



















































































smash him up to-night, if you like. I
don’t care when I do it !”’
“1 suggest Saturday afternoon,”” said

Monty. *‘ Then you’ll be able to get away
and have it out without danger of interrup-
tion.”’

““I’'m agreeable,’

‘< All right.”
morrow afternoon, then.
Spooney wish he had never been born.
mark my words!”’

The boys finished dressing and went
down. The coming encounter between
Tom Merry and Gore was a topic of great
interest that morning. Gore was the big-
gest fellow in the Form, and, as a matter
of fact, was old enough to be well up in
the Fifth long ago. There was no one
in the Shell who could tackle him, and even
Manners, who was a boxer, fought shy of
Gore. That Tom would be hopelessly and
absolutely licked few doubted for a moment.
The only question of interest was what kind
of fight he would put up, and how long he
would stand up against Gore before he was
knocked out.

When the Shell were at work, Mr. Railton

HA

»

said Tom.

growled Gore. ‘ To-
And T'll make
You

Miss Priscilla clasped her

hands nervously as the

doctor turned to her. *‘Oh,

doctor, tell me what Is
the matter |

came into the class-room at the end of a
lesson and addressed them. He explained
how the telegram had been sent to Miss
TFawcett. and asked the boys if they knew
anything about it.

The Shell were silent. Gore shifted
rather uncomfortably in his seat, and Tom
Merry kept his eyes fised upon the desk
before him.

‘““This is a serious matter,”” said Mr.
Railton. ‘“ The telegram was practically
sent in my name, and it caused Miss Faw-
cett a great amount of needless anxiety,
and put her to the trouble of taking a long
and unnecessary journey. I can pardon
a joke among my boys, but this is far
beyond the bounds of a joke. I must,
therefore, insist upon knowing the name of
the culprit. I cannot promise to pardon
him, but if he takes the manly course of
confessing frankly, I can say that his
punishment will be lighter than it would
be otherwise.”

A long silence
remarks.

The boys looked at each other, but no
one was inclined to speak.

followed the Head’s
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Mr. Railton waited a full minute for the
reply that did not come, and then his brow
darkened.

From Phipps, the Head worked his way
through the Form to the top boy.

The answer was the same in every case.

‘“ No, sirl”

Gore gave the reply without flinching.
He felt a slight inward discomfort at tell-
ing a barefaced untruth, but it was not
sufficient to make him own up.

The Head’s brow was darker than ever
when he finished. He felt certain that
one of the boys had told him a falsehood,
though he could not guess which.

‘“ The matter does not end here,’’ he said.
‘“ This compels me to pursue the matter in
a way I wished to avoid. Merry!”’

“ Yes, sir!”’

‘“ You are doubtless aware of the identity
of the boy who sent the telegram. As the
joke, such as it was, was against you, you
are probably aware of the joker’s name.”

Tom flushed a little and was silent.

He would as soon have bitten out his
tongue as told a deliberate lie, but he felt
that he could not give Gore away.

The Head’s quick eye at once read his
flush aright.

““You know whom it was, Merry?’ he
repeated.

‘“ Am I bound to answer that question,
sir 1’

¢ Certainly you are.
answer me at once !’

¢ Yes, sir. I know whom it was,”’
Tom slowly.

Gore clenched his teeth.

¢ Oh, you rotten sneak !’”” he muttered.
¢ See if I don’t pay you for this!”’

“Who was it, Merry?’ asked Mr.
Railton.

¢ T don’t think I can tell you, sir.”

I command you to

said

‘¢ What! You have just told me that you
know I’
‘¢ Yes, sir. DBut it wouldn’t be cricket

to give him away, would it%”’

The whole Shell held their breath. They
were accustomed to surprises from Tom
Merry, but they had never expected to sce
him hold an argument with the headmaster.

(

The red crept into Mr. Railton’s checks.
but he remained quite calm.

“ Merry, it is not for you to think for
yourself when your headmaster gives you
an order. I have put the question to you
before the whole class in order that the
imputation of tale-bearing cannot be
made. Your Form-fellows will know that
you spesk by my direct order, which you
have no choice but to obey.”

Tom Merry was still silent.

“ Merry! You can either give me the
name of the boy in question, or take your-
self the punishment that would otherwise
fall upon him I’ exclaimed Mr. Railton very
angrily.

Tom brightened up wonderfully.

¢ All right, sir,”” be exclaimed. ‘Tl
take the punishment, if you don’t mind.”

