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A Splendid Long, Complete
Tale of

TOM MERRY & Co.

By Martim Ciiffoxsd.

CHAPTER 1. -~ mured Jack Blake, in the famous_ words of Truthful James'.
S - . < I %" ‘isions a 97
Arthur Avgustus D’Arcy Surprises His Chums. f}rv%;si;gaﬁf:gj}fx RERT,0E'E Nlsions abo'j‘t s
00K T y ) And théy stared at him as if they would stare holes in him.
o S Who'is 3 Arthur Augustus D’Arcy adjusted his eyeglass, ‘and gave
=l .W?}‘at' s 1t? ‘ % : them a’look, and then crossed to the big glass on the study
Why is it?” . o wall—an extensive mirror that gave a reflection of the full-
Hy, deah bc}'ﬁ - " i length figure, and which the swell of the School House had
ly only bat! If's Gussy! had placed there at his own expense.
’gally, Blake—"' X >

T - D’Arcy surveyed his reflection with considerable satis-

, by Jupiter!” " faction. Andindeed he did look very handsome and elegant.

ke; Herries, and Dighy Lknew perfectly well that He was dressed in riding obothes that fitted him to a hair.

r Augustus -D’Arcy ‘all the time. Bat, really, . His riding-boots shone more brightly than the mirror they

for their astonishment as D’Arcy  were reflected in. His coat was 4 triumph of colour. He

1f at the open door of Study No. 6 in the flicked his boots with a nobby little whip., “He took a

St.,/J-lm"S. For they had never seéen the leisurely survey of himself, turning round slowly and locking

ike- this befere. over his shouldér, to get the full effcct, =
:2 His chums watched him silently. : -

“Bai Jove,” said D’Arcy, at last, “1 think I shall do!”

of | s, 1t 3 u Jack Blake assumed a thoughtful expression.

with novelties ies, ises in wai ; .. ““That depénds,” he remarked. ** What “are you going
latest thngg in for? If you
stared; an u Wi

: ou have booked yourself for Tussaud’s show,™
and Digby stared. = you will do rippingly!”’ ; -
I wonder and doubt?" -y * Weally, Bi:




. feeling all along that we shoul
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_“But what’s the game?” demanded Blake. * We've como

“o@b~from niorning lessons for exactly twenty minutes, and

ten of them are gone. In ten minutes you've got to bunk
batk. into the class-room-end grind Latin. What do you
mealy by springing this coat and those tops on us all of a
sudden? at’s the wheeze?”’ )

“That’s it,”” said Herries, ‘“what are you up to? Jolly
lucky thing for you my bulldog isn’t in the study. He would
be bound to go for that coat!™ ", S

“Tf your wotten bulldog did anythin’ of the sort, I should
s{t‘wike him with my whip, Hewwies,” szid D’Arcy, with
dignity. c

Hériies chuckled. D’Arey’s nobby little riding-whip would
probably not have troubled Towser very much. -

“1 suppose,” said Blake reflectively—“I suppose the
duffer’s off his rocker. . That’s the only possible explana-
tion. - ; =

“\y Ford,’” sgid Dighy, “if he’s not clean off 1™

‘“ Weally, Bla e, I am not off my beastly wockah, and if |

yvou would kindly give me time to explain——" .
*Go ahead! If you're not balmy in the crumpet, what's
ihe matter? Yowll have to change back into your-Etons
in eight minutes!”’ - 5
“ I” am Rot goin’ to change back into Etons to-day, deah

3.
Jack Blake grinned. L
#¢Are you going inte the class-room to grind Latin in

hunting-tops, ass?”’ C
“] am not goin’ to gwind Latin fo-day.”

“How’s that?”?

*“Qut!” said D’Arcy.

“You—are—going—out!”
measured tones.

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“Where}”

“To the Tytchley me&t.”

e Eb?’,

_*“The Fact is, deah boys, that I am gomn’ huntin’.” -

“ You are going hunting !’ said Jack Blake faintly. “Oh,

I knew it would turn out! ¥ knew/that his waistcoats were

a certain indication of insanity in the family. I had a

lose Gussy—that he would

be snatched from us in the bloom of his youth and shut up
in a lunatic asylum!”

“ Weally, Blake—" ) y

““And now it's come! Right off his rocker! Absolutely

I mean, I am goin’ out.”” .
repeated Jack Blake, in

_habbling 1"

“1 wefuse to be regarded as absolutely babblin’!” said
Arthur Augustus, with seme heat. ‘I suppose a gentleman
has a wight to go huntin’ on a mornin’ in the season, without
a lot of wottahs cacklin’ at him?” . = ey

“My dear duffer, you're not going hunting—you’re coming
into the class-room in seven minutes to grind Latin,” said
Blake pityingly. .

“I am goin’ to do nothin’ of the sert. I have dwessed to
go huntin’, and if you fellows like to come down to the
gates you can see me off 1’

“We can do that here, Gussy—I've seen you off for a
long time—fairly off! Poor old Gus! Fancy strait waist-
coats instead of fancy ditto, and—"’ .

“I wefuse to wemain here and listen to these wibald
wemarks )’ said D’Arcy, going to the door. ‘‘If you chaps
like to come and see me off, I shall be vewy glad of your
company as far as the gates of the coll.”

Blake, Herries, and Digby looked at one another. They
had been engaged in making a new cage for white mice, and
they left it where it was, and followed Arthur Augustus out
into the passage. ’

There was a yell from the corner where the Shell passage
branched off. Three sturdy juniors were coming along with
linked arnms, and they stopped in blank amazement at the
sight of Arthur Augustus.

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—the chums of the
Shell Form—stopped; and Monty Lowther reeled against
the wall, and Manners hung on to Tom Merry, and Tom
Merry gasped. The Terrible Three seemed absolutely

flabbergasted.

“What is it?” sobbed Monty Lowther, in solemn
Shakespearian strain. ‘ What meay this mean, that thou,
dread spook, revisit’st thus the glimpses of the moon?”’

“ My only Aunt Matilda? gasped Tom Merry. ‘It is
Gus—it’s the one and only! Are you fellows starting a
Arcus?”?

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

“It’s all right, you chaps,” said Blake resignedly.
* Gussy’s mad, bui he’s not dangerous; you can come quite
aear him. He won’t bite or anything!”

““Tg this a new jape?’ asked Tom Merry, as the Terrible
Three came nearer on receiving Blake’s assurance., “Is

-downs to the gates.
*“Look!”’

INTRODUCE TOM MERRY TO YOUR FRIEND!

Gussy dressed up like this to _go hunfing for deponent verbs
or Greek roots?” St Sy TR =
*“Ha, ha, ha!” ¢ i g L
“I am goin’ huntin’,” said D’Arcy, with dignitys “and
I decline to listen to these exceedingly diswespectful and
wibald wemarks.”? - - - - *
- And he walked down the passage with his elegant walk.
Tom Merry stared at Jack Blake. L
* What’s the little game?’ he demanded. o
“Blessed if I know!” said Blake. ‘‘He says he’s going

hunting 1 ,\ '
*‘Ha, ha, ha!” : S O
** He doesn’t look mad,” Mannars remarked, laying stress
an the wond ““look.” G
‘“ Appearances are deceptive,” said Lowther, with a shake
of the. head.
I suppose it’s a sudden attack,” said Tom: Merry,
‘“Better follow him and see that he comes to no harm.?
And the juniors followed the awell of the school out of the
house. Arthur Augustus D’Arey’s appearance in the quad-
ranglé was hailed with wonder and delight by the boys of
St. Jim’s. There was a crowd round him immediately. It
was a cold, eléar winter day, with a gleam of frost ‘on win-
dows and trees. The boys were enjoying the brief respite
from morning lessons, and rearly everybody was in the quad.
There was a yell as D’Arcy appeared, and walked steadily,

My hat!?,

“It’s Gussy !

“Or his ghost!”

*Beau Brummel in pink!”?

*‘ Chesterfield in tops!” :

¢“Ha, ha, ha!” ) 2.5 :

Arthur Augustus walked on apparently..unconscious ‘of
these remarks, which he would doubtless have characterised
as. disrespectful and ribald. The juniors stared, and the
senjors stared; and the fags of the Third Form marched .
after the swell of the School Homs,»:ﬁammﬂy } ;
impression that D’Arey had got up the show w
wolely for their amusement. Fos ]

It was quite an ovation. When Arthur Augustus arrived
at thé gates, he had an escort of:fifty or sixty fellows, all
delighted and eurious. The swell of 8t. Jim’s took up his
stand .in the gateway, and looked anxiously down the road
towards Rylcombe, flicking his beoot with ‘his whip the while,

CHAPTER 2. - . =
Not a Thoroughbred. TR
TOM MERRY & Co. pushed through the crowd at the

gates, and Arthur Augustus turned his head to glance
at them. Then he glanced down. the
$0me of the fags behind struck up a chorus:

road agaim.

“ A-hunting we will. go,

. And a-hunting we will go!
A-hunting, hunting we will go,
A-hunting we will go!”

“ Young wascals!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ Wally,”
I am weally ashamed to see you shoutin’ among those dis-
wespectful young wottahs!?” - ] :

D’Arcy minor—more commonly known as Wally—grinned.

‘“What’s the game, then?’ he demanded rather aggree-<
sively. ““ What do you mean by coming out in this rig,
when you’ve got to get into the class-room infive minutes??

“I am havin’ a day out!” =2

“My only Aunt Jane!” i

‘““As a mattah of fact, Wally, Cousin Ethel and her eldah
bwothah, Captain Cleveland, are at the Tytchley Meet to-
day, and the Head has given me his permish to join theng
there,”” D’Arcy condescended to explain.

The juniors stared. o2

* Then you're not off your rocker?’ exclaimed Tom Merry;
in tones of astonishment. : :

““No, Tom Merry,” said D’Arcy, with hauteur; *“I a
not off my wockah !’ : :

“ And yeu’re really going hunting?’* '

“Yaas, wathah!” g

“ The Tytchley Meet is at twelve,” said Wally, who w
of the horsiest of horsey tastes, and knew all about the
matters. “You'll have to buzz to get there. How are y.
going?”’ .

“T am goin’ to wide.”

‘“ Where's your mount, then?” '

“ Jones is sendin’ me a pag up fwom Wylcombe.”

‘“My only Aunt Jane!” repeated Wally. ‘““Faney y
going; -and me being left here! Didn’t they ment
mMe— . ; P



o

Hf&

by

went down, and his hind legs went up, and Fatty Wynn, with a wild yell, shot forward over his ears,

! Right up to the gate went Nicodemus with a rush. But there, unfortunately, he refused to Ieap. His head
|
{

“No, they didn't; and a kid of your age wouldrn't be
allowed, anyway.” }

* They'd allow it fast enough, if I could get a mount and
got there!” chuckled Wally. “Do you remember how I
took the ditch at home at Eastwood, Gus, when you funked

it, because you were afraid of spoiling your clothes?”’
© *“That statement is absolutely untwue. You pushed past
me in the mest wude mannah,” said D’Arcy warmly. “I
am afwaid that you are what would be chawactewised as a
thwustin® undwel, Wally.” .

< I say, Gus, suppose I go instead of you
Iy reply to this suggestion was a glare through
Then he looked up the road again.

" Bai Jovg, there’s the gwoom!”

Two horses had come into sight from the direction of the
village, one ridden by a groom, who was leading the other.
Arthur Augustus smiled with satisfacticn.

“Bai Jove, I shall get off now!” :

“1 wouldn’t get on, though, if I were you,” said Blake,
who was scrutinising the approaching horses. “I wouldn’t
ride’ that lump of catsmeat for anything.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

the groom camé nearer, D'Arey’s face changed.

The led_horse was certainly not what could be called a
picture. Jones, the livery-stableman in Rylcombe, had some
good horseflesh in his stables, but perhaps he had not taken
D’Arey’s note, asking for a mount, with due seriousness.
Perhaps he thought anything was good enough for a school-

o1

0y

At all events, the horse brought a frown to D’Arcy’s face,
and a grin to every other.

He was probably an old ’bus-horse, sent to linger

o ~out his last days at easy work in the country, and probably

Mr. Jones did not think he was worth feeding too plenti-
fully. He did not look like it. -

.The groom halted. - There was a half-grin on his horsey
visage as he touched his cap.

. NEXT
BHURSDAY:

 Master D’Arcy !” he said. -

“Yaas, I am here,” said D’Arcy, fixing his eyeglass upon
the man. “I pwesume that you do not mean to say that
you have bwought that—that thing for me?”

““This is the mount, sir.”” . §

“You weally mean to state that Mr. Jones has sent that
wotten bag of old bones for me to wide in the huntin’
field 7 exclaimed D’Arcy, with growing indignation.

““ Yes, sir. Fine horse, sir. ot too restive.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” rdared Tom Merry. ‘ He’ll have to have
a few oats inside him before he gets restive, I think.”

“ Westive I”” exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy indig-

nantly. “I should think the poor bwute wasn't westive.
I don’t want a horse that is not westive. I want a herse L
can wide.” .

“You could ride that horse, sir.”

I could sit upon the bwute, I suppose?” said D’Arcy.
¢ would just as soon wide a beastly clothes-horse.”

“It’s a safe mount, Gussy,” Blake remarked. >

“] pwesume that you doubt my powahs as a widab,
Blake ?”

“Not at all. I believe you could ride that horse.”

“ Weally, Blake!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 wefuse to wide that animal?® said Arthur Augustus.
“Take the poor bwute back, and tell Mr. Jones that I
wefuse to touch him with a pair of beastly tongs, and that
I will pay for him to have a feed, if the shock isn’t likely
to kill him.”

“Then you don’ want a hoss, sir?"”

““Yaas, wathah; I want a horse, not a thing like that.”

A bell rang across the Close, and the grinning juniors
began to turn away. It was time to return to the class-
rooms. The chums of the School House swell were-yelling-
with_laughter at the sight of the mount sent for him, but -
the distress in his face made them take a more gerious view =
of the matter. i =
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“1It’s too bad,” said Tom Merry., “IX haven’ seen Gussy
ride, and I den’t know if he could manage anything more
dangerous than a rocking-horse, but, certainly, he couldn’t
go to the meet on that wreck.” -
~ “Good hoss, sir, very quiet.”

“But I don’t want a.quiet horse;”’ said D’Arcy. ‘‘Bai
Jove! I shall be late for the meet, if I don’t huwwy like

. anythin’. What shall I do, deah boys? Advise me|?

‘* Better go on a bicycle,”” said Monty Lowther.

‘ Weally, Lowthah I’/

““Borrow Taggles’s pony!” said Gore.

‘ Pway shut up, Goah!”’

“Time we were in the class-room,” said Lowther.  Come
on, Manners! Tom, you ass, you'll get lined.”

“T’m coming.” : s
. Most of the fellows were hurrying in. Manners and
Lowther hurried off. Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell,
was not to be argued with. Wally was already gone.
Herries and Digby walked away with the Fourth Formers.
Arthur Augustus, however, was not left alone in his glory.
At the risk of “lines,” Blake and Tom Merry lingered at
the gate. .

‘“Bat Jove! T have nevah been in such a wotten pickle
before,” said D’Arcy. “I know Jones has some good stuff
in his stables, and I welied on him.”

“It’s bard cheese,” said Blake, taking the matter
seriously, at last. ‘If you’re really going to the meet——"

“Of course I'm gdin’.”

“You can’t go on that old crock,” said Tom Merry.
*You don't want to be late, either. Suppose you buzz
along and see if Jones has anything &lse in his stables.”

The groom touched his cap.

“ Nathing else, sir ¥’ he said. ‘ There’s been a run on
the stables for the meet. Good many gone from Rylcombe,

* sir. There’s nothing left but Badger. I dessay you've

£~ seen Badger, a lively rip, he is, and the grooms don’t dare

-~ to _mount him.”
¥ Arcy’s eye sparkled behind the monocle.

“Yaas, he's a wippah.”
“Mr. Jones is sorry he couldn’t send anything better
than this, but—"

; “I wegard Mr. Jones as havin’ failed to tweat me with
pwopah wespeet, my man,” said D’Arey. ¢ Why didn’t he
send Badger?”’ .

‘“He’d kill you, sir.” ,

‘“1 should be quite willin’ to take the wisks of that.”

‘“Begging your pardon, sir, bui Badger’s a vicious
brute,~and a boy couldn’t sit him, nohow, sir.”” .

“I wathah fancy I know my own business best,’”’ said

" D'Arey. “I am goin’ to have Badgah. You fellows had
bettah wun in. The bell’s stopped wingin’, and you'll be
lined fgr being late.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“We're late already,” he remarked.
hung for a gheep as a lamb.
ease, now.”

“I am sowwy, Mewwy.”

“That’s all right, Gussy. I'd rather be late for class
than have you late for the meet,” said Tom Merry good-
paturedly. ““I wish I could help you cut. But you can’t
ride Badger, you know.” )

‘ Wats, deah boy }”

“Don’t be an ass, Gussy!” said Blake anxiously.
seen the brute at Jones’s place, and he’s savage.
grooms can’t ride him.”

“I twust I can wide bettah than a giwoom.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

_““ Weally, Blake!”

“Look here, Gussy, I shouldn’t care to mount Badger,
and I’m a Yorkshireman,” said Blake, with the air of one
propounding a clincher.

“Vewy poss,” said D’Arcy. “But I am goin’ to mount
him. I know the countwy, luckily, and can take the short
cut to Tytchley. Get back with That woiten cwock, my
man, and tell Mr. Jones I’'m comin’ to take out Badgan!”

“T’'m afraid he won’t let you ’ave him, sir.”

“1 shall not argue about the mattah,”” said D’Arcy. “1
am goin’ to have Badgah. I wegard Mr. Jones as havin’
failed to play the game.”

L“But—but it’s beast? hard work even getting the saddle
en the brute, sir,” said the greom.

“Yaas, I dare say it is,” assented D’Arcy. ‘ Pway have
him saddled and bwidled weady for me when I awwive. I
shall be there as quickly as I can walk. Take this half-
soveweign, my man, and gway do your best.”

““Certainly, sir,”’ said the groom, touching his cap.

He eantered off with the led horse.
turned to his companions.

‘“ Good-bye, deah boys!”

+ ‘“Look here, Gussy——"’ :

" But Arthur Augustus was already walking swiftly down

the road towards Rylcombe. -

“May as well be
It will mean fifty in any

13 I’.‘ve
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Arthur Augustus

in steeplechases at home at Eastwood. I should like you !

CHAPTER 3.
Arthur Augustus in a New Light,

03 MERRY and Jack Blake looked at one another

in. doubt and dismay. What was to be done? They

were already late for third lesson, and lines

awaited them when they went into their respective class-

rooms. But to let D’Arcy go and ‘58": his neck broken—for

that was what they expected would be the result of his

visit to the stables-if they allowed him to have his way—
was not to be thought of.

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “What's to be done?”

“We can’t let him go.”’ s

f‘Il,o’t of good arguing with Gussy when he’s made up his
mind.’ .

“We could yank him in by his ears,” said Blake thought-
fully. “I really think that’s the best thing we could do,
under the circumstances.”

Tom Merry laughed. -

“But he’s going to meet Cousin Ethel at Tytchley, and
it’s rough on him not to go. I shouldn’t wonder if Jones
could find him a better herse if he liked. Suppose we go
down with him and ses.” B

‘“ What about lessons ?’’

‘“ Well, we’re late already. I'm game if you are.”

“Oh, 'm game,” said Blake, grinning.  ‘“Come on! We
can’t let the one and only Gus get his neck broken. If he
can’t find a safe mount, we’ll stop him.”

“ That’s right.” ;

And the two juniors hurried down the road after D’Arcy.
The swell of the School House was walking-a$ a rapid
pace. He was not distinguished as a pedestrian, but on the
present occasion he put his best foot foremost. - He usually
declared that he found walking ‘‘exhaustin’®; but, just
now, he was in deadly earnest. Tom Merry and Blake had
to run to eatch him. D’Arcy glanced back at themsgs they
came up, without stopping.

““Bai Jove! you fellows. You’re late for lessons already.”

“ That’s all right, Gussy. We're coming down to Rylecombe
with you.” s T e

“ But weally o :

“We're going to look after you.” = T

“Wats 17 : ‘ 3

“If you say rats to me, your lawful lord and master, I
shall probably interrupt this walk by dotting you on the
nose,”” said Blake severely. ) <

“Pway don't wot, Blake! Can’t you see I'm wowwied 7"’ 1‘!

“That’s all right, old son.” Iy 3

“I'm glad to have you with me,” said D’Arcy:~* You
can help me to persuade cld Jones, in case he pwoves
wecalcitwant.” ;

“ But, really, Gussy——"’

“You haven’t seen me wide?” said D’Arcy.

“‘Oh, yes, I've seen you wide at cricket,” grinned Blake.

“Very wide, sometimes, Gussy, when you are bowling:?’

“Oh, pway don’t wot at a sewious moment, Blake. I

am a weally wippin’ widah, you know, and I have widden -

fellows to come there some vac. and see me in the Eastwood
colours, bai Jove!”

“ But about Badger "

“T have widden wuffer horses than Badgah,” said D’Arcy,
with a superior smile. ‘““He will just suit me, you know.
Ah, here’s Wylcombe !” ?‘: e

‘“ But suppose you break your neck?”

41 wefuse to suppose an impossibility, Tomi

“What will D’Arcy minor do without yous
body to tell him to wash his inky fingers and
collar ?” :

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—— Abh, here is Jones's!” ~ =

fthout any-
&t on a clean.

=
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A strong smell of horses announced when they were near
the establishment of Mr. Jones. D’Arcy led the way into
the mews, and in the cobbled yard he found the groom who
had come to the school, speaking to a stout, Horid-faced
man, who was immediately recognised as Mr. Jones.

““Good-morning, young gents!’ said Mr. Jones. “I’'m
sorry you didn’t like the hose Master D’Arcy. Nice, quiet
animal. Just suited to a lad of your years.”

‘I wegard you as havin’ failed to play the game, Mr,
Jones. Pway let your man twot out Badgah !”

Mr. Jones grinned. 8

“He’d kill you, young gentleman.”

“Pway twot him out. I have to wide acwoss countwy
to the meet, and I have no time to waste.”

Mr. Jones winked at the groom.

¢ Bring him out, Dick!”

““ Yes, sir.”

The groom disappeared into the stables. There was a
sound of clattering hoofs against a box, as a horse was
taken out of it. Dick, the groom, reappeared, leading a
horse, saddled and bridled as D’Arcy had directed. The
half-sovereign had done its work, though both Mr. Jones
and his man had not the slightest belief that D’Arcy would
venture to mount the horse when he saw him at close
quarters.

It was a handsome animai—cleanlimbed, well
proportioned, with a fine head, well set. But there wra a
lurking demon-in its eyes, and Dick, the groom, was feep-
ing a tight grip and an alert eye as he led it out.

‘’Ere he is, young gentleman.”

_Jack Blake gave a whistle. At home in Yorkshire Le had
ridden all kinds of horseflesh, but he would not have cared
to mount Badger for & ride. As he put it to Tom Merry,
he could have done it, but he did not hanker after it. But
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy surveyed Badger with supreme
satisfaction.

