THE FIRST CHAPTER
Blake & Co. Scent a Jape.
£ AVE you ordahed any fish for this
studay, Blake, deah boy 2 ”’

Jack Blake
fretsaw ceased its opera-
tions for a moment.
Blake, of the Fourth,
was an amateur car-
penter, and fretwork
was his latest develop-
ment. He had flooded
Study No. 6 in the

School House with photo-frames, paper-racks,
and weird-looking inkstands. He was engaged
now upon his masterpiece, a fretwork design

looked up, and his

When Fisher T. Fish, the Ameri-
can junior of Greyfriars, pays
St. Jim’s a visit, he promptly
proceeds to show the fellows
how things should be done—with
disastrous results to himself!

expression showed that he had no time to be
bothered with idle questions.

“Fish 2 he repeated.

*“ Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“ Fish. Have you ordahed any ? ”

Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, Blake’s chum
and study-mate, had
suddenly entered Study
No. 6 with a telegram
in his hand, and a
puzzled expression on
his face.

“ No, ass ! ”” said Blake.
“ Weally, Blake—"
“ Shurrup ! ”” said Blake. “I'm busy. I'm

of the School House at St. Jim’s, and his being interrupted by two silly asses now.”
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Herries and Digby, also denizens of Study
No. 6, were sitting on the table, watching
Blake’s operations with the fretwork, occasion-
ally offering advice that was ungratefully
received, and jolting him from time to time.

“ Have you ordahed any fish, Hewwies ¢ ”

“ No, fathead ! ”” said Herries.

“ Have you ordahed any fish, Dig 2 ”

“ Of course I haven’t,” grunted Digby.

“ Then,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
“ it is vewy wemarkable.”

Herries and Digby stared at him. Blake
went on with his work.

“ What is there remarkable about it,
chump ? ”” asked Herries politely.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD

“ Because, you see, I haven't ordahed any
fish, eithah,” explained D’Arcy, as if that
made it quite clear.

That mysterious remark caused Blake to
look up again, though he was engaged upon &
very delicate bit of the clock-tower at St.
Jim’s.

“ Dotty ? ” asked Blake.

“T wefuse to answah that widiculous ques-
tion, Blake. I wepeat that it is vewy we-
markable. You say that you have not ordahed
any fish——"

“Of course I haven’t, fathead !’ roared
Blake. * What the dickens should I be order-
ing fish for ¢ ”

( 163 )



“ Hewwies and Dig say they haven't
ordshed any fish. I, myself, have certainly
not ordahed any fish. I should wemembah it
if I had. And if nobody in this studay has
ordahed any fish, I quite fail to understand
why they should telegwaph to me that the
fish is goin’ to be delivahed to-mowwow.”

Asthur Augustus held up the telegram.

The curiosity of the chums of Study No. 6
was aroused by that time. They jerked the
telegram away from the swell of St. Jim’s and
read it. Considering that nobody in the study
had ordered the fish, it was certainly, as
D’Arcy declared, a little remarkable. For the
telegram ran :

“D’Arcy, School House, St. James’ Col-
lege, Sussex. Arriving Wednesday, three
F.T. Fish.”

Blake and Herries and Digby read the tele-
gram in astonishment, and read it again, and
Herries even turned it upside down, as if he
hoped to make some meaning out of it by
doing so. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy polished
his eyeglass and gazed at his chums.

“ What do you make of that, deah boys ? ”
asked Arthur Augustus. “ Thwee F. T. Fish.
Of course, F. T. stands for Fwesh Tinned—
that’s cleah enough. Mr. Sands, the gwocer
in Wylcombe, is advertisin’ what he calls
Fwesh Tinned Fish, and I wemembah his boy
Gwimes bwingin’ some heah the othah day
for the house-dame. But why should anybody
be sendin’ us thwee fwesh tinned fish, when
we haven’t ordahed any ? 1 wegard it as
vewy wemarkable.”

“Must be a jape,” said Blake at last.

“ Somehody’s pulling Gussy’s leg, as usual,”
said Herries.

“ Weally, Hewwies——"

“Bure you haven’t ordered any fish ?”
" asked Blake.

“ Quite sure, deah boy. I should wemem-
bah it if I had. Besides, I do not like tinned
things—you nevah know what they’re made

* Might be a present from somebody,” Dig
suggested.

Blake shook his head.

“ Anybody sending a present would sign
his name,” he said.

“ Yaas, wathah | ”

“ Besides, three tins of fish wouldn’t make
much of a present. It isn’t a present. It must
be a jape. Some silly ass has been ordering
fish for this study for a joke, and the grocer
has wired to say they’re coming.”

“ Bai Jove!”

Blake wrinkled his brows in thought. His
fretsaw was sticking in the fretwork tower of
8t. Jim’s, but he had forgotten it. Even fret-
work took a back seat at the idea of Study
No. 6 being japed by a practical joker. If it
was a jape, it was *“ up ” to the chums of No. 6
to discover the japer and foil the japer. That
wag the pressing business of the moment. So
Jack Blake thought it out.

“ Somebody’s pulling our leg, and we've
got on to it through the grocer sending this
wire,” he exclaimed. “ The question is, who’s
the silly ass? It might be the New Housc
chaps 2

“Yaas, that is vewy pwob.”

“ Or it might be Tom Merry & Co—"

Dig gave a shout.

“Got it | It's Lowther ! You remember his
little game some time back—with Ratty—
ordering things for him by telephone.”

The Fourth-Formers grinned at the re-
membrance. The school had not yet ceased
to chuckle over that jape on Mr. Ratcliff.
That gentleman had fallen foul of Tom
Merry and Manners and Lowther; and
Monty Lowther had “ got his own back ” in
his own peculiar way—by ordering huge
quantities of goods from various tradesmen
by telephone, to be delivered to Mr. Rateliff
at St. Jim’s. Mr. Ratcliff had been driven
almost frantic as goods and goods and goods
piled in from various quarters, which he had
never ordered or dreamed of ordering. .

“ Lowther, of course,” said Blake with
conviction. “ He’s been at the telephone
again, and he’s ordered some of that precious
tinned fish for this study. And they’ll stand
round and yell when it’s delivered.”

“ The awful wottahs !

Blake chuckled.

“ But this telegram knocks it on the head,”
he said. * Now we know—and forewarned is
forearmed. We can give Monty Lowther a
Roland for his Oliver. Jolly lucky that old
Sands thought of wiring to us. Come on.
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We’ll ’phone to Sands, and turn the tables
on the Shell bounders.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !”

And the chums of Study No. 6 hurried out
of the study. Three juniors of the Shell
were coming down the passage, and they
paused at the sight of Blake & Co’s excited
looks. They were Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther, the Terrible Three of the

Shell. -

“Hallo! Whither bound ? ”” asked Monty
Lowther. “ Wherefore those excited looks,
my infants ? 7

“ Weally, Lowthah, you wottah—— "’

“Is it a New House raid ? ”’ asked Manners.

“Or has the order gone forth that all
Fourth-Form kids are to wash their necks ? ”
Tom Merry wanted to know.

Blake did not reply to the chipping of the
Shell fellows. He waved his hands to his
followers and shouted :

“ Charge ! ”

The Fourth-Formers charged. The charge
was sudden and terrific. The Terrible Three
were bowled over, and they rolled on the
linoleum roaring, and the four juniors hurried
on, chuckling. Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther sat up, dusty and breathless, and
blinked at one another.

‘“ The—the silly chumps ! *’ gasped Manners.
“ What did they do that for 2

“ The rotters— "

“ The outsiders—

¢ After them ! ” roared Tom Merry.

And the Terrible Three, incensed and
indignant, jumped up and rushed after the
Fourth-Formers. They wanted vengeance,
and they wanted it at once. They rushed
along the passage and down the stairs after
the chums of the Fourth. But they had to
halt then. Blake & Co. had walked into the
prefects’ room, and into that sacred apartment,
where the great men of the Sixth did con-
gregate, it was impossible to pursue them.
The Terrible Three halted outside the door,
baffled and furious.

“ You rotters ! ” howled Lowther.
out!”

To which the
Augustus replied :

“Wats ! ”

”»

“ Come

dulcet tones of Arthur

Kildare of the Sixth looked out of the
prefects’ room, frowning.

“Now, then, none of your rags here!”
he exclaimed. “ Clear off | ”

And the Terrible Three, bottling up their
vengeance for a future occasion, cleared off.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Tit for Tat !
K rpare turned back into the prefects’
room, and frowned at the chums of the
Fourth. Blake & Co. were looking very meek
and mild.

“ What do you kids want in here ? ”
demanded Kildare.

““ Please, we've come to ask a little favour!”
said Blake meekly.

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ What do you want ? ”

“We want to order something from the
grocer’s,” Blake explained. “ Of course, we
could go down to the village, but we shouldn’t
be back in time for calling over, and being
such good boys— "

Kildare laughed.

“ Do you mean that you want to use the
telephone ?

“Yes.”

“ Well, you can use it, and then clear out.”

“ Thanks awfully, Kildare.”

Kildare went back to the window, where
he had been discussing with Darrel of the
Sixth the prospects of the First Eleven in the
coming football season. Blake and Herries
and Digby and D’Arcy gathered round the
telephone. There was a telephone in the
prefects’ room for the use of those august
personages. Juniors were allowed to use it
after asking permission from a prefect.
When the room happened to be empty, they
used it without going through that ceremony.
Which helped to account for the discrepancy
between the list of calls kept at the exchange
and the list kept at St. Jim’s.

“ Bettah let me telephone, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus,asBlake took up the receiver.

Blake snorted and rang up.

“ Rylcombe, 101, he said.

“ Blake, deah boy, you had bettah leave it
to me,” said Arthur Augustus firmly. “ You
see, it will be necessary to be very cautious—"
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“ Sands would recognise your silly voice,”
growled Blake.

“There is nothin’ whatevah out of the
common wun about my voice, deah boy, and
I fail to see why Mistah Sands should wecog-
nise it any more than he would wecognise
yours.”

“Go hon!”

The bell rang.
piece.

“Is that Mr. Sands ? ”

“Yes, sir,” came back a voice that Blake
recognised as the voice of Grimes, the youth
who carried baskets for the Rylcombe grocer.

“Mr. Sands speaking?” asked Blake
innocently, disguising his own voice.

“ No, sir.  Mr. Sands is hout. I’m speakin’
for ’im.”

“ Very good. You have received an order
for some of your fresh tinned fish from this
school—this 1s St. Jim’s.”

“ Yes, sir.”

The Fourth-Formers exchanged glances.
This was confirmation—strong a proof as
holy writ.

*“ That settles it,” murmured Dig, who had
the second receiver between his ear and
Herries’.

“ What is he saying, deah boy ?”

““Tell you presently, Gussy. Was the fish
ordered by telephone ? ” Blake went on into
the receiver.

“I think so, sir.”

“ Very good. It was a mistake—it is not
to be delivered.”

“Very well, sir.”

“ But we shall require some to-night—jyou
hear me 2

“ Yes, sir.  How many tins 2

* Twenty—largest size.”

“ Very good, sir.”

“To be delivered to Tom Merry. Got the
name ? ”’

“Tom Merry, sir. Yes, sir, I know the
young gentleman. Anything else, sir 2 ”

“ Nothing else now, but I hope we can rely
upon those tins being delivered this evening
before eight o’clock.”

“ Suttinly, sir. T’ll bring ’em down myself
as soon as Mr. Sands comes in.”

“ Thank you.”

Blake spoke into the mouth-

(

“ And the other lot that was ordered for to-
morrow mornin’, sir ? ”’

“ They will not be wanted.”

“ I'l make a note of it, sir. Can I send you
anything else 2 ”

*“ Not at present. Remember—twenty tins,
largest size, of your fresh tinned fish, to be
delivered to Tom Merry’s study, with the bill.
Wait for payment.”

““ Yes, sir.”

“ Good-bye.”

And Blake rang off.

“Bai Jove,” murmured Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, “ that’s wippin’ ! Twentay tins at a
shillin’ each—that will stick the boundahs
for a pound—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ They can fork out the quid, or argue it
out with Grimey, just as they like,” grinned
Blake. * Grimey will wait for the quid.”

“The pound, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus firmly.

© Quid—”

»

“Quid ! ” roared Blake. Now let’s get
out.”

And the chums of the Fourth got out.

They returned to Study No. 6, chuckling.
That telegram having put them on their
guard, the consignment of fish ordered for
them would not be delivered—the Terrible
Three would have the pleasure of receiving a
larger one instead.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Prompt Delivery.
oM MERRY looked into the cupboard in his
study in the Shell passage, and gave a
sad shake of the head.

Like the celebrated Mother Hubbard, when
he got there the cupboard was bare. It was
long past tea-time, and the chums of the Shell
were hungry. After their unfortunate en-
counter with the Fourth-Formers, they had
gone out for a spin on their bicycles, and they
had come in ravenous.

“ Nothing doing ? ”” asked Lowther.

“ Half a loaf,” said Tom Merry.

“ Half a loaf is better than no bread,” said
Manners. “ But I don’t think it will go round
among three. How’s the exchequer ? ”’
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Tom Merry turned his pockets inside-out in
cloquent response. Monty Lowther extracted
a bad threepenny-piece from his pocket, gazed
at it sadly, and put it back again.

“You had half-a-crown this morning,
Manners,” said Lowther.

*“ Yes, and I was going to bring in one of
old Sands’ Fresh Tinned Fish, as he calls
them,” said Manners.

“ Good idea ! But we can do without it, if
you've still got the half-crown. I'll cut down
to the tuck-shop—"

“No go!”

“I don’t mind

“The half-crown is gone, vanished, dis-
appeared. I had run out of films—-"

* Films ! ” roared Lowther. *‘ Do you mean
to say you've wasted the last half-crown in
the family for rotten films for a rotten
camera 2"’

“ It isn’t a rotten camera ! ” said Manners
indignantly.

“Can we eat films ? ” shouted Lowther.

(

»

_ can’t eat each other.

167

‘‘Charge | "’ shouted Blake. The Fourth-
Formers charged. The Terrible Three were
bowled over, and they rolled on the linoleum
roaring.

“I don’t know whether you can, but I
kmow you’re jolly well not going to try—
with my films, at any rate!” said Manners
warmly.

“Peace, my infants,” said Tom Merry
chidingly. “ We can’t eat the films, and we
We shall have to ask
ourselves out to tea.”

“Tea’s over,” said Lowther, with a grunt.
“ Everybody’s finished hours ago. Might
have dropped in on old Lathom, and pre-
tended he’d asked us—Levison does that
sometimes when he’s stony, and old Lathom
never remembers whether he’s asked a chap
or not. But old Lathom has fed dogs’ ages
ago.”

“ What about Study No. 6 ?”

“ They've finished, of course.
doing their silly prep now——""

“1 was thinking of a raid. They charged
us in the passage to-day for nothing. We
haven’t settled with them yet. We can’t
allow it to pass—quite against the prestige of

They’ll be
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the Shell. Let's go and raid No. 6, and collar
whatever they’ve got.”

‘“ Hear, hear !

Tap !

“ Oh, come in ! ”* said Tom Merry.

The study door opened, and Grimes, the
grocer’s boy from Rylcombe, presented him-
self with a basket on his arm. Grimes grinned
and nodded to the chums of the Shell, who
stared at him in astonishment. There was a
large and heavy package in the basket on
Grimes’ arm, and it was evident that he had
come to deliver goods.

““ Good-evenin’, gentlemen ! ” said Grimes.

“ Top of the evening to you ! ” said Lowther
affably. “ You've mistaken your way, Gri-
mey. The house-dame doesn’t live in this
study.”

“I've brought the goods,”
Grimes.

 Well, is it a new dodge to deliver groceries
in junior studies?” asked Tom Merry, in
perplexity.

“1 was hordered to bring ’em specially
to this study, Master Merry, and ’ere I
am,” said Grimes.

¢ Great Scott! Is that little lot for us 2 ”

“Yes, sir.”

“ What on earth isit 2 ”

“ The Fresh Tinned Fish, sir.”

The Terrible Three exchanged glances of
astonishment. As they had not ordered
any of Mr. Sands’ special line in Fresh
Tinned Fish, they were naturally amazed.

“ All of it fish 2~ asked Manners.

“Yes, sir.” |

“ How many ? ”

“ Twenty tins, sir, same as was hordered.”

“My hat! Somebody has been making us
a thundering big present,” said Tom Merry.
“1 wish whoever it was had put in a little
variety. A few jars of jam would have been
better than twenty tins of fish. Still, they will
make the half-a-loaf go down.”

““ Hand ’em out, Grimey,” said Lowther.
““Sorry I can’t give a quid tip—I've left my
cheque-book at the bank.”

Grimes grinned, and handed out the package.
.He unfastened it, and disclosed a stack of
twenty good-sized tins.

“ Thanks awfully,” said Tom Merry. “Some

(

explained

“Grimes.

Good Samaritan knows we're stony, and has
sent us that little lot as a present, I suppose.
I—hallo—what’s that ? "

Grimes presented the bill.

“ One pound to pay, please.”

«ph1Y

“ Twenty tins at a shillin’ each, sir, that’s
one pound,” said Grimes, in surprise.

The Terrible Three stared at him.

“ Yes, twenty tins at a shilling each would
be a pound,” agreed Monty Lowther. “I can
do that in my head, without the aid of a net.
But if you're under the impression that we
are going to pay a pound for twenty tins at a
shilling each, my estimable Grimes, that is
where you are offside. See ? ”

“I was told to wait for the money, sir.”

