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CHAPTER 1.
D'Arcy Does Not Feel Well.

SAY ¢ P
H Arthur Augustus“P'Arey made that remork as he
cdame into Study No. 6 in the School House at B,
Jim's. . Three
unanimity.
o't 1"

Yoicos with siagular

interrupted  him

D'Aroy adjusted his monocle in a leisurely way, and
glanced ‘at Bluke, Horries, and Digby, who had looked up
from their books to ejaculate that monosyllable, and then
looked down to them azain, D’Arcy's glance was withering,
but it only took effect upon the tops of three heads

1 say, deah boys- ' ho repeated, with slightly more
emphnesis,

: **No, don't,” said Jack Blake, without looking up this
1INy,

“Don’t what, Blake, deah bay?"

o Don't say! Don’t say anything! Cut!"

‘I wefuse to cut,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey, “and I
wegard your weply as wotten in the extweme. If a fellow
on the verge of a sewious illness can’t look for sympathy in
his own study, I should weally like to know where he can
look for it." ¢

Jack Blake stared at the swell of the School House.

A Splendid Complete Schoo!

gl ‘;..J‘—!--fa-g ot

“ On the verge of a what?' he asked polil
“ A gewious illness. You krow, deah
“1 know I've got to get this impot
or olse have nhig Schneider on my trag
Blake, “There's a hundred lines, and w
three each, against time. Bhut up!"
“1 decline to shut up.
more importance than a wotten German,
“You'll get a serious biff in the neck if

growled Dighy. *“ You're interrupting the

off | K
“1 wish 1 had my dog Towser here,”
“I am oxtwemely glad that you have

here, Hewwies, I——"

“Come and lend a hand ! exclaimed
never knows one fist from another, an
theze spider-leggy German characters.
quicker than three."

“ Waeally, Blake—-" '

“ Here's o pen, You can go on from B
aufl Schlag.'"”

“Undah the circs.—

“Are you going to lend a hand?" ro
oxaaperated.

foel that it is imposs. A fellow
sewious illness—-"" ;
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B no objection to your having a serious ill-
no right to start it when we're working
et-an impot done. Can't you put it off for
lend a band?"
o suggostion - as  widiculous, not to say
@nd let's got finished."
You sce—~""
3
ol .
allc abont a gramophone, or the little brook !
would give them both poeints at going on for
e, you can go out into the passage, and have
if you hike. 1 can't say fairer than that.
"l"upt your uncle,”

Verd ich sum Augenblicke sagen!" shouted
wloud, as he wrote, to drown the tones of
1 "- IJF.
eh, du bistso schon.”
o mich in Fesseln schlagen.'
(1]

rey-———
gern zu Grunde gehn.”
ard you as n wottah! Dig, T wogard you aa
@wwies, | despize you as~a-gwinnin’

l:.s,;ustus\I D’Arey turned on his_heel eug

Study No. 6 from hia fe
2 ««W‘I‘l‘l"‘ﬂ’]ﬁn/h‘i::" he remarked,

118 impot ready in time for old
the ceilings falll”

L %ﬂmyfder knew what to expect when

8 160 the Fourth Form at St. Jim's, and he
ead them through.

us D'Arcy sniffed with indignation as he

11¢ had come thero for sympathy, and

id o right to expect sympathy in his own
seen how D’Arcy's expectations were

i¢ murmured. ‘I wegard them as wottahs!
l, and when T am on the verge of a sewious
think they might tweat me with a little
weally want, 15 to be looked aftah care-
el om Mewwy Ah, is that you, 8kim-

e Shull, wys coming down the pessage. He
dckly, ns Utwal, and, as usual, being ex-

ghied in apito of ‘his #pectacles, he. ran into
g stoppe inkad,

' resumed Skimpole, fixing his glimmer
D'Arcy, “ that influenga is rife in thia

(il »
“the }‘!H'Nﬂ und-some of the masters are down

¢ Tellows think.they are catching it,”
i nm on 15.11' vorge

case,’’ said Bkimpole, shaling
j consgilt you——"
rge of a sewious——'*

scheme for euring the epidemic at one
pale, who was tho brainy man of the
8 in many ways, “ What you want to
8 is a shock to tho system—-"
ey verge of a sewious illness, and——""
wanted to sco you about, I’Arey. Un-
We 10 money to earry out my scheme, but I
gt you would lond me five pounds for the
he whola Sclool House at one swoop,”
t I am on the verge of a sewious illness,

| you catehing it, toot”
I havo felt a slight ache over my left
tnoon, and a stwangely dwy feelin® in my

gymptoms. " This is very fortunate,” said
‘his bony hands,

Lhim,

BE "

pato in the sense that you will now be
bubtedly, to aid me with cash in curing
# SBchool House, 1 it is cured in time, it
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will prevent the other follows catehin it, lo say nothing g
preventing it from s rendinF to the Ngow House,”

‘* Yans, wathah! But—-" .

