























































































































“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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