“ Well, no objection to that,” said Lowther,
with an air of consideration. “ Would you like
to sit down, Grimey ? You can wait as long
as you like. You can wait until you turn
into a waiter, if you choose.”

“1T got to get back,” suggested Grimes.

“ Then we won't detain you,” said Lowther
pleasantly.

“I g’pose this ’ere’s a little joke,” said
“But I really got to get back,
Master Lowther. Would you mind paying the
bill 2

“Look here!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
“T don’t know whether you are starting as a
humorist, Grimes. We have not ordered
any tins of fish, and we haven’t any tin to pay
for them. See? There’s a mistake some-
where.”

Grimes shook his head.

“ They was hordered two hours ago,” he
said, ““ and ’ere they are. They was asked for
specially for to-night. I thought that p’r’aps
you young gents was givin’ a feed or somethin’,
and I ’urried down with them as soon as
Mr. Sands come in.”

“ Ordered ! ” exclaimed Tom Merry. “ Who
ordered them ? ”

“ One of your young gents, by telephone,”
said Grimes.

“ Telephone ! ” shouted Manners and Tom
Merry together.

“Yes, sir. I took the horder myself.”

“ Lowther, you ass! Is this one of your
little jokes ? ”

”
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“ Lowther, you chump, have you been
playing the giddy ox ? ”

“ Of course I haven’t!” roared Lowther.
“Do you think I should order the stuff for
my own study, you fatheads. I don’t know
anything about it.”

“T've got to get back,” said Grimes.

“It must be a jape,” said Tom Merry.
“ Grimey, old man, I'm sorry you've had the
trouble; but that stuff wasn’t ordered by
us. You'd better take it back.”

“1 can’t take back stuff hordered, Master
Merry, without special instructions,” said
Grimes, looking obstinate. “ Them tins was
hordered ’ere, and ’ere they are. I come in
a 'urry with them, too.”

“Well, I'm sorry. It was a joke of some-
body or other.”

“P’r’aps you can settle it with ’im, if you
pay the bill,” Grimes suggested.

“ Can’t pay the bill. My dear Grimes, the
whole exchequer in this study is reduced to
one threepenny-bit, and that’s bad | ”

“Well, wot’s to be done ?”” said Grimes.

“ Take ’em back.”

“ Can’t, sir,” said Grimes. *‘ Shop’s closed,
for one thing, and I'm goin’ ome. Besides,
I ain’t no instructions to take 'em back.”

“ Then leave ’em here.”

“ Can’t leave ’em without the money, sir.
You know that Mr. Sands never gives credit
to the young gents, sir. 'Tain’t our custom.”

“ Well, if you won’t take 'em or leave "em,”
said Lowther, “ you'd better put ’em in the
basket and stand there with them. We
can have our tea just the same; you needn’t
bother about us.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'm waiting for that pound, sir,” said
Grimes.

“Keepitup!”

“ Look ’ere, young gents—"

“ Oh, rats ! ”

“1 got to be paid.”

“ Go and eat coke ! ”

“ Hallo, what’s the row ? ” asked Kangaroo
of the Shell, looking into the study, where
the voices were growing a little excited. “ My
hat! You fellows laying in supplies for a
siege ? 7

“ It’s a rotten jape,” exclaimed Tom Merry.

(

““ Some silly ass has ordered this rubbish for
us by telephone, and we're not going to take
it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ What are you cackling at ? ” demarded
Tom warmly.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Cornstalk.
“ Another of Lowther’s little jokes, I suppose.
He’s so funny that he plays jokes on himself !
Ha, ha, ha!”

“I didn't order them, you chump!”
shouted Lowther.

“T'm waiting for the money, please,” said
Grimes respectfully, but with an air of dogged
determination.

“Look here, Grimes, if you don’t clear
out, we'll sling you out,” said Monty Lowther,
who was losing his temper fast. Like a true
humorist, he could never see the humour in a
joke that was turned against himself. “ And
we'll jolly well chuck your tins of Fresh
Tinned Poison after you!”

I got to wait for the money,” said Grimes
grimly.

“ Look here, you ass—"

“ Look here, you fathead—"

“ We're stony broke, if you want to know,”
roared Tom Merry. “ Understand that!”

Grimes scratched his nose thoughtfully.

“You shouldn’t horder the things, then,
sir,” he said.

“ We didn’t order them ! ” said Tom Merry
wildly.

“1 g’pose I shall ’ave to leave ’em without
the money,” said Grimes.  But I shall get
into a row with Mr. Sands if they ain’t paid
for to-morror.”

“ Take ’em away!”

““ Can’t, sir.”

And Grimes settled the matter by walking
out of the study. The Terrible Three roared
after him with one voice.

“ Come back, you silly jay ! Come and fetch
this rubbish ! We're not going to pay for it !”

But Grimes was deaf. He marched on and
disappeared.

The Terrible Three glared at the piles of
tins on the table. Kangaroo rolled in the arm-
chair and roared with laughter. It seemed
funnier to the Cornstalk than it did to the
chums of the Shell.
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“ Ha, ha, ha ! Twenty tins at a bob a time !
Ha, ha, ha!”

“Shut up!”
juniors.

“Ha, ha, ha ! ”

The Terrible Three fell upon the almost
hysterical Cornstalk, and yanked him out of
the chair and hurled him bodily into the pas-
sage, and slammed the door after him. And
they were left alone—with twenty tins of fish
piled on the table.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

A slight Misunderstanding.

Am'mm Avcustus D’Arcy looked into

Study No. 6 with a twinkle in his eyes.

Blake and Herries and Digby were doing their
preparation.

“ Come along, deah boys,” said D’Arcy.

“What is it now, image?” demanded
Blake.

“1 wefuse to be called an image. I have
just seen Gwimes, and it appeahs that he has
delivahed some goods to Tom Mewwy. I
thought we might dwop in and see how they
are gettin’ on.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !”

The Fourth-Formers jumped up from their
preparation at once. They were very keen to
see how pleased the Terrible Three were with
the sudden and unexpected arrival of twenty
tins of Mr. Sands’ special line in Fresh Tinned
Fish.

They hurried along the passage, and found
Noble of the Shell leaning against the wall,
gasping for breath, and with tears of laughter
on his cheeks. The Cornstalk looked at them,
and gurgled :

“ Have you heard ? Twenty tins at a bob
a time—ha, ha, ha! Lowther is so funny
that he has been japing himself! Ha, ha,
ha!”

“1 twust they are pleased, deah boy!”

“ Yes, they looked pleased ! ”” roared Kan-
garoo. ““ Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake knocked at the study door and
opened it. Three furious faces were turned
towards him. The Terrible Three expected to
see the hilarious Cornstalk again, and they
were ready to charge.

“Hallo!” said Blake affably.

roared the exasperated

“T hear

you’ve been ordering supplies on a large scale.
Standing a specially big feed ? ”

“No!” yelled Tom Merry.

“ You seem to have laid in a big supply of
fish,” said Blake, scanning the tins piled on
the table. “ What’s it for, then ? ”

“It’s not for us.”

“ Present from somebody ? ”’ asked Blake.

“It’s a rotten jape of some rotter; some
silly ass has been ordering this rubbish for us
by telephone, and old Sands will want to make
us pay for them. Grimes wouldn’t take them
back.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you've come here to cackle, you can
get out ! ” roared Monty Lowther.

“ Ha, ha, ha! You'll have to pay now, as
you've received the goods.”

““ Yaas, wathah!”

T wish I knew who it was that has been so
jolly funny ! ”” howled Tom Merry.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Yes, it’s funny, isn’t it 2~ grinned Blake.
“ Funnier than ordering three tins for our
study—eh 2’ And the Fourth-Formers
roared again.

“What ! Has somebody been ordering them
for you, too ? ” demanded Lowther.

Blake winked.

“ Qh, come off!” he said. “ You know
jolly well that you ordered three tins for No. 6
by telephone.”

“I1?” yelled Lowther.

“ Yes, you, you funny ass! So we counter-
manded the order,” explained Blake, chuck-
ling. ““ And as it was a pity to disappoint the
grocer man, we gave him an order for you
instead.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You—you—you gave him this order ?”
stuttered Lowther.

“Txactly. One good turn deserves another.”

“ Yaas, wathah ! Ha, ha, ha! I wegard it
as vewy funnay.” -

“ You chumps ! ” shouted Lowther. “ We
didn’t order anything for you. You've got the
wrong pig by the ear, you fatheads !

“ Oh, draw it mild ! ”

“But we haven’t—we didn’t—we never
thought of it ! ” howled Lowther.

Blake whistled.
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“ Honour bright ? ”” he demanded.

“Yes, you chump!” said the Terrible
Three together. x

“ Oh, bai Jove! You have put your silly
foot in it this time, Blake, deah boy!” said
Arthur Augustus. ““ It must have been Figgins
& Co., aftah all.”

“ The New House bounders ! ” said Blake.
“Oh, my hat! Well, it wasn’t our fault.
Lowther is o jolly funny on the telephone, we
naturally thought it was Lowther. If you keep
a wild, funny man in the study, you've only
got yourselves to blame.”

“ Yaas, wathah; that’s quite cowwect.”

“You can pay for them!” exclaimed
Manners warmly.

Jack Blake shook his head.

“No fear, they’re yours. But I'll tell you
what we will do—we’ll take half a dozen of
them off your hands at a tanner a time ! ”

“ You—you—you—-"

Grimes presented the bill for the tins of salmon.
pay, please.” ‘““Eh?

St et o

" The Terrible Three stared at him in surprise.

“ Yaas, that’s a good offah.”

“You frabjous asses!” growled Tom
Merry. “ What put it into your silly heads
that we had ordered stuff for you? Has it
been delivered ?

“No; we got a wire saying the three tins
were going to be delivered to-morrow, and we
telephoned and changed it over for you.”

“A wire!” exclaimed Tom Merry in
astonishment. “Do you mean to say that
old Sands spent a bob on a wire over a three-
shilling order ? ”

“Yes. Queer, wasn’t it 7

“ He must make a whacking profit on this
stuft if he can afford to acknowledge tbree-
bob orders by telegram,” said Tom Merry.
*“ More likely there’s some mistake, and you’ve
put your idiotic foot into it.”

“Wats ! Here’s the wiah.”

Arthur Augustus drew the telegram from his
pocket, and laid it on the pile of salmon-tins.

[ nimg
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The chums of the Shell looked at it.

“ Arriving Wednesday three F. T. Fish.”

“ What on earth does he call it F.T. Fish
for * ” said Manners.

“ That is an abbweviation, deah boy, for
Fwesh Tinned Fish,” Arthur Augustus
explained.

“TLooks to me more like a name,” said
Tom Merry.

“ A name ? How could it be a name ? ”

“ Well, Fish is a name, and F.T. might be
the initials. Are you sure this telegram was
sent from Rylcombe ? 7

« T suppose 50, as it comes from the grocer’s
there.”

“How do you know it comes from the
grocer’s, ass? Look here!” Tom Merry
read from the form. * Handed in at Court-
field.”

“ Courtfield ! ”’ said Blake.
I’ve heard the name before.”

“Tt’s the junction near Greyfriars, where
you change if you're going there,” said Tom
Merry. “Don’t you remember ? ”

“ That's a jolly long way from here,” said
Blake in surprise. ‘ What on earth could
old Sands want to send his telegram from
Courtfield for 2 ”

“ T4 can’t be from Sands at all.”

¢« Oh, rot ! ” said Blake. * Then who is it
from ? Who else sells Fresh Tinned Fish ? 2

“ Yaas, wathah! Answah that, deahboy!”

Tom Merry did not answer it. He looked
at the telegram again, and then he suddenly
went off into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

« What’s the joke?” demanded Blake,
with an uneasy feeling that perhaps some
mistake had been made, after all.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T,o0k here, you chump——"

¢« Explain, you ass Ji2

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry, the
tears running down his cheeks. “ Oh, you
asses! Oh, you burbling jabberwocks! IHa,
ha, ha!”

“ What are you cackling at, you image %
shrieked Blake.

« If you don’t explain—— ” yelled Lowther
and Manners.

“ Ha, ba, ha!”

“ Where’s that?

The juniors rushed upon Tom Merry. They
seized him, and jammed him against the wall
of the study.

“Now, explain, before we jam your silly
napper on the wall | ” shouted the exasperated
Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha! I—I ? gurgled Tom
Merry. “It doesn’t mean three tins of
fish. It means that Fish is coming at threo
o’clock.”

“ Well, it might mean that,” said Blake.
“But it doesn’t make any difference what
time the fish comes. This telegram means
that it’s coming.”

“ Ha, ha, ha1”

Bang !

Tom Merry’s head came into violent con-
tact with the study wall.

“Oh! Ow! Yah!”

“ Now explain, before we bust the wall
with your silly skull—

“Ow! You chumps! Can’t you sce?
There’s & chap at Greyfriars named Fish.
A Yankee chap, bristling with initials 2

“Qh!”

“ His full name’s Fisher Tarleton Fish, I
think. Anyway, he calls himself F. T. Fish.
And that’s what’s coming to-morrow.”

“Bai Jove! Then it’s not Fresh Tinned
Fish at all !

“Ha,ha! No,it’sa Yank—a live Yank!”

“ Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Blake.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
A Fall In Fish.
HBERE was no doubt about it.
Tom Merry had read the riddle.

Now that the juniors came to think of it,
they remembered the American boy at
Greyfriars School, whom they had seen on the
occasion of a visit to play cricket. T.T. Fish
was not in the Greyfriars junior eleven,
certainly ; but he was not the kind of fellow
to allow himself to pass unnoticed anywhere,
and he had made himself known to every
member of the St. Jim’s party.

The mystery of the telegram was explained
now. F.T. Fish, of the Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars, had sent that telegram from
Courtfield, near his school, to announce that
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he was arriving at 8t. Jim's at three the
following day.

“Well, I'm jiggered ! ” said Blake at last.
“1 suppose that’s it. If that silly ass Gussy
had remembered asking Fish to come here—"

“ Weally, Blake— ”

“ Rotten bad form to forget issuing an
invitation,” said Monty Lowther.

“But I haven’t invited him!” shouted
Arthur Augustus.

“What ? He's wired to you to say he’s
coming.”

“ Yaas, it appeahs that he has, but I haven’t
invited him. I weally don’t know what he is
comin’ for. I wemembah the chap now you
speak of him, but I had uttahly forgotten his
existence. I don’t know him.”

“We've been writing to Greyfriars about
fixing up the footer match,” said Tom Merry.
“1 heard from Wharton, their junior skipper,
that one of them might be coming over to
see us about it, and I said that we should be
glad to see him.”

“Tf it’s about the footer, he should have
wired to me, as secretary,” said Manners.

“He may have wired to me as the most
important person,” said Arthur Augustus,
in a thoughtful sort of way. * Yaas, that is
pwobably how it is.”

“But he isn’t their sec.,” said Lowther.
“ Their sec. is & chap named Nugent.”

“May have some important business to
see us about,” said Tom Merry, “ or it may be
just a friendly visit. Americans are free and
easy, you know—and after all, we would make
any Greyfriars chap welcome—they’d do the
same for us.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“One of their chaps came to see Gussy
some time back—what was his name ? ”

“ Gwuntah,” said D’Arcy, “ Gwantah, or
Shuntah, I think.”

‘ Bunter,” said Tom Merry, laughing.
“ Perhaps Bunter’s given a glowing account of
St. Jim’s hospitality, and Fish is coming to see
what it’s like.”

“Bai Jove! I should wegard that as a
gweat compliment.”

““ Well, we’ll make him welcome, and enter-
tain him,” said Tom Merry. “ It’s rotten
luck to be stony just now—we shall have to

(
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stand something decent in the way of a feed

“ Yaas, wathah.”

“Well, you've got enough fish, anyway
——"" Blake remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“F. T. Fish—Fwesh Tinned Fish!”
chuckled Arthur Augustus. “ After all, it was
a vewy natural mistake to make——"

“Tor you—yes!” growled Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“ And now you fatheads can see that you
put your foot in it, you can take that fish off
our hands,” said Tom Merry.

The chums of the Fourth looked serious.
Undoubtedly it was “ up "’ to them, under the
circumstances, to take the consequences of
their extraordinary mistake. Arthur Augus-
tus rose to the occasion in bis usual graceful
manner.

“Yaas, it's up to us,” he said. “ We'll
take the wubbish. I'll send Sands the money
to-mowwow, deah boys.”

“It’s a quid,” said Lowther.

““ A pound, deah boy,” said D’Arcy, gently
but firmly.

“ Quide—

“ Pound—"

“ Well, as Gussy is going to pay, he can
send a quid or a pound, just as he pleases,”
grinned Tom Merry. “ Now take your blessed
potted goods away, Gussy. We want the
table. We'll take one off your hands, if you
like, for threepence.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy:

“ Lowther’s got a bad threepenny-bit, so
if you want to make a bargain—"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll have one on tick,” said Manners.
“You shall have the bob on Saturday,
Gussy.”

“ Yaas, deah boy.”

“Now carry off the other nineteen,”
grinned Lowther. “ They’re your property
now.” «

Arthur Augustus regarded the pile of tins
in dismay. But there was no help for it.
They were his property, and had to be removed
from the Shell fellows’ study.