In fact, a change seemed to have come over D’Arey with
the change into his riding-clothes. There was a quickness,
an alertness in his manner which his chums had never
noticed there before, and an expression of determination on
his face which gave it quite a new look. It was evident that
the swell of St. Jim’s was not soft all through, after all.

“Bai Jove, what a wippah!™ he exclaimed.

“He’ll rip you to rags,” said Tom Merry.
him !

‘“ Wats, deah boy!"”

‘“You can’t.handle him!'”

“ Bai Jove, I'm goin’ to twy!” § e -

. ““Gussy, keep off the grass!” ‘exclaimed Blake. ¢ The
brute wﬂ!l”rel}. you over on the cobbles!”

“ Wats

¢ Keep off

““He’ll spoil your clothes,” said Tom Merry.

That ought to have been a clincher. Such ‘an appeal had
never been lost on D’Arcy. But to the amazement of the
juniors, he simply replied:

““ Blow my clothes!”

Tom Merry stared at Blake, who stared at him in return.
What had come over Arthur Augustus? If he no longer
cared for his clothes, what did he care for?

While they were lost in_amazement, Arthur Augustus
walked towards the horse. There was not the slightest trace
of nervousness in the junior’s manner. Perhaps it was for
that reason that Badger stopped pawing the cobbles, and
ce;msed to lay back his ears.

Kee s him, sir!” exclaimed Dick, the groom, in
alarm, as w that D’Arcy rezlly intended to mount the
brute. . = .

“ Wats,® an ! .
“ Mastei', Arcy, don't get near him !*” ghouted Mr. Jones.
“ Wats ! =

Arthur Augustus walked up to the horse with perfect
calmness. He patted him on the nose with his gloved hand,
and Badger not shear off his hand with his sharp white
teeth, as DicK and Mr. Jones fully expected. The horse

seemed to liks it rather than otherwise. D’Arcy put bhis.

hand to the saddle.

‘“’Eaven’s sake, sir!"”

‘“Stand back !’

D’Arcy rapped out the words, and Dick stood back, letting
go the horse in sheer amazement. The next moment the
swell of St. Jim’s was in the saddie.

“Out of the way!” yelled Mr. Jones, dodging behind a
heap of refuse swept from the stables. “ He’ll start now.”

Dick, the groom, swung himself behind a door. Tom
Merry and Jack Blake crowded back to give the horse rcom.

For the moment Badger seemed astounded at finding some-
body on his back. Then he gave a squeal, and suddenly his
hind legs went up into the air

“ My hat!” gasped Blake. “ Poor old Cus!”

The juniors sprang- forward, ready at any risk to save
D’Arcy from the fury of the horse, when he crashed down on
the cobbles LA =

gasped Dick, the groom.
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But to their amazement, D’Arey was sitting tight, and
though his eyeglass fell off ‘and-fluttered at the end of its
cord over the ears of Badger, the swell of St. Jim’s showed
no sign whatever of falling off, . .

“My hat! He can ride!”’

““Good old Gussy!” i

Tom Merry and Blake receded again, and leaned against
the brick wall and watched. Their astonishment was great,
but not so great as their admiration, for D’Arcy’s horseman-
ship was a revelation. i

Badger’s hind heels came down with a crash that struck
sparks from the cobbles, and then his fore legs went up. .

He staggered backwards on his hind legs; as if he were
going to fall over on his rider, and D’Arcy sat tight, only

-~ his lips setting in a hard, determined line.

Down came Badger again on nis forefeet with a clatter,
and then he seemed to go in for a display of equine fire-
works, clattering up and down, and round and te and fro
with endless, restless, tireless motion.

And through it all D’Arcy was like a rock.

The struggle ended as suddenly as it began. Badger
stopped still, with a sort of shake, and then stood like al
lamb—quite subdued.

Mr. Jones stared at the horse blankly. s

¢ My honly "at!” he gasped. ‘‘ He’s—he’s ridin’ Badger!”

“ Good-bye, deah boys!’ said D'Arcy. ‘I'm goin’!”

“ Bravo!” yelled Tom Merry.

““ Hurray !’ shouted Blake. .

Arthur Augustus, with this reins in his left, lifted his hat
with his right, and bowed in response to the cheer as he rode
out of the stable-yard. He clattered through the cobbly
mews, and out into the old High Street of Rylcombe, Tom
Merry and Blake following, and Mr. Jones and the groom,
and a stableman following them, all exeited and astonished.

And a really handsome figure the swell of St. Jim’s made
as he cantered up the street on his spirited mount.

“Well, my word!” said Mr. Jones. It was all he could
say.

¢ My word!” said Dick, the groom.

“My word!” said Bob, the stableman. L

Jack Blake looked at them with the smile of superiority.

“Jolly lot of Doubting Thomases you were, weren't you?
he said. ‘‘Perhaps you'll believe next time that a fellow
from St. Jim’s can ride.” s

And the horsey gentlemen had nothing to say. Tom Merry
and ‘Blake strolled away towards St. Jim's. Tom Merry was
laughing, -

“I say, Blake, that was pretty cool, you know,” he re-
marked. ““You didn’t believe that Gussy could do it.”

Jack Blake chuckled. . .

““Never mind, they had no right to disbelieve in a S’t,
Jim’s fellow,”” he said. ¢ But what a little ripper he is, isn’t
he? Fancy Gussy!”

“T never thought it of him!"*

“Nor I. By Jove, it was worth getring lined to come here
and see Gussy start!” s :

““Yes, rather!” )

Twenty minutes later the two juniors presented themselves
at their respective class-rooms at St. Jim’s. Fourth lesson
was nearly over.

Jack Blake marched into the Fourth Form-room meekly
enough, and little Mr., Lathom blinked at him over his
glasses.

“ Blake, I have marked you absent.”

“I am sorry, sir.”

‘“Have you any excuse to offer .

“Yes, if you please, sir. I thought I ought to go with
D’Arcy to Rylcombe, sir,” said Jack meekly. ‘“‘He was
going to unt a dangerous horse, sir, and I thought I
ought to see that he came to no harm.””

The Fourth Form master blinked dubiously at Blake.

* You should have asked permission, Blake.” i

““Yes, sir, only I had to run after D’Arcy to catch him as
it was.”

““ Very well, under the circumstances, I will excuse you,
Blake.”

“ Thank you, sir.”

And Blake took his place in the class with much satisfac-
tion. Tom Merry was not so fortunate. He entered the
Shell class-room, and Mr.-Linton’s eyes fixed him imme-
diately like a pair of gimlets. ; .

“Merry! VYou are late—you have missed a lesson without
permission.” . :

*“Yes, sir. I o

‘“ Where have you been?- B

“To Rylcombe, sir. I—"

“Yon will take two hundred lines, Merry.”*"

“If you please, sir—-"

‘“That is enough. Go to your place.”

And Tom Merry made a grimace, and went to his place.

sy
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CHAPTER 4.
: The'!lleét. ’

% %0 RTHUR(™® ,
i . It;was Ethel Cletveland—better known to the boys

of St. Jim’s as Cousin Ethel—who uttered the ex-
clamation. 'The girl,- logking very charming in her riding-
“habit, was sitting a rim.ndsmne roan horse at the covert side,
‘next to a muscular ‘Guardsman “with e good-natured, ruddy
“face. *Cousin Ethel gave a bright smile and a nod to her
_gousin.as he came up,

-7 Arthur Augustus raised his hat with a grace that was-all

‘his own. ‘The big Guardsman looked at him:
© “It's Arthur’”-said Cousin Ethel. ’
- “Begad, so it is!"” said Captain Cleveland.
Arthur? That’s & decent mount you're on, bega
« *“Yaas, wathah!” 2 =
“Cold ~"day for waiting,” said the captain.. “I.don’t
‘believe they will ever throw off, begad—I don’t really.”
“And the captain listlessly watched the distant huntsman,
and ‘chewed his under lip, while the hounds were patiently
*drawing.’ :
< -“I. am so
Cousin Ethel. :
. “Yaas, bai Jove!” gaid D’Arcy. - © It was so awfully kind
of you to think of me, Ethel. -I know that the captiin’s 11_ote
to Dr.- Holmes was your ideah.” -~ -
Cousin Ethel smiled. 2 e - w e
“ 1 thought you would like the chance of a run, Arthur.”
““Bai Jove, and you were wight!”’ said D’Arey.. ‘ Though
1 came near bein’ pwevented fwom- comin’.” The. wotten man
sent mé a wotten old cwoek, you know, to wide. I nevah
félt so insulted in my life!” e ;
“ That is a handsome mount you have, though.”
. “Yaas. I insisted on havin’ him. He is a good_ beast,
“weally, and I like him. T am glad I was'in time, Ethel. 1

“How de do,
b

glad‘_you wex;e able to come, Art-hui',” said

. .am gg}n’ to wide with you and keep an eye on you, you

know.”? — . !

Miss Cleveland smiled again. She was e fearless horse-
woman, and she mentally resolved that Arthur “Augustus
would have all his work cut out to keep an eye on her.

““By the way, who is that wottah stawin’ at me?”’ went on
D’Arcy. ‘I wegard his stare as bein’ both wude and im-
pertinent.’’ .

“"Cousin Ethel coloured a liitle. s

A young man on a black. horse was watching the swell of
St. Jim’s with a far from amiable expression, and it was
evident that D’Arcy’s proximity to Miss Cleveland was not
agreeable to the onlooker. A o R
. The young man—or, rather, boy, for he was only a few
years older than D’Arcy—was. well-mounted, and he sat his
steed like a good rider.” His face was dark, almost swarthy,
and his eyes black and scintillating. He looked like a
foreigner, but he seemed to know. a great many people &t
the-meet. oy ” )

“That,” said Ethel, without looking round. I believe
his name is Algarotti.”? - .

“Bai Jove! I don’t like the way he looks at me,” said
D’Arcy. ‘I wondah whom he may happen to be?”

‘“ An Ttalian, I think,”’ said Cousin Ethel.

Captain Cleveland looked round.. - -

¢« Algarotti I he said. ‘“Yes; he’s the son of an Italian
oanker in London. A young puppy, I think, begad! Rides
well, though.” - oo S

The young Italian pushed his horsec nearer to Miss
Cleveland, as if wishing to push between the young lady aud
her cousin. -

_Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s eyes glinted. . ’

_ He shifted Badger a little, so that the Italian could not
possibly carry out his purpose without making®a scene, and
Algarotti bit his lip and desisted. ’

Captain Cleveland, who was watching anxiously for the
start, had no eyes for this little incident, but it did not
escapo Cousin Ethel, whose fair cheeks grew a little deeper
in colour. - )

She glanced round involuntarily, and Algarotti took the
opportunity of raising his hat. .

_f:lIt is a pleasure to sce you again, Miss Cleveland,” he
said. .

He spoke perfect English, and as D’Arcy learned after-
wards, he had been born in England and brought-up at an
-English ‘school, his father, the banker, being a permanent
resident in London. - ; . i

Arthur Augustus was to be brought into very elose contact
r"xth young Algarotti, though he did not guess that judt

nen. - .

Cousin Ethel nodded distantly to the Italian. Then
fixed her gaze steadily ahead of her, watching the cover
- :Algarotti bit his lip. ; = g
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was no fool, in some matters, at

2 ghe
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‘least, and he saw at a glance how matters stood letween

Fthel and the Ifalian, as it was natural they should stand
between a sensitive girl instinctively disliking a character
she half-understood, and the passionate foreigner who was
determined to force his acquaintance upon her whether sho

-liked it or not. :

And the swell of St. Jim’s inwardly resolved that he would
keep close by Cousin Ethel’s side that morning, and see that

the swarthy rider was kept at a distance.

Captain Cleveland uttered a sudden exclamation of satis-
faction. S

“ They’re off I*

The hounds had found at last.” - :

There was a stir and a drawing of breath; the wait at the
covertside had been impatiently borne. The huntsman’s
horn rang a note through the crisp air, and the whole line
‘moved on. : . -

In the first field Algarotti made an attempt to range up
beside Ethel. ’

Captain Cleveland was away ahead; he evidently did not

‘regard it as a brotherly duty to stick by his sister’s side

during the hunt, and his powerful horse was carrying him
on with great strides. .

Cousin Ethel was riding well. She took hedge and ditch
with fearless precision; and Arthur Augustus rode by her
side in a way that would have made the St. Jim's fellows
_open their eyes if they could have seen him.

Algarotti ranged up on the other §ide of the girl, but the.
nature of the ground kept him at a certain distance.

And the swell of St. Jim’s was soon giving him a lead,
which he strove in vain to make up. <

Away ahead of him, and of half the hunt, went the swell™
of St. Jim’s and his fair companion, and Algarotti pounded
after them on his big black, - o e i
. Then the savage, passionate nature of the Italian showed
-itself, as ho lashed his horse, and jammed the spurs against
its flanks. :

It was not to urge it to greater efforts so much.as to wreak
his own rage upon some living object that made Algarotti
use whip and spur. : SR

The horse, thus tormented, bounded on. furiously, but -
Algarotti was under the disadvantage of not knowing the
country, while both Cousin Ethel and Arthar Augustus-had
hunted it before. fn ;

Well ahead the two kept, and many a glance was thrown
towards them, for they made a really handsome pair.

The chums of Study No. 6 in the School House at-8t;. Jim's
would have been proud of Arthur Augustus if they could
have seen him then. .

¢ Tally-ho !’ VA

Two notes on the horn rang over the woodlands.

“Bwavo !” exclaimed D’Arcy. ‘‘Bai Jove, half of them
are behind !”

The hunt was indeed melting down; a good half of the
riders were hopelessly behind, or had taken to the roads,
for the country was heavy, and the going extremely difficult
in the best of places.

Cousin Ethel nodded, with a bright smile.

The colour was flushing her cheeks, and her eyes were
sparkling ; the excitement of the dash across country was in
her blood, as it was in D’Arcy’s.

“Look out, dcah boy—I mean, gall” sang-eut Arthur
Augustus.  “ Bettah wide wound that beastly & nch !’

Cousin Ethel shook her head. =

Right at it she went, and her roan rosg® the leap
splendidly, and the hedge—which had stopped®wo or threc
bold riders and turned them along to a safer~spot—flashed
beneath her horse’s hoofs. 2

A second later Arthur Augustus rose to the leap, and
clattered down on the safec side of the bullfinch, but Algarotti
was not so lucky. . =

The big black came thundering up, but the savage punish-
ment his master had given himn had had its natural etfect
in throwing him into a state of nerves.

The black baulked at the leap, and swung aside, and
Algarotti -was dragged along, with his coat tearing cn tke
shaggy brambles of the bullfinch hedge. -

The Italian ground his teeth furiously. :

In justice it must be said that he had pluck, and he would
have taken the leap at the risk of a broken neck, but hLis
horse’s action gave him no choice in the matter.

He lashed the unfortunate animal savagely, and drove it
on to the nearest gap, where the big black pounded through,
and Algarotti spurred him forward again. e,

But the huntsman and the hounds were far ahead -now,
and riding close behind the pack Algarotti “could discern .
two figures -through' the openings of the woodland—the .
figures of Arthur Augustus D’Arey and Cousin Ethel—a gcod
quarter-mile ahead of him. ) LD SR

END! -
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CHAPTER 5.

87 e A Challenge. )
LGAROTTI rode his hardest and best, but he did not
come near D’Arcy for the rest of the run. The fox
got away at the finish, and there was no kill, and
after vainly casting for the scent, huntsman and pack gave
it up. "But the run had been hard and long, and there were
not-more than five or six riders at the finish, among them

Arthur, Augustus and Cousin Ethel and her brother.

Algarott: joined them as they gave up waiting and turned
their horsés homewards. . .

D’Arcy put up his eyeglass and- gave the Italian a look
which he considered quite sufficient to send him on his
travels, but.it had no effeet upon Algarotti. The Tralian
had had a fall, and was splashed with mud, and although
he kept his temper well in hand, it was simmering furiously.
His black eyes glinted whenever he locked at D’'Arcy. and
but for the prescnce of Ethel Cleveland he would probably
have proceeded to something more than words.

“You had bad luck, Algarotti,” Captain Cleveland
remarked.

“Yes,” said the Ttalian; ““my beast refused a hedge.” He
was startled by a boy taking a clumsy leap just before him,
instead of keeping clear.”

Arthur Augustus turned his head, with a flush in Fis

cheeks.
“If you are speakin’ of me, sir—-" he began.
The Italian laughed unpleasantly. U
“Come, then, you must be aware that you jumped side-
ways!” he exclaimed.

“ Nothin’ of the sort! I jumped as stwaight as a die.

Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly., I

wathah think I can jump stwaight at a fence! Besides, you

were a good minute behind.” .
‘I was close behind, and you baulked me by your ciumsi-

ness !”” said- the Italian coolly. 1T excuse you; it comes of

the Master allowing hoys in the hunting-field !”’

. D’Arcy went crimson.

,“w-;‘;‘wW__caliy—-” he began. Thefi-he caught an imploring

Iook from Cousin Ethel, and stopped.
your own way,” he said.

Captain Cleveland looked at them. and then rode on beside
his sister. Cousin Ethel was looking troubled. She fore-
saw bitter blood, and she fclt that she was herself in-
advertently the cause of it. She tried to keep. D’Arcy close
to her,fearing a quarrel with the Italian if he left her side.
D’ Arcy was only too glad to keep close, and-the Italian had

T)%'bc’hind in the lane they were following home. -

“Hard cheese to lose the brush, aftcr all!’ Captain
Cleveland growled discontentedly.

Cousin Ethel smiled at D Arcy.

“I am rather glad!” she murmured. “It is so ripping
%0 ryi‘(}c across country, but—but I am sorry for the poor, dear

ox ! :

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

“ What pwice the poor, deah poultwy Le gobbles of a
night?” he asked. “I am thinkin’ of joining a society for
the pwevention of ewuelty to chickens, and then it will be
necessawy to hunt foxes fwom a sense of humanity.”

Cousin Ethel laughed.

““You are growing quite witty, Arthur.”

““ Well, as a mattah of fact, I heawd young Wally say
that,” said D’Arcy. “He’s an awfully sarcastic little

egga.h;;{gpu know.”

The “lage had narrowed to a mere track. Captain
Cleveland-was taking a short cut, partly to save time getting
home, partly because it would get rid of Algarofti the
sooner. As soon as he came to his own road the Italian
would have to leave them. In the narrow track “Arthur
Augustus was_compelled to drop behind, and found Limself
riding with Algarotti.

The Italian gave him an unpleasant look, “his lips curling
up into a sneer of contempt. D’ Arcy felt kis temper rising.
He -was the best-tempered fellow in the world, as a rale,
but any insult to his horsemanship touched him on the row.
so to speak ; and the young Italian’s mannor was deliberately
insulting in addition, ; ’

““Now that we can speak without bein’ ovahheard ty a
lady,” said Arthur Augustus, “I wish to wemark that your
statement just now was absolutely incowwect. I did not. take
the leap sideways; & D’Arcy always takes his fencos
stwaight.”’

The Italian shrugged his shoulders.

“I repeat what I said,” he replied. “ Your utter clumsi-
ness spoiled my leap, and nearly gave me a fall. 1 shall
complain to the Master about allowing clumsy and in-
eXBeu_eneed boys in- the field I”’ 5

D’ Arey’s eyes glinted. =

#I wathah think that the Mastah will not listen to a wank
outsidah!” he i

“Vewy well, have

-

s =
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exclaimed. “ Captain Cleveland’s uncle is”~
. Mastah of the Tytchley, and he is hardly. likely to pPay
- any attention to a ‘_vottah hke yourself, T think !”’

* One Penny, = Ta

Wally waded in, and followed the poacher
. across the rocky bed of the stream,

©“Ah! What did you call me?” .

“ A wottah I” said D’Arcy, “ You have made a statement
that is absolutely untwue. "I did not jump sideways, as you
know Perfegtly well; but you wanted to make me look
sgidiculous in Miss Cleveland’s eyes. - Your mount wefused
“hedge, I firmly believe; becguse you had been ill-usin’ it,
® thd bwute you are! There’s the twuth in plain English,
you want it 1"’ : < ol
he Italisn gritted hi eath,
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“You are a relation of Miss Cleveland 2" he asked.

1 have the honah to be her cousin.”

“Ah! For thdt reason I pardon you, and let you cff
from the chastisement I should otherwise inflict for your
insolence 1”’

Arthur Augustus smiled contemptuously.

* You need not twouble to pardon me,” he said; “I don’t
want to be let off ! Miss Cleveland is out of sight now, and
I am quite willin’ to dismount and give you a sample of how
e box at St. Jim’s !”

‘I am not likely to fight with a schoolboy !’

“Then keep your beastly tongue between your wotten
teeth,” said D’Arcy, “or I warn you that you won’t have
any choice about the mattah!”’ .

T]he Italian gave him a dangerous look, but did not
reply. ~

“ Yaas, wathah!” resumed D’Arcy. ~ * Your horse looks a
likely beast, and he wouldn’t have baulked at the bullfinch if
you had known how to wide him!” .

;\:{ould you compare your riding with ming, sou insolent
cub? 2

* Yaas, wathah! I would wide with you on any course in
England, flat, hurdle, or steeplechase, and undahtake to leave’
you stwanded!” said D’Arcy ‘instantly.

The Italian’s eyes glittered.

I accept your challenge!” he exclaimed.

* Yaas, but——" 3

** Ah, you withdraw, and ‘eat your words!”’ exclaimed
Aﬁg:}rottl scornfully. *“You are but a braggart boy after
all.’
D’Arey coloured. -

I should be only too glad to wide with you, and take

sonie of the feahful cheek out of you, Mr. Algarotti; but as
a matteh of fact I am, as you have politely wemarked, a
schoolboy, and——"’ ;

+* And, therefore, it would befit you to hold your tongue
in the presence of your elders!”

“ You are not vewy much my eldah, I pwesume, and you
are a wude beast,” said D’Arcy. ** All the same, a match
can be awwanged, and I will get my governah to wite to
the Head at St. Jim’s, and get me leave to wide.”

** You will probably find some means of eluding the test.”

“Bai Jove, I will teach you to know me bettah, you
wottah. I will wide with you if I"have to wun away from
xchool to do it!” exclaimad Arthur Augustus, with sparkling
cyes. I can get permish if my governah helps me, too.
I would wide this animal against your black any time.”’

*“ That—that hack——""

“ Bai Jove, I'll wide him, and show you whethah he is a .

hack or not,”” said the swell of St. Jim’s.
hind to-day, at all events.”

* Because you were a clumsy——?"

‘“That is not twue.”

“ You call me a liar?”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”

Algarotti grasped his 1iding-whip. It seemed for a moment
that he would slash the English boy across the face. It
would have cost him dear; but at that moment Captain
Cleveland came riding back. S

*“Hallo, you two!” he exclaimed. “ My sistér has gone
in, Arthur. I suppose you are coming in to lunch before
you go back to the college?”’

** Yaas, wathah!”?

The Italian gritted his tecth. Fe would gladly have
accepted an invitation to lunch at Cleveland Lodge.