““ The punishment,” said Mr. Railton
grimly, ‘““will be a severe flogging, which
T can assure you will not be pleasant when
you come to endure it.”’

“I don’t mind, sir.””

‘“Very well,”” said Mr. Railton. “You

will come to my study after morning
lessons, Merry.”’

‘“ Yes, gir.”

Mr. Railton left the room. The morn-
ing’s work went on, and many &

sympathetic glance was cast towards Tom
by his Form-fellows, and many a con-
demnatory one towards Gore.

Gore himself was feeling and looking very
uneasy.

He felt that he had played a very un-
manly pert in sitting silent while the
burden of his fault fell upon another who
had already suffered by it.

But he had not the pluck to own up and
¢ take his gruel ”’ like a man.

He kept his eyes down while the lesson
lasted, meeting none of the expressive
glances thrown towards him. But when
the class was dismissed, he could not hel.p
learning the opinion of the Shell upon his
conduct. .

“ Of all the rotten cads,” said Monty
Lowther, ““I think Gore is about the
rottenest !”’

‘“ The very rottenest,’”’ said Manners.
‘“ He ought to be scragged !”’
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‘“He wants a Form licking,” said
Jimson.

‘“ The beast 1"’

‘“ The sneak I”’

‘“ The rotter I”’

In the midst of all these compliments
Gore took himself off, followed by a chorus
of groans and hisses.

Tom, on the other hand, came in for
something like an ovation. His cool
¢ cheek ”’—though he had not meant it for
that—in refusing to answer the head-
master’s question had taken the Shell’s
breath away. But they couldn’t help
admiring his nerve and pluck, and such of
them as knew what a flogging
by the Head was like gave him
great sympathy.

‘“You're really going to
take the flogging then, Tom?”’
asked Manners as Tom Merry
turned to make his way to the
headmaster’s study.

‘“ Rather! There’s no get-
ting out of it, is there?”

““ It would serve Gore right
to give him away. He deserves
it. the beast!””

‘“Oh, I can stand the lick-
ing!”’ said Tom, more cheer-
fully than he felt.

“You don’t know what it’s
like,”” said Jimson. ‘‘T’ve
been there, Merry, and I know.
Look here, I'd advise you to
tell the Head the truth and get
out of it!”’

Tom smiled and shook his
head.

‘“ He can lay it on,” said
French, with a reminiscent
wriggle. ““ He knows how to hit scientific-
ally, and he makes you fairly squirm!”’

‘“ Well, I’m off,”’” said Tom, who fancied
the flogging the less the more he heard it
talked about. ‘‘ Better get it over!”

And he walked away to Mr. Railton’s
door and tapped.

¢ Come in!’’ said the deep voice of the
Head of Clavering, and Tom entered.

Mr. Railton fixed a scrutinising glance
upon him.

)

““ Well, Merry,”” he said, not unkindly,
‘“ have you come to tell me the name of the
culprit?”’

¢ No, sir,” said Tom respectfully, but
very firmly.

The headmaster’s
slightly.

“Very well, I will ring for Giles.”

Giles, the school janitor, came to the ring.
It was his business to ‘hoist’’ the un-

brow contracted

‘j?/ﬁf /.
',‘/" “f}(”’ii_,{%’
by ¢ b V‘(

Tom hurled the bolster after the pillow, and Gore recled and
crashed into a washstand as he was hit.

fortunate youngsters condemned to a flog-
ging, and, to judge by his expression at
such times, he found it a pleasing task.
He grinned as he came into the study. He
knew what he was wanted for.

We will draw a veil over the next few
minutes.

They were minutes of anguish to Tom
Merry, but he stood it all with clenched
teeth, and did not allow a single cry to pass
his lips.
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And probably Mr. Railton, who liked
pluck more than anything else, let him off
a good deal more lightly than he would
have let off the culprit had he been revealed.

But the flogging, which was a totally
new experience to Tom Merry, was the most
painful one of his life so far, and he went
from the headmaster’s study with a white
face, twisting about in a most uncomfort-
able manner.

His comrades of the Shell met him with
sympathy.

They could see that he had been ‘“ through
it.””  Some of them had waited outside the
study to hear the expected yells of Spooney.
They had heard the rhythmic swish of the
instrument of torture, but the expected
yells had not come. A boy who could go
through a flogging without a cry was
entitled to respect in the opinion of the
young gentlemen of the middle school.
They patted Tom on the back and thumped
him on the shoulder in the keenest admira-
tion.