“Pway lend a hand, deah boys,” said
D’Arcy resignedly.
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But Blake and Herries and Digby were
already gone. Arthur Augustus looked round
from his contemplation of the stack of tins,
and found himself alone with the Terrible
Three. Lowther was already busy on the
borrowed tin with a tin-opener, and Tom
Merry started lighting the fire, and Manners
got out the tea-things.

“Bai Jove! Those boundahs have gone,”
said D’Arcy. “ Howevah, I suppose I can
cawwy them. I've seen a man at a circus
cawwy fifty tins piled up, and put them on his
nappah. You might lend me a hand to get
hold of the beastly things, deah boys.”

The Shell fellows grinned, and lent a hand.
Tins were placed on D’Arcy’s hands as he held
them out, and piled up against his chest. The
pile rose higher and higher. The tins were
placed in a double stack against his fancy
waistcoat, and they rose to his chin, and then
beyond his chin. The odd one of the nine-
teen, laid on the top of the rest, just met the
aristocratic nose of the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Mind how you go,” grinned Lowther.

“ Oh, I can manage all wight, deah boy.
I'm not so clumsay.”

And Arthur Augustus trod cautiously out
of the study with hisload. The Terrible Three
chuckled as they watched him go. The stack
of tins toppled perilously, but Arthur Augustus
was very, very careful. He trod his way down
the Shell passage as carefully as if he were
walking on ice.

Unfortunately, just as he turned into the
Fourth-Form passage, Knox of the Sixth
came along in a hurry. The prefect met the
Fourth-Former in full career. The collision
would not have mattered much at any other
time, but it mattered very much now.

“BaiJove!” gasped D’Arcy, ““ look out——"

But Knox of the Sixth had no time to look
out. Biff!

“ Yawooh !

Arthur Augustus staggered backwards, with
tins of fish showering upon him, thick as leaves
in Vallombrosa. )

Biff ! biff! biff! crash! crash!

“Ow! Ow! Wescue—yawooh! Oh!”

Knox staggered back, and gasped, and then
burst into a roar of laughter.

“Ha, ha,ha! You youngass. Ha, ha,ha!”

(

Crash! crash! crash!

“ Oh, bai Jove! Gweat Scott!
Yah!”

Blake and Co. rushed out of their study. The
sight of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sprawling
amid strewn salmon tins made them yell.
Arthur Augustus sat up dizzily amid the flood
of tins, and blinked at them. He groped for
his eyeglass, but a Fresh Tinned Fish had
plumped on it, and the famous monocle was
in fragments.

“Bai Jove! Ow!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you fellows cacklin’ at? I
fail entirely to see anythin’ to cackle at. Ow!”

“ Youll pick up all those tins, D’Arcy,” said
Knox. “I've a good mind to give you lines
for being so clumsy. Don’t do any more of
these conjuring tricks in the passage.” And
Knox walked on chuckling.

“ Are you wottahs goin’ to lend me a hand
with these tins?” said Arthur Augustus
sulphurously, as his chums roared.

“Tll help you, D’Arcy, old chap,” said
Levison of the Fourth, who had come out of
his study with Mellish. “ You’ve been laying
in a big stock of fish, haven’t you? Lend a
hand, Mellish.” )

Mellish grinned and lent a hand. So did
the chums of No. 6, and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy’s new possessions were carried into
Study No. 6, and stacked there. Arthur
Augustus sat down and gasped. It was not
till some time later that it occurred to him
to count the tins, to make sure that all had
been gathered up. When he counted them
he found that there were seventeen. He
looked along the passage, but failed to dis-
cover any more. He would have asked
Levison if he had seen them, but Levison’s
door was locked, and he did not reply to a
tap on it. Inside Levison’s study, Levison
and Mellish were enjoying an unlooked-for
supper—the chief item on the bill of fare being
Fresh Tinned Fish !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
A Feast of the Barmecides !
]ACK BLAKE finished his preparation, and
looked at the study clock.
“ What price a little supper 2 ” he said.

Wescue |

Bai Jove!”

174 )



D’Arcy looked up.

“ That’s accordin’,” he said. ‘It depends
on the amount of money you spend on it,
deah boy.”

*“ Did you work that out in your head 2 ”
said Blake admiringly. “ Look here, we're
laden up with things to eat. What price
standing a little supper ? There’s plenty of
time hefore bed, and we don’t want that salmon
to eat its head off in the cupboard, do we ¢ ”

“ Good egg!”
said Dig. “I'm
getting peckish.”

“We’'ve got
nineteen tins of
fish j2

“Seventeen,
deah boy. Two
are missin’.”

“Well, seven-
teen is enough to
feed a giddy
army. The Fourth
are playing the
Shell to-morrow,
and we shall have
the New House
bounders in our
team. It’s pax
with Figgins and
Co. Suppose we
ask them over to
supper.”’

Arthur Augus-
tus nodded at the
clock.

“ Quartah past
nine, deah boy.
Bedtime at half-
past.”

“That’s an American clock, fathead.
a quarter to nine. Heaps of time.

It’s
I'll buzz
over to the New House and ask the chaps.
You fellows get the table laid.”
“ Wighto, I'll ask some of our fellotws, too.”
Jack Blake walked out of the study whist-

ling. TFor once the warfare between School
House and New House was suspended. When
the Fourth played the Shell, the respective
teams were drawn from both Houses. Figgins
and Co. of the New House were to play in

(

Blake’s team on the morrow. The football
season was beginning, but cricket was dying
hard. The weather was fine and sunny, and
the juniors had arranged a last match to fill
up the half-holiday.

Blake returned with his friendly foes from
the New House—quite a little crowd of them.
Figgins and Kerr and Wynn, the famous Co.,
Redfern and Owen and Lawrence. And
Reilly and Kerruish of the New House came

‘““Bai Jove ! gasped
D’Arcy. *‘ Look out—""
But Knox had no time
to stop. He cannoned
into Arthur Augustus, and the nineteen
tins of salmon showered over them.

in with D’Arcy. Study No. 6 was crowded
almost to its limit.

““ Jolly glad to see you fellows,” said Figgins
affably. “ We're going to lick the Shell
to-morrow, to wind up the season properly.
Fatty Wynn's in great form.”

“ Yes, I'm pretty sharp set,” said Fatty
Wynn, whose thoughts were on the little
supper. “ We didn’t have much for tea—
only a pie and a cold chicken and some
saveloys, as well as the toast and shrimps.
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Jolly decent of you chaps to ask us
over.”

“ We've come into a fortune in the shape
of tins of fish,” Blake explained. * Seventeen
shilling tins.”

Blake dragged the stack of tins out of
the cupboard. Fatty Wynn’s eyes glistened
at the sight. There were a dozen fellows in
the study, but seventcen large-size tins of
fish were ample to go round.

“Sorry there’s nothing else,” said Blake,
politely. “Plenty of bread-and-butter—but
only fish besides. We could have got some-
thing to follow if the tuck-shop wasn't closed.”

*“ My dear chap, this is ripping,” said Fatty
Wynn. “If you've got a tin-opener, I'll lend
you a hand opening them. I've tried old
Sands’ Fresh Tinned Fish, and it’s all right.”

*“ Anybody got a tin-opener ? ” asked Blale.

“One in my pocket-knife,” said Herfies,
producing that article.

“But how on earth did you get seventeen
tins of fish ? ” asked Figgins in amazement.

Blake explained.

The New House fellows roared over the
story. But a sudden thought occurred to
Kerr. Kerr was a Scotsman, so naturally
he thought of things that escaped the attention
of less canny youths.

“You say that they told you on the tele-
phone that some tins had been ordered from
the school 2 ” he asked.

“Yes,” grinned Blake, “ and, of course,
that made us dead certain that Lowther had
been pulling our leg.”

“ And you cancelled the order over the
’phone ? ”

““ Of course. We cancelled that order, and
ordered twenty tins for Tom Merry’s study
instead.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But it turned out that Lowther hadn’t
ordered any ?”

“ Yes, I've said so.”

“ Well,” said Kerr, with a chuckle, “it
seems to me that you’ve put your little hoof
into it again.”

* What do you mean ? ” demanded Blake
warmly.

“ Why, if the tins were ordered, and Low-
ther badn’t ordered them, they must have

been ordered by the house-dame. And
you’ve cancelled an order by Mrs. Mimms."”

“ Oh, my hat! I never thought of that.”

“ She’ll be expecting her giddy tins, and
she won’t get them,” grinned Kerr.

“ Phew | ” ;

“Bai Jove! I nevah thought of that,
eithah. Blake, deah boy, you have weally
put your foot in it. There will be a wow.
Mrs. Mimms will think that we have cancelled
her ordah for a joke, and she will speak to
Wailton about it.”

“ Better telephone again,” suggested Dig.

“Too late. Sands is closed long ago.”

Blake grunted.

“ Well, a chap can’t think of everything,”
he said. “ Sufficient for the day is the
salmon thereof. Let’s have supper.”

“ How do you work this blessed thing ?”
asked Fatty Wynn, who was busy with
Herries’ pocket-knife. * Where’s the tin-
opener ? ”’

“ Simple enough,” growled Herries. Tl
open it.” He took the pocket-knife from
the fat Fourth-Former. * Oh, I forgot! It
broke the other day, when I was prising open
& box with it. Sorry!” :

“ Haven’t you got a tin-opener in the
study ? ” asked Fatty Wynn.

“ We always depend on Herries,” said Blake
severely. * Now he’s left us in the lurch.”

“ There’s a corkscrew in the knife,” said
Herries. “ You can try with that if you like.”

“T’ll try it with the blade,” said Fatty,
taking the knife again.

“No you won’t!” said Herries warmly.
“ It’ll break.”

“ That’s all right. There’s two blades. If
one breaks I'll try the other.”

“ You—jyou ass ! Let that knife alone!”

“Look here, Herries——"" began Blake.

“ Twy with the pokah,” suggested Arthur
Augustus. ““ Bash the tin with the pokah,
you know, and vewy likely it will burst open.”

“Ass!”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“ Well, T'll try the corkscrew,” said Fatty
Wynn. “T'll—"

Fatty Wynn was interrupted. The study
door was opened, and Knox of the Sixth came
in. The juniors looked at Knox in a hostile
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way. Knox was a bully, and they did not like
him; but as he was a prefect, he had to be
treated with outward respect. Knox grinned
as he saw the stack of tins on the table.

“ Just going to feed, eh ? " he asked.

“ Yes,” said Blake belligerently. * No harm
in having supper in the study, I suppose ?

“ Not so long as it’s your own grub,” said
Knox. *Come in, Mrs. Mimms. Here’s your
tins of salmon. I knew these young rascals
had them.”

“'What ? ” shouted the juniors.

Mrs. Mimms, the stout house-dame, followed
Knox into the study. Mrs. Mimms was a
kindly soul, but she was looking angry now.

“Dear me!” she exclaimed. * Yes, here
they are, indeed. You are very bad boys to
take the goods delivered for me—very bad
indeed !

“1 say, they're our tins ! ’ exclaimed Blake
in dismay, as Mrs. Mimms began to gather
up the fresh tinned fish into a large bag she
carried.

“ You young rascals ! ”” said Knox. * Mrs.
Mimms ordered them from the grocer’s, to be
delivered this evening, and they didn’t come.
But I remembered secing D’Arcy loaded up
with them, and heard that Sands’ boy had
been here, so I guessed you young sweeps had
raided them. Blessed if I ever heard of such
cheek ! ”

“Look here, they’re our tins!” shouted
Blake. “ Gussy is going to pay for them to-
morrow. These ain’t the tins you ordered,
Mrs. Mimms.”

“1 ordered sixteen tins by telephone,”
said Mrs, Mimms. *“ They were to be delivered
to-night. Iow can you say that these are not
the tins, Master Blake ? ”

“ But—but—"

“Take them away, Mrs. Mimms,” said
Knox. * These young rascals must have got
Grimes to deliver them here instead of in the
kitchen. Have you got the cheek to say that
you ordered this stack of tins for this study,
Blake 2"

“ Well, not exactly. It wasa sort of mistake.
But—"

“It was a sort of mistake that will get
you fifty lines,” grinned Knox. * Take them
away, Mrs. Mimms. Sixteen I think.”

HA

“ There are seventeen tins there | "’ shouted
Blake. :

“Yes, seventeen,” said the house-dame,
who was counting them. “1I shall leave the
odd onme. I do not know why Mr. Sands
delivered seventeen tins when I ordered
sixteen. I shall not pay for the extra one.”

And the house-dame left the study with her
heavily laden bag. The juniors gazed after her,
open-mouthed, as she disappeared with their
feed. Knox chuckled and picked up the solit-
ary remaining tin. Fatty Wynn’s eyes were
fastened on that tin, and he had the cork-
screw ready. But the corkscrew was not
wanted.

“You'll take fifty lines each, Blake and
Herries and Digby and D’Arcy,” said Knox.
“I shall confiscate this tin.”

And Knox walked out of the study with the
tin under his arm. That night Knox had
salmon for supper in his study.

The juniors were too overcome for words
for some moments. They had asked numerous
guests to supper on the strength of that huge
and unexpected supply of fresh tinned fish.
And the fresh tinned fish was gone from their
gaze like a beautiful dream. The feast had
turned out a Feast of the Barmecides—that
peculiar banquet in the Arabian Nights where
the viands vanished as fast as they were put
upon the table.

“Oh!” groaned Fatty Wynn at last.

“ Bai Jove!”

““ Oh, rotten!”

Jack Blake looked at his guests with a
sickly smile.

*“ Sorry, you chaps,” he murmured. “I—
I didn’t expect this, you know. There—there’s
still the bread-and-butter.”

“ Thanks ! ” said Redfern, with elaborate
politeness. “I fancy we've got large supplies
of bread and butter at home. Good-night.”

“ Faith, and I'm not hungry for bread and
butter, thankin’ ye all the same, Blake
darling,” said Reilly.

And the guests melted away.

The chums of Study No. 6 were left alone
in their study with grim faces. Blake broke a
painful silence.

“It's all Gussy’s fault, of course,” he said
at last.
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D’Arcy extracted an eyeglass from his
waistcoat pocket. The swell of St. Jim’s had
an unlimited supply of those indispensable
articles. He adjusted the monocle in his eye
and gave Blake a withering look.

“T fail to see how you make that out, you
duffah,” he said. s

“It’s all through you inviting blessed
Yankees to come here, with idiotic names like
Figsh——"

“But I have alweady wemarked that I
did not invite him——"

“And maling silly mistakes over silly
telegrams ! ” roared Blake. ‘‘ Any silly idiot
ought to have known what the telegram really
meant.”

“ Wats! You did not know !

“ Why, you—you——"

“T wepeat—"

‘“ Fathead ! ”

“Duffah !

“ Chump ! ”

“ Wottah !

“ Frabjous ass ! ”

“T wefuse to weply to such oppwobwious
wemarks ! ” said Arthur Augustus, with great
dignity. And he walked out of the study, and
Blake transferred his opprobrious remarks
to Herries and Digby, who replied in' kind.
And the chums of Study No. 6 wreaked their
wrath and relieved their feelings in a terrific
slanging match.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
An Arrival in Style!
sgEr T. Fism, of the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyfriars, stepped out of the
train in the little station of Rylcombe.
Fisher T. Fish was a slim, keen-faced youth.
He had sharp features and sharp eyes of an
uncertain colour. His complexion was sallow
—a little freckled. He walked with the air
of a fellow who owned the earth, or, at least,
was conscious that, owing to his extraordinary
merits, he ought to own it. Keenness, cool-
ness, and an illimitable confidence in himself
seemed the chief traits in the character of
Fisher Tarleton Fish.
He cast a patronising look up and down
the platform, bordered on one side with
flower-beds. It was a very quict little

country station and seldom woke up,
excepting on the occasions when St. Jim’s
or the Grammar School broke up for holidays.

“ Regular Sleepy Hollow, I guess!” said
Fisher T. Fish aloud, as he scanned the
platform. “I wonder if any of the jays
have come to meet the train. Hallo!”

An elegant youth, natty and spotless
from the tips of his gleaming boots to the
crown of his shining silk topper, was crossing
the platform to meet the American junior.
A monocle gleamed in his eye, and Fisher T.
Fish knew him. It was Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s—a
young gentleman whom Iish had marked down
mn his mind as a “ jay ” of the first water.

Arthur Augustus had felt it incumbent upon
him to come down to the station to meet
his guest. He had requested his chums to
join him in doing his Transatlantic visitor
that honour. Blake had politely told him
that he would see him further first. The
Fourth were playing the Shell that afternoon,
and Blake explained that he would see both
D’Arcy and his guest at the bottom of the
Ryll quite cheerfully before he would risk
missing the Form match. The utmost he
would do was to put D’Arcy on the list as
last man in, if the Fourth batted first, so that
the swell of St. Jim’s would have a chance of
getting back to the school in time for his
nnings.

If D’Arcy did not return in time, Kerruish
would be played in his place. But even the
risk of being left out of the Form match did
not deter Arthur Augustus from doing the
polite thing. With Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
courtesy came first and last and all the time.

D’Arcy raised his silk hat very politely to
Fisher T. Fish. He hardly remembered the
Yanlkee junior of Greyfriars, but he concluded
that this must be Fish, as he was the only
fellow in Etons who had alighted from the
train.

“ Glad to see you, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.