““He left you be-

** Then good-day!” he exclaimed, raising his hat. ‘“You
will not forget our compact, Mr. D’Arcy?”’

** Wathah not!”

And the Italian rode on his homeward way. Arthur

Augustus and Captain Cleveland turned their horses‘towards
the Lodge. The captain locked at his young cousin curiously.
“Were you quarrelling with the bounder?’ he asked.
“ He is a bounder, begad.” . ®
" Yaas, I suppose so,” assented D’Arcy. “ He actually hed
the feahful cheek to cwiticise my widin, you know.”

The captain grinned.

“ Did fl)e, begad! He came a purler, and I believe jt was
through spurring too hard,” he remarked. “ He’s a good
rider, I've noticed that, but a cruel brute to his mount.”

** Yaas, wathah!” g "

** What did he mean about a compact?”’

*“ We have awwanged to wide—my Badger against his
black—in a cwoss-countwy wide— a point-to-point steeple-
chase, you know.”

The captain whistled. )

* That’s rather a serious undertaking for a schooclboy,
Arthur.”

‘¢ All the bettah for bein’ a schoolboy; Fm as light as many, -

"a jockey, and you know that I can wide.” -
“*Yes, I know you can ride,”’ assented Cleveland.
that mount of yours—is he up to Algarotti’s black?”-

==
“ But

. INTRODUGE -TOM MERRY TO YOUR FRIEND!

“I think so.” -

‘“ Can you get permission?”?

** Well, as a mattah of fact, I was welyin’ on you to help _
me,” said Arthur Augustus. ' I shouldn’t like the fowcign
cad to think that an English chap was afwaid of him, you
know, and if I didn’t meet him, he would think so. I want
you to put it to my governah, as ¢n old sport, you know.”

The Guardsman grinned.

“I don’t exactly know how Lord Eastwood will play up
to the character of an old sport,” he remarked. *‘But cer-
tainly I'll do my best for yeu. You must lick the cad.”

* Yaas, wathah!”

And with Captain Cleveland’s influence on his side,
Arthur Augustus had little doubt of getting Lord Eastwood’s
influence, too, and then all would be right at St. Jim’s, And
he was already looking forward to the steeplechase.

CHAPTER 6.;

A Pass for Six.
ALF-PAST four rang out from the clock tower of St.
sl Jim’s, and the Fourth Form and the Shell poured
out from their class-rooms into the wide, flagged
passage. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther looked out at
once for the chums of Study No. 6, and found them. Tom

Merry slapped Blake on the shoulder.,

** Gussy hasn’t come back yet,” he remarked.

Blake shook his head.

** No. was thinking that we might run down io
Rylcombe, and meet him at Jones’s mews,” he said. ** He's
bound to go back there to take Badger.”

“I was just thinking the samec,”

*“Geod! We'll go together.”

Tom Merry made a grimace.

** I’ve got lines from Linton for being late.”

¥ Hard cheese,” said Blake sympathetically. “I got off
with Lathom. But I’ll tell you what, we’ll all lend a hand
at your lines, and get ’em knocked off, and risk Linton
spotting the writing.”

“ Geod! Many thanks!”

“We're going.down to the village, kids,” said Blake
‘“and we’re going to do Tom-Merry’s lines first.”

* I think I’d better go and get my dog,” said Herries. 1
want to give him a run as often as possible for his health.”

*“ Herries had a little dog,” said Monty Lowther, ** as ugly
as a crow, and everywhere that Herries went, that dog was
sure to go.” - .

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” R

Herries marched off without deigning to reply. Herries®
niotto was ‘‘ love me, love my dog,” and he lived up to it.

The Terrible Three, with Blake and Digby, adjourned to
Tom Merry’s study, and the lines were knocked off. Five
willing hands made short work of them. Then Tom Merry
took them to Mr. Linton’s study, and Jack Blake went in
search of a prefect to get a pass down to the village.

Jack Blake was a ciplomat in these matters. There were
good-tempered prefects in the School House at St. Jim’s, and
bad-tempered prefects. Blake ran over the good-tempered
prefects in his mind, and considered which -one he should
ask. XKildare, the captain of St. Jim’s, was out, unfortu-
nately, and the next best was Darrel. And so Blake tapped
at the door of Darrel’s study, the light under the door telling
him that the Sixth-Former was in his quarters.

There was no reply, and Blake opened the door. Darrel
of the Sixth was sitting at the table.. There was a letter int
his hand, and an envelope with an American postmark lying
on the table. The Sixth-Former’s handsome face was very
set and miserable.  Blake looked at him, and wondered
Darrel glanced up.

" Blake! What do you want?’

His tone was harsh, his look angry. Blake backed away.

“It’s all right, Darrel,” he said hastily., “I—I didn’t"
know you were busy.”

The prefect’s face changed. He laid down the letter.

* It’s all right, Blake. I'm not busy. You can come in.”

“I don’t want to bother you——7* ’

“Come in!”

Blake came in. The prefect looked at him.

‘“ What do you want?”

“ Well, I was going to ask you for a pass, Darrel. It’s
an important matter, and——"

The prefect smiled faintly.

I shall have to know a little more about it before I give
you a pass to go alone out of bounds after dark, Blake.”

** Oh, that’s all right,” said Blake eagerly.. ““ I—I.thought
you wouldn’t like me to go alone, so I've arranged to take
Herries and Dig, and Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther
with me, and——" . :

* And the rest of ihe Shell and the Fourth?” asked Darrel
pleasantly.

**Noj; that’s the lot, Darrel. You see, Gussy has been
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away to-day—gone “a-hunting, you know, and we want to

meet him in Rylcombe to sec if he’s still alive.”

‘* Nothing else?"”

¢ Honour bright !’"- :

“Good! T give you the pass.”

And the prefect wrote it out. Blake fook it jovfully,
thanked Darrel cffusively, and bolted out of the study. e
met his comrades in the hall,

* Got it?” asked Manners.

“Yes. Darrel’s a Lrick—a real brick!”

“That’s no news.”

“No; but_he is a brick, and no mistake,” said Blake
warmly. “ He was worried about something, and he spoke
rather sharply; and then he melted, you know, and I verily
believe he let me have the pass partly because he was snappy
at first. I only hope he irn’t in any trouble. Hallo, Merry!
Is it all right?”

Tom Merry laughed as he camc up.

*“Yes; Mr. Linton was out, and I've left them on his table.
If he spots a variety of hands, he won’s do it till we’re gone,
so it’s all serene.

“ Good! Let’s get off; I've got the pass.”

“Where’s Herries?’ .

“ Blow Herries! If he likes to go cavorting round with a
dog instead of coming along to Rylcombe, let him !

“Right-ho!” exclaimed Manners, * We sha’n’t miss him.”

Blake gave the Shell boy a glare. He wasn't inclined to
allow his own chums to be run'down by anybody but himself.

** Talking out of your hat?”’ he asked unpleasantly. “If
you think we’re going to start till old Herries is ready,
you're off-side, Manners.”

** Why, you were saying——*"

“ Never mind what I as saying. No neced for you to
repeat what I was saying. Blessed if I know why you can't
think of something to say for yourself.”

I*********************************************************
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‘‘ Here's Ierries!” exclaimed Digby.

*“ Yes, here he is; he hasn't kept us waiting a minute,”
said Blake, in an aggrieved tone. | don’t sce what
Manners wants to keep on grumbling for, for one.”

I wasn’t grumbling——"

““ Well, don’t argue about it,” Let’s get off.”

“ But it was you who said——"

*“ Are we going to the village, or is this a conversazione?”
fsked Blake, in a tone of hopeless resignation.

* Look here,”” began Manners wrathfully, * you gaid——""

“ Oh, come on!” exclaimed Tom Merry, laughing.

¢ But Blake said——"

“Ain’t you ready to start?’ asked Herries.
tugging-at his chain, you know.
watting.”’

¢ Oh, if his Majesty Towser is rcady, we must be off,”
said Lowther, in the vein sarcastic  * When Towser says
‘turn, we all turn!”

“Oh, come on!” .

“I wonder where that young rascal Wally is?” Blake
remarked, as they crossed ‘towards the gates, ‘*He would
like toecome down with us and meet Gussy.”

““ He can never be found when he's wanted, and we can't
hang about for him,” said Manners,

 Oh, all right! Hallo, Figgy!” .

Three. juniors met the School House chums on their way
to the gate. They were Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn—the
chums of the New House.

“ Going out?’ asked Figgins.

“ Well, we look like it, don't we?”’

“Yes, ass! What’s on?"

“My overcoat. Likewise my hat, and my boots.”

“ Oh, don’t be funny,” said Fatty Wynn. “TIs it a feed?
If it id, I don’t mind coming with -you. I'm peckish.”

“I've never met you when You' were not,” Tom- Merry
remarked.

“Well, I get so hungry -this time of the year,” said
Fatty Wynn pathetically. “# T’ve always got a pretty good
appatite—"’

““Ha, ha, ha! T've noticed that!”

“ Towser's
He doesn’t like to be kept
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“But I get fearfully peckish in thizs December weather,’
And as I was saying, if it's a feed at Mother Murphy's,
you can count on us,” i

‘““But it isn't.” -

“Oh!” o

“ We've got a pass to go down to Jones's stables to meef
Gussy coming home.” i

““Ah, I hear he's been going forth as a bold huntsman! :
chuckled Figgins. “I want to see him in pink and tops. .-
We'll come with you.” :

‘“What about a pass?”’

** Oh, your pass will be enough for the lot of us.”

“Ha, ha! We'll try if you like.” .

“You see, if I asked Ratty, he would refuse: and
Monteith, our prefect, mightn’t think it was really
necessary for us to go and meet Gussy.”

{Possibly not. Come on, and chance it,” said Blake.
“My pass is made out for ‘J. Blake, of the Fourth and
five others’—names not mentioned. Darrel was in a hurry,
I dare say we can scrape through on it.”

And the whole party marched out of the gates—New
House and School House juniors—together, on the best of
terms for once.

It was a brisk walk through the winter dusk to the
village. Blake grinned as they came within sight of tha
lamp that glimmered over the entrance to the mews.

* You always know you're near Jones’s by the niff,”” ha- -
remarked. ‘‘I must say I like the scent of horses about
a place. It’s so homely.”

“I like a doggy scent myself,” said Herries. .

“Yes, you would! Keep a hold on that brute; if he does.
any damage there will be a row.”

*“Towser is not likely to do any damage.” . .

“H'm! I rather think otherwise. The brute is trying
to get loose now.”

3 ok o 3 ok ok ok ok sk ok

. *
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The bulldog was indeed tugging at his chain, and Herrios
had all his work cut out to hold kim in. .

‘“ Some of you have been looking at him, or something,”
he said wrathfully.

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t like people to annoy my Towser. He doesn't
like being looked at.”

“He wants to go for the horses, more likely,” said Monty
Lowther.

“.’TOWSGI‘ never goes for horses; he's too well brought
up. .

*‘ Perhaps there’s another dog in the yard,” said Blake.
‘“The brute is excited about something. Shall I help you
with that chain?”’ . :

‘“I can manage it.”’

The juniors plunged into the dusky mews. From the
colﬂoled stable-yard came the sound of a voice fhey knew
well :

* Let go!”

“1’Arcy minor ! ejaculated Tom Merry.

‘“Then the young rascal’s here?’

“L?oks like it!" I wonder what mischief he’s up to
now ¥’ ’

And the juniors hurried on to see what the redoubtabla
Wally was “up to.”

?

. CHAPTER 7.
- The Return of the Hunter.

ALLY was stooping behind a big wire cage in the
stable-yard. - Dick, the groom, was seated upon
an upturned pail, holding back Pongo, who was

“ trying to get loose. Bob, the stableman, was standing by,

and at a distance was Mr, Jones, looking on with a’ good--
humoured grin. It was evident that the scamp of the Third
Form at St. Jim’s was in high favour at the stables.
“Let go!” rapped out Wally. : .
He had just slipped the door of the cage, and let &
large rat out. The rodent, his little black eyes glittering -
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with mingled fear and savageness, bounded out of thé cage,
end Dick, the groom, let the dog go. .
“Pongo!” Fetch him!” . )
Pongo was after the rat like a shot. -

The ragged, shabby-locking brute that was Wally’s
dearly-béloved pet at St. Jim’s had many qualities that
endeared him to his master, though his looks could not be
said to count much in his favour. . .

He was a good ratter and a good rabbiter—qualities of
which Wally was proud in his pet, but which had
frequently "got the Third-Former into trouble on Pongo’s
account. . '

‘“ Fetch him, Pongo!”’

The terrified rat raced up the stable-yard, and Pongo
- raced after him, and the stablemen and the young rascal
from St. Jim’s watched the contest with breathless interest.

But all of a sudden there was a late entry into the race,
for Towser, who never could be held in when his fighting
- instincts. were aroused, had broken away from Herries,
and was tearing into the stable-yard.

He was on Pongo’s track in a flash.

. “Lock out, there!” yelled Wally.

brute off 1” - T

The juiiiors from St. Jim's came hurrying up.

“He's got loose,” said Herries; a piece of rather supers
fluous information under the -circumstances,

“‘He looks like it,”” agreed Figgins. )

“Perhaps he’s hungry?’ said Fatty Wynn. “I can
understand him being a bit keen if he’s hungry, you
know.” . : .
_ The rdcé was short. Pongo would certainly have had
the rat, but before he could have-him Towser had flung
himself at Pongo. The-bulldog, with a ferocious growl,
. flung himself upon the mongrel, and the next moment they
-were relling on the cobbles in furious combat.

he rat whisked off into a corner and vanished.

Wally rushed forward.with a howl. -

“Get that brute off, Herries, you dummy! Hell scrag
Pongo!” - -

“Well, he likes scragging mongrels,” said Herries.

a, ha; ha!" roared Tom Merry. * Let Towser alone,
Wally ; he likes it!” AR hEL
5 Wally seized a stable-broom, and rushed to the rescue
~ ¢ of his favourite. Towser, with the stiff head of the broom
: biffing ‘on his ' ribs, décided to let go Pongo. Herries called
him off, and got hold of the- chain-again. Towser was
licking his chops, and Pongo was licking a stream of
claret that flowed fromr his shaggy coat. G

¢ Not much huit, I hope?’ said Blake, looking at Pongo.

“ Not serious,” said Wally. * Pongo’s too -jolly artful to
let a dog get a good grip on him. What he wants in size
he makes up in artfulness. Dorn’t you, Pongo, old boy I’

And “Pongo, old boy > whimpered.

s “Tend me your handkerchief, Figgins, will you?”
e “What for?”

“To wipe the blood off his coat.”

“Yes, rather—I don’t think!” .

“'Ere you are, sir,”” said Dick, the groom, handing Wally
a stable-duster. ““’E ain’t much ’urt, sir; he’s tco tough.”

“You're right, Dicky. Blessed if I know what these
silly duffers wanted to come in with that clumsy, great
brute of a bulldog for. These kids are always getting on
the grass somehow.” i o

“Well, I like that,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “We
ought to have waited to receive-orders from a grave and

- reverent signior of the Third Form.” :

‘“Oh, don’t be funny!”

“T don’t know what the fags of our schoel are coming
to,” said Monty Lowther, addressing space. .’ My belief

is that they want a good licking every
~ " them that they are only inky little microbes.” .
“Yes, rather!” said Figgins. “When I was ‘in the
° Thixrd I was kept in my place.”

“You would be,”’ said- Wally. *‘Things have changed
since your time. You won't catch the Third Form of our
days taking much notice of yow fogies.”

Before Figgins could think of a suitable reply to this
remark there was a clatter of hoofs on the cobbles, and
Badger came in, with D’Arcy in the saddle. <

The swell of St. Jim’s lifted his hat gracefully {o the
crowd of juniors and the admiring stablemen, ..

Mr. Jones came forward with a grin, ~ -

‘“Had a good day, sir?’ he said. :

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, as he slipped
from the horse. ‘Badgah has given me a wippin’ time,
Mr. Jomes. We didn’t kill, but I was in the first flight all
the .time, and there were only four with me at the finish,
and it was all Badgah’s doin’.’ And D’Arcy patted the
horse’s neck, and Badger, to the amazement of the stable-

- bangds, snugeled his muzzle against the junior’s sleeves -

&

“Here, keep that
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“Good ! said Tom Merry. * Badger seems“?f 4 good
temper.” .

“He’s all wight,” said D’Arcy. ‘“All wight, only he
wants 8 firm hand and a good widah. He's gwoin’ guite
fond of me, and I like him awfully. I weally wish the
Head would let me keep him at St. Jim’s, and I would twy
to purchase him of Mr. Jores. I am afwaid Dr. Holmes
would make a fuss, howevah.”’ j

“Ha, ha! I'm afraid he would!”

“I shall be widin’ Badgah’again next Wednesday, Mr.
Jones,” said D'Arcy. “You will let me have him; and
if you 'want to make some money, deah boy, I can put you
on to it.” ’ : ok

“Hallo! Don't leave your old friends out,” said Figgins,
“We're all on when it comes to making money, Gussy.”

““Yes, rather!” \ )

You youngstahs are out of it, as bettin’ is not allowed
at St. Jim’s,” said D’Arcy. “ But I think it probable that
Mr. Jones’s pawents allow him to make bets.” A

Mr. Jones grinned. - As he was on the shady side of

fifty-five, it was indeed probable that his parents had left

* off guiding his conduct in these little matters.

“Very likely,” said Monty Lowther.
Mr, Jones?”’

“ Haw, haw!” said Mr. Jones. k !

“Give Badgah a wub ‘down, my man,” said D’Arcy
anxiously. ‘‘Let him have some oats, only not too much
at pwesent, you know. And mind he has a ‘dwink before

“Are you of age;

you give hil;ﬂ the oats, and don’t give him both together.”>

“Yes, sir.”

After riding Badéer, D’Arcy was emperor of-the stables
vard, and the men would have done anything for him.

Even Wally, for once in his life, looked up to his elder

brother with something like respect. - - _

“But what are you going to do next Wednesday?’ said
Tom Merry. “ Youwre not going to another meet, surely?
And you can’t bet.on a; hunting run, anyway.”

“Not at all, deah boy, I'm widin’ in a steeplechdsg
on Wednesday.” & =

‘“A what?’

“ A which?*

“ Gammon ! ’

‘“‘Rats!” & - i ,

Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye, and
surveyed the, incredulous juniors with perfect calmness. . .

*I have stated the exact facts,” he replied. “Pway don’t
gas it all ovah the coll,, howevah, as I have not obtained
the Head’s permish. yet, and he would think it a cheskdf it
came to his ears.” .

“Yes; very likely.”? i ;

“But it’s all wight. Captain Cleveland has undertaken
to make my governor play the game, you know, and Lord.
Eastwood will see the Head -about it.” o

“ But what on earth have you to do with steeplechasing 7’
demanded Blake, in wonder and doubt.. ““I hope he isn't

. off his rocker, after all.”

“1 am not off my wockah.”

“ Then what—who—which-——"?

“You see, it happened in this way. There was a thwustin®
scoundwel in the field, and I left him miles behind—well, a
quartah of a mile, at least, to be absolutely cowwect—and
he was wathah wotten about it. He is an Italian, a foweign
wottah, named Algawotti, and he had the feahful cheek to
speak to my Cousin Ethel, though I looked at him.”

“ And he spoke after you looked at him?”’ asked Monty
Lowther gravely. :

*“Yaas; wathah!” "

“My hat! He must either be blind, or else-have a con-
stitution of .iron !”’ .

“ Pway don’t wot, Lowthah! As we wode home, we had
a little argument. I was perfectly polite to him, and told
him he was a wottah and a wude beast——"" ’

_ ““Ha, ha, ha! What would you have said if you had been.
impolite ?”

“He pwovoked me. He actually had the feahful im-
pudence to cwiticise my widin’, and wanted to make out that
it was my fault his mount wefused a bullfinch !’ said D’Arcy
indignantly. “ We had an argument, and the long. and the
short of it is that he challenged me—or I challenged him—
well, we challenged each other—and I am to wide Badgah

against his black in a point-to-point wace.acwoss countwy.’
3y A TS ==

“ My hat!

“1 have left all the awwangements in the hands of Cap-
tain Cleveland. We talked it ovah before I left him,  and
it seems that there will be some more entwies, as the captain
is thinkin’ of gettin’ up a sweep, and pewwaps my governah
will make a purse. If I win a purse, I shall stand a wippin®
feed at St. Jim’s.”. T

“Good I’ said Fatty Wynn ® heartily,
talking I’ : ;
« ¢ But—-"" said Blake._

“Now you'ra

—
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] “Bai Jove, you know, that was quite a wun'!” said Arthur Augustus, with _,perfect coolness, ‘Do you know,
' deah boys, I wathah thought I should win !”

“It’s all wight, Blake. I shall win.”’

“I've'no doubt Lord Eastwood will be able to fix it with
the Head, as he’s one of the governors of the school,” re-
marked Tom Merry; “but where'de we come in ?”’

I have thought of you, deah boys !’ said D’Arcy, with a
beaming smile. ‘ That's why I fixed Wednesday, because
it’s a' half-holiday at St. Jim’s, and you fellows will be able

to get over to the course an your jiggahs and see the finish,

though you won’t be able to see the beginnin’.”

Jack Blake slapped the swell of St. Jim’s heartily on the
back—so heartily that he staggered and nearly fell on the
cobbles.

“ Weally, Blake—"* :

““ Gussy, I've felt inclined to have you painlessly suffocated
lots of times,” said Blake; “but I'm glad now that I didn’t
go to the expense.”

““ Weally, deah boy—*

“You're a_good little ass! I don’t care what anybody
says—I’ll maintain anywhere that you're s good little ass !

“I wefuse to be wegarded as an ass—-"

“Let me slap him on the back,” said Lowther.
express.my feelings any other way. Let me—" )

“Pway keep off, Lowthah! I uttahly , wefuse to be
slapped on the back! Mr. Jones, I had no time to consult
you before aceeptin’ the challenge;but I pwesume you will
let me have Badgah ?”’

C“Will I# said- Mr, Jones enthusiastically. ¢ Why, if
you can break him in to steeplechasing, he'll be worth a cool

“I can’t

* hundred to me, Master D’Arcy.

“*“Bai Jove! Then you can count on the hundwed.”

o NEXT _
- THUREDAY:

“He’s ‘a .rippin” ’oss!” said Mr. Jones. ¢ Half-bred, as
You can see; but look at his bone! He could stand any
amount of jumping, only he won’t. As for the pace, that’s
nothing to him, if he only chooses to do it. Why, my word,”
said Mr. Jones, growing eloquent,*that "oss could win the
Grard National 1f-he liked I’

“Bai Jove, I'd like to twy him there!” said D’Arcy.
““But I haven’t the least doubt that he can beat Mr.
Algawotti’s black, though that’s a good beast. I want you
to let me have him for twainin’ all the time I can get away
from lessons, Mr. Jones—of course, at your usual wates!”’

Mr. Jones shook his head decidedly.