"My ided is to expél the influonza from the Aystom hits
means of a great shock. This shock can bo administered b
exploding a large quantity of gunpowder in the school
sullln.h];rn.nn in the middle o i

‘Eht

the night——"

“ By exploding a
sanatorinm——-" " |
““You uttah ass'!® .
“Really, I’Arcy—— " “
‘' ¥ou dangewous lunatip ™ }
“1 can afford to regard with scorn and contempl remarls
dictated by one of any remarkable brain power,” said Skime

large quantity of gunpowder in fh.‘g’_

pole, '1f you refuse to help me, I have no resovrce loft but
to represent the urgency of tho case to Lemaste,

ung-——=

“He will kick you out, you duffuh !’
l “In the cause of suffering humanity T am prepared to risk
that.”

And Skimpole rushed off in a great hurry.

* Wall, u’ all the feahful dufishs,” mur
Augustus D'Arcy,
cake!”
Skimpole disnppeared round n corner, and the swaell of (L&

Behiool House went on his way to Tom Merry's study,
> i
CHAPTER 2,

Arthur

1 weally think that Skim takes the

S YMPRIRY, .
OM MERRY was sitting on the corner of the table int
his study, shaking his forefinger solemnly at Manners, 8
Syt the swall of the School Mouse looked in.  Thaes
Qerrible Threa did not observe D’'Arcy for the moments 3
There was. ression upon Tom Merry’s face, and
Monty Lo T, i

“It won't do, Manners,” & aer:loun. 2

"\'lTha.t it w (}:n‘t," said Lowther, no F{Ehell "

Manners, who was sniffing and snuffling in a hnmd kevehie
blinked at his chums, 7 vy il

“Eh? What?"

It won't do )

“That it won't !

“What the dickens do vou mean?? 5 - -y

*“ We can't have you catcking the epidemie, if yonlve going ¥
to sta{ il this study.” ¢ WA

i n nt‘. h.!’ N a

Manners anorted,

**Who's catching the epidemic?”?

“You look as if you are.”

“Oh, rats! I suppose u fellow camaniff if he likes, in his
own_ study " - el

“Well, yes,lsaid Tom Merry doubtfully. *No groai
ohjection to your sniffing a bit, ‘as far as that goes. But™
when it comes to catching influenza, and spreading it round
the study among your harmless and necessu ry chums, that's
where'a line ought (o be drawn,”

i I-Ij\;x:ill\-." nssented Lowther,

“Oh, bosh!"

" You forget your manners,” said Tom Merry ﬁ!"‘i“\'m""—

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy Lurst into a chuekle, and thus
made his presence known fo the chums of the Shell Form,

- A iwh Tunnay !
derry, Manners, ™ owther lookod round,

“Oh, you regard that as wathah funnay, do yon? ' snid
Lowther «lmm:m;lnngly. " ¥ou ought to ] v Yyou

P

o v
i

™

funny mevchant "

** Weally, Lowthah—-" :

*“Wait a tick, befora yow'®ome into this study,” said Tom
Merry, holding up his hand. ‘' Have you got the flu?"

“1 weally hopa not, Tom Mewwy, but T have had o
feahful ache over my left eye, und a wathah dwy taste in
my thwoat,"”

Y Looks as if you're calching it,”

‘" Yaae, wathah!”

“Then keop your distance,”

“ Weally, Tom Mawwy, a8 one who is on the varge of a
sewious illness, I expoct—-"

*You can expect n thick ear il you eome in here | " said
Tom Merry warningly, ** We're not going to be lnid up in
the sanatorium to please you. Here's Manners going about
trying to eatch the flu already o

“T'm not ! "} growled Manners.

“Well, youllook like it. A heap of fellows are down with
it already, and we're going to keep this study clear, or
know the renson why.'