““ Same here,” said Fish aflably, as he shook
hands with the swell of St. Jim’s. “I guess
you had my wire, what ? ”

“ Yaas.”

“I kinder reckoned I'd give you a look
up,” Fish ecxplained. * Wharton’s given
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me some messages for your sec. But I guess
I’ve really come over to see you.”

“You are vewy kind. I wegard it as an
honour,” said Arthur Augustus, in a stately
way.

Fisher T. Fish nodded, as if he regarded it
as an honour, too.

“ Pretty sleepy here, what ? *” he said, as they
walked out of the station.

*“ Slecpiah than Gweyfwiahs ? 7
D’Arcy mildly.

Tish yawned.

“Nope! Got me there! First time I
came to this old island I fell asleep. Like
getting into bed, you know, after New York.
Ever been to New York ? ”

“ Yaas.”

“ Guess it struck you as some city, eh ?

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had to reflect a

asked

Fisher T. Fish swiped at the ball wildly and com-

The middle stump was

pletely missed it. Crash ! s
““How's that?’

knocked out of the ground.
came a joyful yell.

little before he understood. At St. Jim’s he
studied English, German, and French, as
well as Latin ; but American was not in the
curriculum. It was a new language to him.

“Yaas,” he said, at last. ‘‘ You mean
as a gweat city 27

“ Just a few,” said Fish.

“ Yaas.”

“You spotted the skyscrapers, what 2 ”’

“Yaas: you mean those howwid gweab
buildin’s evah so high: 2

“Horrid | said Fish, with a sniff. “I
guess that’s your English ideas. My word!
They’re the last word in construction—some-
Why, in some of our burgs, I can tell you,
we’ve got skyscrapers that simply shut the
sun out, right out of sight. Down on the
side-walk you feel as if you were underground.
‘What do you think of that ?
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“ It must be wotten,” said D’Arcy gently,
under the mistaken impression that Fisher T.
Fish wanted sympathy.

“Rotten!” ejaculated Tish. “Oh, my
hat! Iswow!”

“ You—you what ? ”’ gasped-D’Arcy. The
verb to swow was entirely new to him.

*“ Oh, that puts the lid on,” said Fish.
“ Did you ever go on the trolleys ?

“ Twolleys ! ** exclaimed D’Arcy, in amaze-
ment. “ Certainly not. I believe my lug-
gage_ »

*“ Your baggage, you mean ? ”

“My luggage was wheeled on twolleys,
pwobably, but I should certainly not think
of being wheeled on a twolley myself. I should
wegard it as undignified.”

Fisher T. Fish chuckled.

“T believe you call ’em trams over here,”
he replied.
“Oh!

twams.”

“ Trolleys | ”

“ Twolleys, if you like, deah boy,” said
Arthur Augustus, gracefully yielding the
point. “I’ve got a twap here to take us to
St. Jim’s. The station cab is vewy slow, and
it takes some time to walk. We're playing
cricket this afternoon. Pewwaps you would
like to see the match ?

“Yep. Cricket is my strong holt,” said
Figher T. Fish. “T'll play for you if you
like, if you’ve got a tough team to beat.
I guess that’s just where I live.”

“I'm playin’ in the eleven, if I get back
in time,” said D’Arcy. * Here is the twap.
Pway jump in.”

Fisher T. Fish jumped in, in the driver’s
seat, somewhat to Arthur Augustus’s dismay.
He had intended to drive himself. The
horse was a good one, and somewhat mettle-
some.

There were a good many things Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy could not do, perhaps;
but among the things that he could do was

picking out a good horse. His knowledge of
horseflesh was unlimited, and at the livery
stables they never tried to palm off a crock
on him when he wanted a drive.

“You are goin’ to dwive, deah boy ?” he
asked.

Yaas. I certainly went on the

(

“1 guess I'm sume driver,” said Fish.

‘“ The horse is wathah fwesh.”

“ That's all right. I guess I could drive the
freshest mustang you could scare up in Texas
or out of it.”

‘“ All wight, then.”

D’Arcy’s code made it imperative to him
to yield to a guest on all points. He did not
mind making the little sacrifice, if Fish could
drive. And the Yankee schoolboy scemed very
confident about it.

Fish gathered up the reins in a business-
like manner, and the trap started down the
old High Street of Rylcombe.

The horse was fresh, and the horse was
intelligent. He had felt the hand of a master
on the reins when D’Arcy drove him from St.
Jim’s. He did not feel the hand of a master
now. It took the horse about two minutes
to discover that he could do as he liked with
his driver, and he proceeded to do as he liked.

The first thing to do was to break into a
gallop, and he took the trap down the village
street at a speed that was alarming. The
High Street of Rylcombe was not arranged
for that kind of thing. Children played there
fearlessly, geese wandered where they would,
countrymen stood in the middle of the old
street to chatter the latest news about the
crops, the weather, and Farmer Giles’ black
bull. The career of the trap, with Fisher T.
Tish driving, was fearsome.

“Pway pull in the horse, deah boy,” mur-
mured D’Arcy.

Fisher T. Fish shook his head. As a matter
of fact, he could not have pulled in the horse
to save his life, and he knew it. But it was
not Fisher T. Fish’s way to admit that he
couldn’t do anything. Hamlet’s advice, to
assume a virtue if you have it not, was taken
by F. T. Fish. If he couldn’t do a thing, he
guessed it was up to him to pretend that he
could if he liked, but wouldn’t take the trouble.

“ Al 0.K.,” said Fish airily, as the horse
ran away with him. “ I always give the beast
his head, you know. Yep!”

“ But if you wun ovah somebod. 2

“1 guess they should keep clear.”

“ But weally. »

** You watch me ! ” said Fish confidently.

D’Arcy did not watch him, however; he
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watched the street and the inhabitants there-
of. He watched geese run cackling to escape,
he watched frightened hens sailing into shops
or houses ; he watched Gaffer Jones make a
wild spring for his life, leaving behind him the
stick with which he had plodded about Ryl-
combe for unnumbered years. He heard the
shrill squeal of a pig as the wheel of the trap
grazed it.

Then, fortunately, they were out of Ryl-
combe, with nobody killed.

On the wide country road Fisher T. Fish
said he would let the horse have his head—
the horse having already taken it.

The squeaks and yells and squeals and
cackles had excited the horse, and what had
begun in mischief ended in real fright. The
horse was running away, and it required an
iron hand on the reins to pull him in. As Fish
could not pull him in, he let him dash on,
and the pace of the trap increased alarmingly.
The light vehicle swayed and bumped from
side to side, and the occupants clung to it.
It looked as if they might be shot out any
moment, if the trap did not overturn them
into the ditch and roll over on them.

“ Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “I
weally wish you would pull- him in, deah
boy.”

1 guess he’s going all right.”

“ But it is dangerous. Suppose we meet a
cyclist 2

“ All the worse for the jay on the jigger, I

ess.”

“ Weally, Fish——"

“It’s all 0.K. He’s tiring himself out, and
I guess he’ll slacken.”

Fortunately they did not meet a * jay ” on
a “jigger.” But the horse showed no signs
whatever of tiring himself out. He was good
for many miles, at any rate, and it was doubt-
ful if D’Arcy himself could have pulled him
in now. And Fisher T. Fish could as easily
have carried him in his arms as pull him in.
But the cool grin of confidence did not leave
TFish’s keen, thin face. He held on to the reins
as if he were still driving, though he was in-
wardly wondering what was going to happen.

A grey tower rose over the trees.

*“ There’s the school ! ” exclaimed D’Arcy.
“ Pewwaps you had bettah give me the weins,

Fish, deah boy. We can’t dwive in at this
wate.”

“ That’s the gate ?” asked Fish, as the
great stone gateway of St. Jim’s came into
sight down the long road.

“ Yaas.”

“T’ll turn him in, and then he’ll slacken
down.”

“ Bai Jove ! ”

Fisher T. Tish probably would not have
succeeded in turning the horse in at the gate-
way, but for the fact that the animal knew the
way well, having often been driven by D’Arcy
of the Fourth. He was willing to turn in at the
gates, and he turned in. But he did not slacken
down ; he dashed on furiously, and gravel flew
in clouds from under the lashing heels. There
was a shout from fellows in the quadrangle—
a shout that rose to a roar.

“ Look out ! ”

“ Stop him ! ”

“ Pull him in, you ass!”

The horse dashed on, fellows scattering
before his charge. Fish dragged him aside as
he seemed bent on charging up the steps of the
School House. The horse careered away off
the drive, with the trap bounding behind. On
the cricket field the juniors were busy, but
play ceased at the sight of the trap and the
runaway horse. For the runaway, seeing the
playing-fields stretching wide before him,
dashed right at them, and with a clatter of
hoofs and a rattle of wheels he came thunder-
ing upon the cricket-pitch.

The fieldsmen scattered like magic.

The trap drove on over a wicket, and the
wicket keeper leaped for his life. Someone
ran at the horse’s head and he swerved sud-
denly. There was a crash as the trap over-
turned, and the horse went over with it,
sprawling and lashing. D’Arcy and Fisher T.
Fish rolled over on the turf out of reach of
the horse. The swell of St. Jim’s sprawled on
his crunching topper. Fisher T. Fish sat up
dazedly.

The cricketers surged round in fury.

“You fathead—"

“You crass idiot—"

“You lunatic—"

*“ You dangerous duffer—"

“Whoisit?”

3>
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“Pway don’t wag him, deah boys,” said
Arthur Augustus faintly. “It’s Fish, from
Gweyfwiahs.”

“Fish! Oh!”

Fisher T. Fish grinned feebly.

“Yep! I'm Fisher T. Fish—and I guess

I’ve arrove.”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Fish Helps !

1SHER T. F1sH had arrived—or arrove, as

he preferred to call it.

He had “arrove” in a decidedly sensa-
tional manner.

There was no possibility for anybody at
St. Jim’s to fail to learn the fact that Fisher
T. Fish of New York had arrove.

The cricketers, who had been about to
commit assault and battery on the escaped
lunatic who had interrupted the game and
ploughed up the pitch, paused in time.

The kicking horse was soothed and
secured, and led away. Tom Merry, who was
fielding, picked up the American junior.
Blake dropped his bat and helped Arthur
Augustus to his feet.

The swell of St. Jim’s was a little dazed.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. ‘“Is the
horse hurt ? ”

“ No, he’s all right,” said Blake.

“ Good. Is that cwass ass hurt—I—I
mean is Fish hurt ? ”

“Ha, ha! I think not.”

“I guess I'm all right,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “1It would take more than that to
hurt me, I reckon. We don’t grow soft over
there.”

““ Over where ? ”” asked Blake.

“In the Yew-nited States,” explained
Fish.

“1T should think a fellow who drives like
that must be in a be-nighted state,” mur-
mured Monty Lowther.

“T'm glad there’s no damage done,” said
Fish, looking round. .

“No damage,” howled Figgins.
at the pitch.”

“ Yaas, wathah, and look at my clothes,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “1 have
wolled ovah on the pitch—my clothes are
howwibly dirtay——"

““ Look

(

“You can’t touch pitch without being
defiled,” said Monty Lowther solemnly.
But Arthur Augustus was not in the humour
to appreciate Lowther’s puns.

“Pway don’t make idiotic jokes, Low-
thah,” he said. “ 1T wegard this as wotten.
Tish told me that he could dwive.”

“T guess that’s just where I live,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “ You can’t scare up many
galoots on this side that can drive like me.”

“None at all,” grinned Tom Merry.
“ There are some fellows who would drive
like you, if they could—but we keep ’em
shut up in Colney Hatch, out of harm’s
way.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you wouldn’t mind getting off the
pitch, we’ll go on playing,” said TFiggins
gruffly.

Fisher T. Fish walked off the pitch. He
was a good deal shaken, but his airy confi-
dence had not deserted him. And he was
not really displeased at having arrived in
such a sensational manner. Fisher T. Fish
loved the limelight. He strolled to the
pavilion, and stood dusting himself down
and looking on as the cricketers resumed the
game. Blake and Herries were batting, and
the score showed four down for the Fourth
Form for twenty-six runs.

Arthur Augustus disappeared into the
School House. He had to change into his
flannels for the match, and he felt badly in
need of a wash and a brush-up, anyway. He
was in good time for the game. Fisher T.
Fish’s brilliant driving had at least landed
the juniors at St. Jim’s in good time—
though it had landed them on their necks.

Fisher T. Fish joined the group of waiting
batsmen, and joined cheerily in the remarks
passed upon the play. From Fish’s observa-
tions, it appeared that he was a first-rate
cricketer. “At all events, he certainly had no
hesitation in passing criticism on the play.

“T guess your field wants to get a move
on, some,” he remarked to Figgins.

“ What’s the matter with ’em ? 7 asked
Figgins, not very cordially. He was not
very favourably impressed with the Trans-
atlantic junior.

“ Blow,” said Fish. * All-fired slow.”
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‘‘Top-notch
fieldsmen at Grey-
friars, I suppose?”’
said Kerr sarcasti-

cally.
“Nope; much
the same. I find

everything very
slow over here. <t
You should see
how we play
cricket over there,
in the Yew-nited
States.”

‘““You play
cricket over
there 2 asked
Redfern, with
heavy sarcasm.

“Not so much
as you do over
here,” said Fish.
“But we play it. Quality
instead of quantity, I guess.”

The juniors looked at him as
if they would eat him. St.
Jim’s prided itself upon its
cricket. If Fish had not been
a guest at St. Jim’s he would
have been answered in words
plainer than his own. But he
had a double claim on the
forbearance of the St. Jim’s
fellows—as a guest, and as a
stranger in a strange land. So
they gave him his head, as
Kerr expressed it in a whisper. But, like the
horse to which Fish had given its head when
he drove it, he would have taken it in any
case.

“T'd like to show you some cricket,” Fish
remarked. I guess I could open your eyes,
some. Yes, sir.”

* Bravo, Blake ! ” shouted Dig, as Blake
drove the ball away. Kangaroo of the Shell
was bowling, and bowling well, but Blake
was scoring fast.

Tigher T. Fish grinned patronisingly.

“ Wasn’t that a jolly good hit?” de-
manded Dig, a little excitedly.

“Yep, I dare say. But the bowling’s

iy /// A
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Fisher T. Fish clambzrcd desperately up the wall of the shed, putting
a foot through a window. The angry Towsers jaws snapped only
inches away from him as he scrambled up.

‘“ Gee-whiz | "’ gasped Fish.

weak,” said Fish. “ That guy won’t take
that wicket in a month of Sundays. You
watch out.”

The next ball down knocked Blake’s
middle stump out of the ground, and Jack
Blake carried his bat out. The juniors looked
at the oracle from New York. They were
sorry to see Blake’s wicket go down, but
there was some satisfaction in seeing Fish’s
prediction falsified as soon as it was out of his
mouth. But if they expected to see Fisher
T. Fish looking sheepish, they were dis-
appointed.

“ I guess I could show that pilgrim how to
bat,” was all Fish said.
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Figgins grunted and went in. Jack Blake
caught Fish’s remark, and his eyes glinted.
He had batted well, and it was only the first-
class bowling of the Australian junior that
had beaten him. Blake prided himself upon
being a cricketer from a cricketing county,
and Fish’s criticism touched him on the
raw.

“ Do you bat for Greyfriars ? ” he asked.

Fish shook his head.

“No. I guess I haven't time to play for
the junior eleven. Besides, it wouldn’t really
do. No good having a top-hole cricketer
among & lot of average jays. Like a whale
among the tadpoles, you know.”

“T’d like to see you bat,” growled Blake.

“T'll bat for your team, if you like,” said
Tish readily. “If you've got a tough pro-
position in this match, and want help, I'm
your antelope.”

Blake hesitated. He was very keen to see
the Greyfriars Yankee bat, to see whether
there was anything in his “ gas.” If he was
half so good a cricketer as he evidently
believed he was, he would be a valuable
addition to any team. But he shook his
head. It would not do to take the risk. The
match was a pretty close one, and Blake
could not afford to risk throwing away a
wicket.

Herries went down to Vavasour’s bowling,
and Redfern went in. Redfern and Figgins
between them made the fur fly. The runs
began to pile up. The juniors were cheering
the two New House fellows loudly when
Arthur Augustus arrived upon the field in
spotless white, with a Panama hat on.

“ How’s it going, deah boys ?” he asked.

“ Bix down for fifty,” said Blake.

“Not bad,” said Arthur Augustus. “If
I make a centuwy, the Shell won’t have the
slightest chance of beating us.”

“Go hon!” snorted Blake. “I've made
eighteen, so you're dead certain to make a
century, I don’t think.”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Hullo! There goes Reddy!”

Redfern had been caught out by the Corn-
stalk. Reilly went in. But the Belfast
junior had bad luck. He had only made
four when a deadly ball from Kangaroo

(

whipped out his leg stump, and he came
off looking rather blue.

“ Eight down for fifty-four,” said Blake.

“1 guess this side wants bucking up,” re-
marked Fisher T. Fish, apparently quite
unconscious of the fact that he was taking
liberties in passing such open criticism on the
cricket. Trifles like that did not trouble
Fisher T. Fish. “ Now, that galoot ought
to have played back to that ball.”

Reilly, who had just come off the pitch,
gave the American junior a basilisk glare as
he heard that remark.

“Ye howling gossoon!” he exclaimed.
“I played a bit too far back, and that’s
why I was out. Phwat do you know about
cricket, intirely 2 When Reilly was excited,
the accent of the Emerald Isle came out more
strongly, and he had reason to be excited now.
He was greatly inclined to “ dot ” the Yankee
junior’s sharp nose.