“You can have the hoss, Master D’Arcy,” he said, “any
time, and as long as you like; and if you win a steeplechase
on him, that will be payment enough- for me. Why, I'd
have taken twenty quid for him yesterday. Since you've
crossed him, I wouldn’t take fifty. Win next Wednesday,
and I wouldn’t take a hundred! You have him {'ust when
you like, and how you like;, and as long as you like; and
if you say a word about payin’, you and me will quarrel.”

“ Bai Jove, I can’t afford to quawwel with you, Mr. Jones,
so I won't say a word about payin’,” said D’Arcy. “But I
weally think I shall win, with a fair field and no favour,
and there's.a chance for somebody to scoop in. some tin. I
almost wish I was a bettin’ fellow, but I pwomised my
gavernah nevah to bet. I say, it's vewy good of you fellows
to come down here and meet me like this. Let’s get off.
I'm hungwy.”

And the juniors said *“Good-night !’ to Mr. Jones, and
left the place. And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had the some-
what unusual experience of being the -hero of the party
during the walk home. 3 :
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LHAPTER 8.
The Pass.
b Y only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated D’Arey minor.

M ‘““What's the matter with you?”

“Cave! It’s Lathom!”

A little gentleman in spectacles was coming from the
direction of the school. The juniors stopped in the shadow
of the trees. The December night was dim, but there was
no doubt that Mr. Lathom had sighted at least some of
them—at the same time that they caught the glimmer of his
spectacles in the lane.

“ Rotten !I”” said Figgins. .

“Yaas, wathah, if vou haven't a pass,” said Arthur
Augustus. . . L.

“The School House chaps have passes,” said Figgins.
“We three are out on our own responsibility.”

““Bai Jove! Then I wathah think you will get impots on
Mr. Lathom’s wesponsibility.”

“What price me?” grunted Wally. “1I haven't a pass.

“ Get out of sight I” muttered Tom Merry hastily. “ He's
only seen some of us, you know; and if he doesn’t spot you
New House kids—-"’ -

*‘Right-ho! Keep him off the scent.”

Figgins & Co. plunged into a gap in the hedge, and Wally
followed them, dragging Pongo after him. Little Mr.
Lathom eame up, and blinked at the juniors.

** Ah, you are out late, boys !”” he said. *“I hope you have
permission to stay out of bounds after locking-up 7’

*“Oh, sir!” said Blake, as if shocked by the possibility of
the suspicion that he could stay out without permission.

“Oh, sir I”” said Tom Merry, in an equally grieved tone.
sir!” sald Digby and Herries, Manners and

”

T Well, well,” said the master of the Fourth, “I should
be the last man, I hope, to judge you hastily, but really I
must see your permit before 1 allow the matter to drop.
Pray show me yours, Merry.”’

‘* I—er—haven’t one, sir.”’

““Ah! T feared as much. I really—

* Blake has mine, sir.”

“Ah, indeed! 1 shall be glad to see it, Blake.”

¢ Here it is, sir,” said Blake meekly.

Mr. Lathom took the pass, and Blake obligingly struck a
match for him to read it.

Tom Merry, with a curious twinkle in his eyes, struck
another, and held it close to the paper.

“Ah!”’ said Mr. Lathom. “I see this is a pass signed
by a School House prefect, to permit-——er— Blake and five
others to go to the village.”

“Yes, sir.” ) =

1 think there are seven of you here.” .

‘““Yaas; wathah, sir. But I have only just weturned
fwom the Tytchley Meet, and I had the doctah’s permish. to
'go there, sir,” said D’Arcy. .,

¢“Oh, yes; I remember! Yes; this is quite in order,
boys,” said Mr. Lathom, having not the faintest suspicion
that three juniors and a dog were hiding behind the hedge
within six paces of him.

¢ Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry. ‘Dear me !’

There was a flare, and the paper canght light from Tom
Merry’s vesta, and was consumed in a few seconds.

Blake stared at the hero of the Shell.

“ Well, you clumsy ass!” he exclaimed.

¢ Blake!” §

‘I beg your pardon, sir, but he’s burnt up my pass; and
now I sha’n’t be let in without being reported to the Head
by Taggles.” - .

‘“Dear me! It was very unfortunate.”

“It’s all right,”” said Tom. Merry. “Don’t be a duffer,
Blake. Mr. Lathom sew the pass, and knows it was all
right, and he won’t mind writing us another—will you, sir "’

¢ Er—no—er—of course not.”

- ‘“Oh, of course not! That’s all right,” said Blake. ‘But
it’s giving Mr. Lathom a lot of trouble over your clumsiness,
Merry.”

‘“Yaas; wathah! I considah that an apology is due to
Mr. Lathom.”

“Tt is all right, boys; but—-but I really do not see how
I am to write in the dark; nor have I either pencil or paper
with me,” said the master of the Fourth.

“1 can manage it, sir,”’ said Tom Merry, nudging Blake
in the dark, to let him know that a scheme was on; and all
of a sudden it dawned on Blake that the burning of the pass
was mo aecident.  “I- have a pocket-book here, -and T'll
:scx;flwl the note, sir, and you -can just sign it after reading

s

« Eljhvery—eﬁ—good.”

 INTRODUCE TOM MERRY TO 'YOUR FRIEND!

Blake struck a match, and Tom Merry scrawled a permit
on a leaf of his pocket-bock before Mr. Lathom had time
to think it out.

“J. Blake and his friends have permission to remain out
of gates till 7 p.m.”

“There you are, sir,” said Tom Merry. “If you sign
that, sir, we shall get in all right; and it will be as good as
Darrel’s pass.”

Mr. Lathom glanced over the paper in the light of a
match, and signed it unsuspiciously.

¢ We shall have just time to gét in by seven if we iuu'!‘y,"‘ i

said Tom Merry.
straight back, sir?”

¥Yes; I am sure you would, Merry. But as it is fen
minutes to seven now, the pass will make it quite certain,’>
said Mr. Lathom. * Good-night, my boys!” -

* Good-night, sir!”’ .

The juniors made a show of walking on, and Mr. Lathom
disappeared in the gloom towards the village.

As zoon as he was safely gone, Tom Merry ran back, and
called to Figgins, and the New House juniors and Wally
and Pongo came out into the lane.

‘*Narrow shave,” said Figgins; “but I don't see how
we're to dodge Taggles at the gate.”

““ We could get in over the wall,” Kerr remarked.

“Blessed if I don’t feel too hungry to climb !’ murmured
Fatty Wynn.

“We shall be late for calling-over, anyway!” growled
f\;\r's(tlly. *“Lathom has delayed us just long enough for

hat.” g

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry.

““ How is it all right ?”

“We've got a pass.”

“You had a pass before.” ]

“Yes; but that one was only for six.”

Monty Lowther gave an excited whoop.

“*My only hat! And I never saw what you were driving
at, you srtful bounder!”

*Bai Jove!”

Tom Merry laughed. S

“This pass is for Blake and his frieads,” hs remarked.
“We're all friends—for the present. The number isn’t
specified. Lathom would have shoved it in if he had known
that there was a gang of hooligans hiding behind the hedge,
of course. But he didn’t know it, though I was afraid that
some of Figging’s feet would show over the top of the hedge.”

But Figgins only laughed. A e

“ Good egg!” he said. ** This saves our bacon, rather.”

‘“Yaas, wathah!”’

“It’s all right if we get in by seven. Come on!”

“Weally, deah boys, I wegard Tom Mewwy as havin’
acted in a weally cweditable and inteiligent mannah on this
cecasion.”

“Of course, you know we would go
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Y good] If Gussy sapproves, the thing is passed -and
adopted. Tom Merry, go_up one.”

“Weally, Blake—"

¢ Hurry up!” said Tom Merry. T

The juniors arrived at the gates of 8t. Jim’s and Tom
Merry rang a formidable peal on the bell, which brou%ht
Taggles out of his lodge in the worst of tempers. The
school porter grinned at the sight of the juniors on the other
side of the bars. A

“* Which you’ll catch it,” he remarked grimly.

“Your mistake, Taggy,” said Blake coolly. ‘‘Look at
this pass, my son.” -

Taggles looked at the pass that Blake thrust through ths
bars of the gate, by the light of his lantern. The signa-
ture of the Fourth-Form master was enough, and Taggles
gavg a grunt,

© _ “All right, Taggy?”’ grinned Tom Merry.

The porter only grunted again. The gates swung open,

and the juniors marched in. ' Taggles closed the gates with
a clang that rang across the quadrangle, and showed the
degth of his feclings.

alling over had just finished in the school hall when
the juniors walked in. Kildare, who was taking the roll,
looked at them grimly. Blake marched up to him with
perfect calmness, and presented his pass.

““That all right, Kildare?’ he said.

The captain of St. Jim’s glanced at it.

¢“All right,” he said quietly. L.

And the delinquents walked off joyously. Figgzins slapped
Tom Merry on the back in the quadrangle. _

“ Jolly good wheeze, Merry!” he said. “ You’ve saved us
lines or a licking, and no mistake. Good-night!”

¢ Good-night I”’ .

And the juniors separated to go to their respective houses
—Arthur Augustus to receive quite an ovation from the
School House fellows as he went 1n.

CHAPTER 9,
D'Arcy’'s Friends Rally Round Him!

> OM MERRY was looking very thoughtful when he

came down the following morning. He was think-

ing; he had had time to consider over his little trick

on Mr, Lathom over the burnt pass, and he was not quite
clear in his own mind if he had played the game or not.

“T’ll have to explain to Lathom,” he muttered. ‘ Hallo!”
he added, as D’Arcy came along the passage. ‘ Feeling
pretty fit?”?

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy; fit as a fiddle!”

“Now, I’ve been thinking, Gussy—"’

“Have you weally? Bai Jove!”

“I've been thinking,” repeated Tom DMerry severely,
“that under the circumstances, if you're feeling at all
nervous about the race——""

“But I’m not.”

““Oh, some fellows are conceited enough for anything, I
think! I was thinking that I should be quite willing to talke
your place, and ride for St. Jim’s.”

Arthur Augustus jammed his’ eyeglass into his right eye,
and took a leisurely survey of Tom Merry, commencing at
the toes of ‘his boots, and finishing at his curly hair.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, of all the feahful cheek—"

‘It could be fixed easily enough,” said Tom Merry. ¢ The
horse goes, you know, with another jockey up—it won’t make
any difference to the steeplechase, except that Badger would
be more likely to win.”

“1 wegard the mere suggestion as uttahly widiculous.”

‘“Now, be reasonable——"

f‘I wefuse to be weasonable—I mean, I wefuse to enter-
tain any such pwoposition for a fwaction of a second.”

< 1 supposa it’s no good arguing with an obstinate duffer,”
said Tom Merry, in a tone of resignation. I thought that,
at a moment like this, it was a time for your friends to
rally round you. You don’t seem even grateful.”

1 assure you, Tom Mewwy, that I don’t feel in the least
gwateful for such a weally widiculous offah.” .

“Oh, rats!”’ said Tom Merr{l.

Arthur Augustus went on his way. Blake met him in
the hall, as he was going out to get a sniff of the morning air
before breakfast, and gave him a nudge.

“I-was just wanting to speak to you, Gussy.”

“Go_ahead, deah boy!”’

. ““This race on Wednesday will be a bit of a tough nut for
you to erack.”

“ Not at all; I:shall be all wight.”

“But I'm rather anxious about you, Gussy,” said Blake.
“You remember when we were staying at the Quarry Farm
only a few days ago, you told us you were on the verge of a

- gevious jllness.”

o NEXT
- THURSDAY:
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’ Oge Peany, -

¢ My stay in the countwy quite cured me.”

Jack Blake shook his head solemnly.

“That’s all very well, Gussy. I.know it's 8 good wheeze «
for an invalid to take an optimistic view of his conditicn
but I can’t feel so easy about it as you do.”

““ My dear fellow,” said D’Arcy, rather flattered by Blake's
unusual solicitude for his health, ‘I assure you that I am
a8 wight as wain.” .

“I know youw’re game, Gussy, but think what we should
foel like if anythin appened to you,’” eaid Blake
pathetically. “It won’t do, Gussy. I’ve got a feeling thay
yow’re not up to this ride on Wednesday.”

‘“But I am committed to it now, deah boy.”

¢ Not at all.” N

“ My dear Blake; I am bound to wide or eat my words
and it is absolutely imposs. for a D’Arcy evah to do anythin
like that.” i i

¢“Qh, there’s an alternative, of course!"” said Blake. “ You
could find a substitute.” . 3 :

Arthur Augustus caught his chum’s drift, and he began to
glare. Jack Blake went on unheeding. .

“You see, Gussy, as a Yorkshireman, I know all thers is
to be known about horses, or a little more, and I've ridden
*cross country at home in Yorkshire in places that would
make your head swim—-"

‘1 wefuse to believe anythin’ of the sort.”

“It’s tho horse that counts in a steeplechase, \of coursa.
It'’s Ba»d,ger against Algarotti’s black. The jockey up doesn't
matter.’

“1 assure you that it mattahs vewy much. Algawotti had
the feahful impertinence to hint that I was not a good
widah.”

“Ill put him in his place.”

“No, you won’t Blake.” .

“Tll make him sing small.”

“You will do nothing of the sort.”

“ Now, look here, Gussy—" "

“J am goin’ to wide on Wednesday, deah boy, and it s not
the slightest use your talkin’,” said the swell of the 8choo]
House placidly. . Do o

‘1 suppose that’s what you call playing the game?” said
Blake, more in sorrow than in anger. ¢ You're not fit to
ride ’cross country, and I thought that this was a time for
your friends to rally round you, and—— What ars you
grinning at, you image?”’

“Oh, nothin’, deah boy! My fwiends can wally wound
and see me win if they like.” .

“ See you get your neck broken more likely.”

“Well, I am goin’ to wisk it.” ) ‘

And Arthur Augustus strolled out of the School Houss,
leaving Blake looking after him very expressively. Reilly
of the Fourth was sitting on the stone balustrade of the
School House steps, kicking his heels against the pillars;
but he jumped down as the swell of the school came out.

“‘ The top of the mornin’ to ye!” he said agreeably.

Arthur Augustus surveyed him a little doubtfully. Thers
was & certain antagonism between the swell of St. Jim‘s
and the boy from Belfast.

“Good mornin’, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus.

““Sure, and I wanted to speak to you,” said Reilly. “I
hear that you're riding in a steeplechase next Wednesday?”

¢ Perfectly cowwect.” i

“ Sure, it will be a tough nut for you toerack intirely!’

 Yaas, wathah; but I hope I shall pull it off, you know.”

“Now, look here, D’Arcy,” said illy confidentially ;
‘ at home, in ould Ireland, I do a lot of riding, I've got an
uncle in Galway, and we ride to hounds, and go the divil's
own pace over a country that would make an English fox-
hunter weep.”

“Do you weally?”’ said I’Arcy, with polite interest.

¢ Faith, we do! Now, I was thinking, Gussy, that it would
be a good idea if you sent a substitute to this steeplechas
and sure you couldn’t find a better one than— Faith, ani
what are ye cackling at intirely?” .

“ Nothin’, deah boy; only I don’t want a substitute on
Wednesday.” . .

“ Now, don’t be after refusing out of sheer obstinacy,
Gussy, darling,” said Reilly persuasively. ¢ Sure, I shouldn't -
like to see you brought home with a ‘broken neck, and
though we haven’t been always on the best of terms—" -

‘“ As a mattah of fact, you have nevah weally tweated me
with pwopah wespect,” said Arthur Augustus, in his state-
liest manney.

¢ Sairs, and that was nothing but an oversight on my part;
Imi? 1,1.1 thruth, Gussy, I respect you syery highly—faith, and

0.

“1 am glad to hear it, Weilly.” f

“When I heard about this steeplechase,” went on Reilly,
“1 said to myself, said I, ‘I’ve never really treated D’Arey
with proper respect, but I'll turn over a new leaf intirely, -
and show him how fond I am of him, by carrying his colours.

g Manﬁ_é%ﬂlﬁ)ﬁﬂ;u




- carried too far.

_ to the last flag.’ T said to myself, ‘This is a time for all
- D’Arey’s true friends to show themselves, and rally round
= "lim——" Faith, and what are ye cackling at againi”
* “Ha,; ha, ha!”
““ Ye mathering gossoon——""
‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“Faith, and I tell you——"?
. _ “Weally, deah boy, I am not'lookin’ for a substitute, and
I weally beg of you to dwop the subject,? said Arthur
" Augustus, with-a wave of the hand. And he walked down
~the steps and strolled across the quadrangle. )
’Flggms & Co. were taking a morning stroll, too, and

D’Arcy gave them a polite greeting. There was pax for the

time between School House and New House. The New

“Houge Co. had been discussing something very seriously,
-&n(;i Figgins coughed a little as he greeted D’Arcy.

“ Fine, mormni,, Gussy,” he said slowly. .

4 “Yaas, wathah; but the gwound is foo wet for

There was wain in the night.”
¢ ““Yes, that’s unfortunate,” said Figgins absently. Arthur
X Augustus looked slightly surprised. He was expecting

Figgins to be indulging in anathemas both loud and deep
- against the climate. Snow had banished football for a long
“time, and now after a fine spell of weather there had been

a rainfall. It was enough to exasperate the keenest foot-
baller in the New House; but Figgins appeared just now
to be thinking of something else.

“ ’gon"re riding against that chap Algarotti on Wednes-
da;y, Figgins remarked thoughtfully, coughing again.

[ Yaas, wathah! Widin’ with him, anyway. I sha'n’t
wide against him" unless he gets in the way,” said Arthur
Augustus. - .

Figgins laughed. . The joke was a feeble_one, and was of
old standing, but Figgins laughed as though it was the finest

i .\»borg&mot that had ever been uttered within the walls of St.

im’s. D’Arcy looked pleased. His liitle efforts at humour
.Were -generally greeted with groans, or sometimes with flying

ooks or boots. . -

; :: Ha, ba, ha!” roared Figgins.
Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Co.,
loyea(ljlg.-
‘“Oh, you funny dog!” gasped Figgiss.
“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Kerr eagain.°

“My aunt!” gasped Fatty Wynn. *Ha, ha, ha!”

"‘Yva‘as, I wegard that wemark as wathah funnay,” said
D’Arcy modestly. “‘I am vewy glad to see that you duffahs

-are cultivatin’ a sense of humah.”

‘“Ha, ha! But as I was saying, Gussy, you are riding in
the steeplechase on Wednesday.” ’

-**Yaas, wathah!”

“Do you feel quite fit, after the attack of influenza you-
had the other daéy 7 asked Figgins anxiously:

It wasn’t influenza, af‘ah all, deah boy, and I am as
wight as wain,” said D’Arcy, beginning to sce Figgy's little

game.

‘“ But suppose you have a fall,”” said Figgins. * ¥You may
come a purler at the water-jump, for instance.”

“1 am goin’ to wisk if.” i
Oh, I know you have lots of pluck, Gussy, but what
about your clothes? You would simply ruin them.”

‘“Yaas, that would certainly be vewy howwid, but I must

~wisk it -

*“ Now, Gussy, I was saying to Kerr as you came up that
the rows between the two Houses at this school are often

: i I was saying that, on a special occasicn
like this, the New House ought to play up, and shcw the
School “House that it regards St. Jim’s as—as a harmonious
whole.” .

““That’s it,” said Kerr gravely.
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“1 was saying to Kerr—or was & fo you, Fatty—T was
€aying, anyway, that a fellow like you has as many friends
in the New House as in the School House, and that this is
@ time f6r.those friends to let the fact be seen, and to rally
round you.” : : :

*“Ha, "ha, ha!’? )

“What are you cackling at?’

- “My dear Figgy, you are the fourth duffah that has
offered to wally wound me.” e

_ “The fourth what?’ exclaimed Figgine. gaE

© “The fourth duffah,” said Arthur Augustus calmly. ** Tom
Mewwy vas the first, and then Blake, and then Weilly, and
now——" . - .
"~ Of course, you were quite right in refusing them. You
were, quite right in waiting till a really good rider offered

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“‘But I say, really, Gussy—=—"’

‘‘ Bai Jove, there's the bwekkah bell! 8o long, deah boys.
When”I am lookin’ out for any substitutes, I will let you

ow.

And Arthur Augustus strglled -off to the School House,
leaving Figgins & (glo. locking at one another expressively.

During morning school, Arthur Augustus received ffty
lines for inattention in class, as well as a German imposition
from Herr Schneider. But he cared little, He was think-
ing of the steeplechase, and of carrying the D’Arcy colours
‘in_triumph to the final >, Immediately after morning
school he walked to Rylcombe, to take Badger out for a
‘“twot,”” leaving his lines unwritten, and indeed forgotten.
He had more important matters than impots to think about
now.

——e

CHAPTER 10,
Nicodemus Declines,

@ UMP on!" |
““ Wait a min
““Oh, get on!’

““ Are you sure he's quiet?? s
-“ He's as quiet as Mary's little lamb.’* : :
“ He seems to have rather a gleam in his eye.”

““That’s only a gleam of good-nature 3
_“Is it?” said Fatty Wynn doubtfully. - And he lccked al
Farmer Hodges's donkey with a dublous eye.

- Nicodemus, the donkey, was a well-known figure in the
fields round St. Jim’s, and more than-one fellow had tried
to ride him, with painful results to the would-be_ rider.
Nicodemus looked very quiet and sedate, but when he felt
anyone on his back, his manners and customs underwent a
great change. -

The ground was not fit for football that afternoon, and-
the Terrible Three had gone for a siroll instead, and as they
passed the old barn, they had come upon the donkey, looking
for thistles with a thoughtful expression on this face. Fatty
Wynn had just come out of the barn, with a self-conscious
look and a smear of jam on his plump countenance. It was
Monty Lowther who suggested that the fat Fourth-Former
might like a ride. Fatty Wynn liked the idea well enough,
but he did not quite like the look of Nicodemus.

““Why don’t you ride him?” he asked suddenly.

Lowther yawned.

“Oh, I don™t want to ride this afterncon. Besides, you're
just the weight. Nicky would be frisky under a light weighs
like me, but I'd defy a rhinoceros to be frisky if ke got your
weight across him.”

“1 say, wait a minute till T get my camera;” exclaimed
Manners. s B

“Bosh! Jump on, Fatiy, and I'll heid his head.” -

******************#*********;
Now on Sale,

ite, Lowther, I'm quite out of breath.’”
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“Well, T should like a canter, to give me an appetite for
tea,” Fatty Wynn remarked. ‘I haven’t had “anything
%o eat since three o’clock, and I'm getting pretty peckish,

ut

““ Are you going to jump on?” .

“Here he 131" exclaimed a lively voice, and three youthfu]
figures rushed round the barn—D’Arcy minor, Jameson, and
Gibson, of the Third Form. i

“Run along, kids,” said Tom Merry; * no room for fags.”

“Rats!’ said Wally cheerfully. ‘“We came here to lock
for one donkey, and we’ve found five. Four of you can
bunk ; we want Nicodemus.”

And Jameson and Gibson grinned gleefully. They always
enjoyed Wally’s cool ““cheel’ to fellows in higher Forms,
though they seldom quite ventured to imitate it themselves.

