rough
and tumble will suit me. I fancy I'm
going to show you—-""

“Look out!™ yelled Blake.

Just In time Knox stepped back and
put his hands up, for Ginger Burke
came at him with a mad rush, lis big
arms waving like the arms of a wind-
mill. He had apparently got tired of
walting.

Crash!

Knox stapgered back, his guard ralsed
too late, for Ginger's left jolted on his
chin, gending him reeling, and then
Ginger's right smashed to the side of his
jaw with sickening force.

The new fellow slewed round, pitched
sideways, and went crashing down.

He picked himsell up, dazed, hurt, and
enrage ed.

Hnaox!"

assing, exclaimed
'Flght you idiet!™

Gore.

CHAPTER 15
Victory t
ROM his savage expression Kunox
F was determined o fighl. The
sudden onslaught had taken bun
unawares, He had intended to make a
bit of @ speech before starting, being a
fellow who loved dramatics. But he
dropped that idea now,

As he picked himself up Burke came
at him azain, in a bull-like rush, and
his massiva -bunched knuckles swung
rennd in o mighty punch.

The punch never connected—luckily
for Knox. That youth slipped neatly
under the ann. and drove his own right
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with & smashing thud mlo the bully's
unprotected solar plexu.

Ginger Burke choked, doubled up, and
Kunox followed his first blow with a
tearing, jabbing upper-<cut,

“Bravo!"

“Good man, Knox!"

Ginger Burke tottered, and then Knox
went at him like a tormado, slamming,
jabbing, and punching mercllessly
Ginger Burke obviously had little ldea
of boxing, and his defence was pathetic-
ally inedequate.

Crash!

“Bravo! He's down!"

“Go 1it, Percy!"

Pelcy ‘Knox stood back, breathing
hard, his face still hard, He knew only
too well that the hulking Glnger Burke
could stand any amount of such punish-
ment, and thal he would be up again
quickly enough.

He was right. Ginger leaped to his
fect, snarling, his eyes glittering at his
younger adversary. e rough realised
now that, though he was bigger and
stronger, he would have his work cut
out to win the battle

Knox had strength, too: his hefty
lows had “rattled " the blgger fellow.
and he was more active, and he certainly
had more knowledge of boxing—far
more,

“Knox's  fight!™

murmured Ralph
Reckness Cardew. “Unless the ass is
silly enough to run right Into old
Ginger's flst too many times—like that!"”

Smack!

Ginger Burke had caught the over-
eager Knox napping with a mighty slam
in the region of the heart that all but
doubled up the St. Jim's fellow. He
followed it up with a volley of furlous
blows thar Knox parried desperately,
back\m; ducking, and twisting, as he

did s

4 Is this ‘ere a runnin’ match?”
sneered Ginger Burke savagely. “Stand
up to me, you bloomin' snake!"

It was Burke's turn to be over-eager
now. He followed up recklessly, slam-
ming blow after blow, most of which
Knox, rattled and dazed as he was,
easily guarded.
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Suddenly Knox stood firm under the
fusillade of blows and landed a swiflt,
jolting right full on the bridge of
Burke's nose.

It was a nasty smack, and Ginger
yelped, a thin stream of erimson spurt-
ing from his nasal organ.

"You little rat!" hissed Ginger. “I'l
smash you for that!”

The blow had stung furlously, a3 a
Llow on the nose always does, and
Ginger lost his temper badly.

“Look out now, Knoxy!"

There was need for the waming. The
hulking Ginger came on raging, his

small, beady eyes glittering menacingly.

The next moment the two were at it
hammer and tongs, Ginger following up
furicusly as Knox gave ground steadily,
countering, guarding, and jabbing when
he could

It was an onslaught that could not
last, as Knox well knew. But it was an
uns]aught that few could have stood up

Knox tripped suddenly and crashed
down. Ginger bent as if to hammer him
as he lay, but a howl of wrath from
the crowd made jump back again.

“You'd beiter not!" sald Levison.
“Stand back!"

Knox minor was on his feet again
now, swaying unsteadily, his eyes blink-
ing rapidly. That last blow—a smashing
hook, that sent his head jerkir
back—had shaken him up conslderably.
But he was up again

“He's game, anyway!” said Jack
Rlake, with reluctant admiration. “I
can't stand the conceited blighter, but,
by Jove, he's gam

*“Yaas, wathah

" Good old Knoxy!"

“The new fellow's strong personality
had undoubtedly taken a firm hold on
the v 5 of the more essily influenced
fellows, That shout proved that Percy
Kuox was already well on the way to
pepularily with the crowd. As he heard
that shout his lips met and he faced
Ginger Burke again with a twisted grin
on his bruised face.
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He was determined, come what may,
Lo increase that mensurce of mpulanty
That shout of

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

lkewise, Two blacks never made a
white to St. Jim's fellows where sports-

N2W COUrage, courage whmh. m thaf-
stage of the fight, he was sadly lacking.
That last furlous attack had bemused
and staggered him, ﬁhzklng his nerve
and grit.

But he seemed a different fellow as he
faced the erouching bully. Ginger carae
cn again, & little over-confldent now.
Percy Knox stalled off the rush, and
then, with a clever feint, he drove his
way through his opponent’s defence
with a terrific upper-cut.

Gmlicr Burke erashed to the frosty
ETas:

i Good man, Enox!"

Knox grinned again, and walted for
Lils opponent to rise, ready to knack him
down again—for he was not the fellow
to grant an enemy the slightest advan-
tage.

Ginger Burke clawed himself to his
kners, and was getting up when Knox
flpored him agaln with a swinging hook
Burke swore, his beady eyes glimmering
with hatred. He started up again, and
then swiftly and unexpectedly he flung
himself bodily at his adversary's legs

Krox minor crashed down on his back
as the rough's powerful arms dragged
his legs from under him.

There was a howl, and once agaln
Burke drew back when about to jump
en the prostrate junior. He was evi-
dently not used*to modern metheds of
warfare. .

But his drawing back gave the dazed
and half-stunned junior a chance to

rise. FHe staggered to his feet, and as
Burke drove in again Percy Knox
stepped

swiftly back, and, quick as
thousht, shot out his foot.

Crash!

The burly reugh tripped over the foot
and went crashing down full on hands
and face.

“Oht"

hip was concerned. It was a thing
none present could rmve |m~nmud 2
fellow like Tom Merry doi
But Knox had done it; And he seemed
proud of the trick.

“Tit for tat, you cadl” he pantad.

“Two can play at those games! Come
on, you hound!™

“That's the game, " roared

Racke. ' Give It him back
*Bat Jove, that was wathah wotten!™
murmured Augustus, in dismay.
e crowd was sllent—but not for
long! They very scon fergot Knox's
lapse in the excitement of the next few
whirling moments.
Now the band will play!" murmured

Levison. '"They've bu!.h lost their giddy
Lempers this ti
““Knox has remarked Cardew.

“@Qet your giddy shoulders ready lo
chair the giddy conquerin® hero home
again!”

There was deep sarcasm In Cardew’s
remark; but scarcely anyone heard hiu,
50 engrossed were they In what followed.

As Levison opined, the band did play,
s0 to gpeak, And, as Cardew had added.
Knox certainly “hbed it."

With both their tempers gone, and
with science and skill—what little had
been used in the fight—thrown to the
winds, it was just a case of pluck and
wind and endurance.

Percy Knox certainly had the pluck:
and in regard to wind and endurance he
certainly had the advantage of the
burly wastrel. Ginger Burke was strong,
undoubtedly; but—as the juniors had
slready suspected—tihere was a yellow
streak in his make-up.

The big fellow couldn't stand much
punishment—and Knox gave him plenty
during the hurricane attacks made just
then Scarcely giving him time to get
to his knees, Knox darted in and fairly
rained down blows on the blgger fellow,

It was a gasp of surpri. nt
and dismay from the St Jim's fellows
looking on. Burke had played a

cowardly and unfair trick—but that was
no reason why Perey Knox should do

who turned defending himsel
dazedly, his face ewil In its fear and
hatred.

" Give {t him, Percy ! howled Racke,
in a fever of excitement.
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“Yes: give it him!" shouted Clive,
“Let the brute taste a bit ol pain—give
him some for old Skimmy

Knox gave him plcmy-—not to avenge
4 or anyone else; Knox would
cd & hand to save or
§ unpole for he was not that
Bul he was avenging his own
hurts, and—his one burning desire—he
was fighting for popularity, and to
“show up™ Tom Merry, the fellow he
hated,

The end came swiftly. Ducking des-
perately before a merciless shower of
punches, Ginger Burke suddenly darted
in and clinched. Percy Knox gririned an
ugly grin, and, knocking one asrm
swiftly upwards, he shot out his right
with all the force he had left behind it

The smack took the big bully full in
the throat, and &s he fell back, gasping,
Knox's left hit him neatly under the
chin.

Crash!

Once agaln Ginger Burke was down,
and this time he made not the slightest
effort to rise. He lay, panting, his eyes
burning as he glared up at the tri-
umphant new fellow.

‘“Had enough?” panted Enox.

“¥es, hang you!" came in & gasplng
croak, “I—I'm done!™

“Golng to feave 8t. Jim's fellows alone
after this, what?” demanded Knox, his
chest heaving as he stood over his fallen
enemy.

*¥Yes, hang you!t"

“If you don't,” sald Percy Kunox
threateningly, “1 shall come and seek
you again, my pippin! And next tme
I'll make o hospital case of you! You've
terrorised this district long enough, but
it’s golng to stop now I've come. Sce?™,

“Cheers!" murmured Cardew.

The whimsical Fourth Former was
speaking sarcastically, as usual, but he
was not taken sarcastically by the
crowd.

' Good old Knox!" bawled Racke.
¢ Hurrah!"

There was & roar that could have been
heard at St. Jim's. Racke & Co., and &
dozen other fellows swarmed round
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Knox and shook his hand with admiring
enthusiasm.

Blake, Clive, Levison, and scveral
others turned away, smiling.

“'Hold on!" drawled Cardew. “Aren't
you fellows goin’ to stay to do honour to
the conquering hero? Herries, run back
for your cornet! What about & tenor
solo, Gussy?”

“Assl™

“1 don't think I'll stayto do homage,
either,” remarked Cardew, yawning. “1
must say T admire you fellows’ good
taste in the matter.”

“He showed pluck,”
then—"

“Tom Merry would have licked the
chap In four minutes,” sald Levison
quietly. “I would have tackled him
myself if I'd known just what he was
made of. He’s a fighter, 1s Ginger
Burke, but cnly when he's up agalnst
someone he knows he can lUck. He can't
stand pu.nmbmmt and he soon
crumples up.

""He might easily have been knm:ked

out in the first minute”
Herries. “And that's the chep w'no hld
the reputation of belng a brulser—the
glddy terror of the nelghbourhood!
Br-rri”

“The cther chaps seem to think
Knox's done something great, anyway !
growled Jack Blake, looking back. **Just
hark to them!"

Behind the juniors, through the trees,
came a roar. Knox, his bruised face
through

crowd

sald Blake. "But

flushed with pleasure, came
with an

the trees,
swarming

“RRotten . “1'm glad that
brute Burke's been lald by the heels at
last, but—but—"

“It menans unpleasantness for old
Tommy," sald Clive, shaking his head.
“This new chap’s done what Tomm
didn't do—and what the fellows scem
to think hs ought to have done.”

“It'll do Merry a lot of harm, I'm
afraid,” sald Levison, "I belleve Knnx s
sole reason In fighting Burke was
belittle Tom, and gain popularity 101
himself.”

admirlng
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" Of course it was!" said Herrl
—it’s rotten, really!"”

And that, Indeed, was the opinian of
Tom's friends. In his‘ruthless cam-
paign of hatred against Tom Merry, and
in his burning ambition to become
“*cock-of-the-walk,” Percy Knox had un-
doubtediy scored yet again. He had
done what Tom Merry had refused to
do, and what moest of the fellows had
felt Tom Merry ought to have donc.

"y

CHARTER 11,
Ceossed OML
TOM MERRY heard the news of
Percy Enox’s victory over Ginger
Burke with something llke dismay.
He lmew the blow 1t would be to his own
prestige in the Lower School, but be
could de nothing, and he kept silent
and a stiff upper lip.

But Fate was not finished with him
vet. Tom heard Percy Knox boasting
that he nad got a bet on the Grammar
Schoul mateh! He had backed St, Jim's
to win, with om: of the Grammar School
fullows Tha® I

Tom went stnighl. down to the
notice-board in the Common-room, and,
to the surprise of the fellows there, he
calmly crossed Knox's name off the list,
putting in Redfern's In its place,

Then, leaving the room in & buzz, he
went off to Kildare's study. Kildare was
lhcrc alone.

" Well, Merry," he said,
trouble now?’

“I've fust erossed Knox's name off the
list for to-morrow's match, Kildare,” he
sald quietly. “As you ordered me to
play him, I thought I'd better report to
you what I've done.”

“I should think so!" said Kildare,
staring. “Why have you done this,
Merry?"”

“I'd rather not say, Kildare,” said
Tom steadily. "It is not a personal
matter, however, I think you know me
well enough to belleve me when I say I
am perfectly justified in refusing to play

“what's the
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Knox If you Insist upon him playlng

T4 dot” satd Kildare grimly.

“Then I resign the camamcy"’ said
Tony,

Kildare Jum]‘l[‘d
“What?"”

“You mean that, Merry?”

“Yes; in my view Knox is not fit to
play for St. Jim's. I should be wanting
inmy sense of duty and right if I played
him. ¥ou would be the first to refuse to
play hm If you knew the facts,
Kildarel”

Kildare regarded the junior captain
grimly. He spoke after a few moments'
reflection.
ry well, Merry!™ he said gruffly,
. "I willaceept what you say, kid,
and T'1 withdraw my order to play the

chap. I'm sorry you have taken up this
at.itude, for I believe Knox will prove a
very good man ind; . However, I don't
want you to resign from the captaincy—
far from it! You're the best man for
the fob, In my opinion. I leave it to

ou,”

‘' Thanks, Kildare!'

‘Tam left the captaln's study. He had
gained his point, but he knew Kildare
was far from being the only fellow wha
would not approve. Tom knew that his
decision not to play Knox minor would
raise a storm of protests from all
quarters. And Tom knew it would not
add to his popularity, either—guite the
reverse!

But Tom Merry knew what he
ought to do—his consclence told him
he was doing the right thing, and he
meant to do that, whatever the cost,

But Fate had further blows in store
for him on the following day—the day
of the match.

After dinner Tom had a message {rom
Mr. Railton to go and see him in his
study.

Mr ‘Railton looked at him searchingly.

“You look very seedy, Merry; I have
noticed that you have seemecl unwetl
for the past few days. d I see your
name down far the rootha!] mateh this
afterncon?”
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“Yos, sir.”

“You must not think of playing.”
said the Housemaster firmly. “1n your
present state it would be madness. I
definitely forbid you even to go to the
ground!”

“Oh, sir!"

“I1 am sorty, Merry, but I could not
allow you to take part In such strenuous
exercise as football when you are suffer-
ing from a cold.” said the Housemaster.
“In any case, you would certainly never
do yourself justice on the football feld.
my boy. You will go at once to the
matron and report to her for treatment.
You may go!"

The Housemaster nodded a dismissal,
and Tom Merry falrly tottered out of
the room. It was bad luck upon bad
luck. He had refused to allow Knox to
play in l.he match, and now he himsel[
WAs from playing.
would Lh;e fellows say? Perh aps Lhay
would be glad, thought the junlor
bitterly.

Instead of going stralght to the
matron, Tom went to Talbot's room. He
found Talbot seated on & chair. On the
floor was & bowl of water. Talbot bad
one foot up on the edge of another
chair. The foot was bere, and Talbol
was busy winding a bandage round his
ankl

e,
‘Tom Merry fairly blinked at him, his
feelings too deep for words.

“Just sent Trimble looking for you,

Tommy,"” said Talbot, his voice showing
clearly his disgust. “I'm crocked, old
chap. Sorry, but It was & rotien acci-
dent. That gammy three-legged chair
there let me down, I was reaching

“Has It just happened, Talbot?” said
Tom, smothering the Impulse to call
Talbol a ~careless ass” .

"“Five minutes ago,” said Talbot,

groaning. “What dashed rotten luck!

You'll have to play Cardew I‘umm_r'

“'Oh crumbs, what & mess!
Tom. “And Rallton's just [url.udacn
me Lo play, Talbot!"

“Oh, great pip!"
But that's not making much differ-

ciiee, really,” said Tom grimly, “1 was
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Jjust wondering if it would be better if
[ kept out. of it when Railton sent for
me. yway, I'd better trot over and
see old Flggins. and fix it up with him."”
“You're still determined not to play
Knex, Tom?”
Ahsmme]yl
"I think

wre quite right” said
Talbot qumtly “Never mind the fel-
lows, Tom—they don't think. And
keep a suff upper lip, old chap. Knox
will overreach himself yet.”

“I'm trying to,” said Tom, smiling.
“Well, I'll run in and see you again
when I've fixed things up with Figgy.
It can’t be helped, and we must make
the best of things.

Tom Meny hurried out, and made
his way towal e New House. He
had assured Talbot that he was trylng
to keep a stiff upper lip, but he found
it very hard to do s¢ in the circum-
stances. Tom had no false maodesty,
and he knew that Taibol and he were
the best men in the team. and he saw
& slashing defeat before St. Jim's from
Gordon Gay and his men from the
Grammar Schocl. And he knew it
would mean yet anather score for PLS

defeat, having refused to play the fel-
low whose brilllant play was the talk
of the school. But he did not even
think of changing his mind—that was
not Tom Merry's Way.

CHAPTER 18,
The Whito Feather!

ALLO! Herries

Towser]"

and Tom Merry smiled as
he hastened his steps to catch up Her-

ries and his beloved bulldog, Towser.
Tom Merry had been to the matron,
and In addition to plenty of good
advice—which Tom Merry, being a not-
mal schoolboy, was unlikely to take—
the matron had given Tom a dose of
medicine. Hls temperature had proved
to be little above the normal, and, be-

and old
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ing satisfled thal it was a cold which
Tom weuld soon shake off, the matron
had allowed Tom to go for his walk

So, after spending most of the alter-
noon with Talbot, Tom had started
out. Tom had been forbidden to go
near the ground—the match was be-
ing played on the Grammar School
ground—but Tom saw no reason why
hie should not go te meel the players
as it was nearing tine for the match
te end.

He tock the short cut by the towing-
path, and he took it easy. The fresh
air seemed to clear his head wonder-
fully, and he soon began to feel better.
He sauntered on, his gloomy forebod-
ings and depression slipping from him
with every step he took. It was just
as he reached the outskirts of Ryl-
combe that he sighted George Her-
ries and Towser.

Tom Merry smiled at sight of the
two. Heries cared mere for his beloved
dog than he did for his bosorn chums;
he certainly looked after his pet better
than he Jooked after himself. The way
Herries walked along, his eyes ever on
his pet, amused Tom. He remembered
hearing Herries saying that Towser
was "off his feed,” and he guessed that
Herries had been with Towser to the
vet at Wayland on that account.

“'Cheerio, Herries!" called Tom as
he came up to him. “Towser any
better?"

He stooped and patted the big, ugly
head of the bulldeg. Towser snitfed at
Tom’s hand, and burled his nose in
Tom’s palm. The junior captain and
he were old friends.

“The vet seems to think he's right
as rain,” grunted Herries, eyeing Ton.-
ser anxiously. “But I'm not so sure
myself, I think Il try to persuade the
fellows to let e have him in the
study for a few nights, so that I can
keep my eye on him this damp
weather.”