“T guess I know the game from A to Z,”
said Fisher T. Fish confidently. * That ball
would have been a boundary for me.”

“ Sure, and it’s a pratin’ ass ye are—"

“Steady ! ” murmured Blake. ‘ Honour
the guest that is within thy walls.”

“ Shurrup, Reilly.” 5

Reilly grunted and walked away. He did
not wish to be rude to a guest, but as he con-
fided to his chum Kerruish, he was “ fed up
intirely ” with Tisher T. Fish already. But
Fisher T. Fish was not at all disconcerted by
Reilly’s plain speaking. He was a plain
speaker himself—very.

Figgins was out at last.
seventy when his wicket fell.
tus D’Arcy put on his gloves.
touched him on the arm.

“1 guess you've got a low score,” he
remarked.

“Yaas; I'm goin’ to twy to buck it up.”

“ Other side good at batting ?

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Then you haven’t much of a look in, I
guess. That fat chap at the other end seems
some of a stonewaller, and what you want
is a really top-notch bat at this end to pile
up the runs.”

“Yaas; I'm goin’ to pile up all I can, while
Fatty Wynn stonewalls,” explained D’Arcy.

The score was at
Arthur Augus-
Fisher T. Fish
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‘“ Better put me in.”

“Rp 27

“I guess I'd pull the game out of the fire
for you,” said Fish confidently. I don’t say
I should make a century. The other fellow
couldn’t keep up his end long enough, I
guess. But so long as the fat chap can keep
the innings open, you can count on mo for
the runs. I guess you'd better play me.”

“ Weally, Fish—"

Arthur Augustus looked distressed. He
did not like to refuse a request made by a
guest. But he felt that Fish’s request was
unreasonable. Fish’s batting was an un-
known quantity, and if it was anything like
his driving, it was not likely to do the side
much good. And Arthur Augustus wanted to
bat. He had high hopes of pulling the game
out of the fire with brilliant batting, while
Fatty Wynn stonewalled at the other end.

*“ Better do it,” said Fish urgently. “I
don’t like to see you beaten.”

“ But you're not in flannels, deah boy.”

“1 guess I can bat as I am.”

“You see, I'm not the skippah,” said
D’Arcy feebly. “ You must speak to Blake.”

Figher T. Fish turned to Blake.

“ Put me in and save the match,” he said
tersely.

Blake grunted.

“1 suppose it is up to us to play him,
if he wants to,” murmured Arthur Augustus,
aside. “I wish you had put him in mstead
of Hewwies or Weilly.”

“Catch me!” said Blake. “Tll put
him in instead of you, if you like. It can’t
make much difference—you can’t play Kangy’s
bowling.”

“ Weally, Blake, I fully intend to make a
centuwy——"

“ But Kangaroo doesn’t intend to let you,
and it’s Kangy’s intentions I'm thinking of,”
grunted Blake. “I suppose you would be
good for a dozen, with luck.”

*“ Last man in,” called out Figgins.

“If you like to stand aside for Fish, I'll
put him in,” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus suppressed a groan. -

“All wight,” he said. “ Ask the Shell
chaps to wait a few minutes while he changes.
T'll lend him some clobbah.”

Fisher T. Fish did not take long to change.
He came out of the pavilion in three minutes.
He accepted D’Arcy’s beautiful bat, and
swung it lightly as he walked on to the field.
The Fourth-Formers watched him with keen
interest. After all, in spite of the super-
abundant “gas” of Fisher T. Fish, it was
possible that he was a good bat, and nobody
but D’Arcy had faith in D’Arcy’s power of
piling up a century. D’Arcy would have
made a dozen runs—with luck, twenty or so.
The fellows who had played Greyfriars knew
that the juniors there were good cricketers,
and it was likely enough that Fish was as
good as the rest. So they were contented
to see him go on, and they were ready to
cheer him to the wide if he made a good
score.

Fisher T. Fish took up his position at the
wicket with airy confidence. It was the last
ball of an over, and Kangaroo of the Shell
was bowling. The Australian looked along the
pitch, marked Fisher T. Fish with his eye,
and smiled. The fieldsmen knew his smile,
and they smiled in anticipation.

Down came the ball, like a four-point-seven
shell. Fisher T. Fish swiped at it gaily, and
his bat described a circle in the air.

Crash !

Tisher T. Fish looked at his wicket. The
middle stump was clean out of the ground,
and reposing along with the bails. From the
whole field came a joyful yell :

“ How's that 2 ”

And the umpire sniggered as he yelled in
response :

“Out!”

‘I guess that gets me,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“1 say, wasn’t that a trial ball 2 ”

“Ha, ha, ha!1”

““ T guess this is where you get off the earth,”
remarked Manners, the wicketkeeper.

Tisher T. Fish walked off. The crowd before
the pavilion greeted him with grim looks. He
had batted for them and had scored a duck.
Fatty Wynn came off wrathfully. He was
not out, and he was angry.

“ What did you send that idiot in for,
Blake ? ” he demanded excitedly.

“Shush ! ”

“ Gussy would have been bad enough!”

( 185 )



howled Fatty. * He would have run me out,
expect—""

“ Weally, Wynn—"

“But to plant that straddling cuckoo on
me, and chuck my wicket away——"

TFigging and Kerr led the wrathful Fatty
away to console him. Fatty Wynn was in a
humour to lay his bat about Fisher T. Fish.
The innings was over, and the Fourth were
all down for seventy runs. The Shell fellows
were smiling. They were good for o hundred,
anyway, if a hundred should be wanted.

Blake could have said many things to
Fisher T. Fish; but he restrained them. He
felt that the Greyfriars chap must be feeling
pretty bad at having let his side down in that
disastrous manner. But he did not know
F. T. Fish.

There was no sign of abatement in the
jauntiness of that cheerful youth.

“I guess that lets me out,” said Fish
calmly. “ You see, the bowling was wild,
very wild. I'm accustomed to playing first-
class bowling over there. Things happen like
that sometimes. First-class bat knocked out
by a bad bowler. You see the point ?

Blake & Co. did not reply. Their feelings
were too deep for words.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
F. T. Fish Shows How it is Done.
THE Shell innings opened with Tom Merry
and Kangaroo at the wickets. Blake
led his merry men out to field, Fisher T.
Fish among them. Arthur Augustus had
. gently hinted to Fish that he needn’t trouble
to field; but Fish was stone deaf to gentle
hints. He had shown the St. Jim’s fellows
what batting was like “ over there,” and now
he was going to show them what fielding was
like, and bowling. He calmly requested Blake
to let him bowl the first over.

Blake gave him a look that ought to have
withered him on the spot—but Fisher T. Fish
took a great deal of withering.

“ Bowl the first over,” said Blake.

“Yep!”

“ We're playing cricket, you know,” said
Blake sarcastically. “ This isn’t a screaming
farce.”

“I guess it would encourage the side if

you get the hat-trick in the first over,” said
Fish. “ You’ve made a pretty low score, and
as it’s a single-innings match, you've got
to pick up on the bowling. That’s where I
come in. I'm a dab at batting, but bowling
is my strong holt.”

And Blake gave him the ball, out 9f sheer
curiosity to see what he would do. Fisher T.
Fish made his preparations very carefully.
He felt that the eyes of all the field were upon
him. All the spectators were watching him.
It was a great opportunity for F. T. Fish
to open the eyes of the Britishers on the
subject of bowling, and he was prepared to
do it.

He bowled to Tom Merry. He took a little
run, and turned himself into a catherine-wheel,
and the ball went down. The wicketkeeper
gathered it in with a grunt. It was the widest
of wides.

But Fish was not abashed. He sent down
the second ball and waited for the crash of the
wicket. It was the crash of the bat that he
heard. The ball flew—but the batsmen did
not run. Tom Merry knew it was a boundary.

“ Ahem ! ” murmured Fish.

The third was knocked away for three.
Then Kangaroo was facing the bowling. The
rest of the over added ten runs to the score,
and the Shell fellows smiled. Blake, in a deep
voice, told Fisher T. Fish to go into the field,
and tossed the ball to Fatty Wynn.

Fatty Wynn was the champion junior
bowler. In the House matches, his bowling
was the terror of the School House fellows.
In the Form matches, he was the terror of
the Shell. Fortunately for the Fourth, Fatty
was in top form. Fatty was inspired, also,
by a desire to show Fisher T. Fish how to
bowl. Tom Merry’s wicket fell in Fatty’s
first over, and Vavasour, who followed him in,
was dismissed for a duck’s egg. Then came
Bernard Glyn, and he scored two, and fell.
And the Fourth-Formers yelled in appreciation
of Fatty Wynn’s first over.

As the field crossed over, Fisher T. Fish
spoke to the Fourth Form captain.

“ Where’s the ball 2

“ Why, what do you want with the ball 2’
asked Blake, in sarcastic astonishment.

“ Ain’t T bowling again 2 ”
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“1 guess not ! ” grinned Blake.

“1 say, you'd better take advantage of a
good bowler when you've got one,” urged
Fisher T. Fish. “ That fat chap’s had good
luck, but it was all flukes. I guess I can show
you some really scientific bowling.”

“ Yes—with seventeen more on the Shell
score,” growled Blake. ‘‘ Thanks; I've had
some ! You can field if you like, or you can
sit down and look on. I don’t care which.”

“I guess I'm not here to spectate,” said
Tish. “I’d like to save the match for you.
But I guess I can show you some
fielding.”

“ Like your batting and bowl-
ing ?” queried Figgins.

1 guess fielding is my strong

holt. You watch out for my
catches. Where am I to
field 2”7

* Anywhere you like,”
said Blake politely.
“The {farther off the
better.”

Fisher T. Fish sniffed.
He was wearing
out Blake’s
politeness. But
he was resolved
to show the
Britishers what
catches were
like. As it &
happened, he
had a good
opportunity in
the very next
over. Kangaroo
drove the ball
away, and the
batsmen ran.
The ball came
whizzing right
at Fisher T. Fish. Kangy had been a little
careless, perhaps, because his keen eye had
spotted Tish was no good. Fish saw the
ball coming ; even he could not fail to see that
it was an easy catch. His hand went up for it,
and touched it, and he fumbled it and let it
drop into the grass. There was a roar.

“ Butter-fingers ! ”

/e

‘“ Oh, you chump !

‘“Send it in, you fathead !

For Fisher T. Fish was staring at the ball,
in great surprise, and the batsmen were still
running. Blake dashed up and recovered the
ball at Fish’s very feet, and returned it;
but the batsmen had scored three.

After that, Fisher T. Fish was specially
favoured by the batsmen. If he had mufied

The juniors scattered in all directions
as Towser went for them. But Tom
Merry was not quite quick enough. The
bulldog’s teeth fastened on a trousers-
leg and there was a rending of cloth.

the easiest of easy catches, it was safe to send
him the ball; he made a flaw in the Fourth
Form armour, so to speak, and the batsmen
knew that he would never catch them out.
And he didn’t. He had opportunities enough
but not one of them materialised. The ut-
most Fisher T. Fish could do was to get in the
way of the other fieldsmen.
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The Shell score was at sixty, with four
wickets yet to fall. Kangaroo was not out
et, and he looked as if he would never
e out. Clifton Dane was at the other end,
and the Canadian was backing up the Corn-
stalk manfully. Fatty Wynn exerted himself
upon the wickets in vain, and Blake tried his
hardest, and Figgins tried his hardest, but still
the batsmen were there.

Fisher T. Fish urged his skipper to put him
on to bowl again, but Blake’s reply was so
gruff that he dropped the subject.

But fortune smiled upon Fatty Wynn again.
The score was at sixty-five when he bowled
Kangaroo clean out. In the next- over
Clifton Dane was caught out by Kerr. Eight
down for sixty-five! The Fourth-Formers
breathed again. There was a chance yet—
a slim and slender chance.

All their reliance was upon Fatty Wynn,
And the fat Fourth-Former rose nobly to the
occasion.

Lowther was dismissed for a duck’s egg,
and the score stood at nine down for the same
figure, as the over finished.

Last man in !

Manners and Thompson were at the wickets
for the finish. Two for Manners—sixty-
seven. One more—sixty-eight! Then one
for Thompson—sixty-nine. One wanted to
zieu—two towin! But if a wicket would only

Al

“Go in and win, Fatty, old man!” said
Blake, who had bowled the last over, giving
the ball to the Falstaff of the New House.

Fatty Wynn grinned.

“ They’re jolly well set,” ke said. ** But I'll
do my best. If you hadn’t played that
howling duffer—

“1 know that ! ” groaned Blake.
and win, and shut up.”

Fatty Wynn went on again to bowl
Thompson was receiving the bowling now ;
and he took one off the first ball. The scores
tied. There was a jubilant murmur from the
Shell fellows. The game was safe now, from
their point of view—at the worst it could only
be & draw. From the Fourth Form point of
view, at the best it could only be a draw. But
that was better than a defeat—and they
watched Fatty Wynn hungrily as he prepared

“Go in

to bowl Manners. Manners swiped away
the ball, and away it went into the long field.

Smack !

Fisher T. Fish was there—had he caught the
batsman out ? His hand had touched the
ball—the whole field heard the smack. The
batsmen were running. There was a roar
of wrath from the field as Fisher T. Fish was
seen to stoop for the ball. He had fairly had
it in his hand when he had let it fall. Lven
then there was time to save the game, if the
return had been smart. The wicket keeper
looked imploringly—Tish had caught up the
ball—there was time to hurl it fairly into the
wicket keeper’s hands, and for the wicket
to be Lknocked to pieces before the batsman
could get home.

But Fisher T. Fish knew a trick worth two
of that !

He generally did.

He sent the ball for the wicket.

A good throw-in would have knocked the
wicket over before the panting batsman
could have reached it. But it was un-
fortunately a bad throw-in. The ball dropped
short, and the bat clumped on the crease. The
wicket was saved—and the Shell had taken
the odd run they wanted.

“ Shell wins |’ chuckled Tom Merry.
run and a wicket. Hurray ! ”’

Blake rushed towards Fisher T. Fish.
What he was going to do will never be known,
for Arthur Augustus dashed on the field in
time.

‘ Blake, deah boy—— " .

“ Lemme gerrat him ! ” said Blake, wildly.
“ Let me get his silly head in chancery—only
for a minute— "’

“ Weally, Blake, a visitah— "

The fieldsmen closed round Blake and
dragged him away. Tisher T. Fish walked
off the field looking quite jaunty. :

“ Sorry you chaps are licked,” he said to the
glowering Fourth-Formers. ‘I did my best
for you. But I guess it was too tough a pro-
position. One first-class player isn’t enough
in a team. The odds were against me.”

Arthur .Augustus D’Arcy slipped his arm
through his guest’s, and walked him hurriedly
off the field. Fisher T. Fish was in danger of
massacre.

“p
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THE TENTH CHAPTER
Kerr Has an Idea.

]FISBER T. Fisu sauntered into the tuck-

shop with Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
Many of the cricketers gathered there after
the match. Partly owing to the aid of
Tisher T. Fish, the game had ended much
sooner than was anticipated. Fisher T.
Tish confessed that he was peckish, and
allowed D’Arcy to order him a supply of the
best that Dame Taggles could furnish. Fish sat
on a high stool at the counter, and disposed
of a cold chicken, which he washed down with
coffee, at the same time laying down the law to
the St. Jim’s juniors on the subject of cricket.

The fellows stared at first—it was amazing
to hear a fellow who had proved himself a
crass duffer at every branch of the game
laying down the law and criticising players
who could have played his head off.

But that was Fisher T. Fish’s little way.

Some of the fellows were inclined to be
angry, but they soon “got on” to Tish's
character, and began to take him humorously,
and even led him on to “gas” by way of
pulling his Transatlantic leg.

“Yes. I'guess you should see us play over
there,” said Fisher T. Fish. I guess it would
be 2 sight for sore eyes, what ? 7

*“ It must be,” grunted Blake, “ if they all
play as you do. I admit I never saw a
cricketer quite like you before.” J

“ And you never will in this old island,” said
Tisher T. Fish airily. “ They don’t grow
here. What you want is hustle, sir—hustle.
Hustle all the time. Now, in New York we
make things hustle—just a few. My popper
made and lost three fortunes before he became
a millionaire. Now he’s got a million dollars.”

“ Whoso ? ” asked Blake innocently.

D’Arcy gave his chum a warning look ; but
Fisher T. Fish only chuckled.

“Very smart for 2 Johnny Bull,” he com-
mented. “ But I guess the race is to the
swift over there. It's get on or get out.”

“Same as in a pack of giddy wolves,”
murmured Figgins. I don’t think I should
brag about that myself.”

“We learn to do things over there,” said
Fisher T. Fish, who seemed never tired of
expatiating upon the great qualities of his

(

beloved country. “ Not talk—but do! That’s
us! Business from the word go. Savvy ?”

“Not talk—but do,” murmured Blake.
“Oh, my hat! And to sec him muff that
catch——"

The Terrible Three came into the tuck-
shop. Tom Merry called to Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

“ Grimes is waiting to see you, Gussy.”

“Bai Jove!”

“ Mrs. Mimms has settled for sixteen tins,
and you’ve got to settle for four,” said Tom
Merry, laughing. “ Pay up and smile.”