The chums of the Shell turned pink. Monty Lowther
gave the hero of the Third a warning lock.

‘O Nuff said I'* he exclaimed. - © Stand out of the way, you
kids. Fatty is going to give us.an exhibition of riding, and
witch the world with noble horsemanship, as Shakespeare
remarks. Go.ahead, Fatty!” :

= “Sure you've got his head?”

“Yes, rather, safe as houses.”

* Give me a bunk up, Merry.”

*“Right you are.” .

Tom Merry gave the required bunk, and Fatty Wyna

clambered on the back of the donkew - The Third-Formérs
stood by grinning. Wally picked up a stick from the grass,
and winked at Jameson, who nearly exploded.

““Feel safe?’ asked Lowther,

““Ye-es. -Don't let go for a minute, though,” said Fatty
Wynn anxiously. * Wait till I get ho'd of the rope. Blessed
if T know how a chap’s to ride without reins. I can manage
in a minute, though. I’ll have a canter round the field.”” "

-~%Better jump the gate.” - e i
¥ don’t know how this moke shapes as a jumper.”

© 4 Now, look here, Fatty, don’ funk it,” said Lowther.

“There’s Gussy, & Fourth-Former belonging to our House,

<

«Ppongo! Fetch him!” cried Wally, and Pongo was el -

_.the gate. He bum

after the rat like a shot,

who is riding a steeplechase. I should think even a New

House fellow could take a gate.”

“Bosh!” said Fatty, on his mettle at once.
the gate.”

“That’s right. Good old Fatiy! Ready?”

“Ye-e-e-e-es.”’ & .

Lowther let go, and Fatty Wynn was left alone on o
Nicodemus. = Nicodemus had a wicked look in his eyes, but
he seemed very quiet. Fatty, gaining courage, gave him a
punch on the neck. - =

““Here, get on, you brute! Buck up!” he exclaimed. >

The donkey trotted off. Fatty Wynn dragged on the rope
4o drag him round towards the gate, and Nicodemus obeyed
with the gentleness of the cooing dove. The chums of the
Shell looked on in amazement.

“My only hat!” murmured Lowther. “I never believed
Fatty could handle the moke. Why, he’s as quiet as Badger
was after Gussy rode him.”

D’Arcy minor gave a chuckle. -

““ Nicky is looking wicked about the eyes,” he murmured.
“He only wants to be woke up. I'm going to wake him.”

And Wally gave the donkey a smack across the flank;
not enough to hurt him, but enough to make him lively.
Wally knew Nicodemus. The donkey suddenly broke into
a burst of speed, and dashed towards the gate helter-skelter.

“Oh!” yelled Fattv Wynn. * Help!”

“ Stick to him !’ shouted Lowther. *“8it tight!” -

Wynn had heaps of pluck. He sat tight, and brought the
earcering donkey up to the gate. ’

Right up to the gate went Nicodemus with a rush. But
there, unfortunately, he refused to leap. His head’ went <
down, and his hind legs went up, and Fatty Wynn, with a
wild yell, shot forward over his ears. . T

“TLook out!” shouted Tom Merry. i

But it wasn’t of much use warning Faity Wynn to lock -
out. He was flying over the head of the donkey and over —
down_in a sitling posture in a bed -:

“T'll take

of ferns, and gaspea. =




-expression on Fa

up.

:

Nicodemus looked at him through the gate with a benig-
nant expression, as if quite unconscious of having done any-
thing amiss, ~
The juniors were roaring with laughter, as muoh at the

V ““ The—the beast! I—
I think I've broken mﬂ back.” i o

“‘ Ha, ha, ha!”” shrieked Lowther. ‘You would be sitting
ap and tali:m_g if you had broken your back, of course.”
».¢“I—I feel jarred all over.” -

Tom Merry vaulted over the gate, and gave Fatty a hand
N examination, the fat Fourth-Former found that
nothing was broken. He gasped for breath, and gave
Lowther a reproachful look. - .

“1 believe you knew the beast was going to act like that,
Lowther.”

“ Ha, ha, hal” .

“It has made me quite hungry. A shock to the system
\alwa.ivs makes me hungry, and tea wop't be rqa.df for
nearly balf an hour yet,” said Fatty Wynn pathetically.

‘Tom Merry slipped his arm through that of the fa}
Fourth-Former. -

¥ Come aend have a look-in at the tuckshop,” he said.

The New House Falstaff beamed at once.
© “‘Right you are, Merry ! Of course, it was only Lowther's
!ltlge' ’Joke, and I'm mot the fellow to bear a grudge for a
oke :

tty Wynn’s plump face as anything else.
“My word!” gasped Fatty Wynn.

‘“ Not to the extent of refusing a feed,” grinned Lowther.

And the chums of the Shell marched Fatty Wynn off to
solace him in the best possible way for his fall. Wally
chuckled gleefully.

‘“Now we can have a ride,” he remarked.
Nicky! Hold on to his back legs, Jimmy.”
\_,;‘No fear!” said Jameson promptly.

Oh, don’t be an ass! Come on, Nicky,
here, you obstinate beast!” , g

Nicodemus was dodging. But Wally soon caught him,
and vaulted on his back. Wally could ride anything that
went on four legs, and Nicodemus in vain attempted to play
on him the same trick that had unseated Fatty Wynn.

In a few minutes Wally was careering round and round the
field, with Jameson and Gibson yelling to urge the moke to
greater efforts. The entertainment ending all of a sudden
when a stout farmer, with a wrathful brow and a big stick,
was observed making his way to the scene.

P ]

CHAPTER 11.
Arthur Avgustus Does Not Forget His Friends.

" D 'ARCY ” =

“Yaas, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, stopping as
Mr. Railton spoke to him in the passage in the
School House on Monday morning.

‘ Dr. Holmes wishés to see you in his study.”

“Yaas, sir.”

On most occasions such a summons would have bleen
received with a sinking of the heart. It did not usually end
pleasantly for a junior to be called into the Head's study.
But D’Arcy guessed that the present summons had to do
with the steeplechase fixed for Wednesday, and he went to
the dread sanctum with a light heart and a sprightly step.

“Come in, D’Arcy,” said the Head kindly. “I have a
few words to say to you before school, I have had & letter
from Lord Eastwood, making a somewhat unusual request,
which, however, I fully intend to grant.”

D’Arcy’s eyes danced with pleasure and relief.

‘‘ Thank you vewy much, sir!”

“ Come on,

old son. Come

“It appears thab his lordship wishes you to ride in a

stceplechase on Wednesday,” went on the Head, lcoking
curiously at Arthur Augustus. ‘I did not know -you were
a rider, D’Arcy.”

““I have widden evah sincoe I was a little nippah, sir.”

‘' Very good. I presume that Lord Kastwood knows your
capabilities in the matter, and he takes all responsibility.
You will require to leave here early on Wednesday morning,
end go to Cleveland Lodge, as Lord Eastwood tells me that
the course has been marked out in the Tytchley country.
You have my permission to go, D’Arcy, and I wish you
every success.”’

“You are vewy kind, sir. I felt sure I eould depend upon
your genewosity,”’ said the junior gratefully.

“Indeed, I am glad to- encourage anything of the kind,”
said the Head. ‘‘Riding is a healthy and manly exercise,
and it is very pleasant to sce a boy ford of horses. Of
course, I need not say that I rely upon you not to geb
mixed up in any betting transactions.”

“ Yaas, wathah, sir.” 2

I think that is all, D’Arcy.”

“Pway excuse me, sir, but—but——"

- Arthur Augustus
hesitated, and the

Head looked at him inquiringly.

'
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“Go on, D'Arcy. Have yon something to ask of me?”

“Y don’t know avhethah I ought to twespass furthah on
your kindness, sir,” said the swell of St. Jim's dtfﬁdem;ﬂ.
I don’t want you to think me a gwaspin’ sort of boundah,
(37 i :

The doctor smiled. . . ’

“You may be sure that I shall not think that, D'Arcy,
whether I grant your request .or not. What is itd” -

“J awwanged the wace for Wednesday, sir, ‘because it is a
%ha.lf-ém_lsithia,y, and I wished my fwiends to come ovah and see

o 2 s g "

“ Very good. They shall have passes out of bounds for
the g_\urpose, certainly.’*

““Thank you vewy much, sir. But could you manags to
let them get off a little earlinh on Wednesday, so that they
could see the start, sir?”’

Dr. Holmes looked grave.

“I am afraid that is asking a great deal, D’Arcy.” 3

“1 know it is, sir, and I feel wathah like a boundah in
askin'"so much; but they wonld like to come awfully, and

“ Well, well, we will see. I suppose you are alluding to
Blake, Herries, and Digby, who share your study?” 5
“Yaas, sir. But.in ordah to give the Shell a show,
pewwaps you could let Tom Mewwy and Mannahs anci
wthah come as well?”’

“1 will think of it.”

¢ And—and in case the New House felt wathah wottcn
about it, sir, pewwaps you could give %?ur permish to
Figgins & Co.—I mean Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, sir.””

“ Anyone else?” asked the Head slightly sarcastically.
D’Arcy, who did not notice the sarcasm, brightened up, and
went on cheerfully : / L

“Yaas, sir, now you speak of it, I should like to take
my young bwothah—D’Arcy minor, you know. He's a
voung scallywag, but he’d like to come.’’

1 really hope that is the whole list, D’Arcy.” g

“ Yaas, sir. If they left St. Jim’s at eleven in the mornin’,
they would be in time for the start, comin’ ovah to Tytchley
by twain.”

“As a matter of fact, Lord Eastwood made some refer-
ence to your friendé in his letter,” said the Head. “It
happens that all the juniors you name have very good
reputations as workers in class—with, perhaps, the exception
of D’Arcy minor. Upon the whole, I think I can grant your
request, D’Arcy.”’ :

“ Bai Jove, sir, I am awfully obliged, you know! I weally
wish I could show my gwatitude in some way.”

“Never mind that,” said the Head, smiling. ** Impress
upon the others to keep on their good behaviour all the
day, and tell them I rely upon them.” .

T shall certainly do so, sir; and, as far as poss., I will
’ said Arthur Augustus.

keep an eye on them personallg,’ : .
And he wondered why the Head smiled as he went oub of

. the study.

The Fourth were already in the class-room, and Arthur
Augustus joined them there. Ilis chums looked at him
curiously. ~Arthur Augustus was beaming, and they guessed
that he had received permission from the Head. But it was
impossible to question him till after morning lesgons. The
moment the class was dismissed, and the Fourth Form
poured out of the class-room, Blake, Herries, and Digby
pounced upon the swell of the School House.

“ Well, what’s the giddy news?” demanded Blake.

“It’s all wight, deah goy. I've got the permish of our
Head tp go to Tytchley for the steeplechase.”

Did mention about us being allowed out of
event?”’

““ Yaas, wathah!”’ =

“ And what said the oracle?”

““ He has given permish. for that, tco. And you can leave
St. Jim’s in the mornin’ wecess, at eleven o’clock, so as to
be at the start,”” said Arthur Augustus, beaming.

Blake stared at him for a moment, and then seized him
and fairly hugged him. He waltzed him round the passage
to the great danger of passers-by. Arthur Augustus
struggled in vain in the muscular grip of the Yorkshire boy.

‘“Blake, pway welease me! You are wuffling my waist-
coat, and disawwangin’ my beastly tie!” he gasped.

‘“Come to my arms,” said Blake. , ““Iet me weep on
your bosom.” .

“1 uttahly
Welease me! N

The “Qh!"” was caused by Arthur Augustus crashing into
a Shell fellow who was coming from his class-room. It was
Gore, and Gore gave a yell as he staggered against the wall.

“You clumsy ass!” he roared. :

¢ Weally, Goah, I am soww It was the fault of this

. wefuses to welease me,

wespected
““ Good

W§Euse to let you do anythin’ of the sort!
l‘l

!
uttah ass!” panted D’Arcy. ‘?He
and he is as stwong as a beastly horse !’

“You dummy}”
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1 wefuse to be called a dummy! Blake, pway welease
e, so that I can give Goah a thwashin’ for his cheek !’

“ Here, don’t fill up the gangway!” exclaimed Figgins.
« Mg@erate your iransports, you duffers! What’s the giddy
row?

““Oh, it’s ripping!” said Blake, stopping his impromptu
waltz at last, and sctting the breathless D’Arcy against the
wall with a bump. *Gussy has played up nobly, and I
was showing my gratitude.”

‘I weally wish you would find a less wufl and wotten way
of showin’ your gwatitude, deah boy.”

“We've gob permission to go and see the start of the
steeplechase,” grinned Blake. *“What do you think of that,
Figgy? Aund Gussy did it—alone he did it, as Coriolanus
remarks.”

“Yaas, wathah!
know.” .
“Good!” said Figgins.

thought of us.”

“So I did, Figegy. I've got permish. for you, tco—you
and the Co.”

“My hat,”” yelled Figgins, ¢ that’s ripping! I must waltz
you round again, Willy.” )

“1 wefuse to be waltzed wound again, and if you appwoach
me I shall stwike you with violence, Figgins. I am quite oub
of bweath as it is.”

“All of us?’ grinned Figgins. ¢ Gussy, you're a little
genius! I'll never knock your silk topper off again as long
as I live—perhaps.”

“ Weally, Figgins—"

¢« Jolly for you,” broke in Tom Merry’s voice; but what
price us? Gussy, have you forgotten your uncle?”

“You are not my uncle, Tom Mewwy, and I wegard the
expwession as widiculous. But I have not forgotten you.”

*“ You don’t mean io say that you have permission for the
lot of us?”?’ .

*“ Yaas, wathah!”

“ Come to my arms——""

“Wats! I wefuse to do anythin® of the sort, and if you
wowwy me like that ass Blake, I shall lose my tempah and
stwike you.”? ;

“We'll make a giddy party of it!"? said Tom Merry glee-
fully. “Why, it will be ripping! We'll sce you have fair
play, Gussy I”

‘T am goin’ io take young Wally, too,” said D’Arcy. “I
iwust you fellows will behave-yourselves. I have, in fact,
pwactically given my word for you to the doctah. I have
pwomised him to keep an eye on you personally as far as
poss, but, of course, you will be out of my sight duwin’ the
steeplechase. I wely on you to keep ordah just as if I were
with you.”

- And the juniors, with solemn and serious faces, refrained
from humping Gussy down on his neck, and promised, almost
with tears in their eyes, that they would kecp ordah..

I put it to him as an old sport, you

“1'm glad! But I wish Gussy had

CHAPTER 12.
The Steeplechase. )

EDNESDAY was looked forward to keenly by
all the juniors concerned. On every possible
occasion in the interval Arthur Augustus took

Badger out for a trof, putting him to the roughest ground
and the stiffest fences he could find in the neighbourhood of
St. Jim’s.

Badger answered all his expectations fully. He was amen-
able to the lightest touch of D’Arcy’s hand, and he took
fences, hedges, and ditches with equal unconcern. The
stecplechase at Tytchley was to be over a-four-mile course,
and Captain Cleveland had written to his cousin that it was
marked over a rongh hunting country. "But Arthur Augustus
was in good condition, and so was Badger, and the schoolboy
jockey was confident. So was Mr. Jones, in Rylcombe, and
so were Dick, the groom, and Bob, the stableman.

The horsey irio intended to be on the ground for the
steoplechase, to see the performance of Badger with a school-
boy up, and they had no doubt that Badger would pull off
the purse. They had not seen his adversaries, but they had
confidence in the horse and its rider.

The original contest between D’Arcy and young Algarotti
was extended. Three other horses were entered, and a sweep
of a sovereign apiece was arranged, to which Lord Eastwood

had added ten guineas. D’Arcy was glad to hear of the other’

entries. As he confided to Blake, he regarded Algarotti as
a wank wottah, and thought it was befnreath his dig. to wide
with him. The presence of other contestants made it less of
3 personal affair. ) .
- %A1l the same, I am goin’ to give him a feahful lickin’,”
said D’Arcy.
when it comes to widin’ acwoss countwy,
* know the pwopah thing to do. Yaas, wathah!l”

* 1 weally don’t want to bwag, deah boys, but
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One of the most gratifying features of the affailr, fd
Arthur Augustus, was the new respect he received from
Wally. Wally listened to lectures on_ inky fingers and
untidy neckties on several occasions, without even saying
“rats!” And he was really grateful for the permission
obtained for him to to attend the steeplechase. He even
went so far as fo promise to put on a clean collar, and keep
it clean.

“1 have hopes of that young scallywag, yet’ Arthur
Augustus confided to Tom Merry. ‘I have seen him twica
this week with his necktie stwaight.” -

“Who said the age of miracles was past?” asked Tom
Merry solemnly.

“I{ is a gweat change for Wally, you know; and I am
weally glad to see it. I hope, in the course of time, t(}
imbue the young wascal with a pwopah wegard for dwess.”

Wednesday dawned at last, and Jack Blake was the firs
to hop out of bed in the Fourth Form dormitory-in the
School House, and to look out of the window at the weathers

“Ripping morning,” he announced. “Cold, if you like,
but dry and hard. There won’t be any rain, and that’s &
stroke of luck.” - ’

“Yaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, as he turned out. “¥
should weally be extweniely disappointed if it wained., Of
course, it wouldn’t make any diffewence to me, only I want
to win if poss, without spoilin’ my clothes.”

‘“Are you going to put your colours on here?” asked -
Digby, with interest.

Arthar Augustus shook his head.

“No, I shall change at my cousin’s house. The wace
starts a hundwed yards fwom Cleveland Lodge. Pway be
there as early as you can, deah boys, and you’ll see me a&
the startin’ flag in the D’Arcy colours. Youwll know me by
the blue and white sleeves. Bai Jove! you know, I amr
feelin’ quite in a fluttah.”

Jack Blake looked at him anxiously.

““ Not feeling fit, old son?”

““QOh, yaas, I'm fit enough, Blake.”

“Tt's not too late for carrying out that suggestion, you
know. You could send. a substitute, and I should be only
too willing 32

““Wats I’ said Arthur Augustus.

After breakfast, Arthur Augustus took leave of his chums.
They went down to the gate with him, and gave him a
cheer as he departed. The swell of St. Jim’s walked down
to Rylcombe, where he found Mr. Jon%s, Dick, and Bob
already at the railway-station To catch the same train to
Tytchley. Badger had been taken over the previous even-
ing, and left in Captain Cleveland’s stables.

There was nothing snobbish about D’Arcy, and he was
glad of the company of the horsey three on the way to
Tytchley. He talked horses with them all the way, and
incidentally showed a knowledge of the ways and qualities
of the noble animal that raised hira still further in their
estimation. Meanwhile, the morning hours were passing
slowly enough at St. Jim’s,

Tt was a glorious day for a steeplechase, and the juniors
were looking forward keenly to their holiday. Early
lessons were over at last, and when the Forms came out for
the morning respite, Tom Merry & Co. did not go in again
with the rest. They donned coats and caps, and made for
the gates. Herries, of course, wanted to take his bulldog,
but Towser was voted unanimously as being too much
trouble. The juniors wanted to get as close to the course
as possible and see all they could of the race, and for once
Herries consented to leave his favourite behind. *But
D’Arcy minor was made of sterner stuff. He came along
to the gates with Pongo yapping at his heels.

““Well, of all the cheek !’ exclaimed Herries. *I’m<not
takir}g Towser, and now this kid trots out his rotten mon-
grel.’ :

“Rotten I’ said Figgins. “I’ve left Spot behind, too.
Take that brute back, Wally! He won’t be allowed -any-
where near the course.” )

“ Can’t help that,” said Wally.
old Pongo behind !”’

““ Cheeky young beggar

“Took here; I don’t see what. you want to be down on
a nice, quiet, harmless animal like this for,” growled Wally.
<11l tie him up at Cleveland Lodge, and what more can
you want?”’

“VWell, if you tie him up there, it’s all right,” said Tom
Merry. “Let him have the brute, kids! After all, they’re
a pair, and it would be cruelty to separate them.”

And Wally triumphantly brought his cur along.

It was a short railway run to Tytchley Station, in_the
heart of the hunting country. Tom Merry & Co. walked
from the station. Some of them knew the ground, and,
anyway, they would not long have been in doubt, for great
numbers of country people were going to see the steeple-
chase, and the lanes seemed to be full of them. Not only
at the starting-point, but here and there along the course,
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the folks from the cour{tryside had assembled, and at the

fr}_lili i—heré a water-jump lay in wait for the bold riders

. was likely to tax all their nerve—the crowd was greater
than at the starting-point, on foot, on horseback, and in all
kinds of vehicles. Tom Merry & Co. caught the prevailing
excitement as they came along, and they arrived 1n sight of
Cleveland Lodge at last. The crowd at the start caught
their eyes; and they hastened thither.

‘“Bai Jove ! here you are then, deah boys.”

- -Arthut” Augustus, looking very handsome in a covert coat

Athat, like everything else he wore, was the triumph of the

art sartorial, was standing beside Cousin Ethel’s horse,

holding ‘Badger by the bridle, while he chatted with his

cousin, Captain Cleveland was there on horseback also.
* He pave the boys a grin and a génial nod, and Cousin Ethel

l)estpwed her sweetest smile upon them.

iggins coloured as he raised his cap.
coloured, somehow, when he met Cousin Ethel.

- “I am 56 glad to see you all here,” said Cousin Ethel.
“I thought Wally was coming, too.”
““Well, he’s here,”” said Tom Merry. “ Wally! Why he's

1 .

He always

‘“It’s that mongrel of his,” said Kerr. ‘‘He bolted after
a bird in the last wood.”

Cousin Ethel looked anxious.

“1 hope he will not get into any trouble,” she said.
““The preserves in this district are very carefully watched.”

Tom Merry laughed. i -

“Oh, Pongo will take care of himself,” he said; ‘““and as
for young Wally, he always falls on his feet. What a rip-
ping day for a ride, €Cousin Ethel.”

“Yes; isn't it?”

“1 wish we could have come mounted. But we haven’t
any steeds, except Wynn, and he left his behind.”

- Fatty Wynn coloured at the allusion to Nicodemus.
Uaptain Cleveland uttered an exclamation.

‘“ Here they come!” :

Algarotti walked his horse up to the starting-point. The
big black was looking ‘in splendid condition, and Algarotti,
with & coat over lris colours, looked very fit. There came
a flash into his dark eyes as he saw _D’Arcy, but he nodded,
and lifted his cap politely to Miss Cleveland.

Three other contestants came up, one of them a young
farmer of the mneighbourhood, one a young man from
London, and the third a gentleman rider, well-known in
the neighbourhood, and ;whose appearance was greeted by
a murmur of cheering. .

There wa3 a stir in the crowd, now. Arthur Augustus
greeted his rivals cheerily enough, but did not speak to
Algarotti. The. Italian was in a morose mood. Perhaps
he was not so certain of winning now as he had been when
he made the match. The small sum at stake was nothing
to him. But the Italian had set his heart on lowering
D’Arcy’s colours, and, victory or defeat meant everything
to him; and a keen judge of physiognomy would not have
doubted, from a close look at Algarotti’s face, that he
would rather have won by foul play than have lest. He was
not the fellow to allow scruples to stand in the way of
winning, and sport in the English sense of the word was
an unknown quantity to him.