Tom chuckled. He wendered what
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy would say to
Lhat.

I should,” he murmured.
ne big risk, though.”

“Theye's
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“Wiat's that?" demanded Heirles
cagerly.

“He might get indigestion after

chewing up Gussy’s topper and bags,"
grinned Tom. "¥ou know old Tow-
ser can't resist Gussy's clobber. I sup-
pase it's the anslocratnc seent of them
that appeals to him

“Dont talk rot!" snorted Herries.
“It's hardly a (‘ung to joke about,
Tom. Oh, my hat

Just in time, Herrics took a firmer
grip of the stropg chain.that held Tow-
ser, for at (hat moment a cat emerged
leisurely from a garden gate scavcely a
couple of yards awny,

‘The cat vanished back into the gar-
den like greased lightning, and but for
the combined efforts of Tom and Her-
ries, Towser would have followed like
a thunderbolt.

“Hold him!"”
ing his weight on the leash.
hat! Towser, you old fathead!
dog! Lie down, you silly ass!™

Herrles often boasted of his pet's re-
markable obedience, but just now it
was conspicuous by its absence. Iz’
ries might have spoken to the garden

gasped Herries, throw-
" Oh, my
Good

reat Scolt!” panited Tom Merry.
“I thought old Towser was delicate,
Herries?"

“8So he Is. Hes just screwed up with
excitement now. "Its bad for him,
I.hough. Hold him!"

Bling the chujn round that post,
you ass!” snorted Tom.

Towser was still tearing and lugging
at the chain. As Herries dragged on
it, Tom slung the end of the chain
round the post and clipped ihe spring
catch at the end through a link.

“Thats fixed him!"™ he chuckled.
“Now let him cool down R bit.”

“I'm not sure that we ought to let
him strain like that,” said Herries,
wrinkling Iis brows. *He might easily
strain his heart or some-—"

Look out, Herries!” said Tom
abruptly. ' Back up!’

t Tom's startled cry, Herries
wheeled, and then he locked alarmed
as he saw that from the narrow open-
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ing along the towing-path four hulk-
ing youths had lounged, and were com-
ing towards them.

All the four were hefty chaps,
one was bigger than the rest, and he
liad red hair.

* Glnger Burke!™ “Qh,
my hat!"”

Herries was terified at the sight of
them—not on his own account, but en
account of Towser! Had Towser not
icen there, tled to the post, Tom would
have given the word to bolt, strategy
being much wiser than a bold front
with such odds to face.

But theye was na time {o free Tow-
ser, and In any case Towser always
made a polnt of wanting to do the
exact opposite to what his master

wished him to do—despite Herries'
fond delusion to the contrary.

“They may leave us alone—after
\\hat happ:ned yesterday ” whispered

‘om. ‘Ignore them!™

But Burke & Cumwere not to be

said Herries.

but-
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- Come

"' Come on

on, you Lrutes

Yes, come en!” said Tom Merry,
through his tees

He jumped to ‘the side of Herri
I'sr'; ready.

“Rush ‘em!" howled Ginger Burke,
hugging his jaw. '‘Never Taind that
there dorg! He's an olnl ‘un, and he's
chained up. Rush 'em!

The wavering youths plucked up
cournge and followed Ginger in a
savage rush.

What happened nexl caume as the
iggest surprise George Herries had
cver had in his life.

As the rush came, Tom Merry sud-
denly turned, and, easlly dodging the

hissed Herries

outstyetzhed arm of Ginger Burke,
bolted for his life,
He vanished up the narrow entry

some yards away, and what happened’
to him after that the astounded Her-
ries had no chance to see. He went
crashing down under the rush of the
four, too startled even to offer any

ignored;
by no means cured Ginger Burke, H!s
beady eyes glimmered with splte and
jmalllce as he sighted the St Jims
unlol

“By crimes!™ he ejaculated.
two of the huu.nds now, lads!
'‘em! Smash 'em

“'Old on, GmgprJ " exclaimed one of
the others. “They got a dorg! Mind
your ey

“Can't you see
g‘mwl:\d G!ng&r Burke.
geitle ‘is ‘ash

And he lmk a running kick at the
chained Towser, who was growling fero-
clously as he tugged and strained to
get ab the unwelcome newcomers,

At Jeast, he intended fo take a run-
ning kick at Towser; but Herries had
other ideas about that. His eyes blazed
;.}ncl he jumped In front of his beloved

g

Thud!

Herries' fist lashed out, and Gmger
Burke staggered back under a
beneath his chin  that must
raltled every Ep\\th n his head.

“Here's
Go for

"e's chained up?”
*'Ere, I'll soon

ham

T for the moment.

When he did start to struggle, it
was too late. He was ed down by
cruel, grinding knees, fat on his back
on the cinders. A yard away, poor
Towser was frof at the mouth,
and all but {rantic In his raging desire
to comie to his master's aid.

But the chain waa strong, and though
the post shook and jerked under the
dog's desperate tugging and tearing,
It held. Ginger Burke snatched up a
big stone anu flung it savagely at the

OB

*'0ld }our row!” he shouted. “Put
your bagt inter the tyke, 'F‘-b

But ‘Erb wasn't keen to get within

reach of Towser, who, never a gentle-
logking  animal, Jooked positively
flendish now as he gave tengue to his
rage through bared fargs.

Ginger Burke snorted, and, snatch-
ing up another stone, he sent it whiz-
zing—this time, unfortunately, with
better aim—into the haepless Towser's
ribs.

Herries gave a gulp as he heard a
sirangled yelp, and he renewed his



58

Struggles, fighting like a wild cat. Tom
Merry and his cowardly retreat—if It
was that—forgotten for the moment.

There came a sudden of feet,
however. and Herrles yelled with
delight as he heard a shout.

“Rescue!” he yelled gaspingly.
“Resrlue. 8t. Jim's! ©h, good man,

ox 1"

Crash!

Ginger Burke went crashing down
and rolled over and over. Over him
stood Percy Knox, his fists clenched,
his eyes glinting. Ginger's three
cronies were flying along the towing-

th

* Good man!" gasped Herries again,

He staggered to his feet, and. fall-
ing on his knees. he started to fondle
and quieten Towser. That excited
animel lcked Herries' flushed face In
a whirl of canine delight.

Racke, Cooke, Mellish, and Scrope,
who had been with Knox, had held
back at first; but now, as they saw the
three louts Oeeing, th me re-
maxkably courageous, and thes' Joined

"Lnto the dashed river with this
lout!” snapped Percy Knox. “That
lesson I gave—— Ah, would you?”

Ginger Burke kicked savagely at the
junior’s ankle, and as Percy Knox
staggered back he leaped to his feet
and made a bold bid to e

Percy Knox was too qmck “for him.
He sprang forward. sending Racke stag-
gering out of Ria way, and his foot just
caught Ginger's flying heel

Ginger lurchi [umard and as he
did so Knox's fst shot out. It was
a clean blow, and it sent lhe burly
rascal spinning  Madly the fellow tried

to recover himself, and then he
slithered down the sloping bank with a
savage yell.

Spilash1

Uneble to stop himself, Burke slld
down the bank, tripped at the bottom,
and overbalanced into the river.

“'Good egz!"” chortled Racke. " Good
for you, Percy! Look at the cad!

Ginzer Burke soon reappeared; but
he made ne attempt to climb ashore,

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

He was already swimming, and, turn-
ing. he swam across the river, sIOWIy
and laborlounsly, his face—or what
could be seen of it—fiendish in expres-
slon.

He reached the farther side after a
desperate struggle, and, clamberlng out
with difficulty, he shook a furious fist
at the St Jim's fellows and took to his
heels.

It was just at that moment that
Blake, followed by a dozen or more
fellows, came hurtying along the tow-
ing-path. They had sighted the trouble
some distance away 8s Knox & Co. had
done. And, like Enox & Go., they were
just returning from the match.

“What the thump’s been happening
here?" panted Jack Blake. 'Herries!
Great Scott! And Towser! Have these
louts been at you?"”

Herries nodded, his face growlng
grim as he suddenly remembered Tom
Merry.

*“There wWas anulher chap here when
we spotted you,” said Knox, wiping
his knuckles. “He bolied just before
we came up.  Who was it, Herrles?"

Herrien was silent for just a moment.
and then his eyes glinted as he looked
at Towser.

“It was Tom Merry!” he sald.

“What ™

*“It was Tom Merry!"” repeated the
junior deliberately. “The cowardly
sweep left me in the lurch—at the
mercy of those brutes! He thought
only of his own skin!"

“"Herrles " gasped Jack Blake,

“Bal Jove! Weally, Hewwics, deah

“It’s true! I wish It wasn sald
Herries through his teeth. “But the
fellow you saw was Toem Merry. We
were lalking together when Burke and
his pals came along Merry knew T
couldn't bolt myself—he knew Towser
was chained to the post. He chalned
him up himself, the cad!”

“and he ran away and left you to
it?"” demanded Blake in sheer unbellel.
“Dash it all—"

“I've told you it's the truth!™ sald
Herries, almost angrily. “Tom Merry
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showed the white feather—not the first
Lime latEI‘y. it strikes me, after this!™
S Phew 1

“Gweat Scott!”

“What about Merry now?" bawled

“Yah! Wait until we see Lhe
Nice chap to have for skipper—

't think!"”

“I don't think I shall ever acknow-
ledge him as skipper after this" re-
marked Percy Knox. "I wonder what
would have happencd to Herries and
his dog if I hadn’'t come along?”

“Let’s get back and tell the fellows!"
yelled Mellish, "“We'll make him sit up
“after this!*

**Oh, dry up!” snorted Blake
is sickening, you chaps!’

“Wotten, bai Jove!"

"“This

gmaned Arthur

Augustus D'Arcy. n scarcely
ueheve 1t of Tom Mew“ 'y

get ack!" said Herries
|rnlxh1

He had already unfastened Towser,
and the chums of the Fourth started
off zlong the towing-path. They had
been gloomy enough before they had
came upon Herries and henrd his slury.
for the Grammar School had beaten
St. Jim's by five goals o cne, a really
slashing defeat. With Tom Merry and
Talbot absent {rom the team, they had
expected nothing else but defeat. But
five to one was worse than they had
expected.

And the general feeling was one of
anger against Tom Merry—bitter dis-
appointment and anger. They con-
sidered Tom Merry had let them down
very badly. They did not loox at the
matter through the eyes of Tom Merry
If he was scedy, then well and geod.
But Knox wasn'l seedy, and it was per-
sonal jealousy and diglike that made
the junior captain keep Knox out of
the team. Had Know been playing, it
would have been flve to one in the
other direction.

That was the general view, and Blake
& Co. knew it only too well. Anrd now
this had happened—a far worse thing
for Tom Merry to face. The fellows
might forgive stubbornness and per-
sonal antipathy in thelr junlor cap-
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tain. they wowld certainly not forgive
& Co. returned (o
f:t Jim's in a very miserable frame of
mind. And when they saw Manners
and Lewther in Ryleombe Lanc and
told them the amazing news those
youths were thunderstruck. They
simply refused ta believe it, and there
was trouble between Herries and them
in consequence. But it did not affect
the issue.

CHAPTER 18,
The Aeasonl

OM  MERRY ran hard—harder

I than he bad ever run in lis life

before. He went like the wind.

But it was not to get away from the
bullying Ginger Burke & Co. Tom
Merry had never “funked " that un-
pleasant personage. He had taken his

measure long ago, and only opportunity
nad prevented him dealing with the
ruffian—or attempting to deal with

And, thou were four
to Lwo aganst Lhem. Tom Merry was
far from f a scrap, though he
realised it would be no lght affair.

As he faced the oncoming roughs,
fists ready, his head well back, Tom
Merry certainly did not look as if he
funked the fight; indeed, he looked as
if he intended to enfoy it.

But In that critical, dramatlc
moment Fate stepped In to deal the
junior captain of 5t. Jim's yet another
blow.

Both juniors were guarding Towser—
Herries facing one way and Tom the
other. and this explains why Herrles
failed to sce what Tom Merry suddenly
5aW.

‘The garden dence against which they
had been standing ended a few yards
farther on at a stretch of waste ground,
Beyond this, at somethlng approach-
ing right angles, was a row of cottages,
their fronts facing the river as It
twisted at that spot. The cottages had
long gardens with low fences, and Tom
could gee into them from where he
stood.
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In that moment, as he awaited the
onslaught of the roughs, Tom glimpsed
something happening in the first gar-
den. Like a scene flashed swiftly
across a cinema screen, Tom glimpsed
it out of the corner of his cye.

From an opened cottagegdoor a child

came dashing, screaming in fright, the
white smock he wore just bursting into
flames.
. Tom Merry simply dldn't stop to
make a decislon, or tc do anylhing else.
Something had to be done mighty
quickly, and the junlor did it Instinc-
tivel,

'[‘he next instant, swiftly dedging
Ginger Burke's outﬂung erm, he was
tearing across the waste ground with
every ounce of speed and energy he
could muster.

He was at the low fence almost
before he knew it, and he fairly flung
‘him: over it. His feet scarcely
touched the rough ground, and then he
was racing up the garden, the scream-
Ing of the youngster—drowned until
then ‘Towser's ouicrics—ringing
shtnly in his ears.

Tom was tearing off his overcoal now,
and with a bound he reached the
shrieking youngster and whirled his
coat round him. Then he flung the
child down and rolled bhim over and
over, pressing, thumping, and smother-
ing out thre flames as best he could
with his bare hands.

Luckily, only the smock had had time
to get firmly allght, and in a very few
seconds Tom had torn It away, and was
ripplog off the rest of the youngster's
clothes, pressing out the burning cloth.

He had just put the last smouldering
spark out, and the youngster was fairly
bellowing in hls arms, when a woman
came running from the house next
door. She reeled and almost fainted
at sight of Tom with the youngster in
his arms.

She covered her face with her hands,
and then she snatched the bellowing
child from Tom.

"I think he's all right, maam!"
panted Tom, rubbing his scorched and
blackened hands, and wincing as he did

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

s0. "IN
shall 2"
Withoitt w;

now if all's well inside,

aiting a reply, Tom Tan
into the cottege and glanced swiftly
about him. The flreguard that should
have been before the kitchen fire was
lying on the hearthrug, leeving the fire
unguarded Apparently the youngster
had dragged it away and managed to
get his loose smock to the flames.

Tom went out again] nodding his
head reassuringly.

“iHe must have stumnbled .4[:1|nst thc
fire, or something like that!”
gasped.  “"The fireguard was draggrd
away."

“It was m fault! I shouldn't
have left the child pasped the
woman, huggmng the howling youngster.
“It's all my fault!"

“He doesn't seem to be much
burned,” said "I should take
him along to a doctor, ma'am, though,
for all that.”

“Oh!  Yes, yes—"

The woman seemed to have lost her
head In her agitatlon and distress.
Tom took the woungster from her
ngalin. though she let him go unwill-
1}

gly.

“I'll take him along. Luckily, Dr.
Short's house is near, ma'am. Leave
him to me.”

Tom hurried through the cottage
into the lane beyond. Whether the
child was burned badly er not he could
not tell; he certalnly was if the noise
he was mnkm" was anything o go by,
With the woman and a neizhbour fol-
lowing, talking volubly, Tom hurried
along with his yelling, wriggling bur-
den. It was a task few at St. Jim's—
if any—would have tackled.

But Tom Merry had a heart of gold,
and he cared nothing whether anyone
saw him or not. He reached the doc-
tor's house at last—glad enough to do
so—and glad he was to hand back his
charge to the mother.

She took the child, and, too agitated
to thank the junior, she hwried up the
steps of the house and rang the bell
A moment later both woman and the
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child vanished indoors. and the deor
clased.

Tom put on his coal again—it was
badly scorched, bul not burned—and
then he looked at his hands ruefully.
They were blackened and coarse, and
they

felt as if a thousand red-hod
ies had been driven in the flesh

©Oh, crumbs!"” groaned Tom. “1
shall not be able to hold a dashcd pen
for— Oh, my hat! Herrles!'

It was just then that the junior sud-
denly remembered the plight in which
he had left Herries and Towser.

Anxious as he was to know if the
youngster was all right, Tom realised
he was now in safe bands. and with-
out hesitating longer the junior started
back at a run for the river. He
crossed the waste ground witia a rush,
and then he stared

Gunger Hurke & Co. had gone,
had Herries and Towser. In Ul
distance along the towing-path he
glimpsed several figures that he guesscd
werc SL Jims fellows.

e too far away for him w
distlngmsh them but Tom sighed wn.h
cleep reher as he saw them.

““Oh, good!” he muttered. “Some of
our chaps must have come along—com-
ing from the match, T expect! Wonder
how it went?”

Tom was scon to learn that. As he
came out into Rylcombe Lane he saw
ihree familiar forms Just ahead of him.
They were Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn,
and Grundy was speaking—or. rather,
Lellowing.

“1 tell you Merry wants kicking out
of his job!™ he was roaring angrily.
0 good you tell.mg me he knows best,
Ceorge Wilkins.”

as
it

“But look here! that chap
Knox—"
"Dry up! I tell you Knox may be a

swanky cad—I'm not denying it; he is
~but he knows a good footballer when
e O
eferzing to yourself, T suppose!™

grunted Gunn. ¥ o

“Mostly! Knox says that If he were
footer captain he'd see I got the place
I'm entitled to on my form.”

“Pulling your legl"” eniffed Wilkins.
“He's out to get on the right side of
everybody—born Idlots included!”

“*If that's cheek—"

“Nol at all!  Plain facts, old chap!”

" Look here,” sald Grundy, not quite
grasping  Wilking' meaning. “Tom
Merry's no good! Il admit, mind you,
that 1 can't stand this chap Knux—m_v
opinion is that he's a smoky sweep!
But he can play focter after a Instuun,
and he knows a good man when he sees
cone. Now Tom Merry's let the schocl
down—ne's a back-number, and he'll
have to go.” .

“Thanks, old chapl”
cheerfully.

Grundy wheeled round.

“Oh, here he is!" he snapped.
m,f plupin what about 1t?"
w did the match go, Wilkins?”
nsl.ed T

W\Lk.ms growled, and avoided Tom's

calied Tom

" Naw,

cok,

"dWe %ot Licked by five to ene” he
sald,

“Oh, my hat!" groaned Tom.

" You ought to have 5hcwec] in Kno'<
minor!” sald Gunn
fellows blame you tur the ]Id;mg a
MCkmg we shall never hear the last of,

Merry. After all. the school record is
the main thing, and you ought to have
plnde the new chap.”

‘I don't think so even now,” said
Tom Merry.
“You wouldn't,” sald Grundy bit-

terly. “Lot you care whether schoel
wins matches or not! Youwd have had
me in the team long ago if you had!"™

“Oh, my hat!”

“Hallo! Look at the crowd at the
gates,” sald Wilking. " Waiting to wel-
come you, Tom Merry-—1 don't think!"

-1t doesn't worry me,” sald Tom, sct-
ting his lips.

But it was to worry him—as he soon
found out.

As he walked up to the gates there
rcse a yell.

“Yah! Funk!

! You rotten coward,
Merryl"”
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“Who'd leave a pal in the lurch aud
save himsell?”
'a!‘y"lmt about old Towser, you funky

Tom Merry jumped.

He understood now, in a
flash, what the crowd meant.

It was not merely that they werc
angry over him Io regard to the match!
Herries had obviously told how he had
bolted at the critleal moment.

He was belng called p funk—a
coward who had lelt. a chum in the
lurch.