“ Yaas, but it's wotten.” And Arthur
Augustus slipped out of the tuck-shop to
gettle with Grimes for the four tins of Fresh
Tinned Fish, one of which had been lent to
Tom Merry, two of them which had been
raided by Levison and Mellish, and the
fourth which had been confiscated by Knox
the prefect.

The chuckles of the juniors as D’Arcy
departed caused TFisher T. Fish to look
inquiringly.

Tom Merry explained to him the mistake
over the telegram, and the ordering of the
twenty tins of Fresh Tinned Fish by the chums
of No. 6.

Tisher T. Tish roared.

“Ha, ha, ha! I guess I made my wire
plain enough.”

“If you'd put in the word ‘ o’clock’ after
‘ three,” there wouldn’t have been any mis-
take,” said Blake.

TFish shook his head.

T guess that was impossible.”

“Eh? How was it impossible ?

“ It would have run over the twelve words,”
explained Fish.

“On1”

“ As it was, I had aa argument at the post-
office about ‘ School House * being one word,”
said Fish indignantly. “ Wanted to make out
it was two words. Fact! I stood there for a
quarter of an hour jawing at them before
they’d admit that it was only one word ; and
then it was only to get rid of me. But I guess
they couldn’t come any of their old buck over
me—nope. They would have to get up very
early in the morning to take a rise out of
F.T.Fish!”
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The juniors grinned. It would certainly
have been difficult to overcharge a fellow who
was ready to spend a quarter of an hour
arguing over a penny. Fisher T. Fish might
own a millionaire for a * popper ’—perhaps
—but he evidently had learned the value of
money, and how to take care of it.

“No; I guess Fisher T. Fish is wide awake
all }:he time,” said the Yankee schoolboy, with
satisfaction, as he started on jam-tarts. *I
guess he knows his way about—just a few. I
guess I shall have to be spry to-night when I
get back.”

“ How’s that ? ” asked Tom Merry.

“I shall be late. It’s a half-holiday at
Greyfriars, the same as here. But my train
won’t get in till ten o’clock—half an hour after
bedtime for the Lower Fourth. I guess I shall
have to use all my wits to get out of a licking.”

“ Bai Jove ! ”” said D’Arcy, who had returned
to the tuck-shop, having settled with Grimes
for those famous tins of Fresh Tinned Fish.
“Have you come away without askin’
permish ?

*“ I didn’t want to ask permission, I reckon.”

“ Why not, deah boy 2 ”

‘“ Because it would have been refused,”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. “ It was easier to
absquatulate——"

“To what ?”

“ Absquatulate,” explained Fish.
means vamoose.”

“ And what may vamoose mean ? ” asked
Blake.

“Iswow! You don’t know what vamoose
means ? ” exclaimed Fish, in surprise. “ Well,
my hat! It means to slide. Know what that
means ¢ " i

“ Yaas, of course,” said D’Arcy. “Slide
is an English word. B :t I uttahly fail to see
how you can slide in v-arm weathah. Have
you a skatin’-wink at Gweyfwiahs ? ”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Fish.

Arthur Augustus looked surprised and
nettled.

* Weally, Fish, I do not see the joke. How
can you possibly slide without ice to slide on?
I fail to see.”

“ Slide means to levant ! ” roared Fish.

“Levant! Gweat Scott! And what does
that mean ?”

 That

“You don’t know that word ¢ Gee-whiz !
When I say levant I mean to pull up stakes.”

“Pull up stakes?” said D’Arcy dazedly.
“ What stakes ? ”

‘“ Oh, great snakes!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“Don’t you study English 2 Pull up stakes
means to mizzle—get out—absquatulate—
travel—clear. Got that ?”

“ Oh, now I compwehend.”

“ As I was saying, it was casier to absqua-
tulate without asking first,” explained Fish.
‘I shall get out of a row somehow when I get
back, you bet. TFisher Tarleton Fish never
gets left. That’s his strong holt.”

“But suppose the Head discovers that
you’ve absquatulated without permission ?”
said Kerr. “ He might send somebody after
you.”

“Not an expensive railway journey, I
guess.”

“ He might telegraph to somebody here to
send you back. Suppose he wired to the
police-station to look for a runaway junior ?

Fish laughed.

“I guess that’s mot likely,” he said.
“ He’d wait till I.got back, to lick me. But
if he did, I guess I should wriggle out some-
how. I guess I'm not leaving this hyer show
till the eight train.”

“1 should like to see you arguing it out
with a bobby.”

“ My dear kid, I should pull that bobby’s
leg, and raise his blind, you bet,” said Fisher
T. Fish confidently.

“ Raise his blind ! ” said the juniors blankly.
They could dimly guess at the meaning of the
American verbs to absquatulate, to vamoose,
to slide, to pull up stakes—but to raise a
blind was quite beyond them.

“ Never heard of that ?”” asked Fish com-
passionately. I guess the English language
is making bigger strides over there than it is
on this side. When I say I should raise his
blind, I mean that I should straddle his ante.”

“ Oh, cwumbs ! ”

“ That means, go one better, of course,”
said Fish. “ And if T had to argue it out
with a Johnny-Bull bobby, I kinder calculate
that I should annex the jackpot.”

“Would you weally ?” gasped D’Arcy,
who had never even heard of a jackpot, and
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hadn’t the faintest idea how it was annexed.

“T guess so—some ! ”’ said Fisher T. Fish.

Having finished his refreshments, Fisher T.
Tish slid off the high stool. Jack Blake
mentioned that he had to go in to get on
with his fretwork, and Fish caught at it at
once.

*“ You go in for fretwork—eh ? ”” he asked.

“ Yes, rather ! ” said Blake. “ I’m making
a fretwork model of St. Jim's. I made the
design myself. Brooke helped me draw it,
and I'm cutting it out. It’s to malke
an ornament for the study, you know.
Like to see it ?”

Blake felt a little more cordial
towards the muffer of catches and
thrower-away of wickets when he found
that he was interested in fretwork.

1 guess so,” said Fish.
“T'm nuts on fretwork
myself. If you've gota
difficult bit on hand, I
guess I could help you
out.”

* Come up to the study,”
said Blake.

Fisher T. Fish strolled away with the
chums of Study No. 6. Figgins, Kerr, and
Wynn  walked away towards the New
House—Kerr with a peculiar twinkle in
his eyes. The Scottish junior was evi-
dently thinking something out. Figgins and
l;atty Wynn were grinning. Fish amused
them.

“What do you think of that merchant ?
asked Kerr at last.

“ Walking gasworks,” said Fatty Wynn.

“T wish I could see somebody pull his leg,
and take a rise out of him,” said Figgins.
“I'm blessed and dashed if I ever heard a
chap gas as he does!”

““Qood egg !’ said Kerr. “I'mon!”

“ What are you thinking of 2 ”

Lot

““ Will you Kindly step down ? ”*
said the policeman.. ‘‘ I’ve got
to hexecute my dooty and take
you in charge.” ‘‘ Bust your
dooty ! ”” snorted Fisher T.
Fish. ‘‘ You walk your chalks
out of hyer or you’ll get a
sockdolager 1 **

“ Suppose the Head of Greyfriars missed
the bounder, and was waxy about his taking
Trench leave, and wired to the police-station
in Rylcombe for him to be collared and sent
back ? ”* said Kerr.

Figgins stared.

“ He wouldn’t.”

“ He might,” said Kerr.
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“ Well, he might, if he was very ratty ; and
Fish is enough to make anybody ratty,” said
Figgins. “ But—"

“"Well, he’s going to,” said Kerr dolibe-
rately.

“fha"

‘ At least, a bobby is coming here for Fish.”

“What | How do you know ? ”” exclaimed
Figgins, in astonishment.

*“Because I'm the bobby,” said Kerr coolly.

‘ Oh, my hat!”

“ We've got a bobby’s uniform in the props
of the Junior Dramatic Club. You know I
played Police-constable Fatsides in our
comedy,” said Kerr. “The fellows here
know it, but that cheery merchant doesn’t.
‘What do you think ? ”

Figgins and Fatty Wynn roared.

“It would take him down'a peg or two,
and stop the escape of gas,” Kerr suggested.

* But he’s a guest,” said Figgins, hesitating.

“ Not our guest. He belongs to the School
House chaps. Nothing to do with us. Be-
sides, it’s up to us as Britishers to show that
that blessed Yankee isn’t quite so smart as he
fancies he is.”

“It would be a ripping joke; but——"

“ Jolly good wheeze | ” said Fatty Wynn.
“If he hadn’t been a visitor, I’d have ham-
mered him for chucking my wicket away as
he did. The Shell beat us, and all through
that frabjous ass!”

“ That’s true,” said Figgins. * He ought
to be boiled in oil !

* And look at that catch he muffed—and
the way he threw in the ball and saved their
last wicket for them !” said Fatty Wynn
indignantly. “ And after that to gas about
cricket as if he knew the game better than we
do! Why—

“We'll do it,” said Figgins. * Come on,
Kerr ! ”

And the three juniors, chuckling, disap-
peared into the New House.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Fish Makes Himself Useful.
]ACK BraxE and his comrades led the guest
from Greyfriars into Study No. 6.
The fretwork model lay upon the table in
that famous apartment.

When it was finished it would make a
silhouette of St. Jim’s, seen from the quad-
rangle, and Blake was very proud of the idea.

He had left off the work at a very difficult
bit of the clock tower, which required great
care.

Fisher T. Fish looked at it and nodded.

“Ts this it 2 ” he asked, not very enthu-
siastically.

““ That's it,” said Blake.

“1 guess you've got a few things to learn in
fretworlk,” Ifisher T. Fish remarked. * You
don’t mind my saying so, of course ? ”’

Blake glared.

“ Oh, not at all ! ” he gasped.

“ What’s this ? ” asked Fish, tapping the
clock-tower.

“ That’s the school tower.”

“Yes? I guess that will want careful
handling,” said Fish, regarding it attentively.
“Tll do that bit for you, if you like.”

He took up the fretsaw.

“Hold on'l ™ said Blake uneasily. “ Can
you handle that ?

Fish looked surprised.

“T guess that’s just where I live,” he said.
“You watch me.”

He started operations without waiting for
any permission. That was one of his little
ways. Blake did watch him—very uneasily.
There were some hours of work in that fret-
work model already, and he didn’t want to
see it spoiled. Fisher T. Fish started with a
heavy hand, and Blake gave a gasp.

“Hold on! Youre not following the
line !

“ That’s all 0.K. You watch!”

“ But I say——""

“ Bai Jove ! ”

“Stop it!” roared Blake, as the fretsaw
zigzagged. “ You—you chump, you've cut
oft the top of the clock-tower ! ”

“ Gee-whizz, so I have!” said Fish, with
a nod. “I guess this isn’t a good saw. You
EI;houlc’l, see the fretsaws we use over there.

“You ass! You're sawing down through
the library now | ” howled Blake. ‘‘ Leave it
alone ! ”

Politeness failed Blake as he saw the work
of his hands being cut to pieces. He grabbed
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The Gunpowder Plot at St. Jim’s

TRANGELY enough the name of the gar-
dener at St. Jim’s in the year 1756 was
Ephraim Taggles, but the Taggles of

to-day would be horrified if anyone suggested
there was a link of ancestry between them.
His namesake of 1756—a vagrant whom Dr.
Bristow, the headmaster, had saved from
the Poor House, and installed at the school
as gardener, out of kindness of heart—was
all that was bad. He repaid his benefactor
by robbing him right and left over a period
of months, abusing him in the taproom of
the local hostelry, and because he had been
justly called to account for some misde-
meanour, swore vengeance. The form his
vengeance was to take was startling, if
not original—nothing less than blowing St.
Jim’s sky high! But fortunately Taggles’
dastardly plot was frustrated. This was due
to an accidental discovery by Hinloch
Babadies—a romantically minded youth in
the Fourth Form, who fancied himself as a
detective.  After dusk one evening Babadies,
sceing Taggles carrying a suspicious-looking
barrel into the vaults, decided to *‘ sleuth ”
him. With growing excitement he saw the
treacherous gardener set down the barrel
carefully and then fix a fuse to the bung.
Full of what he had seen, Babadies rushed
up to his Form fellows and told the extra-
ordinary news. At first his story was derided,
but his obvious earnestness and sincerity at
last prompted four juniors to investigate.
Armed with torches and staves they followed
Babadies into the vaults—and only just in
time! There stood Taggles, lantern in hand,
having just lit the fuse running to the barrel.
The horrified juniors fell upon him and over-
powered him, what timc Babadies stamped
out the fuse, averting an appalling disaster,
for the barrel was filled with gunpowder!
The ““ Gunpowder Plot,” as it came to be
known, was the scnsation of the term, and
Baladies was the hero of the hour. And
while the Tourth-Former enjoyed a full
measure of limelight the wretched Taggles
lingered in the dingy confines of Wayland
Prison with a long sentence in which to
reflect on his ingratitude and treachery.
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the fretwork model, and jerked it away from
Fisher T. Fish, breathing hard.

“ Let it alone, you ass! You've ruined it
already !

“Sorry. Iknew there was something wrong
with the saw,” said Fish.

Blake, with feelings that could not be
expressed in words suitable for a visitor’s
ears, put away his fretwork. Fisher T. Fish
glanced at the clock on the study mantelpiece,
and started.

‘“ Gee-whiz, it’s not so late as that!” he
exclaimed.

Blake snorted.

“No; that’s an American clock.”

The American junior grinned.

“Half an hour fast,” he commented.
“ Why don’t you put it in order ? '

“T've put 1t in order once or twice, but it
only makes it go faster.”

“Oh, you don’t know how to handle
clocks ! ” said Fisher T. Fish, taking the
clock from the mantelpiece. “I guess T’ll
regulate it for you. I guess I'm a dab hand at
regulating clocks. Some!”

“Weally, Fish, deah boy, you needn’t
twouble—"

“ No trouble at all,” said Fish. ‘It won’t
take me a minute.” He took out the back of
the clock.

“ There’s somethin’ or othah there you
pwess one way to make it go slowah, and an-.
othah way to make it go fastah,” said D’Arcy.

“ Better be thorough,” said Fish, with a
shake of the head. “T’ll take a squint into
the works and see what's wrong.”

“Don’t bust it!” said Herries, in alarm.
“It’s an American clock, but it’s the only
one we've got, and we can guess at the time
by it.” ¢

“T’Il make it go like a chronometer,” said
Tish.

“I say, what are you unscrewing there ? ”
asked Blake warmly.

““ That’s all right. I guess—"

Buz-z-z-z-z-z-z! Whiz!

Something jumped out of the clock and
caught Blake on the ear, and Blake roared.

“Ow! What's that 2

The clock had ceased to tick. It was not
likely to gain any more. -
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“1 guess the mainspring’s broken,” said
Fisher T. Fish calmly. “Sorry; I'm afraid
1 shan’t be able to do anything for that clock.
It was a bit too far gone, I calculate.”

He put it back on the mantelpiece.

The chums of Study 6 exchanged glances.
A great and almost overpowering desire was
upon all of them to seize Fisher T. Fish by the
scruff of the neck, and bump him upon the
study carpet, but they nobly restrained that
desire. Tisher T. Fish never knew what a
narrow escape he had had.

He was looking round the study, as if in
search of fresh worlds to conquer. His eye
fell upon Herries' cornet, and he made a
stride towards it.

“You play the cornet—eh ?” he asked.
“1 guess I'm a dab at playing the cornet.
Pl

“ No, you won’t ! ” said Herries excitedly,
jumping between Fish and the cornet. “ You'll
jolly well let my cornet alone.”

“ Weally, Hewwies, deah boy——" mur-
mured D’Arcy.

“Let’s get out of doors,” said Blake
hastily.

“Tll take him along to see Towser, then,”
said Herries.
“Good!”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Sitting Up !

< COME and see my bulldog ! ”

It was up to the chums of Study

No. 6 to entertain their guest. Herries
felt that he was deserving well of the study
in taking Fish to see his bulldog. To talk to
Towser, the bulldog, and to tickle him under
the chin, afforded Herries any amount of
entertainment, and to Herries’ mind, any
properly constituted fellow ought to have
been sufficiently entertained by going and
doing likewise.

“Got a bulldog, hey ?” said Fish, with
interest. .

“ Yes, rather!” said Herries proudly.
“You'd better not touch him, perhaps—
he doesn’t like strangers to touch him.
But come and look at him. He's a beauty ! ”

“You should see our bulldogs over
there——"" Fish was beginning.
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“Come and see the bulldog over here,”
broke in Herries. ““I don’t think you've got
anything over there quite like Towser.”

“ Pway be careful, deah boy,” said D’Arcy.
“ Don’t go too near the beast. Towsah has no
wespect whatevah for a fellow’s twousahs.”

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Tish confi-
dently. “I've got a way with dogs. I guessI
never saw the dog I couldn’t master.”

* Might be dangerous,” said Monty Lowther
solemnly. “ Towser eats fish, you know.”

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Come on ! ” said Herries. “* You can talk
to him, you know. I keep him on the chain.
It’s one of the rules here—people don’t like
his playful ways. He doesn’t really bite, you
know, unless you hurt him. He might give
you a playful nip, but it wouldn’t really hurt.
It’s just his way.”

“ Pretty Fanny's way !~ giggled Blake.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, I guess he won’t bite me!” said
Fish. “1I can manage bulldogs. That’s my
strong holt.”

“ Weally, Fish, I do not venchah to touch
him myself, and you had bettah——"

Fish smiled.