Arthur Augustus slipped off his coat, and threw it to Tom
Merry, and the chums of St. Jim’s looked in great admira-
tion at the School House swell. ~He made the finest
possible figure in the D’Arcy racing colours—blue and white,
with blue cap and a silver tassel. His riding breeches
were of the shapeliest cut, and his boots seemed to fit him
like gloves.

“My word,” said Digby, ““he ought to be shoved into a
glass case just as he stands.” . 5

““Oh, weally, Dig!”

“Hold on a minute!” said Manners, producing a
myst-enou,s’ looking case from under his coat. ‘I want to
snap you.

And before Arthur Augustus could speak he was snapped,

"~ and the image of him reposed safely on' the film in
Manners’s camera. And he was snapped thrice again, the
last time when he was mounted on Badger ready for the
start. Manners closed his pocket camera, and put it away
with much- satisfaction. '

“We’ll have ’em framed, and you chaps shall have one
to hang up in No. 6,” he said, in a burst of generosity.

‘“ What-ho !”, said Blake. ‘“Look-out! They’re starting.”

Every eve was fixed on the steeplechasets.

A fine set they looked at the same, and as the flag fell

they got away in good style, and the race began !
‘“Go it, Gussy !” -
-~ “Buck up for St. Jim’s!” ;
But Arthur Augustus did not hear. He was off like a
shot, and all his attention was given to his steed and the
country before him. «
The course was a four-mile one, and a little over, over a
~-““fair hunting country,” but hunting country of a rough
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and difficult description. The ground was partly pasture
The hedges were high- and

and partly under plough. ) nd
frequent, the ditches deep and ditto, and here and there
were stone walls, which added to-the éifﬁculty of the course,
It was no ride for dandy horsemen—only the real stuff
could hope to pull through. The water-jump at the end
was a_tough one, with hedge, rail, and wide water, and
after that was the winning-post. The course being arranged
in three-parts of a circle, the winning-post was a very short
distance from the starting-point, and as soon as the horse-
men were fairly off, most of the crowd streamed across to
see the finish.

Cousin Ethel and her brother, and many friends on horse-
back, rode over, while the juniors of St. Jim’s mostly dis-
persed to see the race from various points.

CHAPTER 13.
How Pongo Saved the Race!
& H?ONGO! Good doggie! Pongo!”

Wally ealled out the name-of his favourite en-

treatingly. - But Pongo refused to' listen to the
voice of the charmer. - -
D’Arcy minor was growing exasperated with his
favourite. He was keenly anxious to see the race, and
Pongo was delaying him. Worse than that, the dog had
bolted into the preserves near the lodge, and was evidently
stalking game when Wally pursued him. He escaped in
the underbrush, and when Wally caught sight of him again
he was sneaking off -with a fat bird between his jaws.
Wally called and whistled in vain, and he was afraid-to
call and whistle too loudly, lest he should bring a keeper to
the spot. He was in forbidden ground, and he knew Liow a
keeper would be likely to regard the presence of a boy and

a dog in one of the strictest preserves in the county. Pongo -

was liable to be shot at sight, and, doubtless, would have
deserved it, too; but that would -be very little consolation
IL)o Wally, especially if he himself ‘'were arrested into the
argain. -

‘“Pongo! Good doggie! You rotten little beast, T’ll -

have the hide off you for this! I'll skin you! Come on,
old dog! Pongo, dear! I’ll cut you-into little bits when I
catch you! Come on, old Pongo!” B

But entreaty.and threat alike were in vain. Wally made a
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. ?dder; rush, ana Poiiéo skipped out of tix‘e wood, and ran

owh the bank of a stream with his prize. Wally, fearing
that he would take to the water, ran faster, and Pongo
plunged in. '

“‘ Pongo, come back |’

‘Wally heard a rustle in the wood behind him, and guessed
amekeeper, FHe hurried after the
dog. The water in the woodiand stream was shallow
enough for wading. It was cold, but it was no time to
think of that. Wally waded in, and followed the poacher
across the rocky bed of the stream.

- Pongq kept the corner of one eye on his’ master. Wally
~called to him in a subdued voice, but the mongrel waded on,
- and Wally waded after him.

" his ears.

_Pongo dragged himself cut of the water on the opposite
side, and gave himself a shake. He scemed surprised to
see Wally close at hand, and set off again, squirming under
@ fence. Wally was over the top of the fence in 2 twinkling,

_accelerated by the sound of a gruff voice shouting to him

from the wood. He knew that he bad had a narrow escape,
but the vagaries of Pongo were nof finished yet. The dog
crept on, dodged through a hedge, and broke into a run
across a field as Wally quickened his pace: He disappeared
at a gap in a fence or the edge of a plantation, and Wally
was at fault. The dog was very quiet, and whether he had
rui on, or dodged among the ditches and hedges, Wally
was not sure.

The junior snapped his teeth. His wet trousers were
clinging about his legs. and he was shivering from the con-
tact, -and more than half inclined’ to_give up the chase of
Pongo, and get off for the starting-point of the steeplechase.
He knew that the time of starting must be close, 1f it had

:mot already passed. ‘Faintly, in the distance, he could hear

the shouting of a crowd, but could not make out what it

implied. ~

““Pongo!” he whispered. “0ld Pongo!”

But the dog gave no sound. Wally knew him of old, and
he knew that the mongrel was probably lying hidden in the

ferns, almost within reach of his hand, and as still as a

_- mouse.

The junior became silent. He crept cautiously along
beside & hedge, keeping as much in cover as possible, and
making no sound, His only chance was to spot Pongo and
catch him mnapping, devouring the poached bird. He
breathed dire threats of what he would do when he caught
him—threats ‘which he never carried- out.

My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally suddenly.

He had caught sight of something as he crept along the
diteh. It was a flag, fluitering within a dozen yards of him.

He stopped short, with an inaudible whistle. He knew that -

he had inadvertently crept close to the course followed by
the steeplechasers. "

He glanced at his watch. It was time for the start, unless
there had been delay. He remained where he was, resolved
to. see the steeplechase from this favourable spot, and attend
to Pongo afterwards. Round him the woods and the fields
were silent and still ;" close at hand the fields intersected by
hedges and ditches; further off the woods and the hills.
A murmur of a great crowd in the distance only broke the
silence.  Wally wondered when the horsemen, would come
thundering by. Already he thought he céuld hear the patter
and thud of hoofs on the soil.

He gave a sudden start. A nearer sound had come to
¥ Tt was a human voice, within a few yards of him
in the dusk of the hedges.

““They’ve started!”

Another sightseer on the same spot! Wally wondered
what had made him so quiet. But the néxt words he heard
made his heart leap. It was no mere sightseer who was
crouching there unseen among the ferns of the dry ditch.

“Are yer ready, lkey? = Mind, it’s the bloke with the
blue and white!”

T know ’im,

*That's 'im!” .
. «1 s'pose,” said Ikey, with a slight chuckle, ‘ that if some

Dodger—young D’Arcy.”

_of the others get it, it won’t matter to our man? 2

“Mind you don’t hinder Algarotti, that’s all.”

“ Phew! No.”

Wally’s teeth cama together hard,
Arthur Augustus had told him something of his opinion of
Algarotti; and anyway, +the words of the two men hidden
in-the ditch could not be mistaken. They were there to foul
D’Arcy—to make him-lose the race!
trusting to his steed or to his luck. Like the-coward and
villain he was, he wanted to malke all sure. :

_4“My only Aunt Jane!”

-~ Silently, cautiously, Wally crebt: closer to the speakers.

His training in stalking ‘the elusive Pongo -stood him in
good stead now.
brother in the -ride, and Wally would have- allowed -himSelf
.10 be cut to pieces rather than allow them to succeed.

s
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and his eyes blazed. -

Algarotti was notb .

The scoundrels were there to baulk his

On: Peniivy-

The rascals had well chosen the spot for thelr ambushy,
It was more than half-way along the course, in the most
difficult bit of country the riders had to cross, and no other?
sightseers were at hand. - )

A thick hedge of the bullfinch variety barred the coursey
with a ditch on the further side, and timber spotfing it along
its length for some distance. There was only one spoll
where the horsemen could leap, and at that spct two scoun-
drels weres crouching up close to the hedge. The horses
might leap right over them, but could not Jand close enough
to hurt them. After the villainous deed they contemplated
was accomplished, an easy way of escape lay by creeping
along the ditch and scuttling into the neighbouring planta«
tion. :

Wally, peering through the masses of ferns that grew unp
close to the hedge, spotted the two rascals, whno were listen-
ing intently for the beat of approaching hoofs. They eould
see the course leading up to the hedge through an interstica
in the thicket, and Wally caught a glimpse of it, too, through
the opening. There was a flash of hoofs and coloured silk
in the sun.

““They’re coming!”

They cértainly were coming. The thud of the horses’, hoofs
rang on the ground, and through the narrow slit in the
hedge could be seen five riders coming on in gallant style—
Algarotti in the lead, a sturdy young farmer next, D’Arcy
third, and two more riders behind. el

“He’s third, Dodger!”

“1 see ’im, Ikey.”

“Qur man’s leadin’.
and then—"

“Right you is!”’ .

The scoundrels crouched close and waited. Wally’s, heart
was beating wildly. He saw that they held something—in
their hands, and there was the sputter of a fuse in the deep
ditch. He guessed what it was with almost whirling brain,
Tach of the wretches had a cracker in his hand—an explo-
sive of the kind used in Fifth of November celebrations,
but very much larger, and of the repeaiing variety. Such
an explosive, hurled at a horse suddenly from the ditch,
would be certain to seare it almost out of its wits, and would
render the rider’s chance of winning the race nil. If ‘those
crackers were flung
for, so far as winning the steeplechase was concerned, even
if he were not throwa and injured, as might very possibly
be the case. .

Wally's heart was thumping like a hammer. What was
he to do? ‘He had less than a minute to decide in—time
was counted by seconds now. What was he to do?

To spring up and show himself, right in_the path of the
horses, even if he were not ridden down, his' action woilld
not be understood. The race would be delayed, but the
outrage would not be prevented. o

There was only one thing to do, and Wally did it. He
waited with beafing heart till the horsemen were close up
to the hedge, and the crouching scoundrels were preparing
for the foul deed. Then, with a sharp, almust hysterical
cry, the youngster threw himself upon them. )

The attack came wholly unexpectedly to the two ruffiane.
Wally threv an arm around each of them,
rolled into the bottom of the ditch, into beds of nettles and
thistles, together. Wally was scratched and torn, but he
was too excited to feel the pain. If only he saved the- race
for D’Arcy! .

The two ruffians were gasping out amazed curses, utterly
astounded by the attack. They squirmed in the nettles ab
the bottom of the diteh, and Wally clutched them frantic-
ally, furiously. A horseman rose into view from the other
cide of the hedge; and crossed hedge and ditch, thundering
down on the turf clear of the obstruction. It was Algarottr
on the big black. .

After him came the farmer and D’Arcy, riding almost
neck and neck, and they thundered down on the turf and
dashed on without a pause. . : .

Tach of the riders was vaguely conscious of some kind of
a struggle going on in the ditch under the shadow of the
hedge, but it was no time to look round. They were riding
to win. e "

Fast behind came the last two riders. They cleared hedge
and ditch, .and dashed on, a couple of lengths behind the
swell of St. Jim’s.. -

Tt had all lasted only a couple of seconds. |
in the ditch were still struggling with Wally, with ‘one
another, and the nettles, hardly knowing yet what was
happening. There was a sudden explosion in the nettles.

Bang! .

Tt was followed by a shriek of agony from Ikey. The
firework had exploded in his hand.  In the scramble he
had unconsciously tightened his grip on it, and the explosion
hed. almost shattered his hand. The wretch crawled oué of

Wait till he’s past, and the next,

The ruffians

at Badger, Arthur Augustus was done -

and the three

the ditch, moaning with pain, and sank down in the grass. -

W F o 1
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: Wa_ny toré himself looss. The fireworks were dropped in
the ditch, and cracking away like pistol-shots in the nettles.
Dodge_r squirmed out of the ditch and glared at the junior,
and Wally dodged quickly enough out of his reach.
" “X'f‘?u hounds!” cried the boy. *“I've stopped you this
time !

He had stopped them indeed. The steeplechasers were
already a field’s length away, and the dastards had no
further chance of interfering with the race.

Ikey was sitting in the grass, nursing ‘his injured hand
.and moaning. Dodger glared at Wally with a face con-
vulsed with rage. But the explosions were drawing people
to the spot, and the rufian dared not attempt vengeance.
He slunk eway and made his escape, and Ikey, in mortal
fear of being seized, followed him more slowly, still moan-
ing with the pain of his hand.

A dog crawled out of the ditch and Ticked Wally's hand.

“Pongo! You young rip! I've a good mind—— Bul,
by Jove, it was you saved the race! Good dog!”

CHAPTER 14.
The Winner.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS was riding well—riding to win.
For the first two or three fields Algarotti had kept
.. well ahead of him, and the young farmer just
behind Algarotti,. D’Arcy was third, but D'Arvey Lknew
what he was about :

Badger was eager. keener on the run than his master,
even, and D’Arcy had rather to hold him in than to urge
him on.

Algarotti was taking more out of the big black fharn.'t}}lle
R ight
up to the hedge where the ruffi.ns had been baffled by
Wally, Algarotti held an easy lead. But that hedge once
behind, D’Arcy gave Badger a little more rope.

He passed the farmer inch by inch, and was seen to be
an easy second, the farmer pounding on behind on his roan.

_The two last were still riding hard, but a disintercsted
pnlooker would not have given them much of a chance in
the race.

Algarotti was nearly two lengths ahead of Badger and
his rider, but D’Arcy’s look was calm and confident.

He meant to win!

The hardest pars of +he struggle was ahead, and D Arcy
was saving his horse for it.

Badger crept closer and closer to the big black, but with-
out the slightest sign of strain.

. The Italian felt rathcr than heard the Englhsh lad draw-
ing closer, and he brought the whip into play.

The lash drove on the big black to harder efforts, and ha
lcaped away from Badger; but D’Arcy’s pace never varied.
He knew that a spurt was no good to his adversary at that
point, and he did mot trouble o reply to it.

The black slackened again, as he was bound to do, though
the pace was still hot and thundering.

From various points on the course spectators watched the
progress of the race, and loud shouts came on the wind.

“Buck up, Gussy!”

It was a yell from Jack Blake.
it. His whole mind was wrapped up in horsemanship at
that moment; he was in that mood when 4 man becomes,
as it were,-a part of his horse, and both creatures are moved
by the same volition—the mood of & winner. )

n, on, over stubble and grass, hedge and ditch, fence

But D’Arcy never heard

and wall! On, on, with the wind singing in his ears, his
*{ﬁet}lx 'ha,rd set, his eyes agleam. Closer and closer to tha
ack!

Badger’s muzzle was level with the black's girths now,
and still Arthur Augystus was not letting his mount make
the burst he longed to make. But it was pretty plain that
the black could never do much better than he was doing
now.

Algarotti's face was black with rage and hate. He had
heard the explosions, and had had little doubt that his hire-
lings had carried out his instructions, and that D’Arcy's
mount had been scared off the course, or at least startled
so much bhat it would be out of the running.

But the steed creeping up behind him told a different tale.
Something had gone wreng with the plot; it had failed.
What had happened was of no moment; it was enough to

know that it had failed. And Algarofti set histeeth savagely.

He would win yet, he inwardly swore. He would win by

fair means, since foul had failed him, and cruclty should

not be wanting to drive the gallant black to greater efforts.
n, on, on! Nearly neck and nesk now; and Algarotti,

oub of the corner of his eye, without looking back, could see

the blue and white of the D’Arcy racing colours.

.But still the red silk was in the lead—only by inches, but

=
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finish could see them now, and were shouting.

“Go it, St. Jim’s!”

‘““Red wins!”

““Buck up, blue and white!” .

Algarotti ground his teeth. Thé black and Badger
took the same hurdle at the same moment ; they were level
now.  Algarotti lashed his steed savagely. ~The black
bounded on, and the Italian, with reckless unfairness, strove
to edge D’Arcy off, at the risk of a purler for himself. Bus
Arthur Augustus was quite aware of his little game, and on
the watch for it.

The last obstacle was in sight now—a thick-set hedge, with
a guard-rail, and beyond a wide water-jump. Beyond that,
at a short distance, the finish, with a huge crowd waiting.

“They’re level I” shouted Tom Merry. -

“Neck and neck, by Jove!”

. “Hurrah!”

“Buck up, St. Jim's !’ ' .

Cousin Ethel was watching from the back of her horse
with shining eyes. She keenly wished for her cousin’s
victory, The way Algarotti was using the lash was enough
to rouse the girl’s bitter indignation, and was alone enough

to deprive him of any sympathy. Captain Cleveland snapped -

his teeth on his cigar.

‘“ Begad, the boy’s winning!”
. Badger was a nose ahead !
in ecstasies. D’Arcy—old Gus—was winning; and when
Blake gave Figgins a terrific thump on the back, Figgins
only gasped and grinned, and passed it on to Lowther.
Lven Fatty Wynn forgot that he was hungry in the intense
excrtement. 4

Blue and white was winning! But was he, though? Net
if a brute in human formn could help it. - With whip
spur Algarotti drove on his maddened horse; but with all
of it he could mnot keep level. -At the water-jump D’Arcy
had the lead. ’

“The last lap!!” chuckled Jack Blake.
Fancy old Gus! T wouldn't have missed this for ten vears’
pocket-money in a lump.” . .

D’Arcy was putting his beef into it now. The -time had
come for the grand effort he had been saving up, and he
‘made it. He came down to the water-jump a streak
of blue and white, and Badger, with scarcely a diminution
of his pace, rose into the air in a grand leap.

“Ovah!”

And over rail and hedge and wide water went Badger—
ovef, in a grand jump; and a second behind came Algarotii,
with white face and glinting eyes, and his spurs cruelly
scoring the flanks of his steed. )

Right over, and D’Arcy dashed on, amid cheers. And
then there was a yell, as Algarotti and the big black floun-
dered in the water. The savage spurring had done it ‘the
maddened horse had failed at the leap, and Algarotti’s
chance was gone. :

Splash went the Italian and his horse, and over them
leaped the others in turn, each making the jump sucgess-
fully, though far behind the swell of St. Jim’s,

There was a shout, swelling to a roar.

‘“Blue and white wins!”’

And Arthur Augustus, three lengths ahead of the nearest
competitor, dashed up to the last fag.

‘“Hurrah!”

“Blue and white wins!”

“Good old Gussy!”

‘“ What-ho, St. Jim’s!”

““Bai Jove, you know, that was quite a wun!” said Arthar
Augustus, with perfect coolness. * Do you know, deah boys,
I wathah thought I should win!"

——

CHAPTER 15.
D'Arcy's Triumph.

HEY dragged him from his steed, they slipped on his
coat, and then they seized him forcibly and raised
him on their shoulders. The swell of St. Jim’s

viewed the proceedings with some alarm at first. But he
reflected that his clothes were pretty thoroughly splashed
with mire already, and ‘that a little" more rumpling could
not do much harm, and he resigned himself gracefully to
his fate.

“Shoulder high!” roared Tom Merry.

“Shoulder ’igh!” shrieked Mr. Jones.

And up went the swell of St Jim’s, more than shoulder
high. Men he had never seen before fought for the honou:
of lending 'a hand. A perfect stranger to him had his right
leg, and Tom Merry his left. Dick, the groom, grasped him
lower down the same_ leg, and Bob, the stableman, was
bumping him behind. e‘Mr. Jones clutched at his coat,-and

S S

still in the lead. ‘And those on the higher ground af {he

The juniors of St. Jim’s were -

¢ Oh, my hat! i

\\‘;‘
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i Jack Blake and Figgins were supporting him somewhere.
Round him country folk and friends and St. Jim’s juniors
were mingled in a cheering crowd.

The steeplechase had been one of the hardest ridden for
a long time in the Tytchley district, and it had been won
by the youngest contestant, a mere boy, a schoolboy jockey.

More than that, it had been won by fair and splendid
horsemanship. D’Arcy had hardly flicked his steed once
from start to finish.

Algarotti met with little sympathy. He crawled out of
the water, drenched to the skin, and looking a good deal
like & half-drowned rat, as the crowd marched past with
’ Arthur Augustus. D’Arcy jammed his monocle into his
T right eye and locked at the miscrable, bafiled Italian. The
: swell of St. Jim’s was a true sportsman, and there was
5 nothing like malice in him. .

“Pway halt a minute, deah boys, while I speaksio Alga-
wotti!” he exclaimed.

- ““Halt it is!” said Tom Merry. e

“1 say, Algawotti, old fellow, I'm sowwy you came that
purlah, you know,” said D’Arcy. ‘It was wathah wuff.”

‘‘Hang you!” muttered the Italian savagely. ¢ If my
confounded horse had not failed, you—"" -~

“Yaas, it was wathah bad luck.”

: Y oum

s “But it was a good wace,” interrupted D’Arcy. “It
: weflects cwedit on all of us. Yaas; and you can gwin if
. Yyou like, Monty Lowthah. I 3

“?ﬁ’t talle to that foreign scum, Gus!”

“ o, Wally! Where have you been, and what do you
niean by speakin’ so wudely of my wespected opponent, Mr.

~Algawotti 1"’ .
“® He’s a scum,” said Wally, “a dirty, sneaking, low-
down scum, and that’s what I've come here to tell him! He
had two men hidden in a ditch to frighten your horse,
and if Pongo hadn’t led me there you would have been
crocked for the race.”

** What 77’

= 44 Algarotti turned deadly pale. He knew that his plot
.= #ad failed, but he had not expected an exposure. He

(‘/

2 ° (urned quickly away, but an iron grip closed on his collar,
L and another on his shoulder, and he gasped with fear as he

swung round and found himself staring at Dick, the groom,
and Bob, the stableman.

*No you don’t,” said the stableman grimly.

“Let me go!” yelled Algarotti.

“Wait till the young gentleman has finished !”

“ Look here, Wally!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
sure of what you are saying ?”’

‘I shouldn’t say it otherwise, Merry. T tell you I was
following Pongo, and found two villains hiding 1n a ditch.
3 They werc talking over what they were going to do, and I
3 found that they had been hired by Algarotti to throw fire-

works at Gus’s horse, when he had cleared the hedge, to
‘ frighten him and dish Gus. And they’d have done 1t if I
3 hadn’t jumped on ’em in time and stopped ’em.’’
“Bai Jove! now I wewembah, I heard fireworks goin’ off
ot one spot, and there was a fight or somethin’ in the ditch !”
ejaculated D’Arcy.

‘“ Are you

=
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*It is false !’ exclaimed Algaroiti.
I never ”?

* You lying coward !” said Wally.
to give you away.”

** There’s not much doubt about it, I wathah think, gentle-
men. You can wely on my young bwothah. I am extwemely
obliged to you, Wally. Algawotti, I wegard you as the
wottenest wottah- that I evah came acwoss in all my ex-
pewience.”