Tom went white,

He could clear himself easily enough;
but the charge made him furiously
angry, for all that. He opened his
mouth to speak, and then he closed it

blinding

again tightly and started to walk past
the crow

“Hold on!" called Percy Knox,
“I think Herries wants to speak to you
-~wants to tell you what he thinks of
vou!”

I don't wish to speak to Merry!"
<‘u(i hc.ncs angrily.  “Quite the re-
Ve

Wnall). Hewwies—" D'Arcy's
voice was quile distressed.
Toin Merry stopped and faced

Herries, a dangerous glint in his blue

You think I ran away and left you
to have it out with those brutes alone,
Herries?"  he  demanded thickly.
“Youve known me all this time and
you coan't put more trust In me than
ihat?”
“What else am I to think?” snapped
I‘{erne‘- giving Tom & look of scorn
dou't mind so much for myself,
Merry. But there was poor old Towser
—practically at the merey of those

brutes. And  you Dbolted—actually
bolted!  How can you explain it
Merry?”

g

It was on l'he tip of Tom's tongue {o
explain matters—he would certainly
have been sensible to have done
o without further delay. But he did
wot. He was nlready angry—bhitterly
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mnortified at the thought that all the
fellows blamed him for defeat. And
now this on top of it—all the fellows,
even Blake & Co. belicving him capable
of an act of miserable cowardice,

It was teo much, He seethed In-
wardly at the thought. Hnd he been in
a different mood he would, doubtiess
enough, have stated the plain facts—
facts that could easily have becn proved
correct, Bul he was Iar from being his
real self—the looks of scorn Increased
his bitterness and obstinacy. If the
fellows believed him s hopeless funk
then let theny, and be hanged to them!

“IT just say this, Herries!"” he said,
his voice trembling. "I left you in the
lurch right enough. But T had a geod
reason for doing so. I did not funk
\'.hose bl ules!”

W'h L2

“Liar, if you like that better!" said

Herries, his eycs blazing. " You know
you funked it—you bolt =hn\red the
whntc feather if anyone did!™

‘Tom Merry clenched his fists hard—
his swollen, raw palms giving him
aganies of pain as he did so.

He took a step towards Herries, and
Herries swiftly put his hands up. But
just as abruptly Tom drew back again.
He was in less condition for scrapping
than ever now with his scorched and
burning palms and fingers. He would
only be inaking a bigger fool of himself,
His time would come—as In the case
o! Fcrty Knox,

1 fight you later, Herries,” he sald

snapped
1erries.

Without another word Tom Merry
tumed his heel and went indoors, a
how! of derision following him.

“Yah! White real.hur again!
thal’s our skipper!”

" Let's kick him out!” bawled Racke.

*Hear, hear!"

Lowther and Manners said nothing
at all. They were too dazed and be-
ildered and horrified. They had heard
ihe story, and on reflection they had

And
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smiled, kmowing Tom Merry would have
some good resson to give.

But he had had his chance to give o
reason, and he had failed to give it
Lowther and Manners walked slowly in-
doors after their chum, feeling as if
the world had come to an end.

CHAPTER 10.
Knox's Trivmph}
o, omMt”
T “Tom, old fellow—-"
Lowther and Mannpers almost
crepl into Study No. 10, They were
both locking exceedingly distressed,
and it was plain they felt tiheir chum’'s
clisgrace keenly,
Tom Merry was standing by the win-
“iow looking out into the frosty
qundrmg]e He diq not look round.
“Tem,” went on Lowther, “what
does lL all mean? Why don’t you speak
and throw the Le that you funked in
the dashed teeth of those cads? We
know you didn’t funk—you couldn't!"

“The fellows seemed to think so,
said Tom bitterly, leaving the window.
“How did the match go, you fellows?
1 hear It was worse than I had expected
—fve to one!”

Lowther nodded.

“It was a frost for us from beginning
to end,” he sald. "“Our chaps missed
you and old Talbot, and they seemed
1o have no heart for the game, Even
poor Falty Wynn was completely off !

“The fellows seem to think I should
have played Knox," :zaid Tom.

Lowther and Manners were silent for
4 moment.

"Y¥You did right, Tommy," sald Man-
ners at length. “But the fellows wan't
see it. They blame you for the defeat,
and they're dashed sore about it. They
can't forget how Knox won the Grey-
friars match.”

“That was his dirly trick again!*

““We know, but the fellows don’t, or
wen't, believe IL.  Tom, it's no goed.
You'll have to start the same sort of
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game somehow, if you're going Lo kecp
your job,” said Lowther soberly.

Tom Merry stared at him,

“You—you mean play the sort of
dirty tricks he plays?” he ejaculatled.

"Not at all. I mean that you'll have
Lo begin to humour the sllly fools—get
round them a bit. HKnox s doing it—
stznding them feeds and making all
sorts of lying promises. You won't do
that sort of thing, 1 know. But you
can wheedle round the chaps a bit.”

“I'll be hanged U I willl” snapped
Tom.

"I don't think you realite how far

matters have gone, Tommy,” said
Manners.  “They're shouting for a new
election for the captaincy now.”

“Let them

“ Tom——-»"

"I the fellows are not satisfied with

me as skipper, they can get somecne
else!” snapped Tom, his eyes gleaming,
< stood s much as I mean to stand
from them! In any case, it's too late
to think of electioneering now, if that's
what you mean. ‘They're shrieking for
my blocd now.”

“If you'd only speak, Tom—-"

Crashl

Manners was rudely interrupted. The
door crashed back, and & crowd of
fellows—Fourth and Shell—crowded
into the room.

“Here, outsige!” snapped Tom, his
eyes glinting.

“Not yet,” sald Gore, who was in the
forefront with Enox minor at his elbow.

“We've come to talk to you fust,
Merry.”

“Go on!”

“The fact 15" sald Gore bluntly,

“we're fed up with you as House cap-
tain, Tom Merry!"

“Indeed?”

“Yes. And we're fed-up with you as
junior captain, too, both here and In
the New House!™ sald Gore deliber-
ately, “¥ou're mucking up the footer,
You've lost us the match to-day, and

made vs a laughing-stock for the
Grammar School, That sort of thing
wen't do!”
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“Won't it?"

“No!" shouted Gore, his temper ris-
ing. “But that isn't all, Merry. We
don't want for our slupncr 8 fellow
who'll play the coward as you did this
afternoon.”

“You scom pretty certain that I did
play the coward,” said Tom Merry, his
voice calm. “CRn you prove iL?"

"We're asking you to prove that you
didn't phy the funk,” sald Luimley-
m In a more reasonable fone.

% here, Merry, it seems piffle to
think that you did funk it. But Lhe
matter can’t be sllowed to remain ns 1t
is. If you can explain I'd advise you to
do 50 now.”

“And if I don't?”

““We shall demand your resignation,
Merry,” sald Gore grimly.

“And it T refuse to resign?”

“We'll find some other method of
shifting you!” snapped Racke from the
fringe of the crowd “We've already
Egot a better man to take your place.”

“Better at smoking and beiting?”

id Lowther, his lip curling.

“No: just better at playing footer and
using his fisls, and standing up for
chaps weaker than himself,” said Gore
deliberately,

Torm Merry winced. His face went
white, and he seemed to contrel him-
self with a mighty effort.

“Are you gmng to give an excuse or
nm, u[i‘ " snapped
mld Tom Morry savagely.
"lm hanged if I'm golng to be brow-
heaten like this! You fellows know my
reputation: you know I've never shown
the white feather. TI've asked you to
take my word that I did not funk. If
can't, then there's an end of it "
You won't explain?”

" Not to you—nol”

And you won't resign?”

“Not to please you—no!" said Tom

Merry.
“That's zood enough, then!" said
Gore, w d r.:demly nuds himsell

the swpox

the depuiation.
*Come o, ,ou r(-lloi\s'

WL' 1 show his
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lordship that he can t rule the roost as
he likes!”
"Hear, hear!”

The deputation withdrew amid & buzz
of cxeilement. Monty Lowther pulied
o wry face as he looked at Tom's grim,
determined face.

You're an ass, Tommy!" he said.
“A ouble-barvelled one!" added
Manuers in disgust. " You've done it
now!"

" ¥ou fellows gtill back me up, then?"
sald Tom Merry, his voice bitter again.
“I haven't given my reason yet, but
ﬂ ‘t.:l‘gn't give me the cold shoulder.

“We know you have a good reason.
Tom.”

“Yowll still believe in me if T refuse
to tell you my reason for ng from
Herr~s this afterngon?”

There was just a moment's hesita-
tion. Then Lowlher nodded, ami at
the same fnstant Manners nodded

“I'm guite ready to take your word
that you did not funk, Tom,” said
Lowther seriously, “and I don't wish Lo
hear your reason at all.

“Eame  here!” s Manners
prommly
“Right!" said Tom, his eyes shinin

“Then T don't mind telling you it!"”

* O

“It’s not a thing a chap wants to gas
about.” said Tom, flushing a litlle.

“Thal’s the main reason why I did not
tell thase raging idiots. A fellow can't
talk about AI

aid Manners curiously.

hesitated. Even to h
chums he found it diffieult to explain.
He hsd probably saved that youny
ster's life—undoubtedly he had, in fact.
It was not & thing & decent chap would
want to make & song about. But he
felt he owed it to his bosom chums to
explain—il only for their loyaity.

“It was just as veTD \\mtmg
Ginger Burke's rush,
hzppened to fce a Kid rush out of a
cottage with his clothes on fire—onc
of these collages sianding back frem
the towing- uatn Herrles did not sce
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bul I did. And the kid's shrieks were
smothered by Towser's snarling and
growling.
“Oh! g.mpcd Manuers.
ginning to gues
“Well, L JubL ‘did whal any other
fellow would do,” said Tom quietly. "I
left Herries to it—there was nothing
else for it—and I rushed to the cottnge
and m
The ki
burned, but T took him to the doctor's
house in the lane there. When I pot
back Herries and the rest had gone. I
suppose it was Knox who saved him?”
“Yes” stultered Lowther. “Knox
knocked Burke into the river and his
pali tolted.”
“ Pt

He was be-

vou old ass!" breathed Low-

ther. And youd let the fellows be-
lieve you a coward before you'd
spcak

“Yes; they should take my word.”

“aAnd you'd risk leslng the friendship

of

Blake and his lot rather than
ak7"

Herries should have taken my
and he should not have called me

liar.

“Youll explain to them, though?
Youll want all your friends now,
Tommy."

“No! I den't want friends who
don't Llu‘[ me!"

old ass!™

“Pernaus I am. But I'm sticking to
my guns over this.”

Mauners and Lowther exchanged
hopeless glances. ’rhey had never
known the sunoy-tempered, level-
headed Tom Merry in such an un-
reasonable mood as this—aud they
could not help seeing that it was un-
reasonable. There was a glum silence,

and just then came another knock at

the coor. Wally D'Arcy of the Third
put kis head round the door.

“Merry wanted In Kidares study,”
he said cheerily. "“Hope it's a licking
for him! ¥ahl"

With that, the cheery Wa!ly departed

€3

—just mlsslng I anm‘\g Liddell and
cott as he
“That's done lt

reirieved his book.

thal means, '.!'omm:.-

*1 can guess.”

It means that those cads have been
ta Kaldare. Be prepared, old =on!

TFom Merry nodded grimly, and went
to Kildare’s room. Kildare was seated
at the table, looking over a lList of
nanics on a sheet of paper. He looked
up and cyed Tom curiously as the
iuu' rcaptain entered.

“I'want lo speak to you, Merry,"” he
sang cr\.rr]y “Youre still looking
seedy, >
1 [er sec
pass, Lhough."

* But the trouble I the Lower Schoal
doesn't scem to pass, Merry,"” said Kil-
dare grimly. “I've noticed things have
not been going well ifor some days.
What 15 the matier? I cannet under-
stand why you seem to have becomc S0
dashed unpopular all at once.”

Towm said nothing.

“I can only think this new fellow has
something to do with it,” said Kildare.
“Al the same time I've heard rather
curious stories about you, Merry.”

‘Tom Merey {lushed to the roots of
hls hair.

“I don’t propose to repeat |hem or
mention them,” said Kil . "Ido
not_helieve them my

" Thanks, Kildare!"”

AL |h|' same time,” said the captain

ylv, “you've gol yourscl cntirely ta
for a lot of it. Against my ex-
hes yeu declned to  play

Linox, who would have saved the match

no doubt this afternoon.”

“1 suppose it would!" said Tom.

“It won't do,”” said Kildare. " No use
putting Lhe fellows' backs up like that,
Moy, Anyway, it appears to have
came to a head. The fellows want a
new captain for the House and for the
Merry.  I'm sorry, but

* said Lowther, as he
"You know what

" said Tom. “It will

“I understand”
“¥cu refused to resign, I bell



said Kildare. ""But you know the rule—
if a third of the fellows demand an
election for a new captain, I'm obliged
to arrange & new electlon.”

“Yes, I know the rule.”

“Very well. Here is the list. It seems
that Knox is the man selected to stand
against you, erry,” said Kildare,
pursing his lips. Have you any objgc-
tlun T.u ralw. Merry?"

'I'hx:n it Will go through,” said Kil-
dare grimly. "I shall be sorry If you
lose the captainey, kid. You've backed
me up well—you've proved yourself &
sound man, and I've no complaints per-
sonally to make whatever. I don't think
we have a man to bctt:r you.”

" Thanks, Elldare

The skipper of St Jim’s nedded, and
Tom Merry went out. He knew he
would hear further about it very soon
He walked away to Study No. 10, feeling
curfously careless about it all. But the
feeling did not last leng.

‘When Lowther and Manners came in
the study 2 little later they found him
slumped in the casy-chair, glum and
moody. He knew only too well that—
unless a miracle happened—the result
of the election would be a foregone con-
clusion.  Percy Knox's bitter enmily
and hatred had borne its fruit. His
underhanded scheming had succeeded
—the Greyfriars match, the Grammar
School match, the affalr of Ginger
Burke, and this last affair of Herrles
and Towser had all been big nails in
““Tom Merry’s coffin,” as Kuox himself
put it

And so it proved.

The following Wednesday, when the
election was held, Tom Merry was hiope-
lessly beaten by the new fellow. Tom
had fully expected to be beaten—he had
been just determined mot to resign of
his own accord. As he still refused to
defend himself against charges. and as
he refused to do any electioncering of
any kind, or to allow hiz chums to do
any, lhe result was just whot might
have been expected.
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Blake & Co. did not vote at all—(hey
were not on speaking terms with the
Terrible Three, and they kept out of it
altogether.  Figgins & Co, over in the
New House, did not feel the matter so
strongly as did Blake & Co., and they
voted en masse for Tom MerT,

But their votes and the votus of the
few fellows who still stuck to Tom
counted for little against the votes.
Percy Knox polled.

Percy Knox had attained his ambition
—he was captain of the Lower Schoal at
St. Jim's, and captain of footer, and
* cock-of-the-walk " in general !

CHAPTER 21.

Tom Merry Agrees!
A AY 1 come in?”

Reginald Talbot asked the

question as he looked In at the

doorway of Study No. 7 in the Sheil
passage a couple of days later. There
was a grim expression on Talbot's hand-
some face; but his tone was quiet and
polite—Talbot was invariably polite,
even to fellows whom he disliked.

Percy Knox, to whom he spoke, was
standing before the fire, with his hands
Lehind hiin. He nodded coolly to Talbot.

“Yes, trickle in, old bean!” he said.
“What's the trouble? Comc to see me
about, the match—what!

Talbot nodded. Tﬁ.lbuL was vice-cap-
tain of the junior footer, but he had
found no pleasure in his post since Knox
minor had been captain; on the con-
trary, being stll & great chum of Tom
Merry's, he had found It distinetly un-
pleasant and ‘distastefu]

“Yes; Iwas “onderlng if you bad for-
gotten :Lhnut. the Rylcombe match this
afterncon altogether, Knox?" he sald
shortly. ““The list isn't even on the
notice-board yet, and the fellows are
ggmng impatient."”

[..cn ‘em!" remarked Knox
lessly.
"Hul. this won't do, Knex!" said
Talbot sharply. " You can't keep fellows
on tenterhooks until the last minute like
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this; they want to know who's playing
and who isn't,

*Let ‘em walt and see!” smiled Knox.

“'They won't do much more waiting!”
eaid Talbat, in a significant tone.
“Your fouling at the practice match
the other day hasn't done you any
good, Knox. It's no business of min
but they won't stand much more of it!

Knox set his lips.

“They'll have to, my pippin!"” he \md
shoving out his square Jaw. I'm
skipper, and I'm going to let 'em know
it. I've been pretty easy all round to
start with; but let there be any non-
sense, and Tl show 'em who rules the
roost. I'm ready to give a record hiding
to the first fellow who starts showing
dissatisfaction with me as skipper. Get

t?"

“1 understand,” said Talbot, snnmng
no signs of the disgust he felt, B
those methods of ruling won't du nl.
St. Jim's, you know. You can't lick the
whole Lower School, Knox!"

“T've already licked the best man in
the Lower School, and that's just as
good!” grinned Knox, showing his big
fists. “Why don't they come to me if
they're dissatisfled? They know better!™

Talbot shrugged. He could not help
contrasting in his mind the difference
between the new skipper's brag and
swagger with the gquiet, modest, yet
efficient manner in which Tom Merry
had wielded power and euthority.

“You're quite mistaken if you think
the chaps arve afraid of you. Knox!"
said Talbot steadily. “But I've come
about the match. Have you made Lhe
list out yet?"

Knox nodded towards the table, on
which was a siip of paper.

“There it is,” he smiled. "I was just
about to take it aleng, as a matter of
fact. Just run your peepers over it, and
see if you approve.

‘Talbot scanned the list, and as he did
s0 he gave an exclamation,

““What's this mean, Knox?" he said
blankly, “You're not playing twelve
men, remember!"”

“Hardiy!" agreed Knox, “What's

£
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the matter with it? Your name’s down
all right.”

“My name’s down right enough. But
yours is nol!™ said Talbot, looking at
h

1 know,” drawled Enox carelessly.
“I'm not ying, you see—got another
engagement.

Talbot frowned, and looked as the
caplain in nmazement.

‘You're not playing?” he gasped
“‘But—but, hang it all, you're skipper!
The fellows will be wil

My dear man, does tiat matter?
T've just had an urgent wire from ah
uncle of mine. He's passing through
Wayland, and he wants me to meet him

At Wayland Junction,”  explained
Knox, siniling. “He's rather an iu-
purtaut old Johnny, end I simply

can't refuse—even at the risk of lelting
the team down.”

Talbot gazed at Percy Knox hard.
That iron-nerved youth gazed back at
him calinly; and then, as if he read
his thoughts, he took a telegram-form
from his pocket and passed it over.

Talbot read 1t. IL was a genuine
telegraph-form, and the message had
becn handed in at Wayland General
Post Office. There was no doubting
that il was genuine. He read as
follows :

“Meect me at Grand Hotel, Wayland,
at three —UncLe Jack.”

The lplpgram “'ns addressed to Percy
Knox. at St

and Talbol's frown

ge.
mt l)c th:l then, K.no‘{," he
umly. “No getling out of it, I
suppose?”

"ot a bit!
ago saying he mi
Wayland, and
rather a special uncle.
neaps of Hn So—

“I understand,” said Tribot, nodding
glumly. He did not doubt that the
telegram was genuine—as b certalnly
was. Nor did he suspect that there was
trickery behind 1t, as he would pessibly

My uncle wrote days
t e passing through
ould exprch me. He's
you kaow—got
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have done had he seen the wink that
Knox exchanged with Racke across the
table. “That's rather rotten luck
altogether.”