“ It’s different with me,” he said. “I've
got a way with dogs. T’ll take Towser oft his
chain, and make him sit up and beg—you
watch me.”

“Towser won’t do that for anybody,”
said Herries shortly.  He’s not one of your
blessed dachshunds. He’s a dog.”

“I guess I could make him do it—all by
kindness, too—force of will, you know,”
said Fisher T. Fish.

“Well, if you like to take the risk of
handling him, it’s your own look-out,” said
Herries. “ He might take a bit out of your
bags, but he won’t really bite you unless he’s
hurt. Of course, his teeth might go in deeper
than he intended—that has happened.”

Towser looked out of his kennel, and
greeted the arrival of the juniors with a growl.
Herries patted him on his huge head, and
Towser growled affectionately. He was very
fond of Herries. But he did not like being
touched by anybody else, and his growl was of
quite a different tone when a strange hand
caressed him.
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Fisher T. Fish regarded the big bulldog
critically, and shook his head in a disparaging
sort of way.

“ Not what we should call a really dandy
dog over there,” he remarked. “ Not much
go in him, I reckon.”

““ If he got after you, you'd find enough go
in him,” grunted Herries.

‘“ Oh, I guess he wouldn’t go after me! He
hasn’t got it in him. I can handle dogs, too.
Now, you see me teach him to sit up.”

“ You can’t do it,” said Herries gruffly.

“T guess it’s as easy as rolling off a log to
me.”

“ Or muffing a catch ? ”” suggested Blake.

Fisher T. Fish did not seem to hear that
remark. He devoted his attention to the
bulldog and patted his head encouragingly.
Towser blinked at him and growled—quite
a different growl from the affectionate rumble
he had bestowed on Herries. But Fisher T.
Tish did not notice it ; perhaps he was not
quite so well up in the manners and custoins
of the canine breed as he fancied.

* Good dog—good boy ! " said Fish sooth-
ingly. “ Now, you trot out hyer! I guess
you're going to do as I tell you, just a few !”

And Fish cast off the chain from the collar,
and the big bulldog stood free.

The juniors drew back a little. Towser
was not a ferocious dog at all ; but if he was
worried he was liable to get excited—and his
teeth were formidable. When Towser had
been tormented once by a rascally junior,
Levison of the Fourth, he had been known to
make a deadly attack; and if he had suc-
ceeded in getting hold of Levison on that
occasion, amputation would have been re-
quired for Levison’s leg, as Herries proudly
declared.

TFish was not intending to be cruel, of course ;
but dogs do not like to be worried, and Towser
especially had an aversion to it. So the
juniors gave him plenty of room. Fish grinned
as he saw it.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. ““ If he should
break out, I'd grip him by the collar, and hold
him so that he couldn’t do any harm.”

* You—you——" Herries snorted.
you think you could hold Towser in ?
of you couldn’t hold him in!”

“Do
Two

(
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I guess I could handle him some

“ We are not afwaid,” said Arthur Augustus
indignantly. “ But I do not want to have my
twousahs wuined, if you excite that beastly
cweature !

“ Now, Towsy, good dog!” said Fish,
rubbing Towser’s neck caressingly—a caress
that Towser hated.

He was a dignified dog, Towser was, and he
did not like being mauled by every chance-
comer. His eyes opened wider, his jaws parted
a little, and a deeper growl rumbled from his
throat.

‘“ Better let him alone,” said Herries.
“ He's growling.”

‘I guess he growled at you, too.”

“ That was a different kind of growl.”

“I don’t notice any difference myself.
It’s only his way,” said Fish airily.  He likes
me already.”

“Does he ?”” murmured Lowther,
there’s no accounting for tastes !

But that remark was unheard by Fisher T.
TFish.

The Yankee junior continued to fondle
Towser, Towser’s growl growing deeper every
moment. His stump of a tail was moving
angrily ; but Tish thought that he was
wagging it in appreciation. Fisher T. Fish’s
ignorance of dogs and their ways was abysmal
in its depths.

*“ I'll put the chain on again,” said Herries.

Herries knew that it was only his presence
that was keeping Towser from snappingat
the Yankee schoolboy; but Fisher T. Fish
was in blissful unconsciousness of the fact.

“Nope!” said Fish. “That’s all right.
You watch me.”

* Weally, Fishay—"

“Now, sit up!” commanded Fish. *Sit
up, Towser! You hear me ? I guess you're
going to sit up! Got that? Giva me your
paw ! ”

Towser stared at him disdainfully. Fisher T.
Fish took the paw, and raised it by force,
as an instruction to Towser what was expected
of him. That reached the limit of Towser’s
patience. He snapped at Fish’s hand, and
closed his jaws on it, making the terrible teeth
meet tightly without penetrating the skin.

Towser did not mean to bite—he meant it

“ Well,
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as a warning that he wanted to be let alone ;
but Fish did not understand that. He turned
quite pale as he felt the jaws on his hand.
He snatched the hand away, and, too excited
and alarmed to know that he was not even
bitten, he grasped the dog’s collar to hold him
tight, so that he could not attack. .

Towser struggled. He was struggling to get
loose ; but Fish imagined that he was struggl-
ing to attack him. He held on the collar tena-
ciously, and Towser turned his teeth on the
grasping hand. Fish, in terror, jabbed his boot
at the bulldog’s head, giving Towser a very
nasty jar, and the bulldog, twisting himself
loose, made a jump at him.

Fish turned and ran in terror of his life.

Towser was already hurt, and excited and
angry. It only needed the sight of his assailant
running to decide him. He dashed furiously
after Fisher T. Fish, with a growl that made
the Yankee junior’s blood curdle.

“Towser! Towser!” shouted Herries.

But Towser did not heed his master’s voice ;
he rushed on. Fisher T. Fish clambered madly
up the nearest wall, putting a foot through a
window, with the bulldog’s jaws snapping
only two inches below his feet.

** Gee-whiz ! ”” gasped Fish.

Towser leaped after him, and fell short, and
growled furiously. He snuffled along the shed
as if in search of some means of getting at his
supposed enemy, and, finding that there was
no means, he sat down. He sat quite still,
patient, quiet, but with gleaming eyes fixed
upon Fisher T. Fish, promising only too clearly
what he would do when the junior was within
reach of his jaws again.

Fisher T. Fish gasped for breath. He was
sitting on the roof of the shed, which, for-
tunately sloped only a little. The bulldog
was watching him, with the grim and deadly
patience of a bulldog. Unless help came to
remove Towser, Fisher T. Fish was destined
to spend a long time on the roof of that
shed.

The juniors stood round, and looked at bim
and at the bulldog. Nobody was likely to
touch Towser in his present mood, with the
exception of Towser’s master. And Towser’s
master was very much annoyed.

*“ Well, you haven’t made him sit up yet !

(

said Herries gruffly. ** How long are you
going to be about it ?

“1I guess I give that bulldog up. He’s a
rotten breed,” said Fish. “I guess I could
handle a pure-bred bulldog 0.K. ! ”

That was the last straw.

If there was anything Herries prided him-
self upon, besides his wonderful powers with
the cornet, it was his ability to tell a dog’s
breed. Towser, according to Herries, was of
the purest possible bulldog breed, a very
king among dogs—or, rather, an emperor.

To traduce Towser’s breed was to incur the
deadliest enmity that Herries was capable of
feeling. Fisher T. Fish might be a visitor.
He might be a stranger in the land. But when
he said that Towser was not a pure-bred
bulldog, he placed himself outside all the laws
of courtesy—so Herries considered.  And
Herries replied to Fisher T. Fish’s remarks
with a plainness of speech that was worthy

of F. T. F. himself.

“ Rotten breed!” said Herries. * You
idiot ! ”

“ Weally, Hewwies, old man——"" mur-
mured D’Arcy. :

“You fathead !” yelled Herries. ** What

do you know about dogs ? As much as you
know about cricket 2 Or as much as you
know about fretwork and mending clocks
and driving traps ? You silly chump!”

“1 guess: 7
“ You blithering, burbling jabberwock !”
roared the incensed Herries. ** You babbling

duffer ! Rotten breed ! My hat!”

“ Herries, old chap i

“Of all the silly, checky, gassing idiots
that ever gassed: ’

” went on Herries, with
undiminished eloquence.

“ Remember, he’s a visitor,” murmured
Tom Merry, nearly choking with laughter.
*“ It’s all true, but don’t pile it on. Manners,
you know ! ”

 Manners be blowed ! ” yelled Herries.

“Eh? What’s that ? ” exclaimed Manners
of the Shell, supposing that he was alluded to.
“ Look here, Herries, what——"

“Ha, ha,ha!”

“ Manners be hanged

“ Why, you silly chump
wrathfully.

i

’" said Manners
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“1 don’t care twopence for manners—"’

“T guess you don’t,” said Fisher T. Fish
from the top of the shed.

* Manners will give you a dot on the nose
if you don’t cheese it !’ roared Manners.

“Eh?” said Herries. “ Who's talking to
you ? I'm talking to that skinny, fatheaded,
wall-eyed, chopper-chivied monkey on the
shed ! ”

“ Hewwies, you wude beast

‘“ He says my dog isn't pure-bred. Well, a
pure-bred bulldog never lets up on a chap he
means to watch. We’ll see whether Towser
lets him off. Don’t you fellows interfere—
you'll get hurt if you do. I warn you. Towser
is riled, and no wonder—pawed about by the
blithering, burbling, chortling chump ! Watch
him, Towser ! Watch him ! ”

Towser growled, as an assurance that he
would not fail to wateh Fisher T. Tish.
Herries stalked away. The other fellows
gazed at this proceeding in dismay. They
knew that no one but Herries could remove
Towser from his watch; and unless Towser
was removed, Fisher T. Fish was a prisoner
on top of the shed for the term of his natural
life !

* Bai Jove ! ” said Arthur Augustus. *“ Call
that dog off, Hewwies ! ”

Herries snorted, but made no other reply.
Tom Merry ran after him and caught him by
the arm.

“ Herries, old chap, call Towser off. Fish
can’t stay up there!”

“ Can’t he ?” sniffed Herries.
get down, then!”

* But Towser will bite him——’

*“ Towser won’t touch him unless he’s a
well-bred bulldog. Tish says he ain’t. Well,
if he ain’t, Fish can handle him all right !

‘“ Herries, old chap——"

“ Oh, rats!”

‘“ Herries, old chap,” stalkked round the
School House, and disappeared. Tom Merry
rejoined his chums in dismay. Herries had
evidently made up his mind. The aspersion
upon the breed of his bulldog had finished the
matter for Herries.

He wasn’t going to call Towser off. Nobody
else could do it. The juniors were in what
F. T. Fish would have called a quandary.

(
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“ Let him

3

They stood and consulted together, and
watched Towser—and Towser watched Fisher
T. Fish.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Startling News I »
1sBER T. F1sm was beginning to look
anxious. The shed upon which he had
clambered was the building used to shel-
ter the pets belonging to the St. Jim’s
fellows—the * menagerie,” as the juniors
called it. It was detached from all other
buildings, and there was no escape for the
besieged junior, unless a kindly aeroplane
should swoop down and rescue him. Fish’s
position on the sloping roof of the shed
was far from secure, and far from com-
fortable. He sat there, and clung on, looking
down at the patient bulldog.

The thought of falling into the jaws of
Towser made cold thrills run along his spine.
He had said that he had a way with Towser,
and it had failed. But if he dropped off the
shed, it was certain that Towser would have a
way with him that would not fail.

“I say, you chaps, call that bally dog
off! ” shouted Fish.

“ He won’t come, deah boy.”

“ Look here ! I can’t stay here all night !
howled Fish.

“Can’t you make him sit up?” asked
Lowther. “ You were going to make him sit
up. It seems to me he’s made you sit up
instead ! .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guess I'm not touching that mongrel
again. You call him off, so that I can
skip.”

The juniors tried to call Towser off. They
called him “ Towser,” and ‘ Towsy,” and
“Good dog,” and “Good old doggie.”
Towser did not take the slightest notice.
Blandishments were lost on him. He was
deaf to the voice of the charmer.

His master had bidden him * watch ” the
Yankee schoolboy. And Towser had his own
reasons for watching him, too. And he
watched him.

“ Towsah, old boy, pway come away,” said
Arthur Augustus, venturing to touch the
bulldog caressingly on the head.
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Towser turned his head and opened his
jaws, and D’Arcy stepped hurriedly back.

*“Bai Jove, the awful beast was goin’ to
bite !

“It’s too bad of Herries,” said Tom
Merry, gasping with merriment, but very
much puzzled what to do. “Shall we drive
him off with brooms and things ?

“ Not an easy job,” said Blake.

“TFish said he would handle him,” said
Monty Lowther. “ Let him handle him, and
it’s all simple enough. Get down and handle
him, Fishy.”

“1 guess I'm stopping hyer till that dog’s
gone.”

“But you've got a way with dogs

“T guess I freeze to this roof.”

“ Suppose we twy to tempt him away with
somethin’ to eat.”

“ Good ! ”” said Tom Merry. “ Cut off and
get some meat from the kitchen. Cookey
will give you some if you tell her what’s
the matter.”

“ Right-ho !

Arthur Augustus ran off at top speed. He
returned in about ten minutes with a large
piece of meat in his hand, holding it carefully
in a fragment of newspaper. He held it out
to Towser. Towser did not even sniff at it.
Towser had business on hand, and he was
not to be tempted from his duty.

“ Towsy, old man, take a bite,” urged
D’Arcy. “ You wotten beast! Eat it, you
wottah ! Dear old doggie! This way, you
know, you wotten, wotten wottah!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?®

“It’s no good, deah boys; he won’t
move.”

“He'll have to be driven off,” said Tom
Merry. “ Get sticks and stable brooms and
anything, and we’ll march on him. He’ll
have to shift.”

“It’s the only way,” grinned Digby.

The juniors armed themselves for the fray.
They took brooms from the stableyard, and
rakes and sticks and other things from the
woodshed. They marched on Towser in a
body, with threatening gestures. Towser did
not move until D’Arcy poked him in the
ribs with a rough broom-head. Then Towser
snarled. Towser’s snarl was terrifying, and

(
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it was a warning that he meant business. The
juniors involuntarily jumped back.

“ Oh, pile in ! ”” said Fisher T. Fish. “ You
ain’t afraid of a dog, are you ? ”

Considering that Fish was clinging to the
roof of the shed in mortal fear of Towser,
this remark was what might have been called
in his own language * pretty considerable
cool.”

“You jump down and handle him!”
shouted Blake wrathfully.

“ Nope.”

“ Then shut up ! ”” said Blake, forgetting for
the moment that Fisher T. Fish was a visitor.

“Weally, Blake ”

“ Oh, ring off ! ” growled Blake. * What
the dooce are we going to do with that con-
founded dog? Look here, we've got to
charge him! Come on!”

‘“ Steady, the Buffs ! ” grinned Lowther.

They charged.

Towser jumped up then, and there was a
wild yell from Tom DMerry as the bulldog
fastened on him. The juniors scattered.
Tom Merry jumped away, leaving half a
trousers-leg in Towser’s jaws.

“ BaiJove ! Has he bitten you, deah boy ?”

Tom Merry gasped.

“ Just grazed the skin.

Oh, look at my

bags!”
“ Wuined, bai Jove! It’s howwid!”
“ Look here! Are you going to get that

blessed dog away ? ° bawled Fisher T. Fish.
“I guess I can’t stay up here till the cows
come home!”’

Towser had resumed his place and his
watching. The juniors held a hurried con-
sultation. What was to be done ? If they
had been willing to smite Towser hip and
thigh at the risk of seriously injuring him,
he could have been driven off or disabled,
But, naturally, they did not want to do any-
thing of the sort. Fisher T. Fish was the
cause of the trouble, and it was not fair that
Towser should suffer.

“ Herries will have to come and call him
off,” said Tom Merry at last. “T’ll go and
change my bags. You chaps find Herries
and bump him till he agrees to call Towser
off.’ :

“ Yaas, that's'a good idea ! ”
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The policeman paused and wagged a warning
finger at Taggles. *‘‘Don’t you let me catch
you drunk and disorderly agin, my man.”

“Hold on!” yelled Fish. “Don’t you
absquatulate and lcave me here alone with

that dog!”
“ We're going to fetch Herries.”
“Look here! I guess A

Toby, the School House page, came round
the corner of the School House. There
was a grave and alarmed look on Toby’s
face.

“Is a gentleman named Master Fish
here ?” he asked.

“I guess I'm that antelope.”

“ Master Herries told me I should find you
here, sir,” said Toby. * You're wanted.”

‘ What’s the trouble ¢ ” asked Tom Merry.

‘“ There’s a policeman asking for Master
Tigh, sir. I've showed ’im into Study No. 6,”
said Toby.

The juniors jumped.

““ A policeman !

“Yes, sir. He says Master Fish has run

away from Greyfriars, and he’s come to take
‘him back.”
“ Oh, crikey!”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
The Arm of the Law !
Tom Merry & Co. simply gasped.

It had been suggested, more in jest than
in earnest, that the Head of Greyfriars might
think Fish had run away from school, and
apply to the police to send him back. Nobody,
of course, had supposed for a moment that
such a thing would happen.

And now it had happened.

A policeman in Study No. 6, waiting for
Tisher T. Fish to take him back to Grey-
friars.

“ Well, I swow ! " gasped Fish.