‘“Well, you are a real plucky ’un,”
said Jimson. ‘¢ As for that beast Gore, he
ain’t fit to be in the school. I vote we give
him a Form licking.””

““Or frog’s-march him
Close,”” said TFrench.

¢ Make him run the gauntlet,”” exclaimed
Monty. ‘“ A double row of chaps with
knotted towels or slippers, and ?7

‘“ Good wheeze! That’s the idea !”’

“I say,” exclaimed Tom, ‘‘let Gore
alone. He’s got to fight me to-morrow
afternoon, and if I can give him a licking
he’s going to have one.”

‘“ But you can’t!”’

““We’ll see about that,” said Tom;
‘“ anyway, let him alone now. You needn’t
go for him on my account. I don’t suppose
he feels very comfy about it, anyway.”’

‘“ Well, come to think of it, I don’t
suppose he does,’”’ said Monty Lowther
thoughtfully.  ‘“ Let the rotter alone,
chaps. As for his licking Tom so easily to-
morrow, I don’t believe it. Merry has
been our pupil for some time—hasn’t he,
Manners?—and I fancy at least he’s got a
sporting chance.”

““ That’s s0,”’ said Manners, with a nod.

(

round the

“Far as I’'m concerned, I shouldn’t be
surprised to see Merry knock Gore out to-
morrow afternoon.’’

“T’1l do my best,” said Tom quietly.

““I’ll give you another boxing lesson to-
night,”” said Manners, taking Tom’s arm
as the latter walked away, with a rather
uncertain wriggle in his gait. i) § dnn.’t
suppose you feel up to one just at this
minute, do you, Merry?"’

Tom made rather a wry face.

‘“ N-no, not exactly, Manners, old chap.
But to-night I shall be fit enough.”

““Good! Tl put you through it once
more, and if you don’t lick Gore to-morrow
it won’t be my fault,”” declared Manners.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
A Fight to a Finish !
]l'x the morning, when Tom Merry rose, he
still felt the smart of the flogging, but
he was very fit.

During the morning school a good many
impositions fell to the lot of boys who «'hs-
cussed the coming fight instead of attending
to their lessons. .

When at last the welcome hour of dis-
missal came, the Shell crowded out of the
school, greatly relieved, and after dinner
they betook themselves to the chosen spot.

This was at some distance from the school,
a sccluded space behind the boathouse,
shaded by ancient elms that had been the
abode of innumerable rooks for genera-
tions.

Under the elms, in the golden afternoon.
a crowd of boys of all the Lower Forms at
Clavering gathered. Not only the S‘hcll,
but Upper and Lower TFifth, and half the
Fourth Form came to see how Spooney
would show up in the fight.

Their glances were approving as Tom
Merry came on the scene with Monty Lr_)\\'-
ther and Manners. Whether a licking
awaited Tom or not, he certainly didn’t
seem the least hit scared. His face was
calm and cheerful as ever.

Gore came down to the spot with a swag-
ger. Jimson had offered to act as his
second, and Jimson bore a huge sponge and
a bottle to fill with water in the stream.
Monty Lowther was to act for Tom.
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Devigne, of the Upper Fifth, volunteered
to keep the time and was accepted.
Devigne did not like Tom Merry. He was
a bit of a bully himself, and was inclined
to favour Gore. He had really come there
to see Tom Merry licked.

The two boys stripped and faced each
other. Gore was so much the bigger of the
two that most of the spectators, comparing
them, dismissed from their minds the belief
that Tom had even a sporting chance.

‘“ Now, then,’” said Devigne, looking at
his watch, ‘‘shake hands and buckle to!
Time I’

The adversaries shooks hands and
““buckled to.” Gore commenced with a
confident swagger, which seemed justified
by his weight and size. But there was a
surprise in store for him and for the
lookers-on. He drove Tom Merry twice
round the ring, and then his fist came
home on Tom’s nose with a whack that
brought the water to the recipient’s eyes.

But Tom countered swiftly, and before

(

Tom rushed in and hit
out with both fists. Gore
reccived them in the face,
and went down witha thud.

Tom’s
knuckles had come in contact with his

Gore could recover his guard,
mouth, and Gore gave a gasp. He rushed
on furiously, and then came Tom’s chance.
Up came his left in a rapid upper-cut.
Gore wasn’t looking out for it in the least.
Tom’s fist caught him fairly on the point
of the chin, and he staggered back and fell
heavily on the grass.