“It scarcely matters at all” sald
Knox. "It Isn't an important fixture,
I understand—In fact, I'm blessed if T
can understand a decent school play-
Ing footer with & lot of beastly,
scrubby village louts]™

“Grimes and his ptls aren't louts!"
sald Talbot coldly. They're decent
kids, and we're proud to meet them and
play them. They play the game, and
they play clean!”

Knox's eyes glittered, but he afiected
not to notice the obvious meaning In
Talbot's retort; yet his foul st the
practice match was too recent for him
to miss seeing the hint.
"Weill, I shall not have the pleasure

meeting them. at all events,” he
“You've run down the list?"
. It wom't do, Knox!”

"You don't approve of it?"

“Certalnly not! You've lefy out at
least three of cur best men—Merry,
Blake, and Piggins, to begin with! Tf
we go over to Rylcombe with that
team we shall be asking for a record
licking. Those village kids can play, T
might tell veu!"”

“Rot! That Ust is going to stand!”

“You won't change it?"

“No!" said Knox, showing his teeth

“Yery well," said Talbat, quirtly but

of
Sneered

firmly.  “You can €ross my name out
also, Knox. T refuse to take a team
like that over when belter men are
available."

Enox bit his lip hard.

Despite his carel words  and
manner, e knew very well that it be-

hoved him to go warily in his handling
of his job. To be sbsent himself. and
for his vice-captain to be absent also,
would mean only cne thing—defeat:
and that would spe!l troubic for him,
he knew.

“Oh, all rlght!” he said, pretending
to treat the matter lightly. "Please
yourself, I give you a frec hand
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The.res the list. anyway. Do what the
thump you like with itl

g mll"' said Talbot.

He drew out a pencll, and, crossing
out at least five of the names on the
list, he wrate five other names over
them. Knox watched him with glint-
ing eyes and a black brow. Then, with-
out another word, Talbot left the
study. taking the list with him.

Racke chuckled when he had gone.

“I knew he wouldn't stand for that
list, Percy,” he grinned.
an ass to expect it.”

“Hang him!" gritted Knox. “As I
wasn't playing myself, I wanted the
dashed school to be hopelessly licked.
If Merry plays—"

“He won't!" sald Crocka. '“¥You
needn'l worry about that, old man.
Merry had to turn up at practice, but
heMl refuse to play as all the fellows
are up against him,

Knox’s brow cleared n Little at that,

“Well, the cad didn't suspect any-
thing, anyway!"™ he grunted, picking
up the telegram. *This giddy wire did
it. I'd better Iet as many sec it as
possible, I think."”

“If It comes out that you sent that
wire tu yourselr? grinned Racke.

“It won't come out” smiled Knox
gﬂm‘y "Who the thump’s Tkely to in-
quire at the post office whether I sent
it myself or not? Rot! Anyway, I'm
going to win Lacy's fiver this after-
naoon."”

“You're the limit, Percy!" sald
Crooke. “But, by Jingo. you're booked
if it comes out that you've cut & match
just to play a game of billiards at the
Green Man with a Grammar  School
chap You were an ass to take Lacy

ay!
"l'd forgotten the match when I took
Lacy on,” admitted Knox. “But that
telegram will put things right with the
chaps. Anyway., so long as that cad
Merry doesn't play I don't care a hang
about the thumping match.”

“He won't!" said Crooke.

But Crooke was Wwrong there—as he
often was.

“You were

)
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After leaving the study Talbot went
stralght along to Study No. 10 to see
Ton Merry.,  He doubted himself
whether Tom would play, and he
meant to make sure before posting up
the list. He found the Terrible Thyee
.n home together.
ox isn't playing this afternoon,
Tom. sald ‘Talbot, coming stralght to
the point, “He's got to meet an uncle
m W'\yl:md”

“What a yarn!” sald Lowther, with
a snifl. “The rotten .slnckers starting
well, by jingo! It's spoof!

“It's right enough, as It happens,”
said Talbot, smiling. “I've seen the
telegram his uncle sent.
genuine, though T doubted myself untll
I saw {t. Anyway, I'm taking the team
over, and I'm choosing my own men. I
shall want you, Tom, if you'll play—
and Lowther."

“I'd rather not play,” sald Tom.

“If Tom doesm't I won't,”
Lowther briefly.

Talbot frowned.

“You don’t feel up to playing?” he
asked.

“I'm fit “IE
isn't that.
1'd rather not.”

“I'm asking you to back me up, and
for the sake of the schoad” seld Taibot
quletly. *“And I'm also asking you for
your own sake, Tom Merry. You knew
well enough what my views are. You
said you had not funked the other day.
and I believed you, whether the evi-
dence points the other way or not. I
know you couldn’t funk 1t if you t
fancy you had a good reason for what
you di

1 did,” sald Tom.

“That's enough about that, then.
NWow look here. Tommy, if this sweep
Knox is in charge much longer the
tooter will go to pot. The sooner he's
booted out of his job and the sconer
youre back In it, the better for St
Jim's. It's up to you to make a better
fight—not only for your own sake, but
for the school’s sake. If you play this

sald

enough,” sald Tom.

1t's quite],

You know well enough why | %25

afterncon we'll win, I'm asking you to
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forget the way the fellows have treated
you, and to play up for St Jim's.
You'll be putting a spoke in Lhnl
swanking, swashbuckling sweep's wheel,
too. Shall I put you down?"

Tom was silent for a moment, and
then he nodded.

“Right!" he said quietly, “Youre
right, Talbot, old man. I play! Put
me down!™

“Good man!”

And Talgot put him down, and went
out smiling.

CHAPTER 22,

The Challenge!

ALBOT, deah boy!"
Reginald Talbot stopped as

Atthur Augustus called out to
him after dinner that day.

“Well, Gussy?” he lsked cheer.rully

“Whal's the trouble this tlme?’

Arthur Augustus folned Talbot, his
slender, aristocratic fingers toying wn.h
the monocle jammed In his
D'Arcy’s expression was very grave, nnd
he was obviously nervous and ill at

.
“I—I—the fact Is, deah boy—-"
Arthur Augustus faltered, and paused.
Whatever the fact was, It was evidently
very serious. and that Arthur Augustus
hesitated about divulging it. *“The—

the fact [s—'

““Go on. old chap!” said Talbot en-
couragingly. “It's a half today. so
you've plenty of time: but allow me to
remind you that the match starts atl
three—"

“Pway don't wot, deah Loy, said
Arthur  Augustus. ‘“The mattah is
wathah gewious. I am afwald I heve

wathah bad news—

‘Not a death in the family, T hope?”
said Talbot, becoming serlous.

“Nunno. The fact is—"

“iat-makers gone on  strike?”
asked Talbat, with grave interest. "Or
is iL only & rise in the price of neck-
ties'

B'\l Jove, no! I am afwaid you are
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twyin' to pull my leg, Talbol!" said
Arthur  Augustus reprovingly, ' The
fact is, I have wathah disappointin’
news for you, dean boy—especially as
I know you are very keen indeed upon
winnin’ the match this aftahnoon.
Hm\ov'm it cannot pessibly he helped,

. it’s about the match,
TEot.

! T have just discovahed that
you have put me down to play, deah
boy."

“That's s0,” said Talbot, smiling.
“But If you really feel I'm risking the
match by putting you down to play

al Jove! Not at all, Talbot!™
said Arthur Augustus, giving him a
sherp look. *Quite the contwawy, In

fact. I am vewy wowwied indeed al
the decision I am obliged to come to
In wegard to that. Like you, I was
vewy anxious that we should win this
aftahnoon. Now, howevah, I fear that
it is out of the question, and I feel I
shall be W'.hal: lettin’ the school down,
bai Jovi am vewy, vewy SOWWwY,
dealy bOy. but I feah I shall be guite
unahlr to play for St. Jim's this aftah-
noon.”

It was out now, and Arthur Augustus
looked very auxiously at Talbot. Ap-
parently he ecxpected Talbot to look
aghast—possibly he expected him  to
tear his hair in grief and dismay. But
Talbot id neither: he just grinned,

“That's all right, Gussy!™ he said
cheerily. *“I can casily get another
chap to Al your place—I've at least a
dozen to chaose from.”

was rather exaggerating
there; Arthur Augustus was speedy, a
sure shot, and a very useful man in-
deed at footer, and there were very few
fellows in the Lower Scheal indeed to
came up to him. N;\Lum]ly, Arthur
Augustus was not pleased.”
“Weally, Talbot,” he said stiffly.
“Then I twust you will ind one easily,
bai Jove! I was not aware that I
couid be so easily werlaced! How-
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cvah, the fact wemains that I cannot
play, and I shall be obliged if you will
cwoss my name off your 8

“Sorry, Gussy!" & L laugh-
g, "I was only pulling your les,
fathead. We shall miss you, of course,
and it won't be easy io replace you.
But if you mean jt—"

“I am afwaid it is nocessawy, deah
boy,” said Arthur Augustes, unbending
a litlle. “¥eu see, T have an appoint-
ment with my taflar in Waylang this
aftahnoon.”

“Oh!" remarked Talbot solemnly
“If it is so very Important as (hat—"

“It is wathah important, isn't it?”
sald  Gussy innocently. I have
alweady been obliged to cancel the ap-

pointment once, and I feel it would be
vewy wude and ill-mannahed to cancel
it again. A ufit's time must be
vewy valuable, you know. I made the
appointment for this aftahnoon, feelin'
vewy certain that Knox would not put
me down to play. As you know vewy
well, the wottah has stated that he
would not play either me or Blake—

simply because he knows we do not
like him, I pwesume. As he has
changed his mind, howevah—-"

“He hasn't changed his min

chuckled Talbot. “I changed it for
him. Well, that’s all right, Gussy,
cld chap. You trot off to sce soul
mlor. and I'll shove old Reddy in. All

Ami “Talbot walked away, smiling.

Arthur  Augustus walked slowly in
the other direction, shaking his head

gravely. He did not feel at all that it
was " Al serene!” He could only hope
for the best, however. But, after all, a
footer match was feslly not so import-
ant as a solemn conference with cne's
tailor, he reflects

" Well?" demanded Blake, as Arthur
Augustus entered Study No, 6, “Did
Talbot let you off, G‘ussy’“

“Yaas; It is quite all wight, but—"

“He didn't tear his hair and gnash
his teeth, or go on bended knees and
beg you to reconsider your cecizion
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Gussy?” asked Digby, in pretended
astorushment,

“Pway ¢o not be wedic,” said
Arthur - Augustus, frowning. "It is

wathah wemarkable, howevah; Talbot | ih:

did not seem at all disturbed when I
iold him I could not ptay.”

“Go hon!”

“I am afwald he is not takin’ his
duties sewiously enough for once,” said

Arfhur Augustus, shaking his head
“He did not even beg me to wecon-
sidah my decision. Howevah, as I told

him, we must hope for thc best.”
"Wc must!” agreed Blake, with &

I weally hope” sald Arthur
Augusiis fumly, “that you fellows will
play up for all you are worth, bal Jove!
‘You must show that unspeakable person,
Knox, that we can win matches with-
out his ald. Yaas, wathah!"

““What's the matter with Knﬂx?"
grunted Herries. flushing. “He playe
the cad on the fleld at pracuce‘ l‘1]
admit; but he's nct a funk, anyway,
and he saved me and ser when &
pal—or & rellow who called himself a
pal—let us down."

“Well, that is quite twue, I suppose,”
admitted Arthur stus, glancing
uneasily at Herries. “None the less, I
do not considah thal Knox makes a
good captain fwom my point of wview,
He Is a wank outsidah! It would he
bettah for St. Jim's and the footah if
Tom Mewwy were back in his job. Do
you not think so, Blake?"

Blake hesitated with one eye on
Herries’ flushed face. As o matter of
fact, D'Arcy had only sald what both
he and Digby belleved. But he knew
that such an oplolon only irritated
Grorge  Herrles—there had  already
been discord in Study No. 6, owing to
disegreements oo that point. Whether
Herries really belleved Knox made a
Letter captain, than Tom Merry they
doubted exceedingly. They realised
that he felt bound to support Percy
Knox in gratitude for his actlon in
saving him from the hands of Ginger
Burke.

7

“Oh, what's the good of talking
about it?" growled Blake. “It's
roiten business altogether, and I wish
Lo poodness Knox had never come to

> school—been nothing but ucuhln
As for Tom Merry-

Tom Merry's a bigger cad than ever
Knox is!" snapped Herrics.

“I wish I felt certain about that,
deah boy!" exclaimed Arthur
Aurustus, sheking his head again
“The more I think about the wotten
affaih, the more T wondsh if we are
not makin’ a vewy big mistake in con-

he came,

demnin’ Tom Mew
“Don't lalk rot!" said Herries, his
face angry. “Facts are facts! Tom

Merry played the coward—he. ran
away ond lefl me and Towser to face
the music. He's a cow: cad!”

“He mgy have some good weason

“What reason could he have?”
shouted Herries, his face red. “I tel]
you he funked, and I'm gomg to fight
the sweep as soon es nds are
better. My only dashed fear is that
he'll funk that—"

“Wubbish] Hewwles, deah boy—"

*“Oh, drop It, for goodness’ sake!"
said Blake glumly., Arthur Augostus
was not the only one in Study No. 6
who wondered 1f they were not making
a biz mistake in condemning Tom
Merry. Blake and Digby. like Gussy,
had felt bound to support Herries, and
they had, at first, been angiy and dis-
zusted with Tom. and had refused to
speak to him. But since, having had
maore time to think thines over, they
were beginning to wonder if there
might not be something else behind 1t
all. ¥et Blake did not wish to quarrel
with Herries, They could scarcely
blame Herries for his attitude in the
matter in any case. “Drop the whole
subject! And there's no need to fight,
as far as 1 can see,” added Blake rather
lamely.

“I'm fighting hum!™ snapped Herries

do.‘:zzdly. “1 tell yeu I'm—'
Herries broke off just then as the
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door opened, and Curly Gibson of the
Third stepped into the reom and threw
an envelope acioss the table towards
Herries.

“From Merry of the Saell!”
bricfly. "Any answer?"

Herries tore open the envelape,
as he vead the contents his jaw sct
xrimly, and he tossed the note across
to Blake.

“That settles it!" he said.

Blake read the note. guessing brfore-
hand what it contained. It read as
Totlows :

id

“To George Herries—We can seitle
our affair immediately after the match
this afternoon, if it suits you. Aswe're
both playlng we shall be in the same
boat physically. What about the old
hut in Rylcombe Woods?

**Ton Menmy.”

“That tears it!" grosned Blake. *
suppose his hands are better—though
Im hles.scd if I can see how they could

'Hc handed the note to Digby and
D'Arcy, who likewise grooned.

“Wolten!™ was D'Arcy’s comment.
“1 was hopin’ that fight would nevah
come off, bal Jove!”

“I knew Tom Merry wasn't the fellow
to hang back for long,” grunted Dighy,

hands or no hands! Golng to meet
him, Herries?"”

Herries nodded slowly.

“If his hands are really better I cer-
tainly am!™ he snapped ‘‘What do
you take me for? We'll both be in the
same boat after the match, as he says,
so0 that doesn't matter.’

He tore a leaf from an exercise book
and seribbled on it. Then he handed
the folded note to the grinning Curly
Gibson,

“That's the answer, kid!" he
shapped.

“Right-ho!”

Curly Gibson departed, grinning.

From what had been sald the fag
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realised it was a fight, and he made a
mental note to be on the spot when it
¢ame off. He hurried to Study No. 10,
and handed the note to Tom Merry
himsell. Then he scudded off to tell
the news Lo his fellow fags. There was
likely to be an attendance of fags at
the fight, at all events!

Tem Merry soon read the note, and,
as he did so, Lowther and Mannors
eyed him anxiously. -

“Well?" demanded Lowther.

“It's all right!” sald Tom grimiy.
“He savs he's on If my hands are quite
better, It's a go, then—after the match,
by the old woodman’'s hut!™

"“But your hands arcn't belter!™
Manners bluntly. “¥You'rc an
Tommy !

“¥es, rather!" agreed = Loulher
sloomily. “Don't do it, I tell you."

“I'm poing through with it!" said
Tom Merry doggedly. ‘‘My hands are
fit enough to lick Herries, and I'm not
putting it off any longer. The fellows
are already sneering and saying I funk
Herrles!™

"C1ds likc Racke and Creoke, you
meal

'ch—we]l it makes no difference.
I'in feeling fit enough, and I'm going Lo
give Herries the licking of his life”
sald Tem Merry, his blue eyes glesming
with determination. “And after I've
licked him I'm going to take on a
bigger job; I'm going to lick that cad
Knox-——or have a folly good try. Now,
what about getting ready to start for
Rylcombe?"”

“But, old chap—"

“That’s enough!” snapped Tom.
“MNothing will make me chanze my
mind "

Lowther and Manners said no more.
The thought of the coming fight be-
tween two such old friends as Tom and
Herrles made them feel jmiserable—
just as it did Herries' own personal
chums. But both principals weve deter-
mined upon it, and it seemed useless to
try to stop the fight,

said
ass,
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CHAPTER 2.
Cardess Amuses Mimself |

- ELL, cheerio, old chap!”

\xf “Cheerio!”  answered

ar. Manners  grimly.

“Mind you fellows play up—especially
yvou, Tommy! Let that swanking cad
Knox know he's not the enly fellow
who can play foolcr‘ Put your becf
mm it to-day!”

“Imean t ald Tom Merry quletly.
“Sure you won't come along and sce
the game, Manners?"

“¥es, blow your giddy camera!™
snorted Lowther. ‘' Come along!™

‘Manners grinned and shook his head.

“I'm making the most of this bit of
sunshine—we have litlie enough these
days, goodness kmows!™ he said. "I
can see 3 bit of fooler any old time,
and I haven't been able to get a spap

for ages. Il turn up in time for the
scrap, thou; never fear!"
“Pathead!” said Lowther.

And Lowther and Tom Merry parted
from their chum and walked on to-
wards the village, Manners slung his
camera over his shoulder and made for
the stile that gave admittance on to
the footpath through Rylcombe Woods.

way,” grunted Manners,
the footer a miss. I W
snaps in this afternoon.”
“ Amusin’ your gidtiy scH i your own
y, like me, what?" d Cardew.
I'm just detectin', you kno.v Care to
join me?" he added, looking reflectively
At Manners' camera.
“Detectin'!  What the thump—-"
“That's the word!" said Cardew.
“It's another word for mindin' ancther

“hul T'm giving
|r. to get a few

chap’s business, you know. That
camera may come in useful.”
Manners stared at the elegant
Fourth Former. At the best of {imes it
was rather diffeult to understand
Cardew, N

“What's the giddy zame?" asked
ers.

Ma

'm interested In a certain fcllow—
that's all!" drgwled Cardew. “Our
mutual friend Percy states thal he is
gOINg 10 meet his dear nunky this after-
noon. I've got an idea thnt he lsn't!"
"Oh you mean Knox!"

“The very man!” siniled Cardew.
“I'm rather interested in Knox, you
ow. An' I'm goin' to find out
whether he really does go to meet
nunk; y 1 can’t help feelin® it's all

He had almost reached it when he | spoof!

jumped as he heard his name called.
He recognised Lhe drawling voice, but
iL was cnly alier looking about him
blankly for a few seconds that he saw
the owner.

1t was Ralph Reckness Cardew of the
Fourth, and he was seated on an cld
fence just beyond the stile.

“Oh, you!” said Manner:
the stile. “You gave me @
silly ass! What the thump z
sitting there for?”

“I'm just amusin’ myzelf,” said Car-
dew airnly, m my oz\n simple way.
Gom snnppm T see

es.”