** Curse you!”

“I am afwaid I cannot stay here and listen to such ex«
twemmely coarse wemarks,” said D’Arcy, with dignitys
" Pway pwoceed.”

** Let me go! I—— Help!”

¢ Duck him !’

¢ Scrag the welsher !”’

¢ Chuck him in again!”?

Algarotti struggled in wild terror in the grasp of the angry
crowd. Dick, the groom, propelled him towards the, water,
and Bob helped from behind with liberal applications of a
huge and heavy stable-boot. Others crowded round, poking
and pommelling’ and shoving, and the Italian, almost in
rags, shrieked and yelled for help and mercy.

*Pway desist, gentlemen!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus,
in great distress. ‘‘Don’t duck the beastly wottah. Pway ~
oblige me by lettin’ him go!” .

The word of the steeplechase winner was law, especially
to Dick and Bob. They flung the Italian down.

** Right you are, sir!” said Bob.

The Italian picked himself up, and ran like a hare. He
did ‘not reappear to deny the story of his rascality. The
Tyichley country saw no more of Algarotti. .

And as he fled, the enthusiastic crowd bore the winner of
the great steeplechase onward, amid cheers and howls and
yells that made the welkin ring. .

As Arthur Augustus afterwards remarked to Blake, it
was really quite a *‘twiumph,” and if he hadn’t been a
particularly modest chap he might “ weally ” have suffered
from an attack of swelled head.

. . . . . < . . = .

“T do not know them

“Your face is enough

But the ovation did not end at the winning-post. On the
return to St. Jim’s—whither the news had preceded him on
the telegraph—Arthur Augustus D’Arcy found the whole
school turned out to meet him. i
_School House and New House dropped their little differ-
ences for the sake of greeting the winner of the steeplechase,
and Figgins & Co. and Tom Merry and his chums bore him
shoulder-high through the crowd amid cheers and the
waving of caps.

And, needless to say, Arthur Augustus “blued” his win-
nings in royal style. K/Ir. Jones was sufficiently rewarded by
the reputation the victory brought to his horse, and, indeed,
he would willingly have passed on a ten-pound note to
1’ Arcy, if there had been the slightest chance of his accept-
ing it. But the sweep on the race there was no harm in
1’ Arcy accepting, as he had fairly won it by hard riding,
and he expended it nobly in a feed that Fatty Wyngsnever,
forgot, and never will forget as long as he lives.

THE END.

Next Thursday!
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. -~ THE FIRSI CHAPTERS.
The Greyfriars School Cadet Corps, commanded by Captain

Sam Villiers, scout, are standing about. in small groups, talk-

ing anxiously, when the clattering of hoofs is heard, and a
young farmer from one of the homesteads on the cliffs comes
galloping 'in on a sweating horse, and reins up hastily.

““The furriners are on us!”’ he cries. ‘There’s a whole
fleet o’ tugs an’ barges an’ ships o’ war headin’ in for Frinton
Gap, wi’ thousands o’ men aboard! They're Germans, an’
they’re goin’ to land!”

- Captain Sam Villiers was at his side in a moment,
<, ‘“ How far off are they?” :
i ““ Four mile out when I left, an’ comin’ in fast. I seed the

men aboard ’em wi’ my owd teleseope, an’ the sun glintin’ on
their helmets; an’ I've tried to send messages at the telegraph-
offices, but none can’t get through. They tells me all the
wires is cut. -Let me go! I must push on !

. . B . . . s . . . .

Nearly all the boys are killed or captured \;vllen the first

& German column attack and capture the school.

e However, Sam Villiers and his brother, Steve, manage to
ese;pe and gain the Colchester garrison, who have turned oub
an

entrenched themseives for the defence
“while the main forces come up. B
The boy scouts tell their story to the British general, and,
after a good sleep, go out and reconnoitre.
- Sam Villiers is able to capture the German plans, and thus
- saves the British forces from a terrible defeat.

' General Sir Sholto Nugent retires with his men. and manages
for a time to keep ERe a
] the Germans in check

- Sir Sholto orders Sam and Steve to his tent, and the two
brothers ask. the general for somsthing to do. S

ot “E'e,s,” said’ Sir Sholto, decisively, “I can give you some
~work !’

(Now go on .with the Story.)
L NEXT.
URSDAY

L
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Captured by the German Outpost.

Sam and Stephen drew themselves up, and their eyce
eparkled. r

‘I may be wrong to let you run the risk,” said the general
grimly, © but you seem to thrive on it, and it’s in the King’s
service. My own scouts have not returned. Do you know
the country between here and the Blackwater estuary?’’

* Every inch of it, sir,”” replied Sam, *“and cvery creek
and island in the inlets.”

“I thought you would,” nodded Sir Sholto. “ Now
listen. I want to know what is happening on my right flank.
The Germans have seized Maldon, at the head of the estuary,
and are using it as a base for supplies and ammunition.
They are feeding their army from the sea, by way of ships
passing up the Blackwater. You understand?”

* Yes, sir.” . i

“I am pinned here, and unable to move; all I can do is
to hold out against the overwhelming forces before me.
German troops have landed in the Crouch and Blackwater,
and it is vital for me to know how they are placed, and what
they mean to do. If there is a weak spot in them, I must
know it. ) .

*“ They have so many outposts, and are so strongly picketed
that my scoufs can hardly get through. I fear many have
been caught and shot. I depend on you to get through, and
to win your way back again with the news. Can you do it#”’

““ It's just our job, sir,”’ said Sam enthusiastically.

‘“If you don’t come back——"’

“It’ll be because we've shared the fate of your men, sir,
that’s all. But I think I can promise you that news. We’'ll
get through.”

*“ Hadn’t you better leave your young brother behind?”

Stephien looked absolutely mutinous at this.

“He'll' be very useful, sir. If one doesn’t get through,
the other may ” {

" Very good. You know your work, and I shall give you -
a free hand.”’ -

“Do you mean -an entirely free hand, sir—io do as we
like?” said Sam eagerly. < e, - i
“You are irregulars,” said the general, with-a nod, “and
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wre free to do the best you can for yourselves. Go and

%urn_in now, and start at dusk.”

“Mayn’t we go mow, sir?”

_ *No_uee till dark. You've got to get some resi—there’s
no saying when you'll get any more. Come and sec me
before you leave.”

The boys saluted, and went out.

‘‘This 1s great!” said Sam. ‘‘A really free hand. We’ll
get some work in for the old flag to-night, Steve. Some-
thing more than scoutin’, maybe. The old man's right,
we’d better get a snooze while we can; but I must find oub
how things stand first.” ’

There was no sign of fighting between the two armies for
some time, and in the next hour Sam picked up all the
news he could about the war. He learned that the North
Sea Fleet had been cut off at its base in t.e Forth, and
suffered severe losses, also that the Germans, for the time,
had command of the sea. He likewise heard what the
reader has already learned from London, concerning the
causes of the war, and the way the invasion had heen
planned and carried out, while the British Lion snoozed.

Thinking what little eredit it reflected on anyone in this
country, and especially on those paid to look after such
matters, Sam retired to a snug nook near the ammunition

¢ waggons with his brother, where they both curled up and

went promptly to sleep—a useful accomplishment of theirs,
elr(x)a?h.ng them to get good sound rest at amy hour of the
clock.

The twilight was falling when Sam awoke, and leaving
quietly, he went to the gemeral’s tent as ordered. In les3
than a minute he returned and roused his brother.

“Time to start, Steve,” he said, handing him a couple of

ackets. ‘“Shove these in your pocket—emergenecy rations,
1rcase we can't get food.”

“Where did you steal ’em?™ :

“From a scientific officer-johnnie who's “experimenting
with them. Queer how careful these fellows are, isn't it?
Step out, now!”’ ‘

‘“We don’t want the horse?”’ :

“Course not! We've got to frust to our eyes, ears, an’
feet. If they fail us, we’ll get a bullet for our pains. When
we've learnt what we want to know, we must separate, an’
if one’s caught, the other must get back to eamp without
waiting, an’ make his report. Now for it!”

Straight away southward did Sam travel, till he was well
away from the farthest British outposts, and then, leaving
the roads, the brothers struck across country. Therc was
scarcely a field or a farmstead they did mot know, and in
finding his way about silently, Stephen was not much inferior
to his brother. Yet they little thought how thoroughly a
simple device was to bring them to grief that night.
_Passing round Layer Marney, they climbed the hills
beyond with great caution, keeping on the darkest side of
the hedges, and making no more sound than cats, till they
reached the high table-land of Tiptree Heath, from which
the great szﬂ:t inlet of the Blackwater Estuary could be seen
glimmering in the moonlit distance, like a emall inland sea.
The two big islands of Osea and Northay could be seen like
dark patches on the water.

“Hold on!” whispered Sam. ‘It's likely the Germans’ll
have an outpost or two on the heath here. We've got to
be precious .careful we don’t run into one, an’ at the same
time we want to find where they lie. You strike out o the
right @ couple of hundred yards, while I take the left; we’ll
scout the place separately, an’ meet at the old barn above
Little Totham. Don’t +waste any time over it, because
Maldon’s our goal, an’ we've got to push on there.”

The brothers separated, vanishing quietly from each
otker’s yiew, and Sam, threading through the gorse-bushes,
stopped and crouched as he saw a white object a hundred
yards or more away, among the may-trecs.

“A tent!” he thought. “Can’t be German; an outpost
keeping guard wouldn’t stick a tent up. It don’t look like
a military one, either. Oh, I know; it's that flimsy bathing-
tent somebody had here two summers ago for sketchin’ from.
'liley only used it in the daytime.” .
“Paying no more attention to the tent, Sam went on his
way. He thought he caught the sound of low voices, and
saw dark forms away on his right. Skirting to the left to
avoid them, bending double as he went, and quickening his
paeo, he descended the slope. - - .

Then the calamity happened. Some invisible object—for
he watched his track carefully—suddenly caught his toe, and
he fell sprawling, and at the same moment a loud report
was heard a dozen yards away, and a flash of flame lit the
darkness for an instant.

Even as Sam. fell he knew too well what had happened.
He had caught his foot in the tight-stretched wire of an
alarm-gun, planted some distance .away, which went off
with a bang. ~ i

Dnable to save himself, he fell heavily right across a tree-

said Stephen. .
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stump, that knocked the wind out of him, and knew that he
had walked into the enemy’s trap. :
Hardly had the crack of the alarm-gun sounded, than two
bulky figures came springing down towards him. = -Sam,
winded and badly bruised, tried to rise in time to defend
himself ; but, with a shout, a big, helmeted German soldier B
flung himself bodily on the boy, and bore him down.
Sam struggled violently to get a hand to the revelver he
had in his side-pocket, but the big man had him by the
wrists, and in a moment a second German added himself
to the embroilment, and helped him to pin Sam down.
Though the breath was knacked out of him, they found him
as slippery as an eel, and all but lost him® After a short
struggle, however, they strapped his hands behind his back,
disarmed him, and jerked him to his feet.
“An Englander all right enough!” growled one of his

captors, pi into Sam’s face. *‘ A bra#, teo—a suckling
soldier, by lmiform. Thought he could steal past our
outposts.” = 5 oy

*“ Who are you, Britisker?” said the other gruffly. ““You
.loqlfc like being shot unless that grey coat's a proper .
gniform.” .

“You'd better falk %g%i&h i you want to know anything
from me,” said Sam e®elly. “What's that you're talking
about?’ A

“I say you mod right soldat,” said the first mamn, in very
broken English. ““You wissen vas happen to der civilian =
eaught mit arms—eh?” .

“T deserve to be hanged for falling into your clumsy -
trap,” said Sam, who was bitterly angry with himself %gr’
not secing the wire; “but I'm a cadet lieutenant in the
King's Service, so unless you're playing blind hokey with
all the rules of war, you ecan’t do more than keep me
prisoner.”” v

““ Bring him along, Hans,” said the first of his captors, in
his own tongue. “ We'll let the licutenant settle what's to
be done with him.” .

They brought him roughly up the hill, ‘one of the men =
holding ‘him, while the other held a rifle’s muzzle to the .
small of his back, and, rather to- Sam’s surprise, they taok §‘§$
him to the square artist’'s tent he had passed before. y -

““ They've cellared this for their own use, seeing. it’s all <
there, an’ ready,”” he thought. “ Thank Heaven Steve's
got clear!” >

He was marched into the tent, where another man was
keeping guard, and a sharp-locking, alert German lieutenant
rose to look at the prisoner. The captors told him how they HEN
had caught him, and the officer glanced quickly and sternly
over Sam’s figure and ciothes.

“What corps do you belong to?" he said sharply in
German.

Sam shook his head. He did nct mean to let it be known
that he knew that tongue. The officer repeated the question
in fairly gooed English.

“The Greyfriars Cadet Corps,” answered Sam.
t“\Yhat? I know of no such corps,” said the licutenant
sternly.

“Some of your blessed counirymen do, thoagh,
Tuesday,” thought Sam.

“Do you claim to be a recognised British soldier?”

“Certainly!” said Sam briefly. “ A lieutenant in the
King’s Service, as I told your men.” “

“Very well; that will be seen into later. You will be
sent to headquarters as a prisoner, and if your story is true,

since

you may get parole. Has Bach come back, Muller?’ he =
said to one of his men.

‘“ Here he comes mow, sir.”

Sam pricked up his ears at the name Bach. The mext
moment the tent-flies were opened, and in strode @ man, at
the sight of whom the young scout’s eyes flashed,

It was Bach-Frittheim, the ex-German master, lately the -

spy of Greyfriars, in a Prussian sergeant’s uniform.. He
stared at Sam in amazemen*, and his narrow eyes gleamed &
as he saw the boy was a prisoner.
““What’s the matter, Frittheim?”’
“ Do you know this prisoner?”
“Know him!” cried the ex-spy viciously. “He was my
pupil at Greyfriars! Why, Herr Lieutenant, you have
caught the very man the whole army wants—the brat who
broke into General von Adler's tent and captured the
despatches from his table!”
‘“Frittheim,” exclaimed the officer fiercely, leaping up,
¢“do you mean it?’ ) .
“ Mean it, sir!”’ cried Frittheim, pointing to Sam. I
tell you, you have there the eub to whom we owe the loss
of Nugent’s brigade this morning, which else our troops -
would have wiped out. It was he who captured those
despatches and wrecked the general’s plans.” ’
Sam smiled grimly at this, and Frittheim burst info un-
controllable rage. o B L
“ He’s laughing at us, look at him, the British pig‘deg!™
V-

said the lieutenant.
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oried. the spy, raising his hand with™a sudden gesture to
strike the bound prisoner across the face. But the lieutenant
caught Frittheim’s arm. .

_‘““Hold, sergeant; you forget yourself!” said the officer
sternly. ‘“ Remember, you are before your superior officer.
Attention ]’

Much against his will, Frittheim had to stand back and
come sharply to attention, his heels together, and his hands
by his sides; but he glared none the less savagely at Sani.
It wes ovident that the spy was a more or less privileged
man, though he only held the rank of sergeant in the forces.
He muttered an apology to the licutenant. .

““Be careful what you are doing, Frittheim,” said the
officer grimly. ‘“Now, let me hear what this 15 about. I
have only had a rumour of it. You say this prisoner cap-
tured General von Adler’s plans.”

“VYes, lieutenant. This very morning he made his way
into the general’s tent by an underground passage that was
known to him, and, having the luck of a Britisher, he
got hold of the general’s despatches and escaped with them.
He took them straight to his own general, and, owing to
this, the small British force from Colchester was able to slip
through the fingers of our Third -and Fifth ‘Army Corps,
and is now in a strong position, with-reinforcements pouring
in. Tao this cub we owe the loss of a great German victory.”

““Herr Gott!” exclaimed the lieutenant, his face darken-
<ing. “I heard some news of this, but I did mot know it
- was 8o bad. You are sure this is the lad?”

“Sure? He was one of my pupils at Greyfriars, liea-
tenant. More than that, he was concerned in the blowing
up of the tower there, when our men took it; he's the leader
of that schoolboy corps who gave us such trouble. I dare
-swoear his young brother is somewhero round here—they are

“always together. Have your men caught him also?”

. “We've seen mothing of him,” exclaimed the lieutenant,

starting up. ‘“Here, sentry, pass the* word to the nexp

picket to search for another Britisher, who should be some-
where near.”

“In the same grey uniform,” pub in Frittheim,

¢ Hunt for him, and shoot him if he attempts to escape!”

" commanded the officer. And then ho turned to Sam. “Is
this brother of yours in the neighbourhood” he said sharply.

“He’s out of your reach long age,” said Sam quietly;
‘‘you may save your men the trouble.”

““What is. he? How old is he??

“ His age is fifteen, or thereabouts,”
had a reason for telling him.

““Oh, pish! A mere infant!” muttered the levtenant,
turning away.

‘“But a dangerous one,” returned Frittheim sullenly, in a
low voice. ‘““It was he who upset my signalling arrange-
ments at Greyfriars before the invasion. They poke their
noses in everywhere, these two brats.”

“T’ve made an important capture,” said the lieutenant,

There was something of a sneer on the sergeant’s face as
he replied: .

‘““You have indeed, Herr Licutenant. If I might make a
suggestion, not as a sergeant, but as Bach-Frittheim of the
Secret Service,” he added, in a much lower voice, it is
that the prisoner should be taken ouiside and shot at once.
Ii is worth while making quite sure of him.” -

. ““No,” said the officer; ‘“he must be taken before Colonel

Blitz, commanding at Maldon. We are sure encugh of

him,” he added, with a grim laugh. *‘Colonel Blitz makes

short work of such as he. The prisoner will be shot within
the hour.”

Frittheim modded. i

“Ganz gut! Colonel Blitz will give them short shrift,
sir, as you say. He' knows of the despatches affair; I
brought him the news two hours ago. He will be well
pleased.”

‘“Have you anything to say,” said the officer curtly, tura-
ing to Sam, ‘“before I take you to be shot for a spy?”’

“I am not a spy,” returned Sam quietly. “What I did
was an act of war—in uniform, and under arms.”

“You will be shot none the less mnecatly for that,” said
tho officer, with a grim chuckle, * when Herr Colonel Blitz
receives you at his quarters. Sentry!”

“Yes, sir!”

‘“Pass the word for an escort to be sent up 1o take the
prisqner’ to Maldon.”

answered Sam, who

E2d
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When Stephen parted from his brother to scout over the
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further side of the heath, he made his way well gut to the
right before striking downwards. Though not quite such &
practised hand at scouting as his brother, he had hetter
fuck on this occasion, for no concealed spring-gun wire lay,
in his way. 4

He did not progress very rapidly, however, for he caught
sight of a couple of men with rifles showing against thel:iye
line, and made a long circuit to clear them.

‘“Germans, right enough,” he thought.
pretty hornet’s-nest here!
on the heath, of course.”

Onward he went, bending double among the gorse-bushes,
when suddenly, well away to his left, a sharp report broke
the silence of the night. Stephen’s heart gave a jump, and
he crouched flat.

“Qreat Scott!” he thought. ‘Have they dropped onm
Sam 37 :

A sickening feeling of anxiety came over him. He Telb
he must know what had happened, at any cost.

“1t didn’t sound like a rifle-shot,” he muttered, ‘‘nor a
revolver. What could it be? It’s no use my going on till
I know.” . .

Rapidly turning to the left, he made his way in the direc-
tion of thg shot, dropping flat on the grass, and crawling
along cautiously.

Very soon he saw a white object loom up no great way,
ahead, and crouching in the fern, he saw 1t was the tent,
which had been hidden from his view before. .

Tt was not so familiar to him as to Sam, and he took it"
for a German army-tent, for he could make out the form
of the sentry at the fly.

Stephen waited breathlessly, hoping for some clue to the
mystery of the shot, when three dark forms came into view
a hundred yards away, making for the tent. Hs heard the
challenge of the sentry, and even at that distance he could
see that two of the men were in uniform, and carried rifles,
while the form between them was unarmed, a_prisoner.

““ Heavens !’ groaned Stephen silently, a sudden chill at
his heart. “It’s Sam! They've taken him!”

The boy lay motionless, feeling strangely lonely and
wretched. He saw the party of three enter the tent and
disappear.

“He'll be shot !’ thought Stephen. ¢ They’ll swear he’s

What shall T do?” -

He dug his fingers into the turf in his anxiety, and stared
through the gloom at the tent.

“1 know what Sam’d tell me to do. IHe’d bid me go an’
do what we set out for, an’ not stop for him. But I won’t!”
Heo thought rapidly and desperately as the moments flew
by. “ I’ my own officer now he’s caught. I must find out
what they're goin’ to do with him. I can’t go on if old
Sam’s dene for.”

Taking a rapid look round, Stephen wormed his way
round in a wide circle under cover of the bushes, feeling
strangely reckless whether he were caught or not. He
meant to reach that tent at any risk, and learn his brother’s
fate. If Sam were doomed, Stephen did not much care
what happened to himself.

““They can’t shoot him—they can’t shoct him!” he kept
thinking to himself, as he crept along. * Even the Germans
wouldn’t do it 1’

There was but the one sentry at the entrance, and Stephen
saw nobody else. In a very short time he arrived in the
rear of the tent, and, leaving the sheltering bushes and fern,
crawled quickly up till he was against the canvas itself, on
the opposite side from the entrance and the sentry.

Stephen erouched flat between the tent-ropes. The first
sound that fell on his ear was the gruff voice of the German
lieutenant within, of whom Stephen knew nothing. Then
Sam’s clear tones were heard in reply, and a few moments
later Stephen held his breath as tge sound of footsteps
reached him, approaching the tent, which was entered by
the new-comer, whoever he was.

The sharp exclamation that immediately followed made
Stephen start. The boy wondered if his hearing was play-
ing tricks with him.

“I ought to know_that voice in a hundred,” he thought.
‘_‘t.;\;fld yet—is it possible? TI’ve got to see, if I’m nabbed for
it ! : -

Very siowly he raised up a_portion of the lower edge of
the canvas, t1ll he could peer beneath it into the interior of
the tent. His heart gave a bound. B A

‘ Frittheim !”” he muttered silently. I was right, then !’?

Once he had made sure of his man, Stephen lowered the
canvas again, and remained motionless.

With beating heart, the boy listened to the harsh German
voices, and heard the conversation of which the readet
already knows. He set his teeth as Frittheim’s vengeful
PrEpossls resoied bs SOF% okt 1o
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A red mist seemed to dance before Stephen’s eyes, and-

then his brain cleared again. . :
I must do something to save him! Eitker I'll save him,
or they shall have me, too!” .
He looked the tent over with a quick, calculating eye. A
reckless mood came over him. Any chance seemed better

than none. If Sam’s fate was sealed, what else mattered?
“By gum! Could it be done?”’ thought Stephen, staring
at the tent. “It’'ll be the end of one or both of us; but I'll

try it—hit or miss!”’ . .

He drew from his pocket the long, keen jack-knife he
always carried—the only arm about him. ~ Opening it
silently, he felt one of the tent-ropes with the fingers of his
left hand. -

There was a sudden coarse exclamation in German from
the other side. Stephen flattened himself to the ground,
gripping his knife, as the big German sentry suddenly strode

round the corner of the tent, rifle in hand, and an ocath on

his lips.