‘“’Ray, ’ray, ’ray!’’ shouted Manners
jubilantly. ‘“ That’s a sample of the Merry
upper-cut, kids! He’s my giddy pupil!
What price Gore now?”’

Jimson helped Gore to his feet. He
sponged his heated face, and whispered
words of counsel.

““You’ll have to look out, Gore. He
ain’t such a spooney, after all. If you
fancy you’re going to carry it off with a
high hand you’re mistaken, old chap.”

‘“ Rats!”” snapped Gore. ‘‘That was a
fluke.”’

‘“ Hum I”’ said Jimson.
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“Do you think it wasn’t?’’ snarled his
principal angrily.

‘“Time!”” called out Devigne.

Gore stepped up to the mark. Tom
came up smiling, as cool as a cucumber.
The second round commenced, and Gore,
though he had snarled at his second for his
counsel, acted upon it. Ho was a good deal
more careful, and used more science. Tom
received a couple of heavy blows in the
face, but he returned them with three harder
ones, and at the end of the round it could
not be said that Gore had recovered his lost
ground.

The opinion of the onlookers was veer:
ing round now. The fact that Spooney
had stood up to Gore for a couple of rounds
and had decidedly not had the worst of it
showed that he was, in fact, a ‘“ dark
horse,” and that he possessed a quality
hitherto undreamt of.

The fight now became more keenly
interesting than ever. The possibility of
Gore being licked was freely discussed, not
without an expectant satisfaction. The
bully of the Shell was not popular. The
third round was more to Gore’s advantage,
and it finished with Tom on his back on
the grass. Monty Lowther looked rather
anxious as he helped him up.

“TI'm all right,”” said Tom, reading his
expression. ‘‘I let him get one in straight
from the shoulder then, and he can hit!
It won’t happen again.”

And Tom played very carefully in the
fourth round.

Both the combatants received severe
punishment, but neither gained a decided
advantage until the end of the round. Then
Tom’s swift upper-cut came into play, and
Gore ‘“ got it *’ on the chin a second time.
He went down as if he had been shot, every
tooth in his head jarred by the impact.

Monty and Manners exchanged glances
of satisfaction. Tom . was coming out
strong now, with a vengeance. Gore was
looking extremely groggy as he came up for
the fifth round.

‘¢ Better chuck it, Gore,”” said Devigne
curtly. ‘“ You can’t stick it out.”’

““ I’'m going on,”” said Gore obstinately.

(

‘“ All right. Timel”

The last round—for such it proved—com-
menced. Tom was feeling the effects of the
hard tussle, though not so severely as Gore.
He felt that he had the fight in his hands
now if he played his cards carefully.
Taking care to keep out of reach of Gore's
desperate drives, he kept his ndvergnry on
the move, and suddenly, deceiving him with
a feint, rushed in and hit out with both
fists.

Gore received them both in the face,
and went down with a thud. He staggered
up again, and reeled into Jimson’s arms.

‘“I—I’m done!’”” he gasped.

Gore was gasping for breath. He was
utterly and hopelessly licked, and he knew
it. Tom’s face, however, did not express
anything like exultation over a fallen foe.
He held out his hand.

¢ Shake!”” he exclaimed. ¢ We’ve had
it out, fair and square, Gore, and it’§ over
and done with. No need to bear malice.

Gore was not proof against that appeal.
He took Tom’s hand.

“ You’re a decent sort,”” he said. ““ I’ve
felt rotten about not owning up to that
telegram. I wish I had now, and tnk’cn
the licking. It serves me right what I've
got, and I don’t mind saying so. So that’s
off my chest I’’ R

‘“ Well, that’s decent to say so, said
Manners. * You’d both better wash off
some of the marks of the fray now.”

The advice was too good to be neglected.
Tom and Gore washed off as much as they
could of the signs of combat, and made
themselves as presentable as possible to
return to the school. Mr. Railton met tho
boys in the Close, and he looked from Tom
to Gore, and from Gore back to Tom, very
sharply. Perhaps he guessed the facts; at
all events, he turned away without making
a remark, and the delinquents breathed
more freely.

““1 suppose you don’t feel up to any
cricket practice, Tom %’ Manners remarked.

“Don’t 17’ said Tom promptly. “I
can bat with one eye chut, and my nose has
stopped bleeding. Come on!”’

And they were soon at work at the nets.

THE END
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