“Why this thusness?” asked Cardew.
*\Why forsake the footer and the fight,
may I ask—especlally as dear old

ommy-
“I'm not forsaking the Bght, any-

said
"' Lots

“But he had a telegram!"”
Manners, eyeing Cardew fixedly.
of fellows have seen it!"

"Quite sol" agreed Cardew blandly.
“But some fellows send tclegrams to
themselves; it's rather convenient at
times—especially when a fellow prefers
billiards in a pub to his irksome dntics
as footer skipper. Gct me, dear man?"”

“Oh!” said Manners. He had never
thoughtl of that.

“I'm rather keen find out if the
ear man is spoofin’! "’ drawled Cardew.
“Bein' a new fellow, I feel it my duty
to find ont and to point out to him the
error of his waps. Besldes,"” went on
Cardew, stroking his nese thoughtiuly,
“friendd Knox punched my nose yester-
day. TIlet it go al: that for the moment.
‘I‘he blighter is juﬁL a little above my
weight. But—-"
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Cardew paused meaningly, and Man- |

ners chuckled. He understood. There
were o goodly number of fellows at St.
Jim's who had had their neses punched
by Percy Knox. And though not
usnally a vindictive fellow, Ralph Reck-
ness Cardew evidently had not for-
gol ten or forgiven—If other fellows
had

“You don't love Percy, then?" asked
Manners, grinning.

"He's & polsonous blighter in my
humble opinion!” remarked Cardew.
“I don't pose as a shining model of
virtue—like dear old Thomas, f'Tin-
stance—but T do think that the sooner
friend Knox is shifted off his giddy
perch the better It will be for St. Jim’s,
morally and sportively, so to spea
And then there's dear Thomas—

“What ebout Tom?"

“1 don't wholly approve of Thomas
as captain,” sald Cardew, shaking his
head. “He's & bit too strenuous—
makes a fellow work when he'd rather
not, you know. 3till, I fancy he's the
best man for the job, an’ I'm goin' fo
do my humble little bit to shift Percy
and leave the way open for Thomas!"

“You don't bar Merry like the rest

of the rotters, then?” muttered Man-
ners, eyeing him suspleiously. “'Looks
to me as if you know something—"
y I know nothin'—but
I suspect a lot! ‘said Cardew, smiling.
“When dear Thomas himself tells me
he funked, I swallow it—not before!
When I've finished detectin® friend
Knox I propose to turn my abllitles to
discoverin’ just why Thomas had urgent
business elsewhere when friend Ginger
turned up. But the most urgent task
is to bowl out friend Knox, and the
question is, are you gein' to back me
up, dear man?"

“But—but what’s the good—-"

“Lots of pood! The f{fellows &re
already fed up with Knoxy—they'll go
off at the decp end when they discover
he’s cut the match to go off on the
glddy loose. Tt vnlll give Knoxy the
knock-out, I faney!"
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*It—it scems like spying on a chap!™

d Manners.

Detectin', T eall ib—not such an un-
pleasant word!" sald Cardew, dropping

l-u< half-joking, ha]r—mc:kmg manner.

“1t's like this, Manners—in my humble
view, the end inore than justifies the
means. Unless he's stopped, Knox will
abouit muck up the footer for the
season, and he'll also bring the giddy
tone of the school down. He's a strong
chap, with personality; and his giddy
influence isn't for the good of 8t. Jim's.
An' then, rs I say, there’s dear ocld
Thomas—"

“Youre right, Cardew!"” said
Manners, setting his lips. “I'm on!”

“Then fall m an' follow me—when
the time comes,” smiled Cardew. “I'm
just waitin' to discover—— Hallo!
Herae's the one and only Gussy!”

From where they sat, though well
screened from the lane themselves, the
two juniors had a good view of anyone
approaching from the school. Along
the lane now an elegant figure was
sauntering gracefully. It was Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, and, as usual, he was
a beautiful picturc from the crown of
his glimmering silk hat to the toes of
his natty, shining shoes that peepeg
from & pair of natty spats.

With a chuckle, Cardew dislodged
himself from the fence and strolled to
the stile. As Arthur Augustus came
abreast he called out to him.

‘' Cheerlo, Cussy!”

“Bal Jove!™

Arthur Augustus stopped, and, jam-
ming his monocle farther into his eye,
he glanced round him. Then he sud-
denly saw Cardew and frowned.

“ Weally, Cardew, deah boy,” he re-
marked mildly, “you have put me into
qmt,e a fluttah, bal Jove! I wondahed

- Never mind what you wondered, old
chap!" sald Cardew. “I hear you'rs
bc-und for Wayland, Gussy, The tallor
—what?"
ans, deah boy.
“Care to get somethin' for me?"
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“I shall be vewy pleased to oblige
vou, Cardew,” said Arthur Augustus
doubtfully. "But I weally lwust you
will not ask me to cawwy back any
twoublesome parcels—""

“Not at all. What I want you to get
me is a bit of information, Gussy. Will
you do that, old chap?"

“I shall be vewy pleased to do that
deah  boy,” said Arthur Augusius,
smiling.

“Right! There's a fellow who's sup-
posed to have an appointment in Way-
land this afterncon—Ilike you, Gussy,”
said Cardew calmly. “I'm rather keen
to know if that feliow keeps his ap-
pointment.”

“Bat Jove!™ exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, staring curiously at Cm'dcw.
“You mean Knox, deah boy?’

“The very man'!" smiled Cardew.
“Ill be no end oblized if youll keep
your optics open this afternoon, Gussy.
1'd like to know if Knox is on the train
you go by, if you happen to sez him
in Wayland, :md if he returns by Lhe
train you do. 1 fancy you won't see

at all, but ¥ou never know. Well,
Is it a go, Gussy?"”
"Weally. Cardew, I do not quite like

“My dear man, what's the odds?
Knox amuses me, and it'll be very en-
tertainin’ to know if he goes. No
reason why I shouldu't amuse nyself,
dear man—-"

“Yaas, but—--"

“That's settled, then!"” said Cardew
blandly. “Thanks so much, Gussy!
Il expect the information when you
return, cld chap. Cheerio! Better
buzz off, or yow'll miss your train.

“Bai Jovel!"

leaving Arthur Augustus staring,
Cardew dropped from the stile and re-
turned to Manners, smiling. Arthur
Augustus turned and trudged away,
frowning. e was quite mystified as
to why Cardew wanted the informa-
tiomn.

“Cardew is weally a most wemark-
able fellow!” he murmured as he
trudged on. “Howevah, I see no

5

weason why I should not oblige him-—
though I wish he had stated his weason
for desimin’ the informatien.”

Angd, shaking his head doubtfully,
Arthde  Augustus walked on lo the
station,

Manners had not shown himsel[—not
being on good terms with Arthur
Augustus. He grunted as Cardew
joined him.

“Blessed if I can see why you asked
D'Arey Lo do it," he said. " Knox may
cycle, for that matter.”

"1 just wanted to maie sure he
dm\sn‘L £0 by this train,” said Cardew.

“I know he didn’t catch the earlier one.
If he fails to cateh this, he'll miss his
appomtment See?”

s, but—""

“x “as goin' to Wit here and see if
he does—follow him, you kiow,” smiled
Cardew. “But now Gussy will do that
for me, and we can carry our giddy
investigations elsewhere.  You see, I
hnppen to know that Knox is booked ta
play a game of billiards with Lacy of
the Grammar School for a fver.
Where, or when, I don't know, But I
fancy it's this afterncon, and I've a
good idea itll br: at the Green Man.

t's “hcm we're goin’ now. See?”
“Oht"

“Come on!" smiled Cardew.

He led the way along the woodland
path, and Manners followed promptly
enough now. They reached the spot
where the footpath through the woods
branched off from the short cut to the
village, and, efter walking for some
minutes, they came out on to the tow-

ing-path of the Rhyl.

They were just about to climb the
stile to reach the towing-path, when
volces sounded, and Cardew dragged
Manners back into the shelter of the
hedge. The mnext moment Several
forms passed the gap above the stile.

Cardew chuckled as he recognised
them.

" Racke, Crooke, Lacy, nml deer old
Knox!” he murmured “So that
settles il! Hold on a sec
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The Lvo jupiors waited until the
footsteps ceased, and then they slipped
over the stile on to the towing-path.

Ahead of them were Racke & Co;
and, carefully keeping out of sight, the
WO “Investigators” waiched Racke &
Co. suddenly stop at the Green Man
Inn.  Then, after looking stealthily
about them for some moments, the
litile party of juniors vanished.

*Gone through the garden,” drawled
Cardew. “Rather a pity; I wanted to
gel there first, before they turned up,
I¢ means that we'll have a long wait,
old bean.”

“But  why?" grunted Manners,
“What's the idea, Cardew?”

“Can’'t you guess?" gnnned Cardew.
“We've got to wait until they finish
t.hen' little game, and then I want you

to snap them as they come out. That's
where your gtddy camera comes in.”

“Oh!"” said Manners understamimg
“But they may be hours

“That is_the lmume" admitted
Cardew. "It's one of the drawbacks
to deteciin’, and it's rather a fag. But
it's worth it. An' we can be studyin’
Nature until the time comes for you to

ake & camera study of the d.neressin'
follies of human nature. Come on!"

Ralph Reckness Cardew started off
for the Green Man Inn, and Manners
laughed and followed him, hugging his
preclous camers, After all, it was
scarcely wasting the afternoon, and he
would be sure of one interesting snap,
&t any rate.

CHAPTER 2.

Cussy's Discovery!

AI JOVEI

Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy

gave vent to that startled ex-

clamation, and then, as if it were

scarcely strong enough to express his

astonishment, he gave vent to anm-

other

o 0\uc:|' Seolt!”

'rm- swell of Lhc Fourth was seated

wailing-room  at  Wayland

, waiting for the train to take
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him back* to Rylcombe. Arthur
Augustus bad spenl a dehghiful hour
or s0 at his tailor's, discussing men’s
fashions as they affected him person-

ally with Mr. Trufit. He had then
sauntered gracefully back to the
station There was heaps of time
before the local train was due out, and
Arthur  Augustus took things very
easily.

But, despite this, he had found him-
self at the station with ten minutes at
least on his hands. And, thouph It
was a bright, sunny afterncon, there
was & keen nip in the alr, and on the
station platform it wes very un-
pleasant and draughty.

Arthur Augustus had sauntered
gracefully into the waiting-room and
seated himself, He had then plcked
up. quite carelessly, o copy of the * Way-

d Observer” that happenm o be
]:.mg on ona of the chairs.

It was the previous week's Issue; but
as Arthur Augustus rarely looked at o
newspaper of any kind, it was nonc
the less interesting.

And while glancing casually down
the columns the noble eye of Arthur
Augustus  had  alighted upoen =a
paragraph—a  paragreph that had -
made him give vent to those exclama-
tions of astonishment.

It was of local interest, and 1t ran:

“PLUCKY RESCUE FROM FIRE.

‘“Yesterday afterncon Albert Rance,
aged 8, of Riverside Cottages.
Rylcombe, had & nerrow escape from
almost certain death by, fire; but was
saved by the pluck and prompt action
of an unknown schoolboy, whose aze
is believed to be fifteen, or there-
abouts The child had evidently
fallen into the fireplace, and, with his
clothes ablaze, had rushed, screaming
into the yard at the back of the cot-
tage. At the time the child's mother
was visiting a nelghbour; but, hearing
screams, she rushed out, to find the
plucky unknown rescuer rolling the
child In his overcoat and beating
out the flames with his hands. For-
tunately, the chlld was not severely
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burned, and, afler carrying hum to
the surgery of Dr. Short, the rescucr
disappeared without @mving the egi-
tated mother an opportunity of thank-
ing him, or of ascertaining his name,
A neighbour states, hawever, that he
was & well-dressed boy, and that he
wore the school cap of St James'
College, Ryleombe.

Arthur Augustus read the paragraph
agaln, jamming his monocle more
firmly into place, ns if to aid him n
taking It in.

But he did take it in! Arthur
Augustus was not noted for quickness
of perception as a general rule—quite
the contrary, in fact, But he would
have been very dull indeed had he
failed to note the significance of that
paragraph.

So that was how Tom Merry had got
his hands burned!

And they had called him coward and
cad—practically the whole schocl had
called him coward and cad

“Oh, bai Jove!"” grcaned Arthur
Augustus.  “What a wotten shame!
Poor old Tommy! And Hewwies s

goin' to fight him ‘this aftahnoon!”
The thought made Arthur Augusius
jump up and glance at his watch
anxiously. The train was due in two

ITIGI’[‘ minutes,
good!” murmured Arthur
Au['.uatus ust be in time to
pw t that Gight at all costs! Yaas,
wathah!  What eally  wipnin'
stwoke of luck! vewy for-
tunate indeed that I was obliged to
vlsit my tallor's this aftahnoon. bai

And Arthur Augustus hurried out of
the waiting-room to make sure of
catching the local train whatever else
happened.

On the way to Wayland Arthur
Augustus had duly noted that Percy
Knox had not boarded the train, nor
had he seen that youth in Wayland,
though he had kept n look-out for
him. But Arthur Augustus forgot
Cardew's request new, and  the
moment the train rumbled to & stop
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at Rylcombe Statfon he jumped out
and, throwing his ticket to a porter,
rushed from the station.

In the High Street, however, Arthur
Augustus paused, a sudden thought
striking him.

“Bai Jove!" he murmured, shaking
his head reflectively. "1 think I had
bettih make quite sure first Tom
Mewwy mey pwobably wefuse to admif
that he was the feilow who saved that
youngstah. 1 had bettah get weal
pwoof.  Yaas, wathzhl”

S0, instead of keeping to the High
Street. Arthur Augustus branched off
down the narrow lane leading to the
river.  He emerged on to the lowng-
path scarcely twenty yards from River-
side Cottages.

Without hesiml:mn. mhu: Augustus
walked up the cottage and
knocked on Lbe doot. A tired-looking
woman answered his knock, and she
stared and smiled at Arthur Augustus.

The swell of the Fourth raised his
hat and bowed in his besl Chester-
fieldian manner.

“1 am desiwous of speakin’ to & lady
named Mrs. Wance," exclaimed the
swell of the Fourth politely. "I won-
dah if you would be s0 kind as to iell me

"

W cottag

" Mrs. ance—oh, Mrs, Rance!™
said the woman, smiling. “Yc\,. I am
Mrs. Rance."”

00! sald Arthur Aususius,
bemnng “I undahstand that your
Little boy had a VeWy nawwow escape
fwom & dweadfal-——

“Oh!" gasped Mrs Rance, lmr eyes
smmng as she stared at Gussy.
you're not the young g(‘nllcm:m Y

“Bal

Jove! Nunno!" Arthur
Augustus hastened to explain Lo
fancy I know the fellow, though. I

wendah if you will be so gnud as to
desow 'hc hﬂm to me, ma'am?”
upsel to notice what he
as lske rnysrlf' sald the woman re-
gretfully, “except that he was a schocls
boy of about your own size and age,
sir.  But Mrs. Cragg, next door, saw
hin, and she says he was a nice lad—
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sturdy, with a pleasant face, blue eyes,
and curly hair. She says shcd know
him_again anywhere.'

“Bal Jove! That is Tom Mewwy,
without & doupt!” murmured Arthur
Auﬂusms “Thank you vewy much,
You mwusl  excuse me
hin' you like this; but I was vewy
Lo

bull
anxious for s vewy good weason,
discovah who the fellow was.”

“Did you say his name was Tom
Merry?" exclaimed Mrs, Rauce eagerly,
“If you could tell me where we could
find him we siould be ever so glad. My
husbend's been thinking of gong_up
to the school and inquiring there. But
there's so many boys there, and he
thought it would be no good not know.
ing his name, like. We want to thank
him-—T ought never to have let him go
wnthout th anking him st the time.
o "

s qlul.a understand that, mea'am,”
sald Arthur Augustus, smiling. “I am
vewy pleased to tell you that his name
is Tom Mewwy, and he is in the Shell
Form at St. Jim's. At least, I have
evewy wensol to believe it was Tom
Mewwy, for hands were bumed
that aftahnoon.  Alse he answahs, to
your desvwiption, and I happen to
know l:c was wound heah I.hat aftah-
noon.”

"Then—lh“n the young gentleman

was hurt—-

“His hands were wathah badly
burned, ma'am; but I undahstand they
are almost bettah now,” said Arthur
Augustus.  “Howevah, I am weally
much obliged, Mrs. Wance. ] inust
wush off now, as I have a vewy urgent
to attend Good aftah-

raising his hat gracefullv.
Arthur Augustus hwrried away. For
once the swell of the Fourth risked
being '.hougnt nnpahu\ in his auxicty
to reach the woodman's hut before the
h: started. But his heart was thwnp-
h excitemeont as he trotted along
He had little doubi
re—pe had less now a5 to the
nr‘-'nmy of the fellow who had rescucd
. Rance’s youngster.

Z-path.
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‘I feah Tom Mewwy will be watly
with me for hayin' given him away to

Mrs. Wance,” he chuckled. “But I
en \\nrhnh glad I did. Howevah—
Ba: Jove

Arthur Augustus broke off as he
heard his name called out. He almost
Jjumped as he realised the fact that the
voice came from the garden of the
Green Man Inn which he happensd to
be passing at that moment.

As he slopped chort and blinked at
the hedge two junlors slipped out and
showed themselves, Arthur Augustus
Jjumped again as he recognised Cardew
and Manners.

“Gweat Scott!" he gasped, aghast.
' Whatevah are you sillay asses doin’
in that place? Are you pottay?”

“Not ab all, dear man!” chuckled
Cardew. Mere.y detecun’, old nut!”
“What?  Bai Jove! “’l‘ﬂ"), I do

n ! undahstand-—-"

Don't try, old chip,” advised Ca:
dew solemnly. " You'll bust somethi!
if you do. Well, did you see anythin'
of dear old Knoxy, Gussy?"

“I didn't =ep him—he was certainly
not on the twain goin’, deah boy.
But —"

“*Somehow T tllought he wouldn't be,”
chuckled Carde urryin' to be In
umc for the ﬁght what?"

Yaas—at least—-"

“Then ask Tom Merry to give that
fathead Herries a good punch from
mc " said Cardew seriously.

“BaiJove! Ishall do nothin' of the
kind, Cardew." said Arthur Augustus.
“On the conlwawy, Cardew, 1 am
wushin’ like anythun' for the sole pur-

post- ol :.mpp;n' the fight."
“1 h-*m made a vm\; important dis-
., deah  boys,” said Arthur
Al ;Llls smiling at Manners, to that
youtn's surprise. I have discovahed
the weal weason why Toin Mewwy wan
away the othah day.  AsT suspect that
you know it alweady, Mannahs, I will
show this to Cardew.”
nd, taking the folded *OQbserver”
n  bLis  pocket, Avthur  Augustus




THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN

showed the paragraph to Cardew.
Cardew whistled as he read it, und

then a bland smiie came over lus face.
"'So that's it!"” he said,

_ "Yaas, that’s it, deah boy. I rave

Just been to see Mrs. Wance, and she

has conflrmed my bebef that the
fellow \\e[erred to there s Tom
Meww.

" You—you've been to Mrs. Rance?”
gasped Manners. “Told her it was
Tom Merry?”

“Natuwally!"

“Oh, my hat!"” choked Manners.
“Tom Merry will bust you, Gussy!”

"1 see no weason why he should,”
said Arthur Augustus. I twust now
that &ll will be mewwy and b t, and
that T'om Mewwy will forgive us for our
wotten tweatment, and will shake hands
and forget. And I twust," said
Augustus, holding out his hand frankly

to  Manners, “that our wecent
diffewences  will now be ended,
Mannsahs!"