How Ned of Northey Lent a Hand.

Stephen gave himself up. for lost when the sentry
appeared. He nerved himself to make one spring and try
to close with the man, though it would have been as useless
as for a terrier pup to spring at a boarhound. L

But, to his amazement, the German stopped short within
a yard of the boy’s prostrate body. The man had his rifle
at the ready, and was staring out into the night and listen-
ing intently. He looked beyond Stephen,; towards the
gorse-bushes, and did not seem to see what lay under his
nose.  Whatever had put him on the alert, he did not
dream of the danger crouched right beheath the ropes of
the tent. .

~-~Stephen lay without daring to breathe or moving an eye-

lid. For quite ten seconds the sentry stood almost directly
out into the darkness, and listening. Then,
with a grunt, the man sloped his rifle and paced back to
his post at the tent door, as if satisfied.

““Great whiskers!” thought Stephen. ‘*That was a closs
shave if ever there was one!”

He waited a- few moments till complete quietness, and
then raised himself again, taking a final survey of the tent
before getting to work.

It was a flimsy affair, not a military tent as he had
thought at first, but a sort of bathing-tent, with a nearly
square top and a light pole in the middle. The canvas: was
a thin, light material. There were only four thin tent-
ropes, and the whole arrangement was unstable and rickety.
Stephen saw at a glance what Sam had known beforehand
—that it was some holiday-maker’s shelter that the Germans
had turned to their own use.

“If it was a proper Army tent there’d be no chance,”
t'};n?’ught Stephen; ‘““ but as it is, I might be able to manage
it.

His scheme allowed of no delay, and, bracing his nerves,
Stephen started at once to crawl round towards the sentry.
Flat to the ground as a snake, he wormed his way along
close to the canvas till he was able to look round the corner.

The sentry stood at the tent-flap, silent and motionless, a
dark figure, his rifle shouldered. He did not pace to and
ro, for an outpost moves as little as possible when not
obliged. Now came the anxious time.. Stephen had another
six feet to go before he could reach the right-hand tent-
rope. He covered the distance inch by inch, still unscen,
and reached the peg. )

he rope was not too taut. Stephen laid the. keen
edge of his knife against it, and slowly parted the rope,
leaving one thin strand to hold it together and prevent the
cut line from swinging inwards. Then, hardly daring to
breathe, he wormed his way back again. .

The luck heid, so far. The other side had to be done, but
that lay still more in the shadow, and was easier. Stephen
cut the front rope there also, and came safely back to the
rear.  Once there, he cut both the back ropes right through,
and held the ends in his hands. ‘

““ Now,” he thought, “what about the sentry?”

There seemed no way out of that difficulty.” The sentry
was outside.

“It's all a_toss-up, anyway,” mused the boy. “I must
risk that. I've succeeded better than I'd any right to
expect. Sam _must take his chance of gettin’ away in the
bust-up.”

‘“Bentry!” called the harsh voice within the tent.
¢ Here !”

“Yes, sir!” was the reply.. And Stephen blessed his
luck as he heard the sentry go in through the ‘entrance.
Grabbing both the tent-ropes at the back, Stephen pulled
with all his strength and threw his whole weight on them.
There was a rustle, a loud snap, and pole and canvas

_came down in a heap, upsetting the party .inside and

smothering them like a tarpaulin thrown over a brood of
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chickens. Stephen threw himself on top of ths ruins, knife
in hand, crying at the top of his voice: -

“Sam! Sam!”

A tremendous outburst of German baths came from under
the canvas, where bulky forms were struggling and kick-
ing. The sentry’s rifie squibbed off, and the builet whizzéd
through the cloth and away into the night. With one stroke:
of his knife Stephen ripped a long, narrow slit in the canvas, -
calling sharply his brother’s name. . .

‘“Sam! Here you are’! Make a dash for it, quick!”

The first head that popped through the slit was not Sam’s,
but'showed the purple features of Frittheim, the spy, con-
vulsed with rage. No sooner had he put it up than Stephen’s-
knife glittered in his face, and, with a cry of fear, tha-_
German ducked under again. ’

“The prisoner! Get hold of the prisoner! Don’t let:
him escape !”’-roared the voice of the lieutenant; and just
at that moment, from the struggling heap under the tent,"
Sam’s head.-gwd shoulders plunged up through the rent.
In a moment Stephen grabbed him and hauled him through.

“Pull! They've got hold of me!” gasped Sam, as he was
suddenly checked. ~Stephen let go with one hand and struck
downwards through the canvas. There was a yelp of sur--
prise and pam, and next moment Sam came through with
a jerk, just as four or five dark figures came rushing over
the heath towards the fallen tent. ;

““Cut _me loose!” cried Sam, scrambling up and thrust-
ing his bound hands before Stephen. * Quick !” =
In a moment Stephen saw what was wrong—he had not
thought his brother was bound. One quick cut of the knife -
severed the strap, and away bounded the boys, pell-mell

down the hillside.

A burst of shouting and a sharp fusillade of shots wera
sent after them, and the hoarse cries of those who had been -
Buried under the tent, now struggling out, told the new- ~
comers what was the matter. It was the escort ordered to
take Sam to Maldon that had just arrived, and learning
from the infuriated lieutenant and Frittheim the catas-
trophe which had happened, they dashed in pursuit.

Crack, crack, crack! spat the rifles, and four or five
bullets sang past the ears of the boys as.they raced down .
the furzy slope. But the night was too black and the paca =
too hot for accurate shooting. A shouted order in German
from the sergeant in charge of the men stopped the shoot-
ing. They were to get to closer quarters before-firing, and
set themselves to run the fugitives down.

‘“Make for the waterside!” cried Sam, as he ran.
¢ They’ve tco many men to dodge up here!”

The brothers ran as they had never run before. They
were- ‘both - good sprinters, and rapidly increased their
distance from the heavier Germans, encumbered with side-
arms and marching-boots; but the pursuers stuck to it
doggedly, and came thundering down-the:-hill like a herd of
buffaloes.

“We’ve done ’em!” said Stephen triumphantly, as he
flew along with his head well up. “They've no earthly
chance now!” -

“Rot!”” returned Sam tersaly.
than we.
but run!”’

The distant crack of rifie-shots answered each other from
point to point of the heath—not directed at the boys, but
signals from picket to picket, giving the alarm. The first
pursuers were nearly left behind now, when suddenly the.
two boys nearly ran right into an outpost lying among ths
furze-bushes at the foot of the hill. A sharp German
challenge was instantly followed by a shot, which stirred
Sam’s hair as the brothers doubled and dashed away at
right angles, with four more men in close pursuit. They
were barely able to dodge round a cJump of hawthorn-trees
in time to save themselves from being shot down at close
range, and on came the fresh pursuers, firing snapshots as
they ran.

“That’s the worst of runnin’ through the lines when you
don’t know where the enemy are!” muttered -Sam, as he
sped along for the distakt embankment of the estuary.
**The marshes here are as bald as an egg, an’ there’s no
‘cover. Make for the reed-beds down by the river-wall.”

They dashed to the foot of the grassy embankment that
separated the salt-marshes from the more solid land, and
crept_cautiously over to gain the other side. Now the great
estuary gleamed before them in the starlight, showing a
channel two miles across, with two large islands lying
apart. A maze of saltings and reedy flats, with creeks
running far into them from the tideway, lay between the
boys and the channel. It was a tract Sam knew every imch .
of, and he was elated at having reached it in time; when
Stephen touched his arm. 3 :

““Lock out!” said the boy, pointing eastwards along the
embankment, where scven or eight dark figures were run- -
ning towards the boys. : :
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3 “They’ve a better chance
The whole district’s alive with ’em. Don't talk,
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offound it! The brutes are everywhere!” muttered
- dashing down on to the saltings and skirting round a
r of* the river-wall.  “That’s another picket, an’
ve cuf us off the only way we could retreat. Down into
reek, ‘quick !’ '

t of sight of their pursuers for the moment, Sam and
hen jumped into a deep, muddy creek that led down
e main river. The tide was nearly out, and there was
a trickle of water. By bending doub{; and slitheri

¢ over the ooze, they were able to keep below the leve
saltings and out of view of the Germans. In this
. they soon came to the point where the creek joined
open estuary, and Sam peeped up cautiously over the

hey’re coming this way! “They're bound to find us
' he said. " We've—"? .
"There’s the old bit of an island where we used to lie
shoot plover,” broke in Stephen, pointing to a small
of reedy salt-marsh the size of a large table-top,
ch lay a good way out in the fast-shoaling water. *It’ll
o one of us easy, an’ there’s only one way to it over the
ud, which they’d never find.” 3
y George, you're right!”’ whispered Sam. “Off with
quick, and get there! It’ll only hold one of us!”
N&),’ jJou go, Sam. I'm not going if yow're to he left
hind !

-

o out to the island at once!” whispered Sam fiercely.
Do you hear, Sergeant Villiers? Obey orders, or——"
ephen said no more, but went. Though the Greyfriars
s was wiped out of existence, all save the two brothers,
boy sergeant obeyed his licutenant. Stephen made his
iy straight out along the narrow, winding hard-way over
soft ooze, and reached the little patch of salt-marsh just
ore the pursuers caught sight of it. He crouched flat
ng the salt rushes and sea-lavender, and Sam lost sight
im at once. .
Ihe elder boy, whose chief care was to get his brother
of harm’s way, and lead the enemy -from his track,
rned up the ¢ and showed himself. The squad of
mans raised a shout as they saw him, and came after
m in full cry. Sam ran for the river-wall, jumping the
rrow creeks that lay in his path, crept over the wall under
/er of a clump of thorn-bushes, and doubled back east-
rds again. Hg‘.wa,a very. spon seen, however,-and dway
me the Germans im chase once more. = Sam took to the
tings, where he was able to keep ahead of his floundering
uers, many of whom were bogged in the oozy creeks;
i such a swarm of them had now arrived from the heath
at all escape was cut off. S o
They’ve got me!” thought Sam; and, as a last resource,
dodged into a bed of reeds that grew by the side of a
e, deep cteek. " For the moment he had vanished from
pursuers, but there was no way out.
“They’ll soon search this,”” he muttered. “If I only had
=gy pistol, or any weapon to make a last stand with! 1t
= “means Maldon and g firing-party for me this time! Here
ey corthe!” ) .
S}éven or eight of the helmeted Germans, bayonets in
d, were making for the reed-bed. Sam nerved himself
eize with his” bare hands the first discoverer of- his
@ng«plaee, and claim one life for his own if he could.
“Nip in here, an’ don’t make a-row,” said a cool voice at
elbow. - ’ . .
Sam nearly exclaimed aloud in his_surprise. Looking
wn, he saw a long, low, grey gunning-punt lying close
ainst the reeds, and in her sat a dark, jersey-clad form
m a fur cap. -
4 The fugitive waited not a moment, but boarded her with-
t making a sound, for the Germans were already hustling
nto the reeds. Instantly the punt glided away under cover
“of the tall rushes, and new hope sprang into the boy’s heart.
“Lie down flat, an’ howd yer breath,” murmured the
boatman in his ear. < We'll cheat them murderin’ owd
armints !’
Sam lay down at full length on the punt’s floor, and the
anger did the same. With a hand over either side, hold-
g in each a little short paddle, the puntsman made his
aft shoot away down the creek. Sam expected every
oment-they would be seen and fired upon; but the punts-
an deftly twisted his vessel aside into a branch of the
cek, paddled round an

b

island of salt-marsh, threaded
silently. among the mazy patches of ooze and saltings that
tted the water, and was soon a quarter of a mile away
om the starting-point. . .

3 ¢ There is nothing harder to see at
ght than a wild-fowler’s shooting-punt, painted the grey
our of a seagull’s back. She is not a broad, clumsy
aft, like a river-punt, but a long, low canoe, with pointed
ds; and a flat floor, very low in the water, and decked in
re@and aft. For working up to wild duck the puntsman
flat in her.and drives her with an arm over each side,
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and thug it was that the one Sam was in managed to ‘slip
away without being seen.

The fur-clad puntsman halted at last, close under the side
of a patch of ooze, and looked cautiously over it towards
the shore. For the first time Sam saw his face, as the dint
starlight shone on it

:: Great Scott” he said, under his breath, “it’s Ned!"” .

s That’s me, Master Aubrey,” said the puntsman. ° Ned
o’ Northey. We’ve taken the old beggars in this time!”

He looked at Sam with an alluring grin—a powerful--
looking, sun-tanned young fellow of about eighteen, wear-
ing long sea-boots. As he glanced back at the distant forms
of the Germans on the salt-marsh, his hand grasped an eecl-
spear that lay beside him.

“The dirty Dutéh varmints!” he said. “I come on one
last night as I was prickin’ for eels in. the creeks. He was

. patrollin’ with a rifle, an’ he ups an’ points it at me like

winkin’, but I drove my owd pritch* through his throat
’afo’re he could pull the trigger, an’ I reckon there’s one less -
of ’em to worry the old country.”

“I ought to have known it was your punt, Ned,”
2}?51)91"6’ Sam. . “You've saved my life—they’d all but
ot me,

** Just bide here a bit till they clear off,” said the punts-

~-man, *“then we’ll paddle away to my houseboat. This is a

bit hotter'n shootin’ ducks, eh, Master Aubrey?”

Sam nodded.  He knew Ned Musset of old. Many and
many a long day’s sport had he had with him in the winter,
for Ned was one of the old breed of marshmen, who earned
his bread by fishing and wild-fowl shooting on the great
estuary, and lived in a little cabin built in an old ship’s
lifeboat moored in a creek running into Northey Island.
The young fowler was known all round the coast as Ned of
Northey, and between him and Sam, the wealthy squire’s
son, there was a strong friendship. i

**I was lyin’ in the creek there, babWin’ for eels, when
heard them varmints, an’ knew they was after somebody,”
said Ned. ‘‘These be wholly rum times for Britishers,
ain’t they, when shovel-footed Germans can chase us about.
a3 if they owned the land. I reckon we can go now. De
you lie satill.”?

“ My brother Steve’s on the little island off Coob Creelk,”
said Sam. “ We must take him with us at once!” -

“Punt ’on’t hold three. I'Il have to put you on to
Northey first, and come back for he,” said Ned.

And without further talk, the punt was driven swiftly
out from the land, and, making a wide detour to avoid
being seenm, pulled rapidly out towards the wide, dark
mass of Ng‘)rﬁheg Island, whose marshy shores are protected
from the tides by ancient embankments. In a lonely creek,
hidden among the saltings that fringed the island, they
came upon Ned's houseboat—a rough, tarred structure,
moored fore and aft with ropes. Sam at once boarded her,
on Ned’s urging him, and the latter disappeared again into
the night in search of Stephen, whose hiding-place he knew
well. " In Jess than half an hour the punt came creeping
back with Stephen on board.

! Hallo, Sam, so you've done ’em, too!” said the boy
triumphantly, as he jumped aboard. * Thanks to old Ned,
here, they haven't got much change out of us this journey!”

All three went at once into the houseboat’s cabin, which
was rough but cosy, hung all round with guns, eel-spears,
and nets. Sam, who still scarcely knew how his rescue
from the tent had been managed, was burning to know,
and Stephen told him briefly.

“Well done, Steve!” said his brother warmly.
George, but you're a kid to be proud of !

“1 couldn’t skip off an’ leave you there, could I?” said
Stephen. **But I had a lot of luck. I hardly hoped it
would come off.”

‘“ Great flounders!” exclaimed the young wildfowler, who -
had been listening opem-mouthed. ‘“Ha’' you two young
gents done all this between you? D’ye belong to General
Nugent’s sodgers, then?’?

“We're scouting for him, Ned,” said Sam, “an’ we've
got to find out how the land lies at Maldon. Have you been
troubled by the Germans?’ .

“1 doubt they’d like to get hold o’ me, if ¢hey knew who
speared their sentry on the saltin’s,” replied Ned. “T’ve
seen a lot of ’em, but they ain’t dropped on me. Why, in
my bit of a punt, among the marshes here, I could keep out
o’ the way. of a thousand o’ the clumsy swabs, an’ never be
seen. Maldon’s full of ’em.”?

“When did they get there?” asked Sam cagerly,
many are there?”’

“Two days ago they come up in two light-draught
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defences ‘an’ no soldiers at Maldon.
place an’ planted their guns.
say.

They dropped on the
It belongs to ’em now, they
I reckon that won’t last long. There was a torpedo-

boat destroyer came up with the steamers, but she’s gone.” -

- Ah!” said Sam,, looking round the cabin. * Well, Ned,
san you lend me a rig-out? I want a jersey, dreadnought
breeches, and sea-boots.” : ~
t‘"’You can have ’em like a shot, sir. I've got a spare
set.
“I'll have them now, then.
break,” said Sam. :

“And twenty minutes later he stood up in just such clothes
‘as Ned of Northey wore.

too?”

" No, young ’un. -You must stay here with Ned. You
can’t come with me in that uniform, an’ Ned's duds won't
fit you. I'm goin’ into Maldon. Ned, I want your dinghy.”

looked bitterly disappointed at being-left behind. 5
“ They’ll shoot you if you're caught, Sam. - They’re death
on spies.” .
““‘This isn’t spying,” said Sam hotly, * this is scouting!
I'm sent to report what strength they’re in, an’ I'm goin’
to do it. It's useless my goin’ into Maldon in uniform.
_ Ned, if I shouldn’t come back, my father’ll square you for
-+ the clothes an’ your boat.”
“¢“Let me go instead, master?’ pleaded Ned, looking very
;p_xxc:‘t}s. “It ain’t right you should risk yourself while I'm
ere!” -
“I'm on King's service, Ned,” said Sam, with a laugh;
and after a question or two about the way the quays were

ggarded, he pushed off, leaving two heavy hearts behind
im,.-

“Shm rowed straiglt up the channel of the estuary with- -

out any concealr{xenf. His plan was to go to Maldon openly
as a fisherman from thg river, and not to sneak in on the
quiet'—a proceeding which would be fatal. He had an old

yellow sou’-wester on his head,. and he pulled like a Black-

water smacksman, N .
As the light grew and he rounded the point,. the grey old

town of Maldon, perched on its hill at the head of ‘the -

waters, came into view.: Two or three strange-looking,
flat-bottomed steamers lay on the mud off the. town, and
Sam rowed right up to the Hythe,,

It was a strange sight that met his eves. A regiment of
German infantry were encamped on the Hythe recreation-
grounds by the waterside, and the peaceful old Essex town
was in the hands of the enemy. A sharp challenge from a
German sentry met Sam as he was about to lafid. The man
ordered him away, and pointed to the quays farther up.
Nobody was allpwed to land at the Hythe.

Sam obeyed without a word, and rowed up to Fullbridge,
where no one stopped him from landing. He made fast the
dinghy and went ashore, and the very first person he met

There's 716~

The dawn’s beginning to’

¢ What’s the game?’ said Stephen. ““Can I have a set,.

Ned went out and pulled a boat alongside. = Stephen‘

notes of all he saw, présently noticed & face he knes
was that of Jacob Astley, a well-to-do shipyard owner,
had built the racing-yacht which Sam’s father owngd.

Sam had a clay pipe in his mouth—though b8 did 3
simoke—and stopping the shipbuilder, he said, in ro¥
Essex dialect: :

“ Oblige us with a light, sir?” ,

Mr. Astley, looking moody and preoccupied, held ou
box of matches, and as he did so he peered into
sou’-wester as he caught Sam’s eye. 3

“Good heavens!’ he exclaimed. ¢ Mr. Aubrey Villie

¢ Hush!” murmured Sam, under his breath. ““U
you want to get me shot!” :

The sliipbuilder swallowed his astonishment, and wal

“You all that’s happened here,”” said Sam. “T

1t this beastly pipe, what the Germans ha

I'm Tere on Service duty.”

“There's a_corps of about one thousand under Colon
Blitz,”” was the réply, as Mr. Astley léaned casually againf
the wall, as though -gossiping with the fisherman. '’ They’
made the mayor prisoner, and they've quartered themsel¥
in the town. Not having an armed man in the plaoce,
could make po resistance—the few who tried it- have be
shot ‘down. They got us before” we knew where
were.

“They don’t molest us as long as we don’t interfere w

‘ihem, but the townspeople are so enraged they are planninfi

to rise against the ememy. I fear they’ll do it, and it
end in their all being butchered, for we can do nothinfe
against four thousand armed men. But I'll'do my shardg
if it comes to that!” said the. shipbuilder, betw |
teeth. a - 1
“1 hope they won’t,” said Sam; it will only be useled
slaughter. Do they let anyone leave the town?” E -
“They don’t trouble about us-here, but nobody can gcf
away. The country round is ringed with pickets. Did yo
come by water? You can’t get-out of the:river—there a
German warships and torpedo-boats at the mouth,” -

“ Will they try to stop my rowing down again?” :
“Not they! They know you can’t get away. They've gof
us safe, and they don’t trouble about us townspeople at allf
An Essex Yeomanry troop from Witham had a gallant brus
with the Germans, and killed several, cutting out a gun a
well, but they were wiped out by superior numbers. There’

_ a battery of field-guns here, mounted above the town.”

¢ What is Colonel-Blitz waiting for?” -« .= .-

“fle’s here to guard the communications, as it's called
This is where a lot of stores for the German Army are t
come. I've learned they’re expecting several steamers wit

ammunition -and . guns:

prisoner he had been in-
the tent a few hours be-
fore, marching in with
his picket. Sam walked

was the lieutenant, whose
“IN THE RANKS.”
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They’ll probably come up
on the next tide.””
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straight past him, . the
vellow sou'-wester shad-
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quietly ; - ““ that's .
what I wanted to know.
* You've -done me a -big-

ing his face, and was not
recognised.

The townspeople stocod
about in groups, sullen

service,

Mr.
Now I'll go.

me?’

and ominous - looking,
talking in- low tones,
From the old tower of
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“Not a werd, of
course! My boy, there's

St. Peter’s—the highest
point of Maldon — the
German standard floated
in the breeze. On the
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nothing I wouldn’t do to
pull down that "accursed
rag "—he  pointed to
the German standard on

23.9, Douverie

- the Xaiser’'s proclama-
tions, such as the reader
has already seen’ in the
previous chapters of this
chronicle, ands German
troops  and guns
constantly
through.

Early - though it was,’
_ everybody, was afoot, and
Sam,. walking down the

were
passing
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Our next tale will contain something that will be of
interest to you all. From start to finish the story teems with
incidents of every kind, and itis only fair to say that Martin
Clitford has done his best to avoid a single dull moment.
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St. . Peter’s—‘“ that flies
where no flag but ours has
flown since the Danes took
Maldon a thousand years*
ago!" Good-bye, and god-
speed you!” =

Sam nodded  silently,
and a few minutes later -
was back at. the gnay.
His mission ‘at Maldon -
wa3a done.
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DAISY AIR RIFLE

Evacy boy (and eviey boy's father) should send & posteardito us for a
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H20th CENTURY DAISY,” Single Shot .. a = e 4=
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