“ My only hat ! ”

“ Well, this is a pretty kettle of fish!”
gasped Manners.
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“A pretty kettle of Fisher T. Fish!”
grinned Lowther.

But no one laughed. The matter was too
serious. g

Herries came into sight with Figgins and
Fatty Wynn of the New House. The three
juniors were grinning.

*“ Seems that somebody is looking for Fish,”
said Figgins.

“ Fat bobby in Study No. 6,” said Fatty
Wynn.

*“ Call that bulldog off ! ”* yelled Fisher T.
Fish. * Herries, you chump, call that blither-
ing dog off ! T’ll slip out of the school and
get down to the station while the bobby’s in
the study.”

“ Yaas, that's a good ideah!”

“1 guess you can tell him I'm gone as soon
as I've vamoosed,” said Fish. “ Call that
dog off, do you hear ? ”’

fiHerries heard, but he did not call the dog
off.

‘ Herries, old man- ?

“ Look heah, Hewwies—"’

* Can’t interfere with the law,” said Herries
stolidly. ** If there’s a policeman wanting to
see Fish, he’s going to see Fish. We can’t
break the law.”

“ Bai Jove ! ”

" “If Fish bunks, the bobby might go to
the Head inquiring,” said Manners thought-
fully.

‘T guess I'm going to light out all the same,”
yelled Fisher T. Fish. “ Will you call that
dog off, you jay 2

*“No, I won’t ! ” said Herries.
and fetch the policeman here !

“ Yessir,” said Toby. And he hurried
away.

e *“ Look here!” howled Fisher T. Fish.

I guess I'm not going back to Greyfriars in
charge of a bobby ! Call that dog off !

“You can argue it out with the bobby,”
said Herries calmly. “ You said that if any-
thing of the kind happened you'd pull the
bob};"ys leg and manage it all right. Well,
now’s your chance !

5 Yx,a.,as, wathah ! There’s somethin’ in

that ! ” agreed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Fisher T. Fish did not appear to think that
there was anything in it.  He simply raved.

“ Toby, go
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The idea of being taken back to school in
charge of a policeman was unthinkable. He
would leave all St. Jim’s laughing behind
him, and he would find all Greyfriars laughing
when he arrived there. Fish was not very
keenly sensitive to ridicule, perhaps, but this
was the limit.

He was still raving when the constable
arrived on the scene, piloted by Toby. The
juniors all looked at the policeman with
painful interest. He was a short, fat con-
stable, with a red, ruddy .face and thick
whiskers. His feet were very large, and he
walked with a sounding stride.

He stared stolidly at the juniors, and at the
bulldog, and at the frantic youth on the roof
of the shed. TFiggins and Wynn and Herries
were grinning, as if they saw some comical
side of the matter that was lost on the other
fellows. Tom Merry & Co. were serious
enough. D’Arcy whispered to Tom Merry
that if a pound was any good, he was ready
to tip the limb of the law to that extent.
But Tom Merry shook hishead. He had heard
tell of a policeman who could not be bribed,
and for all he knew, this might be that very
policeman !

“ Which of you young gents is Master Fish,
of Greyfriars ? ” asked the fat constable, in a
deep and rumbling voice. )

“T guess there’s no such person here,” said
Tisher T. Fish, denying his own identity with
perfect coolness.

The policeman shook his head. )

“I've got certain information that he is
here,” he replied. * Is it you ?” he added,
dropping a heavy gloved hand on Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy’s shoulder.

The swell of St. Jim’s jumped back.

“ Bai Jove! Certainly not ?”

“ Master Fish is an American, I under-
stand,” said the officer. “‘ The young gentle-
man on the shed is the person, I think.”

“ 1 kinder guess you can’t figure it out that
I'm an American, any more than the other
galoots hyer,” said Fisher T. Fish.

“ As if a dead donkey wouldn’t know him
by that accent !’ gasped Blake.

The constable signed to the junior to
descend.

“ Please come down, Master Fish ! ”’ he said.
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“T guess it can’t be done till that dog’s
gone.”

Herries called off Towser. Towser had
done his duty. The bhulldog reluctantly
obeyed his master’s voice, and abandoned his
prey. The chain clinked as Herries fastened
it on the bulldog’s collar, and never had
any sound appeared more musical to the ears
of Fisher Tarleton Iish.

“ Now, please step down, sir, so that I can
take you in charge,” said the constable.

“T guess I'm not going to be taken into
charge,” said Fisher T. Fish. “‘ Where’s your
warrant ¢ I suppose there’s some law in this
hyer old country, ain’t there ? ”

““No warrant is necessary for taking a
runaway schoolboy back to school, sir.”

“ But I ain’t a runaway schoolboy ! ” yelled
Fish. “ I’'m here on a visit, I guess.”

“You must settle that with your head-
master, sir.”

“1 guess I'm not going with you.”

“ Then I shall have to take you by force.”

“ Look here, don’t you lay hands on a free
American citizen ! "’ roared Fish.
up against the American constitution, and
the Star-Spangled Banner, and the Monroe
Doctrine, and everything. You just walk
your chalks. You hear me ?”

“Will you kindly step down, sir ?” said
the policeman stolidly.

*“1 guess not.”

“ Will one of you young gentlemen lend me
a ladder ?” said the policeman calmly. “1
must proceed in the hexecution of my dooty.”

Herries obligingly fetched a short ladder,
which the policeman placed against the side
of the shed. The juniors looked on in dismay.
Tisher T. Fish brandished his fist at the red
face of the policeman as he stepped on the
ladder.

“T guess that I shall dot you on the nose
if you come up!” he shouted. -

* Bai Jove! You mustn’t wesist the law,
Fishay, deah boy.”

“ Better go quietly, Fish.”

“1It can’t be helped, you know.”

“ Grin and bear it.”

Fisher T. Fish snorted. Good advice was

showered upon him from all sides, but he did’

not seem inclined to avail himself of it.
(

“ Why, it’s -

’

“I guess I'm not going with that jay,’
he said. “ You watch out, bobhy. If you
put your cabeza in reach of my fist, you get a
sockdolager on the nose. You watch out ! ”

“TI’ve got to hexecute my dooty.”

“ Bust your dooty ! You walk your chalks
out of hyer.”

The fat policeman did not “ walk his
chalks.” He steadily ascended the ladder,
and his red face came within easy hitting
distance of Fisher T. Fish’s fist. The St.
Jim’s juniors almost held their breath. If
the Yankee junior was reckless enough to
strike a policeman, there was no telling what
the consequences might be.

But there was no need for alarm. Fisher
T. Fish brandished his fist until the red face
was close upon him, and then he left off
brandishing it. In the American language,
he had ““ wilted.” His dire threats to the
policeman were only a little more of his
abundant flow of “ gas.”

The heavy gloved hand descended upon his
shoulder, and he was jerked down the ladder
to the ground. There he would have run;
but the hand had closed upon his shoulder
with a firm grip.

Fisher T. Fish was a prisoner—in the hands
of the law !

“1 guess this lets me out!” groaned the
Yankee schoolboy. ‘ The Head must have
been off his chump when he wired for this
jay to fetch me. Oh, gee-whizz!”

“Why don’t you pull his leg?” asked
Herries.

“Or raise his blind ? ” said Figgins.

““ Or straddle his ante 2 suggested Fatty
Wynn.

The juniors grinned, in spite of the serious-
ness of the situation. Fisher T. Fish looked
very far from attempting any of those opera-
tions. The hand of the law had crushed him.
He looked quite crumpled. i

“1 guess I'm in for it!” he groaned.
“ What a played-out old country, where a
pilgrim can’t give himself a holiday without
being collared by a Lobby. Oh, Jee-rusalem !”

“ Yaas, it's vewy wuff!” said Arthur
Augustus sympathetically. “I should recom-
mend you to wemonstwate with your head-
mastah, you know. It’s wotten!”
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“ You come with me,” said the policeman.
“ We're catching the eight o’clock train, and
there ain’t too much time.”

' Look here,” said Fish. I was going to
catch that train, anyway. I guess there isn't
any need for you to come with me.”

“T've got my dooty to do.”

Arthur Augustus sidled up to the policeman,
with a pound note in his hand. He had re-
solved to try it, in spite of the well-known
fact that members of the Force are utterly
impervious to the influence of bribery and
corruption.

“I say, officah ' murmured D’Arcy.
“If you'd let my fwiend offi—"

“ Dooty, sir.”

“ And if a pound would be any good—"
whispered D’Arcy.

“What!” thundered the policeman.
* Tryin’ to bribe me in the hexecution of my
dooty ! I'm ashamed of you, sir. I’'m a pore
man—pore but honest.”

“My hat!” ejaculated Lowther. “ Are
you the chap ? I've heard of you before.”

But the juniors did not grin at Lowther’s
little joke. Arthur Augustus hastily slipped
the offending note back into his waistcoat
pocket.

“ Sowwy !’ he murmured.

“Bribe me!” gasped the policeman.
“ Good heavens ! Bribeme! I'ma pore man,
sir, but never ’ave I took a bribe.”

1 beg your pardon, officah,” said Arthur
Augustus. “It was vewy wiong of me. I
owe you an apology. I apologise most
sincerely.”

“ Very well, sir, the matter’s hended. Come
along, Master Fish!”

Master Fish came along—he couldn’t help
it, with that firm grasp upon his collar. And
the juniors followed.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Fish Has the Last Word !

THE news that Fisher T. Fish, the visitor
from Greyfriars, had left his school
for the long journey without permission

and was being taken back by a policeman

had spread. Crowds of juniors of both

Houses came to see him marched off.

Tom Merry & Co. were very uncasy that

the masters might see the policeman from the
School House windows; but the officer was
very considerate. The juniors tried to get
him to take the path by the elms, where he
would be out of sight from the windows, and
they found it quite easy to manage. The
policeman was very good-natured—or perhaps
he had his own reasons for not wanting to be
seen.

Quite an army of juniors marched round
them to the school gates. Taggles had come
out of his lodge to lock the gates, and he
stared at the procession in amazement.

“Well, my heye!” he gasped. “ Wot’s
that 2

“1 guess it’s my unlucky day,” said Fisher
T. Fish.

“ Wot’s he arrested for, officer 2 *’ asked
the school porter.

“Run away from school,” said the police-
man.

“I ain’t run away!” roared Fish. “I
guess I was paying a visit.”

Taggles grunted. Taggles did not approve
of boys at all, and he was not sorry to seec one
of the obnoxious race getting it ““in the
neck.”

“ That’s right,’” he said. ‘‘ Take him away,
officer. I ’ope he will get a good licking
from ’is ’eadmaster—that’s wot I ope.”

 Oh, you go and eat coke, Taggy!”
Tom Merry.

The policeman paused, and fixed his eyes
upon Taggles with an intent gaze.

“ Ob, it’s you, is it ¢ ”” he said.

Taggles stared.

“ Yes, it’s me,” he said. “ Wot about it 2

“ A hold hoffender,” said the policeman.
“ Don’t you let me catch you drunk and dis-
orderly agin, my man, that’s all.”

Taggles turned crimson, and the juniors
chuckled gleefully.

“ Wotcher mean?” spluttered Taggles,
nearly speechless with wrath. * I ain’t never
seed you afore, and well you know it.”

“Drunk and disorderly—forty bob or a
month,” said the policeman. “ Who paid your
fine last time, my man ?

T ain’t never been fined,” yelled Taggles.
“ You slandering villain! I ain’t never heen
drunk and disorderly.”

said
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The police-
man wagged a
gloved finger at
him.

“You he care-
ful,” he ad-
monished. “ I've
got my heye on
you.”

Taggles
struggled for
words ; but be-
fore he could
find any, the
policeman had
marched his
captive out into
the road. Tom
Merry & Co. fol-
lowed. The Co.
had already ob-
tained permis- 4
sion from the
Housemaster to
see their guest
to the station
when he de-
parted for the
eight o’clock

train at Rylcombe. The other fellows had

to remain within gates, excitedly discussing

the happening. Down the road towards
Rylcombe marched the fat policeman, with
his hand on the collar of Fisher T. Fish. Tom
Merry & Co. walked round them with serious
faces. Only Herries, and Figgins, and Fatty
Wynn did not look serious. They were grin-
ning all the time.

They reached the station, with twenty
minutes to wait for the train. The policeman
took the Greyfriars junior upon the platform,
and the St. Jim’s fellows accompanied them
there. They were very sympathetic towards
the down-hearted Fish, but they could do
nothing to help him. The arm of the law was
too strong for Tom Merry & Co.

“ Bai Jove, this is a wotten endin’ to the
aftahnoon | ” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“TI'm vewy sowwy this has happened,
Fishay.”

Fisher T. Fish groaned.

The Junlors stared blankly at the
policeman as he dragged off his
whiskers,  Then they yelled :
“Kerr1” It was Kerr of the
New House. ‘* Waal, I swow [ "
gasped Fisher T. Fish,

i

“ Not so sorry as I am,” he said. *‘ T guess
I could have handled the Head all right if I
had walked in on my lonesome. But if I'm
marched in by a bobby, it’s a mule of another
colour. I reckon it’s a licking.”

“Wotten ! ”

“It's jolly awkward not bein’ able to
bwibe a policeman,” Arthur Augustus con-
fided to Blake.  Of course, it's vewy noble of
them, and all that, but it makes things doocid
awkward sometimes.”

“ It does—it do,” agreed Blake.

“It’s all right for Tish,” said Herries.
“ He’s only got to pull the bobby’s leg, or
raise his blind, or whatever it is. Besides,
nobody ever takes a rise out of him, so
he’s bound to come out all right, isn’t
he?” .

“Pway don’t pile on a chap when he is
down, Hewwies!” said Arthur Augustus
severely.

“Oh, rub it in!” said Fisher T. Fish
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resignedly. “I guess I’ve come out at the
little end of the horn this journey.”

“You don’t admit it ?” said Herries, in
astonishment.

1 guess it’s up against me.”

“ Sure you didn’t plan this all along, so as
to make a striking exit ? ” suggested Herries.

Tisher T. Fish considered. He would will-
ingly have said so, but he felt that such a yarn
would not hold water, and he shook his head.

“ Nope ! ” he said.

“ Heah comes the twain!” said Arthur
Augustus disconsolately.

The train was coming in. It stopped in the
station, and the policeman marched his
prisoner towards it. He opened a carriage
door, and told Fisher T. Fish to “’op it.”
Fish hopped it, and sat down in the carriage
with a lugubrious visage.

The St. Jim’s fellows crowded round to
shake hands with him and wish him luck.
The policeman stood by the carriage door,
not getting in himself. He was unfastening
his helmet, and he took it off as the juniors
were saying good-bye.

“ Ain’t you getting in ?” demanded Fish,
with a gleam of hope.

The policeman shook his head.

“ Can’t,” he said, in quite a different voice.
“1 should be late for calling-over if I did,
you see.”

“ Wha-a-a-at ! ”

“You see, I belong to St. Jim’s,” said the
policeman calmly. ““ and I've got to get back
along with the other fellows. Sorry !~

There was a roar of surprise from the
juniors. They knew the voice now. As they
stared blankly at the policeman he dragged off
the thick whiskers with one pull of the hand.

The juniors yelled :

s Keerr.!

Fisher T. Fish sank back in the carriage
seat, gasping. His breath was taken away.
He was greatly relieved, but——

“XKerr ! ” howled Tom Merry.

“ Kerr, you rotter ! ”

“ Kerr, you fwightful spoofah ! ”’

*“It's Kerr ! Oh, crumbs!”

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. ** Are you
still going to say that nobody could tuke a
rise out of you, Fishy ? ”

(

“Nobody could pull his leg—what?”
chuckled Fatty Wynn. :

“He knows how to handle policemen!’
grinned Herries.  You fathead, Fish, do you
think I should have let him nab you if Figgy
hadn’t told me who it was ?

“Ha, ha, ha!” \

“Well, I swow!” gasped Fisher T. TFish.
“ This lets me out! Gee-whiz! You—you—
you’re not a policeman ! Well, carry me home
to die!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Stand back, there ! ’ called out the porter.

The juniors, shricking with laughter—as
much at the expression upon Fisher T. Tish’s
face as at the joke of the New House juniors
—crowded back. The carriage door was
slammed, and the train started.

“ This is where the Fish-bird sings small 1”
chuckled Herries.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who said the age of miracles was past !”
grinned Kerr. * He actually hasn’t a word
to say for himself—not a word! Ha, ha,
ha!”

But Kerr was mistaken.

The window of the carriage jammed down,
and Fisher T. Fish leaned out excitedly as the
train moved on, gathering speed.

“1 say, you jays!” shouted Fish.

“ Yaas, deah boy ? ”

“Don’t you think you took me in! I guess
not—some ! ”’

“Wha-a-at ! ” .

1 guess I knew it all the time. I was just
playing up, you know, to sce how far that jay
would carry the joke ! Ha, ha, ha [

“ Gweat Scott ! ”

“ I guess it's not so easy to take a rise out of
Fisher T. B

The roar of the train drowned the rest, and
the last words of Fisher T. Fish were lost to
the juniors of St. Jim's.

“'Gas to the-last!” grinned Blake. * Of
all the nerve =

“ Of all the check >

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

And Tom Merry & Co. walked back to the
school, chuckling heartily over their peculiar
experiences with the Yankee at St. Jim’s.

THE END
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THE PROGRESS OF THE RAILWAY, ENGINE
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