Harty Manners took the hand and
chuekled.

“That's all right, Gussy!” he
grinned. *'But, don't be too sure that

Tom Merry will forget and forgive!
Hadn't you better rush off and try to
stop the fight, though? ¥You've none
too much time."”

“Gweat Scott! Ya'\s. wathah! Pway
excuse me, deah boys

Arthur Augustus rml.hod the paper
from Cardew, and started off at top
speed along the towing-path.

“What a life!” groaned Cardew,
staring after him in mock dnupp{)mt
ment. “Stumped, by gad! An' I was
lookin' forward no end to solvin® the
pgiddy mystery. An' now Gussy's done
me, brown. Never mind? we'll have
the giddy glory of bowlin' out friend
Knox, Manners. We'd betler seek our
little hiding-place again, old chap!"

And Cardew slipped back into the
shelter of the hedge, and Manners
grunted and followed him.  He would
much rather have followed D'Arcy; but
he had agreed to help Cardew, and he
wasn't backing out now within sight of
Suceess.

IJBR._\RY
CHAPTER 15,
Sattling Up!

HEEP!

P 1t was the whistle that euded
the match between Rylcombe

Village and St. Jim's.  As it shrilled
out a roar of cheering came from the
swarms of St. Jim's fellows round the
ropes.

Hurrah!"

“8t. Jim's win!"

And St. Jim's had wan after a gruel-
ling tussle between the old friends and
Tivals of school and . village. Grimes
& Co. were gallant fAghters, and they
had played up well aa they usually did.

But the Baints had played up better
—~Talbot had led his men to victory, as
he had expected to do. It would cer-
tainly have been otherwise had Talbot
taken the field with the team chosen for
him by Percy X.

The &, Jit's eleven nfla been practi-
cally as usual, and they had played to
a man.  But the most brilliant player
on the field had been undoubtedly Tom
Merry of the Shell. Tom Merry had
been determined to play well, and he
had given of his best. The game had
ended with the seore at four goals to
two, and three out of four had been
scored by Tom Merry, the Fourth hav-
ing becn netted by Talbot himself,

Yet, despite that fact, and the
hrifliance of Iis play, Tom had missed
the roars of applause that he was wont
10 get from the crowd. Tt wasonly oo

clear that the fellows could not forget
his recent disgzrace. t litlle a
plause that had escaped them was half-
hearted and grudging.

It was dizpiriting and disheartening,
and Tom's face was hard as he trotted
off the field at the close of the match.

“You plnycd the game of your life,
Tommy,” panted Talbot, ns he trotted
alongside his chum. ever mind
those silly astes. They'll be sorry some
day for being such sulky ldiot

Tom Merry sald nothing, aad it was
not until he came out of the dressing-
rcom with Lowther and 'I“ua‘. that
ke spoke again.
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1 wish this rotten fight wasn't
bogked to e off, Tommy,” sald
Talbot bluntly. “It's a dashed pity!”

“And & footling game altogether!”
growled Lowther. “Fancy a helty scrap
after n greelling footer match? You
were a born idiot, Tommy, to challenge
hin for this afternoon!

“I'm fecling none the worse!" said
Tom grimly. " No need to worry about
me, anyway. I've had to keep Herries
waiting; hu:, I'm keepinz him waiting
ne longer!"

" Look here, Tom," pleaded Lowther.
*There’s still time to call it off-

“I'm not caling It off!” snapped
Tom Merry, his jaw setting. “I'm
going to see it through if Herries is
Besides," added Tom, glancing round
him with a harsh laugh, “think of the
disppointment to all the fellows.
They're hoping to see me licked to the
wide this afternoon. Looks as if half
the dashed school will be there!”

It certainly did look Like it. Instead
of going schoolwards by Rylcombe
Lane, the crowd of 8t. Jim's fellows—
fags as well as Juniors—were taking the
foolpath across the fields, obviously
making for the w

“Blake's lot must have let it out,”
grunted Lowther, “or else that young
mmp Curly Gibson tumbled to it. T
noticed tie little begger was grinning
when he canme back after taking your
note. Anyway, it scarcely matters.”

"Plem.y of support for Herries, any-
a said Tom Merry bitterly.

“It was all over the schodl belore
dinner,” said Talbot quletly. “T heard
Trimble spreading the news.  MNever
mind, Tom; you played well without
applause this alternoon, and you can
fight we!l without applause now. T
wish it wasn't coming off, as I ‘H
but if 1t has to, then go in and wir

“I mean to," sald Tom Merry. “It
jolly decert of you, Talbot, to back me
up when you don't know the factsl”

"I know you—and that's enough for
me!" said Talbot quietly.

‘Tom logked at him, but sald not:
nire They tramped on into

w

@

the
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wintry woods, Jghe frosty grass and
fernd crackling beneath their boots and
the boots of the fellows swarming in
front and behind them on the wood-
land pathway. Just in front of them
were Blake, Digby, and Herries with

several other Fourlh Formers Blake
and Digby were looking far from
happy, but Herries merely looked

dogged and determined

‘The old woodman's hut came in sight
througn the leafless trees at length,
and the crowd cr the grass to-
wards it, making a circle round Blake

Co. and Tom Merry and his two
chums. Tom Merry looked round him,
fully expecting Manners to be there
and his face clouded as he fatled o see
him

Despite his words ta Talbot, he would
have been glad cnough of another
friendly face there, in addition to Low-
ther and Talbol. Figgins & Co. were
there, and they nedded to him: bul
Tam Merry could not fail to see that
cven their nods were cool

Herries was already taking off his

coat and muffler, and Tom Merry
swiftly followed his example, and made
ready for the fray. Blake was acting
as second for his chum, and Lowther
for Tom Merry.

Levison of the Fourth had agreed to
act as timekeeper—though it was plain
enough he did not relish his job.

Swiftly the preliminaries were gone
through, and then the two faced each
other with the gloves on, while Levison
stood aside, watch in hand

The buez of excited voices dled down
and a breathless silence came as the
two touched gloves and sprang away.

“Timel"

1t was Levizon's calm voice; bul even
as it rang out another well-known
voice rang out also—excited and lm-

There was a murmur of astonish-
ment, and the crowd turned. Herres,
who had been about to advance on

his gloves ready, stopped
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abruptly, and his glance went towards
the frinze of the clearing.

As he did so, a famillar form burst
through the wintry trees, and his voice
rang out ag

in:
Bai Jove! Stop theny, you

“What the thump-—"
“I's old Gussy!”
“D'Arcy, you idiot—"

Arthur Augustus came up, panting.

and pushed his way unceremoutously
through the crowd of startled fellows.
‘Then

sprang between Herries and
. his hands outstretched.
unY start unlu you have

hc rd me Wiies———""
You «il roarl:d Jaci
Blake. “What the thump does this

mean? Are you potty?’

“Not at all, deah boy!" sald Arthur
Augustus breathlessly. “I am quite
suah thal Hewwies, at least, will not
wish to cawwy on with the fight when
he has heard me, bal Jove! I have
made & surpwisin’ discovewy, and when

“You silly ass!" bav-'l Blake.
““What do yout mean by barging in like
this, L_.m;." Explaln yourself, you silly
ass!

“Pway do not woah at me, Blake!"
said Arthur Augusius coldly. “¥ou
are well awaiah that, I stwongly object
Lo beint woahed &

“You-—you——

“Kick the silly ass out!”

“0ut of the way, D'Arey!™

There was a roar of voices; but
Arthur Augustus ignored them. He
waited calmly until they had ceased.

““Hoid on!" grinned Levison. “Let's
hear what the ass has gol to say.
What's tihe mmer Gussy?”

¢ stood back, his face
¥ Lowther grinned a
faucied he could guess what

expr
Little—he

Was cou though how Gussy could
have

not i Herrles was looking ab
his chu amazement and auger.

“Beloah you stwike a blow at Tom
Mewiny,” smd Arthur Augustus, taking

8L

a folded newspaper from his pocket,
[ \usll you to wead that pawagwaph,
vies It will explain the wea
\Ac.hon why Tom Mewwy wan away
tho othah day If that doesn't fur-
nish enough pwoof, then I can pwove
it in anothoh way, Yaas, wathah!*
Herries hesltated, and then he toolk
the paper, and glanced at the para-
graph. The crowd looked on, curlous
and breathless. Tom Merry's face was
flushed curiously now. He stepped for-
ward as if to snatch the paper from
Herrles' hand; but just as quickly he
drew back again.
Herries read the paper slowly, his
race changing in expression as he did

Hc finished reading it at last, and his
face crimsoned as jls eyes met Tom
Merry's cold glance,

“So—so0 that's it,” he breathed. “I
—I'm soiry, Merry! Why didn't you
explain? This would never ha\e hap-
pened if you'd only explained.”

“Why don't l.hey get Dn with it In-

stead of g TO! Crundy ex-

citedly from t.he l‘rmg of the crowd.
"W‘mts the dickens is the matter, any-
wa

"Dry up, Grundy!”

Tom Merry’s face was white now,

“I don't know what you mean?" he

snapped, in answer to Herries. “At
least, I don't know what's in that paper,
and I don't want to know. I'm ready
to nu with the job if you are,

" w;u I'm not,” said Herries calmly,
handing over the paper.

He tore off his gloves and tossed
them away. Tom Merry, after a
moment's hesitation, had taken the
paper and was reading it. The crowd
Jooked on blankly, mystified and nat a
inttle exasperated.

"Is this a dashed conference or a
fight?" snorted Grundy.

“Diy up, you burbling ass!"

Several fellows roared at Grundy—
fellows who were more anxlous to
know what was "on " now than to see
the fight start. Tom Merry's face had
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gone crimson now—he  very
realised what the paragraph was.

“1—I can't see what difference that
makes to our affair, Herrles!" he sald
thickly. “You refused to take my
word—-—"
I'm dashed sorry!"” sald Herries im-
pulsively. “If you care to shake and
forget it, Merry—"

He beld out his hand, and Tom
Merry threw away his gioves, and after
the briefest hesitation, the ex-skipper
took it. The crowd watched in blank
a

s00m

mazement.

“Good!" sald Arthur Augustus, fairly
beaming. “Good man, Hewwies—good
man, Tom Mewwy! That's all wight
T bai Jovel™

But whalt the thump does it
mean?” almost yelled Blake. *“Gussy,
you ass—Herrieg—-"

"Il Jolly soon tell you what it
means,” said Hermes. "It means that
we've all misjudged Tom Merty—we've
treated him rottenly. He no more
funked those louts than did old Towser.
He left us in the lurch, yes: but it was
to do a thing a jolly sight more plucky
and useful than stopping to back me
up. And whether Tom Merry likes it
or not, I'm going to see that every-
body Knows "

wi

th that., Herrles suddenly
rcachad forwerd and snatched the
tolded paper from Tom Merry's hand.
" Hold him a gec, Blake,” he snapped,
with a gﬂm laugh.  “Listen to this,
you fellows!"

Tom Merry, with a very red face,
sprang forward; but just as quickly
Blake, Lowther, and Digby grabbed
him and held him, despite his struggles,
whilst Herries read aloud the para-
araph to the staring ¢rowd. He read it
1t loud tones, and when he had fin-
ished there was a deep murmur.

“So that was the thumping truth
of it, was it?" sald Grundy. “Well, my
hat! 1 ki there was something lie
that behind it.”

“Why didn’t you say so at the time,
then?” remarked Wilkins,

“You shut up, George

Wilkins!
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Well, I'n tlowed! And we've been call-

ing Tom Mu-ry & blegsed funk! Good
man, Merryl”
* Hear,~hear|"
“Three cheers for Tom Merr,

om
roared young Curly Glbson. “Hip,

Hurrah!"

It was B cheer glven with a wiil.
St Jim's fellows were often very quick
to condemn a fellow; but they were
just as quick to cheer hin when they
deemed it nece

They deemed It necessary now—Lhey
did not doubt for cne moment that the
paragraph was indeed the secret of
Tom Merry's strange silence. Indeed,
Tom Merry's blushing face alone was
clear preof that Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy had, indeed, stumbled on the
truth. And as they had been swift to
misjudge their old skipper, s0 now they
were eager to acclaim him and to make
amends for their error

Blake was the first to step forward
with outstretched hand. and Tom
Merry took it frankly enough. HC
was smiling now; he could not help
smiling, and his eyes were shining
strangely. The truth was out now, and
nothing he could do or say would help
it spreading over Bt. Jim's. It was
scarcely a happy thought to n modest
fellow like Tom; yet he could not help
feeling strangely relfeved and elated.
His bitterness fell from him ke magic
—he was never a fellow to bear iil-
will for things that were past. He
was Teady enough now to forgive and
forget. After all, it was his own fault
mainly—Nhis own stubborn pride. But
after a dozen feliows had shaken his
hand he went on strike.

“That'’s enough,” he laughed. “I'm
sorry T've disappointed you chaps—
sorry I brought you here for nothing.
You came to see me licked. But if
vou like I'll don the gloves and you
shall sce me give a well-deserved
ing to another chap.”
- Jove! Who is that,
Mewwy?" asked Arthur Augus
ing round.

Tom
s, look-
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""You, you silly chump!" said Tom
Merry. “Stand aside, you fellows.”

‘Oll. bai Jove!”
ha, ha!"

Tom Merry made a rush at the swell
of the Fourth, and that astounded
junior gasped and fled. There was a
roar of laughter. It ceased suddenly,
nowever, as a shout came from the
fringe of the crowd. Then sounded the
crashing of hurried footsieps In the
frozen woods. And as the crowd
stared, tiree figures came bursting out
of the clearing

First came Harry Manners, panting
and breathless, and hugging his
precious camera; second came Cardew,
likewise panting and breathless, and
also grinning. And after them a
moment later dashed none other than
Percy Klm\, the new junior captain of

Manncrs dashed up to the centre of
the crowd, followed by the chuckling
Cardew. Knox stopped dead on the
fringe of the clearing, his red face
startled and full of baffled T8
Blakwml the merry tb!r,mp—" gasped

CHAPTER 16,
More Settling Up!

HE crowd stared wonderingly at
Cardew and Manners, and then
they looked at Knox. That in-

dividual was certainly worth looking
at His eyes fairly glittered with rage
and bafMed fury.

It was very clear that the sight of
the crowd gothered there came as a
complete surprise to him. He stared
at them blankly at first, and then with
growing rage and fear. As a matter of
fact, Knox had known, of course, of
the impending fight at the old wood-
man’s hut in Rylecombe Woods, but
being & new fellow he had not known
where that was. He had certeinly tra-
versed the woodland path several times,
but he had never seen the hut before

He understood now, however, as his
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glinting cyes met the quea!.iorunw
glances ol the crowd. He had
chasing Cardew and Manners, and llr
realised now that they had purposely
led him to this spot, and he had good
reason 1o guess why.

For a moment Knox seemed to con-
template a retreat back into the trees,
and then just as suddenly he seemed
to change his mind. The next moment
he making a rush for Manners, his
aming with savage desperation.

“Back up!” roared Manners, clasp-
inz his camera to him in alarm. “He
wants to smash my camera! Stop him,
for goodness’ sake! Tom—Lowther

But it was Cardew who acted first.
He stepped swiftly forward, and his
foot shot out swiftly In the nick of
time. Knox blundered headlong over
it and went crashing down on his face.
He was up the next Eomenn however,”
i:umng with passion?

“You—you howlng sweeps!" he
panted. “I'll smash you for that
afterwards, Cardew!"”

And leaving Cardew for the moment
he mede another savage rush at
Manners.
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Once agaln r.he two
clans " stood up together against the
COMMOn enemy.

“Hold on!” snapped Tom Merty.
“Hold on, Knox!"

"Let me go!™ snarled Knox, strug-
gling furiously.

“What's this mean, Cardew?" de-
manded Levison. “What's the game,
anyway?”

“Perhaps our friend Knox will tell

you,"” yawne ardew. " And perhaps
he won't. Hark to his language!
Naughty, naughty!"”

“You—-you—-" Percy Knox falrly

gritled hils teeth with bafled rage. But
ne made no attempt to explain, theugh
he struggled furiously in the grasp of
Tom Mesry, Lowther and Blake.

“Well, I shall have to explaln my-
sell, though it's a beastly bore,” re-
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marked Cardew coolly. “It's like this,
you fellows: Manners and 1 have been

spendin’ the afternoon studyin' Nature
with the aid of Manners' camera. We
only got one snaD, though; we saw
some giddy gay hirds enter & giddy
nest, and we spent nearly the whole
afterngon waltin' for ‘em to come out
again But we got them when they
did come out—didn't we, Knox? One
of the gay birds seemed to oblect

strongly to bein’ snapped. en’ he
chased us—wantin' to smash the
camera, I fancy.”

“My hat!”

“Bal Jove!" gusped Arthur Augustus,
staring at Enox. So that was why
you fellows were hidin' in the garden
of the Gween Man Inn, was 1t?”
“Just that,” assented Cardew.
“Blessed iI [ understand what the
thurmnp this means!" snorted Grundy.
“Why the dickens don't you talk Eng-
lish, Ca.rdew you feol?”
Most of the fellows looked puzzled,
but Manners scon made matters clear.
“IN scon tell you in plaln Eng-
lish,” he said, 1us eyes fixed scornfully
on Percy Knox. “You fellows have
heard from Knox why he couldn't be
at the match this ullernunn He
claimed that he had to meet his uncle
at the Grand Hotel In Wayland.”
“It—it was true, hang you!" gritted

Knox.
"It was spoof!” sald Manners
calmly. “¥You had a telegram right

ecnough, but it was sent by you your-
s¢lf. There was no uncle at all It
was just a rotten excuse to give you
the chance to go playing billiards at
the Green Man Inn.”

“'Bai Jove!™

There wa3 & murmur. All eyes
turned to Percy Knox, who ground
his teeth with fury.

“It's a rotten lie!” he hissed. "My
uncle sent the telegram, and I did go
to Wayland. T went by the two-thirty
train!”

“That is a wotten untwuth, Knox!"”
said Arthur Augustus coldly. "I went
by that twain mysell, and Cardew
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asked me partlcularly to meke sure
if you went by It end to look out for
You were not on the twain at
did I see you in Wayl.lnd“
“1 did, T tell you! JI—I—-

“Can’'t you see he's lying?"’ said
Manners, his lip curling. 1 was {here
when  Cardew’ asked D'Arey. And

Cardew told me he suspected what
Knox was really up to Cardew had
heard that Knox was booked to play
Lacy from the Grammar School at bil-
liards for a fiver He guessed it was to
come off at the Green Man, and he got
me to go with him there this afternoan.
It was about two-thirty, or barely lhat,
then. We gaw Knox with Racke, Lacy,
and Crooke enter the Green Mau from
the towing-path. And we wailed all the
afternoon until ten minutes ago, when
t‘ney cmc out.”

Thats the trutht” sald Manners.
“Let the sweep deny It if he can! He
saw me taking the snap—caught me
in the act—and he chased me here. I
suppose he didn’t dream we were lead-
ing hini purposely to you chaps. Any-
way, here he !s, and I've got the prool
in this"

And Manners tapped his camera.

“And that's the sort of chap we've

got for a captain!” snorted Geor{!c
Alrrcd Grundy in intense sgust.
“Cutting matches to play d:Ashed bil-
llards ln a filthy pub, the smoky cad!"
ly'inz about it Lke the black-
,;uxrd he is!” snapped Blake. *Some-
how I LhaughL it queer about that tele-
gram!’

‘Swmash him!™ roared Grundy ex-
citedly. “Let him see we don't intend
to be spoofed and tricked Lke that!
Kick him out of his job! What about

that rotten foul at the practice mateh?
Hacked Tom
blessed hmlxgnn'

Merry's aukle hke a
Bah! The fcllow

rundy!” hiesed 1L
his eyes glinting with spite and vonge-
ful hate. “I've licked you already; I'll
make you a dashed hospital case naxt
time. Tl make you all sit up for tlus,
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you sev if Tdon't. I'm skipper yet, and
I some of you squirm before
I've ﬁ ished. I've licked the best man
in the Lower School—or the chap who
was supposed to be best man,” he
added, his lip curling as he plared at
Tom Merry. "“And I'll dashed well
show the lot of you who rules the
roost!”

~Will ou?"” bawled  Grundy
valiantly. “Out of the way, you
fellows! Let the cad go! I'm going to
have another go at him! He's lcked
me already, but I'm going to keep at
the br\lle until I lick him!”
Ha, hat"

“I mean it!" bellowed Grundy turn-
ing back his cuffs,  “Out of the way
there!”

And Grundy was about to rush st
Knox, when Tom Merry stepped for-
ward between em. om  Merry's
face was set and his OFCS were gleam-

ng.

“No, you don't, Grundy!" he sald
calmly. “I'm the man who's golng to
{ackle Knox if anyone Is. You fellows
have come here to see a fight, and
youre not golng to be dlsaﬁlpolnwd
after all If Knox is quite willing I'
reacdy to take him on here and now.
He took me at a disadvantage last

time. I was seedy, and he made the
most of it. I'm fit enough now.”
" Tom—

‘Stand back, Lowther!”
“But your hands, Tom—"
“My hands will see me through all

right,” said Tom Merry, ripping off his
jacket agaln, “Make a ring, you
fellows! This brute has bullied and

ruled the roost quite long enough. And
he and I have more than one score to
seltle. I'm golng to do my best here
and now to settle them.”

“Youll need a dashed sight more
than your best Lo do_that,” sneered
Perey Knox. “But I'm on—there's
nothing I'd like better, Tom Merry!"

He tore off his coat—Blake and the
others had reluctantly released him
now-—and the juniors willingly made &
ring. They had looked forward keenly
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encugh to a “mill  between Herries
and Tom Merry: but they knew they
were to seé something better—or worse
—than that now

Levison agreed to be timekeeper,
cheerfully this time, #nd Gore agreed
to second Knox. The crowd closed in,
breathless with anticipation and excite-
ment. There was a sudden silence as,
with gloves donned, the two enemies
taced each other. Levison had his
watch out now,

*Time!”

It came at last, and as It rang out
Knox gave a growl and came on with
a rush.

" Look out, Tommy!"”

It scemed as if Tom Merry would be
overwhelmed by the sudden onslaught.
Bul Tom was on his guard, cool and
steady as a rock.  He he no
light task before hinf- former fight
with Percy Knox had taught him that
only too well. He was detérmined, at
all costs this time, to keep cool and
take no risks. His chance hed come at
last—the chance he had longed and
waited for to “setile” matters between
his enemy and himself.

CHAPTER 3T,

Tom Merry's Triumph!
RASHI
C Percy Knox was down—he had

fairly rushed into a straight
punch to the jaw that rattled him from
head to foot and deposited him on
back in the frosty grass. Too eager,
the new captain had fairly asked for
fall, and got it.

“Good man, Tommy!"

“Go if, Merry!l"”

“"Smash the cad!”

Let him have a few inore lke
that!”

Almost every shout was for Tom
Merry, and the junior smiled pgrimly
as he reflected how quickly the fellows
had changed thelr tune, Only an hour
or more ago they would have greeted
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that ol with ¢y
silence.

But the scene was changed now.
Used as he was to popularily, Tom

Merry could not help freling a thrill
of happiness ag he heard the cries.

Yet. Tom xept his head—he knew
anly too well that Knox would not act
so rashly again. That punch had cer-
tainly shaken him up; but it would also
undoubtedly bring him to his senses
and make him take more care.

“Onc—two—three—"

Knox was up at the count of three,
and his eyes were gleaming as he slid
back a step, his guard up. Tom did
not follow up his advaniage, however

—he waited, and Knox growled and
came on again.
‘This time more warily, however.

But It wes a hot attack, for all that,
and Tom Merry retreated, fighting
steadily, giving hard-fought ground.

But suddenly Tom stopped him with
a terrlfic drive at the deadly solar
plexus that Knox only just managed
la smol.her

Tlrn

t was clear that Knox was only too
thanklul for the call of “Time!" His
chest was heaving, and though he had
done most of the attacking, he had
very plainly suffered the most of the

two,

“I'm worrying about Tom's hauds"
grunted Manners., “They haven't
warmed up to it yet, thougl

“Tom's round!"” murmured Lowther,
with satisfaction. “Dash it all, they
must hurt him1"

But if they did Tom Merry showed
no signs of the fact. His face was
flushed and his eyes bright. He
seemed to be enjoying himself. Towels
and everything necessary for the fight

acl been brought in readiness, and

Lowther and Gare were scon busy on
their principals.

“Timel”

Levison's voice brought Tom Merry
and Knox out into the ring, stepping
lightly. Knox was looking grim aw.
He had discovered that this was not
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the same Tom Merry who had faced
him befort and whom he had so easily
licked. He was looking a {rifle anxious
as well as grim. He knew only too well
now that Tom Merry was the cleverer
boxer of the two. Certainly Knox was
taller and stronger. And it remained
to be seen who had the hetier staying
power.

On the previous occasion Tom had
fought like a tired fellow, lacking fire
and agility. He certainly lacked
neither now, as Knox had already
found to hls cost.
ltiut the battle had scarcely started

F

Again  Percy Knax opened the
round with a fierce attack. He forced
Tom to retreat, his gloves flashing to
face and body; but each time the blow
was parried, or allowed to slip harm-
lessly by. Then, with a smart counter
to the head, Knox succeeded in forcing
open  Tom's guard, and planted a
hefty jab In the region of the heart.

But a swift spring backwards saved
Tom from the full force of the blow,
and, leaping again, Tem got home a
stinging right on the bridge of his
opponent’s nose.

It brought a thin stream of red trick-

ling from the junior captain’s nasal
argan, and it brought a roar frem the
crowd.

“Good for you, Tommy!"

“First blood to Merry!"

Knox shock his head, and his eycs
glittered vengemlly as he followed Tom
up. That blow had rattled him, ob-
viously. Hc drovc hard at Tom Merry,
and, despite Tom's defence, he m-
flicted  heavy punishment, Tt
Tom's twn to be relieved when lnc
second round ended.

“Don't worry, old chap,” smiled
Lowther, as he wafted his towel
vigorously. “Let him go It as much
as he likes—only mind these dashed
straight lefts of his. The chap’s got
a punch like the kick of & mule.”

"Dnn‘t I know it!" murmured Tom.

e the most of vour footwork™
sdv:sed \lanncts
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Aind when the third round opened
Tom Merry found he needed to make
all he could of his footwork, Il was
clear that, knowing he would be out-

xed, Knox was determined to finish
the fight as soon as he could by 2
Lknock-out—if he could be Jucky enough
to get It.

Tom Merry, however, saw to it that
he got no chance of that. He kept him-
self well covered, and he kept his head
finely. He realised that Knox's aim
was fo bewilder him by a succession of
rushes and flerce onslaughts that
would open the way for o finishing

Again and again the heavier fellow
rushed in, impatient to “mix it.” but
Tom was always well inside the “mix,”
his right and left working, guarding,
now and again getting home stinging
upper-cuts and half-arm {abs.

‘Tom was cool a8 an Iceberg, and his
guard was unerring,

In a swift exchange of blows, spark-

%o waich, Enox got home thres
times In swift succession with punish-
ing body blows that shook Tom up not
a lttle; but not once did he lose con-
trol of himself, and he fought on
coclly.

The end of the third round found
both panting and gasping. any-
thing, Tom Merry was the most ex-
hausted of the two: but Knox was the
worst off in snother way. A last sting-
ing right from Tom had caught him
fuil Iu the mouth, and beside losing a
tooth, Knox had lost something more
important—his temper. That last blow
had upset his fighting compietely. Hls
eyes glinted savagely as he camc up
to scratch for the fourth round.

Tom smiled as he noticed the obvious
Slgns.

To beein with, the camera affalr had
brought Knox ow the scen B savafe
vengeful mood. and he was far from
bhaving recovered from it. There were
many in the breathless crowd that
noted the signs also. and there was o
tense feeling of excliement In the alr
as Knox jumped from his corner.
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They Wwere not- dmppomted In what
they expected to s

Knox came on Iikc & cyclone with a
furious left and right that weuld have
put pald to Tom's account then and
there had either reached its mark.

But Tom was not there to receive
them. With a dazzing display of swift
footwork, and side-stepping, he cluded
Knox lLke & will-o-the-wisp. Then,
springing forward, he brought his left
across with a wicked hook that spun
and dazed the furicus junlor skipper.

“Tom's got him!” murmured Blake,
with & chuckle. “Now for fireworks!™

And the fireworks came soon enough.
Tom Merry had very plainly got his
enemy “welghed up” and pro-
ceeded to show that had come to
the conclusion it was time for him to
do a bit of hitting,

Not only was Enox dazed, but the
sheer fury of his atéack had spent and
exhausted him. Undoubtedly he bad a
splendld physlqua but just nnw. when

every ounce of v]tallty and

snmp nf w!nd. Knox found both failed
him, Burrvptltw.: smoking of cigar-
ettes and in generll were
exacting thelr toll. It the

ginning of the end for Knox and the
captaln of the Lower School of St
Jim's realised it, and strove desperately
to stave off defeat by desperate defence
until the round ended.
But the round was not nearly ended
t, and Tom Merry gave him nao rest.
spite  his sirenubus efforts that
afternoon on the footer fleld, Tom was
feeling fine—he was only just warming
up to the battle. His exercise In the
open air on the footer feld seemed to
have added to his energy: but Knox's
afterncon, spent in the smoky, un-
healthy atmosphere of the Green Man
pilliards-room had had just the reverse
effect on -hmm.  The end of the round
just then might have saved him; but
Tom Merry saw to it that it did not.

Followlng that wicked punch, Tom
Merry salled In In real earnest. Thero
was & roar of voices in the wintry clear-
ing as Knox retreated befors thy
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damaging whirlwind, vainly trying te
cover himself under a raln of blows to
face, ribs, and head, all of them
registered with deadly force and skill.

Tom Meny—usually the most mercl-
ful of fighters—showed his opponent
little mercy now. He had suffered more
than enough at Knox’s hands since
that youth had come to St. Jim's. From
the very beginning the new fellow had
shown  unreasonable  enmity and
hatred, and Tom remembered his
wrongs now—he also remembered how
Knox had shown no mercy to the
fellows whom he had bullied and
thrashed In the Fourth and Shell,

Taom meant to make a thorough job
of It this time—to point out quite
clearly to the overbearing bully just
how and where he would stand in the
general scheme of things at St. Jim's.

Another of those devastating left
hooks struck the bemused and panting
Junior skipper clean under the chin

Crash!

Knox went down—flat on his back
on the frosty, trampled grass. There
was @ gasp—a quick indra g
breath from round the ring. Tom
Merry walted, his chest heaving, his
face hard and set; but his cnemy failed
to rise.

“Time!”

Tevison snapped his watch shut. A
roar went up from the crowd

“Tom Merry has it!"

“Good man!”

“Licked, by fingo gasped Blake,
rubblng his eyves. "Well, I'm blowed!
I never expected it—and I never ex-
pected the Aght to end so soon, either!”

Nor did the others. Knowing Tom
Merry os they did, the crowd had
hardly expected him to lick the re-
doubtable Percy Knox. They were
staggered—but they were overjoyed.
Knox's briliance on the footer feld,
hils undoubled pluck and success with
his fists, his strength and strong per-
sonality, had taken the popular fancy
—for 2 time. But they all realised now
that in Tom Merry he had met more
than hls mateh.  In that moment of

fIhe felt as
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viclory, wWith Tom's recent vindicalion
fresh in thelr memories, they realised
what fcols they had been to exchange
his stcadfast honesty and straight-
forwardness for the (trickery and
crookadness of the bullying Knox.

“Three cheers for Tom Merry'”
bawled Grundy. ‘Now, chaps, let him
have it hot and strong!

And as Tom Merry was helped into
his clothes by his relieved chums, the
cheers rang out through lhe frosty
woods again and again,

It was a bitter moment for Perey
Knox as he lay gesping and panting on
the grass, and his eyes glinted with
helpless malice and chagrin as he eyed
Tom Merry's battered, but cheery face.
But nobody took much notice of Knox
—only Gore remaining with him as the
fellows swarmed from the clearing dis-
cussing the fight excitedly.

As Tom Merry walked back lo St
Jim's surrounded by his old friends, his
face was bright—despite the ugly
bruises and marks of batlle. Ie was
aching in every limb and muscle, and
if he had been under a
steam-hammer. Bui he was happy.
Percy Knox was still captain; but Tom
was not troubling about that. Hc had
got back his old chums, and his name
was cleared. Moreover, though his
enemy still had the power of his lolly
position—for what it was worih to him
now—Tom knew he had the popularity,
and for the time being he was willing
to let it go at that.

But others were by no meaas wiiling.
Thatl evenlng the Lower Scheol at St
Jim's was in a 2z of excitement.
Things could not be allowed Lo remain
as they were in the view of both Fourth
and Shell. After prep that night an
overfiow meeting of the Lower School
was held in the junior Common-room.
Knox was absent, and Ty was
absent. But Tom Merry ¢ s00n
knew what had happened at the meet-
ing when a swarm of fellows invaded
Study No. 10, and demanded that he
should put up for the captaincy of the
Lower School again:
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"But, my dear men, Tom  Merty
blandly pointed out, “you've wready
pot a per. Knox is our skipper.
and you'll have to make the best of it,
[ afraid.”

YWl we?' bawled George Allred
undy. “Youli jollv soan sce if we
will, Tom Merry. We're fedeup wilh
that cad—fed up to the back teeth, and
more. He's going to be Looted out of
Iu job—jolly qLuck too!"

“Yaas, wathah!”

o,

“Hear, hear!”
“We want you back as skipper, Tot
* yelled Herries.
“Th"Ls iL17 eatd Levison grimly.

“Knox is & sweep—n howling slacker
and bullying cad! We've finished with
him for good and all. We want you
back, Tom Merry, before the footer and
everything else goes to We'll see
you get in all right.”

“What about it?" demanded Blake.
*“If you refuse, Tom Merry, we're going
to scrag you bald-hended until you
agree.”

“Well,” smiled Tom Merry, “in that
case I think I'd better agree. If you
can get a new clection arranged, I
stand. Thal's all. Now kindly clear|g
out—my head’s buzzing like a beehive,
and T can't stand much more row.”

’Goml man!” grinned Lowther. "I
ew le'd agree. chaps. Now come
.nlong and sce old Kildare."”

' ¥aas, wathal

And the deputation went along to
see Kildare. That great man stared
blankly as the swarm of juniors in-
vaded his den. He set his lips grimly
and picked up an ashplant from the
bookshelves, His intention was ob-
vious, and Blake held up his hand.

“Hold on, Kildare—it's important!™
he gasped quickly. “We're a depute-
tion.”

“Oh, are you?' said Kildare, lower-
let’s hear the

ing his cane. Well,
trouble—sharp!" R
“It's about the junlor captalney”

“We're fed-up with Knox

d Blake. ?
Kildare, He's

s
—fed up to the chin,
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proved himself unfit for his job, and
we all want Tom Merry buc}. -

“Oh!* sald Kildare, smiling grimlyv
“I wondered how long you kids would
up with the cyisiing siate of
5. I've heard quite a lot about
new skipper. Hawever, as it hap-
you nced not have troubled lo
There is to be a
election on Saturday cvening.”
h

pens,
coine to me at all.

new

" Gweat Scott!”

"“What happened on the footer field
at practice the other afternoon was
wmore than enough for me” said
Kildare. “And I've only this cvening
heard something quite by anccident that
settled the matter as far as T was eon-
cerned. I've seen Mr, Railton, and as-
sured him that Knox is qulte unfit. for

his position. Mr. ton has accepted
my assuratice, and Bhs deprived Knox
of the captal.ncy there is

to be & new election on B&mrdr\y even-
ing. I'm Just going to shove a hotice
on the board to that effect.”

“Oh, good!"

“Ripping !”

“And if you young idiots will take

tip from me,” sald Kildare bland|

"you‘ll vote for your former captain.
You won't find a bel.ter man for the
job. Now get out

The deputation got out hurriedly.
But (hey did not need Enr Kildare's
advice in regard to Tom rry, and
before departing they told lmn s0.

CHAPTER 1%,
Knox Loses His Temper!

oYs

There was a shuffling of feet

on the Form-room floor, and

the meinbers of the Shell Form at St

Jim's stood up to a man—or, rather, lo
a boy.

Tbey were surprised—very much sur-

prised. It was rather unusual for Mr.

Railton lo enter their Formereom at

that time of the morning, and it was
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certainly unusual for him to bring a
visitor
Yel he had brought one now, and
even Mr. Linton peered through his
spectacles in surprise.

The visitor was a somewhat unusual
visitor, too. He was rather a shabby
little man, although clean and tidy,
and with a kindly face. He looked ex-
ceedingly self-consclous as he found
scores of curlous and youthful eyes
upon him, &nd he twirled his cap
nervously in his hand.

“You may be seated agaln, boys,”
sald Mr. Railton quietly—"all, that is,
with the exception of Merry. You will
kindly come out into the front of the
Form, Merry.”

“Ye-e-es, sirl” gasped Tom.

He left his seal, and slaggered
sather then walked between the lines
of desks, his face going curiously white.
Somehow he had a dreadful suspicion
a§ to whom the stranger was and what
his business was.

He was not the only feliow, either,
who had a susplclon of that. Manuers
chuckled softly and murmured to

Lowther.

*Oh, crumbs!™ he breathed. “I bet
my last coughdrop it's the glddy pater
of that youngster Tommy saved! Oh,
my hat!”

" Silence!"

Mr. Railton coughed, and then spoke
o Mr. Linton, who mnodded and
smiled. The Housemaster also smiled
very kindly at Tom Merry. It served
to Increase Tom's dreadful foreboding.
He would have been delighted to sece
Mr. Railton scowl at him just then.

But the Housemaster smiled.

“A few days apo, Merry," he began,
“Mr, Linton reported to me that your
hands were scarred and blackened
evidently by fire. I instructed him to
order you to go to the malron for
trealment. Mr. Linton also reported
that you refused stubbornly to explain
bow you came to have sich Injuries.
and T decided not to press the matter,
belleving that 1t had been caused by
gome reckless and unlawful ex.pevrt

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

i .
ment. This morning, however, I have
learned what I believe to be the truth
of the matter."”

Tom  Merry looked uncomfortable.
The whole class was grinning now.
They could understand just how Tom
Merry was feeling.

“Why, went on the Housemaster
gently, “‘did vou not explain the facts,
Merry?"”

No answer.

“I have pood reason to believe."
said Mr. Railton, glancing round the
Form, “that you did not explain to
your schoolfellows, either, Merry. And
that Is my main Teason for making the
truth public now.

“Oh, dear!” groaned Tom inwardly.

“I have naticed for some days,” re-
sumed the Housemaster, “that therc
has been unpleasantness between
Merry and other juniors, and a curious
story has come to my ears to explain
the meaning of it. I will not repeat
it here and now, as I am quite sure
every boy here is familiar with it. This
morning, however, this gentleman
called, in order to see you, Merry, and
he.related to me another story—a story
which T am quite convinced will prave
Merry to be not the coward he has
been called recently by thoughtless
juniors and others. On the contrary.
it will preve him to bc plucky and re-
sourceful to a degree.”

Tom Merry's face crimsoned,

"Under the circumstances, I feel I
my duly.” resumed Mr. Railton, his
eyes rraming over the class“to relale
the story fully, &5 I have no doubt
vour Form-fellows are quite Ignorant
of the truth. Modesty is praiseworthy
at times; but, In my view, \ou have
carried it too far, Merry, my bo;

“It's all right, sir!” gasped Tom
Meiry, in an agonised atlempt lo pre-
vent the sad story being detailed again,
“Tt's all right. The fellows already
know all about it They discovered it
yesterday afternoon.”

There was a chuckle, and MMr, Rafl-
ton smiled.
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“They know that your hands were
burned while rescuing Mr. Rance's son
from ahnost certain death, Merry, and
it was to effect that rescue that you
Irft a chum to fizht an unegual baltle

alone against cdds?” said Mr. Raillon,
“Ye.e-ps,  sir. TL—it's  auite  all
5 they w tand now ! gasped

pless hero.
, sir, we know all about it now,”
“We know Tom Merry
the funk.”

Railton coughed and

smiled

ceedingly glad to hear it!"
he said. “All that remains  now,
then, is for Mr. Rance to speak to Tom
Merry personally—for  which  purpoese
The came here this morning. I hope,
however,” said Mr. Railton, glancing
round the Form, “that you boys fully
appreciate what Merry has done. Apart
from his plucky action, he has shown
remarkable courage and fortitude.
Though he must have been suffering
agonies of pain from his burned hands,

steadfastly refused to make a fuss

d thus claim credit for what he had
done, preferring to suffer in silence.
It was foolish, no doubt: but, none
the less, it shows fine spirit, and I em
d to have such a boy in my

“Hear, hear!" came Grundy's voice;
and it was Grundy who led the ripple
of clapping that went round the room.

“That is all!" Mr. Railton.

And after Mr. Rance had shaken
hands with the blushing Tom Merry

and thanked tum gratefully, the
Housemaster lud the visitor out.
Mr. Linton sheok hands warmly

with Tom Merry as the door closed.
“I will not add to your embarrass-
ment, my boy,” he murmured kindly
“¥ou may 3o to your place now, I
consider, however, that you are a credit
to my Forml|
“Rotl

Mr. Linton jumped. Th
his face as if by magic. He wheeled
round abruptly and glanced with
reandalised eyes over the class.

e_smile left
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“Who dared to say that?" he
thundered, his face going crimson with
wrath. “Stand forward the boy who
spoke!"”

There was a ciem silence. With the
exceplion of one or two fellows, every
face in the room was angry and dis-
gusted. They knew who had called
out, if the master of the Shell did net.

But they did not wish to sneak—
though a goodly number felt like
sneaking just then. It was evidently
just what the fellow who had called
out was relying upon. He did not
move in his place.

The master of the Shell was not de-
celved, however. He had not failed to
note the angry glances that were shot
towards Percy Knox, who was seated
on the rear form, face showlng
ugly bruises, and wearing amstill ygller
scowl. Moreover, Mr. Linton knew
much more than the fellows ooulcl
guess of what went cm in his Foi
outalde lesson-time. lrewd.v
heard much, and the sme of Tom
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Merry's f{eatures and the fc‘mncs af
Pcrq [-.no'c told him mv
“Knox!" he snappe d a dangerous

volce. "Stand out before

Knox_ hesitated, and then he stepped
out and strolled insolently to the front
of the Form. From the juniors came a
low hiss.

“Knox!" thundered Mr. Linton. “I
have very good reason to believe that
it was you who was responsible for
that insolent and contemptlble excla-
mation just now. I presume you will
have the temerity to deny it, wretched

Enox looked round him with a sneer-
ing leer. Since the previous afternoon
scarcely R fellow, excepting his own
pals, had taken notice of hlin, and he
was full of 2 rage and bitter
hatred in consequence.

That 1t had been entirely owing to
his own reckless folly and caddishness
he was far from admitting to himself,
however.

“I don't deny it he said, after a
pause, his voice vengeful and malicious
“It :s rot—spoof from beginning to
end!”’

“Knox!"

“1 dow't care!” gald Knox defiantly,
his lip curling. “I don't believe a
word of that yarn about Tom Merry
saving a kid. It's spoof—a plot worked
by Merry himself to save his face!
He's paid that low bounder of a work-
man to come here with the yarn!”

“Knox, how dare you?' thundered
Mr. Linton, his eyes gleaming angrily
behind his glasses. “How dare you, 1
say, make such a contemptible and un-
charitable charge agalnst Merry?”

“1 don't care!™ sald Knox doggedly,
lus face sulky. “I know what I think
ahout it. anyway. These fools can be-
lieve it if they Like. It was only a few
days ngo they were praising me for
having saved  Herrles from those vil-
lage louts!" he added. with a bitter
sneer. “Now Merry comes aleng with
his rotten les and spool. and they
swallow It and chuck me over!

TOM MERRY'S FYEMY! o

‘There was a deep murmur, and Mr.
Linton almost expioded with righteous
th and indignation.

Knox!” he gasped. *Did I not be-
licve that you are not yourself this
morning, I would Lake you before Mr.
Railton, and request him to report you
to Dr. Holmes. AS it is, I will deal with

you myself. I shall cane you mos!
severely for this impudency Hold out
your hand?!"

I won't be caned!” said Knox
thickly,

“Wha-at!"

Mr. Linton blinked at the burly
jundor in utter and amazed wrath.

“He's off his chump!" breathed
Lowther. “His giddy fall from power
has turnsd his brain. Now for fire-
worl

The fireworks were not long in coni-
Ing—though in 2 way the juniors were
far from expecting. Mr. Linton stood
for a moment in shocked indecision,
and then he snatched up his cans. The
next moment it was lashing across the
burly shoulders of the ex-captain of
the Lower School at St. Jim's.

Lash, lash, lash!

Three times the cane rose and fell—
—but no more than re For sud-
denly an unlooked-for and startling
thing happened.

With a low growl], Percy Knox sud-
denly seemed {o lose control of himsell
in his blind passion, and with a jump,
he snatched at the cane in the master’,
hand,

He grasped It, and there was a brief,
amazing struggle for possession of it.
Then—how it happened nobody saw
clearly—Mr, Linton seemed to stumble
suddendy, and went down with a heavy
thump on the Fonn-room foor,

“Good heavens!™

Snap!

Percy Knox had snapped Lthe cane
clean in two, and in a bilnd fury had
thrown the two pieces at his prostrale
Form-master.

*You howling cad!"

There was a roar in the room—a yoar

of auger—and even as it rang out
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something
Percy Knox.

It was Tom Merry—he was out of
his place ke an avenging sword, and
his st connected with a sharp crack
just und:r the point of the young ruf-
flan's chij

Percy Knox crashed to the floor like

like a thunderbolt struck

a

"Good man, Merry!"”

Ii was a chorus of epproval from the
whole Form. Half a dozen fellows
leaped out to help raise Mr. Linton to
his feet.

And at that moment Mr. Railton
bustled into the room. He stopped
dead as his eyes beheld the amazing
seene.

"Good heavens!" he exclaimed, his
brow golng like a thundercloud. "What
—what—-"

He was just in time to ald in lifting
the dazed Shell master to his feet.
Tom Merry was still standing over the
prostrate Knox, his fists clenched, his

es blazing.

“Mr. Linton!" ejaculated the House-
master. ‘‘What ever can have hap-
pened?  Are you hurt?”

Mr. Linton felt his head dazedly
Then he gasped and pointed a shaking
forcfinger at Knox, who was just stag-
mering to his feet, hugging his aching

Sa

“That—that boy!” he articulated
huskily. “That young hoolican has
dared to attack me, hls Form-master!
He refused to be caned, and he pushed
—actually struck at me!” went on the
master, trembling with rizhteous in-
dignation. " And then—then. even as
I lay prostrate on the ficor, he broke
my cane and thrr\\ e picces at me!"

“Mr. Lintor

gasped  the Shell
master, “are witnesses of that young
ruffian’s behaviour! They have shown
their indignation at Knox's Insubordi-
nation and raseality in an unmistak-
able manner.”

“I can see that, Mr. Linton,” said
Mr, Railien grimly, his eyes on Tom
Merry. “"This—this is unheard of! I
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have becn of the oplnien for some days
that Knox is no fit person for this
Dr. Holmes will know how to
deal with him. If you would care to
lie down for an hour or &0, Mr. Linton,
1 will send Kildare to take charge

here.”
“Very good! I—I think I had
better!” mumbled the Shell master.

He left the room slowly, without a
glance at the sullen Knox. Such a fall
to a man of Mr, Linton’s years was not
a light matter, though the fact that
one of his pupils had attacked him was
a matter that hurt him far mora than
physical pain or distress.

There was a short silence In the
Teom.  Mr. Rallton looked at the sullen,
deflant Percy Knox wi'.h stern, hard
eyes.

“Merry and the rest ut you boys will
return to your places,” he said quietly.

"1 will send KElldare here presen:ly
Knox, you are'aware, 1 presume, of the
enormity of your offence? You have
not only refused to obey your master,
but you have actually assaulted him,
wretched boy! No words of mine can
express my scorn! The least you can
expect as punishment for your offence
is expulsion. You will accompany me
to the detention-room. Come!”

Knox scowled; but he did not move.
Mr, Railton's brow grew thunderous,
and he took s quick step towards the
mutinous young rascal. Even as he
did so Percy Knox jumped back. Then
glancing round him like a hunted
animal, he made a spring for the door,

“Knox! Come back at oncel”
shouted Mr, Railton. *Merry, Lowther,
Talbot, Levison—go In  puwsuit of
Knox! Bring him back! Good

gracious! I belleve it is the wretched
hay s intention to lmve the school pre-
mnct: Hurry, boys!

“¥es. sir

And, with a mad rush, Tom Merry,
Lowther, Talbot,

the runaway—if runawmay he
. They were scething with angry
disgust at the cowardly attack on (heir
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Form-master, and they were only too
eager to do their very utmost to carry
out the Housemaster’s order to the
letter—if they could!

CHAPTER 28,

The Untapected!
R. RAILTON'S {ear thal Percy
Knox was making for out-of-
«daors was very soon clear to Tom
Merry and the Juniors racing at his
heels. In a matter of moments they
were tearing across the quad. On
reaching the School House steps Tom
Merry had just been In time to see
the racing forin of their quarry vanish

through the gates.

“Come on!" snapped
vour beel into it, chaps!
collar that sweepl”

“Yes, ralher!”

At top speed the jyniors tore off
nlonz the Rylcombe Lane. Ahead of
them they saw Knox speeding on, his
boots clumping clearly on the frosted
surface of the lane. It was an icy
morning. wilh white frost on hedge,
and road. and trees. But the juniors
did net feel the cold, hatless as they
were. They were too excited, for one
Lthing, and for another the exercise
warmed them quickly enocugh.

Knox was going out—he had long
ago realised he was being pursued
What his object was in running away
they could only surmise. Possibly he
had completely lost his head at the
thouglit of the dreaded punishment to
come,

“Hello! ©Oh, blow!" snapped Tom
suddenly. " He's taking to the woods!
we'll miss hin

But though Percy Knox had certainly
taken to the woods, it was not with the
inten! of taking hiding there—that
vauch wos soon clear! For he kept
doggediy to the footpath, branching on
to th._ Lypath that led to the river.

sudden fear cluu:bed at Tom
ML'rrJ- bt just as suddenly he banished
it as the reficction came to him that

Tom. “Put
We mean to

TOM MERRY'S ENEMY!

Knox, more likely than not, was
making forsthe Green Man, to seek
sanckuary there—if he could. Such
friends as Knox had made therc were
not the sort Lo farn to in times of
trouble--quite the reverse!

The speeding form of Knox vanished
over the stile on to the towing-path at
last, and a few seconds later Tom
Merry also leaped the stile, dropping
lightly ou the cindered path

He glanced swiftly about him, ex-
pecting to see his quarry vanish' into
the Green Man Inn. But as he looked
in that direction he gave o sudden cry
—a cry of startied horror and alarm.

Knox was not on the towing-path at
all, He was stepping slowly and gin-
gerly across the ice over the frozen
river—scarcely  twenty yards  from
them.

““Good  heavens!" panted  Tom.
“Look, you fellows! He must hel mad
r—

Elhe ice can't be safe yet!

Quite abruptly Tom saw somcthing
else—something that made him cmcﬁ
his breath sharply.

For Knox was not altempting fo
escape across the lce—he was not even
attempting to escape at all. As he
stepped gingerly across the treachero
ice his eyes were fixed with desperats
determination on & black, gaping hole
in the jce half-way across the wide
river. From the gap black, ugiy water
swelled in swirling ecircles over the ice
that still held good. And in the centrc
of the yawning gap showed a head and
a [rantic arm clutching vainly at float-
ing chunks of thin ice.

“It's Burke—Ginger Burke!™ yelled
Talbat.
“Bo it 15! gasped Toin, Stzhting the

well-known and hated red head of the
village youthh “And—and Knox |Is
going in to save him! Well—well—"

Tom was almost overcome with the
startling and utterly unexpected sizht.
But he was not teo overcome to act en
the instant. He was down on the ice,
yelling to his chuns behind, even as a
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heavy splash told him that Knox was

Fetch  ladders—fences—
he roared. “I'm going!™

And Tom was off like a flash, sliding
recklessly over the f{rozen surface.
LEven in that exciting and perilous
moment he found himselfl reflecting cn
the strangeness of the situation. Knox,
the bully, the trickster, and blackguard

the fellow who had savagely attacked
n master—who had shown himself little
better than a hooligan—had gone to
the rescue of his enemy; for Ginger
Burke was still his enemy.

Ready as he had been to lie and
slander and show himself a blackguard
—he was just as ready now to give his
iife for his enemy.

Splash !

Tom was under, and the ley chill that
shot through his very vitals soon swept
his reflections away.

It was the time for action—a des-
perate fight for life In the black, sura-
ing water that bit into one lika2 an icy
knife,

*Hold on, Knex!"

! Knox was holding en—holding on to
Ginger Burke whose head was droo]
ing. 2 trod water desperately, the
heavy village youlh a fearful drag and
burden. His face was white and drawn
—white a5 a sheet, save for a thin
streak of red that trickled down from
a cut in his forehead

A few powerful strokes lock Tom to
him, and he nodded.

“Leave him to me, Knex.
him. Save yourself, old chap!

Knox obeyed as if mechanically
There was a strange, dazed look in his
eyes, and it was clear that his head had
been hurt—possibly by a jagged picce
of lce.

Tom tcok the burden in his strong
young arras; but even so Lhe welght all
but dragged him under. He got a good
grip, however, and just at that moment
there sounded zbove him an encourag-
ing cry:

“Hold on,

I've got

Tommy. Stick it, old
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chap!  We'll scon have you oul af
thag!™

A long, strong ladder seemed to leap
over Tom'’s head. Willing arms reached
down and drew the nnconscious Burke
from Lhe water, and wiling hands
passed him along the long ladder to
those behind.

t was Knox's twn next—though it
was a terribly close thing. He was on
the verge of collapse when hands
grabbed him, and then Tom himself
was pulled out. What happened after
that Tom Merry did not know—he was
uneonscious—as deeply unconscious as
were Ginger Burke and Percy Knox.

i i

.

Tom Menry woke up in the school
sanatorium, and in the next bed he
found Percy Kpox. But he was a
changed Percy Knox, in many more
ways than one. He was thin and drawn
and haggard—the bandage over his
temple making him lddk much worse
than he really was.

And he was changed in other ways.
He shook hands with Tom, and he
begged forgiveness—which Tom gladly
gave. Gihger Burke was the first to get
better of the three who had gone
through the terrible experlence. Tom
Merry was fit in a few days, and his
reinstatement 85 junior gaptain came
as a matter of course, ft at the elec-
tion no other name #is glven in.

Percy Knox, however, was in the
scheol sanatorium for three weeks, and
at the end of that time he quietly van-
ished from St. Jim's. Expulsion—after
that last gallant act—had been out of
the question, of course; but his people
saw it was better for him to leave St.
Jim’'s, and he went, Tom Merry & Co.
heing the fellows who escorted him to
the station.

Percy Knox parted on the best of
terms with his onetime encemies, and
as the train carrying him drew out of
the station the juniors felt genuinely
sorry that he had gome.

THE END,



0s
OUR MAQAZINE OORNER

CURIOUS CLUBS

OULD you like p penguin from
the Antarctic? Or a head-
hunter’s spear from Africa?

©h, perhaps, the bones of a prehistorie
mammolh f{rom the Steppes of
Fussia? Then the place to which you
want to apply for it is the Adventurers’
Club, in Lendon.

Would-be members of this club have
to swear, before they are adnutted, that
they will go anywhere to do anything
for anybody. Anything, that is, bar
crime, Already ndembers have carried
out many queer and risky jobs in odd
corners of the world, and the club is
ready to quote terma for any sort of
Lask, no matter how hazardous.

Ugly Mexn Oaly!

The Adventurers’ Club is only one of
the hundreds of amazing socieiles in
the world. There is one for practically
everybody, Whether you're fat or thin,
tall or short, sllent or talkative, polite
or surly, & rover or a stay-ni-home,
there's a cl.t¥sr you. Even if you are
ugly, you can jo¥= a society of brother
ugles.

That society 1s the “Ugly Club,” but
you've got to be really ugly, and have
the xind of face that breaks mirrors,
before you can hope to be admitted.
All those in the club are described in
the membership book, and from the
followin.> entry In that book you can
oet an idea of what a man must be like
before he's admitted.

This {5 the description of one m
ber's face:

“Littic eyes, one bigger than the
other. mouth euendmg from ear o car
no . ¥'s jaw: visage long
lnoks haggard, odd.

AFTOW;

comic.

A Test of Fatuness,

Addison, the famous essayist—youll
have heard all about him in school—
tells of tvo famous clubs: “The Fat
Men's Club." in Paris, and “The Hum-
drum Club. )

The room where the Fai Men's Club
met had two doovs. One was specially
wide, and anyone who wanted to join
the club had to try to pass through
If he could, he was turned down;
he conldn't, and got stutk, the other
door, a wide folding one, was thrown
open, and he was hailed as a worthy
member !

Thte Humdrum Club was an amazing
It was made up, says Addison,

“very honest gentlemen of peace-
.\ble disposition

that wused to sit
together, smoke their pipes. and say
noflung till midnight."
Peliteness Barred !
Just the opposite was the “Surly

Club," composed of carmen, cabmen,
and watermen, that used to have .t
rooms ncar Billingsgale Fish Market.
As the name suggests, all the members
had to e pecvish souls, and had to
be abusive to each other. Anyone
found guilly of politeness was expelled,
and marched out of the club amidst the
most insulting Ianguage the others
could lay tongue to.

Amerlca gets the name of being the
home of the world's tallest yarns, and

its “Liars’ Club " is apparently doing
its best to see that the US. keaps that
title.

The members must be well versad in
the telling of tall stories, and the club
holds compelitions regulaviy (o elect
its greatest liar. 8o when you hear
sucll a stary as that about the Pittsburg
man who can imitate the crowing of
a cock s0 well that on several occasions
»¢ has made the sun rise an hour early
—tihen you cah miake a guess that the

yarn was one cntered for the Liars'
Club contest, and you'll probably be
correct!
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