*Yaas, but—"'

“If you've got a dry taste in your left eye-and an nche
in your throat, you can busz off, Gueey!” :

1 haven't anything of the sort! I have a dwy ache in

ft@£ ?:
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‘ As Fatty “'}'l;ﬂ -“-rll't-‘au.l out his arms, a packet of sandwiches dropped from under his jocket,
Former made a Trantic clutch to save them, and his foot slipped on the wet stone,
Splash !

my P'hwv:mt ~I mean, a dwy pain over my left eye—that is to
say
* Well, go and tell Blake about it. As your chum, ha
ouzht to know, and tnke précautionary mensuros—such s
lllﬂm‘&l‘llu{ you in time, or something of that sort."
“Weally, Tom Mewwy A2
" Fourth Form flu is barred in a Shell study,”
Meorry, with & wave of the hand.
ssblanners trying to i ¥

ret 1l
“I'm not!"” yolled Mannéra,

“Then you shouldn't look as if you were. You've boen
asnufling and snifling for five minufea on end, and you'll be
tulking about a dry ache in your left eye soon,”

" Look here r ¢

“ Weally, Tom Mow wY,
unsympathetie, I %

" Why don't you go nand sen

said Tom
“It's bad enough to have

I wegard your wemarks as vewy

Bloke about it

e ‘l.uu"\ done 80, and I have woooived no sympathy what-
aval), anid Arthur Augustus, * ] am on the \ur}fu of a
HOWIous illness, and I haven't weceived a sewap of sympathy
fwe ' my own chums,” v ]
’!ll'llll)('ll oun't expect to t any here,” said Tom
Merry, If we had any ﬁj.‘lupnlﬁr:v to give away, wo should
EA¥e it to Manners, who's trying to work up an illness i
I'm not 1" shricked Manners,
o, rather) "

said

Monty Lowther. * That would be

Al

; B home industries, ns it wore. We haven't any
‘,lj’ﬂl[‘lmy 1o waste on outasiders, " ;
e wegard you as o sot

of wottahs! " said D’Arey.
verge of o sewious illness, I

.‘Gnnside;,in' that T am on the
Iy think—"

'mm";w 1.
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The fat Fourth

you go and have your serious illness in your own

“Can't
study?”

“ Lowthah, T wegard you as a bwute!"”

““We can’t have more than one invalid in the study, you
know 1" expostulated Tom Merry. * Here's Manners doing
his best to work himself into a—-"'

“You utter asa, I'm not!"

“Then what are you snuflling for 7" g

“ Because I apilt some p 'pper just now in putting it into
the caator.”

“Oh, T sce. That alters the ocase,
one of Blake's invalids on our hands,
Gussy | "

Arthur  Augustus adjusted his monocle, and
chums of the Shell a withering glare, and
away, followed by three distinet chuckles. The swell of tha
School House was not meoting with muooh succeas in his
eearch for sympathy, He went rather disconsolately down
the paseage, and met Darrel of the Sixth, the socond pre
fect of the School House, at the corner. Darrol glanced at
him.

" What's wrong with you, D'Arey?"” he asked,
are you looking down in the mouth for?”

“ Weally, Dawwel, T was not aware . that T was lookin'
down in the mouth. But I am not fealin’ vewy well, you
know. I think I am on the verge of a sewious illness i

Darrel started back.

*Are you catching it?"

“I am afwaidiso. I have a alight ache over my loft ear,
and a dwy eye in my thwoat I mean, a alight eye over Iny
left thwoat, and a—that is to Bny "

8till, we can't Bave
Take a little run,

gave the
then walked

*“What

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co,
By MARTIN CLIF#DRD.
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{
} * Batter o and ask Mr. Railton to send you into the
y sanaiorium, .-:u!d Darrel, walking away.
! Bai Jove,” murmured D'Aroy, “ there's pwecious little
| syimpathy knockin' about for a Tellow who's on {he verge
| uf n sewious illness! I say, Goah, deah boy |
| Gore of the Bhell stopped.
** Hallo, fathead!"
“ 1 object to bein' addwessed as a fathead, Goah! I sRY,
deah boy, I fee! pwetty wotten, and I wathah think T aim
| on the verge of a sewious illness— '
[ “Catehing the fAlut”
“* Yaas, I um afwaid so, and—don't go—Gonh, 1 say——="
Bill]l (I‘r;m vwnt‘;1 Ronre, .
" Bai Jove, that was withah wude of «Gonh ! " murmured
w D’Arcy, and he strolled out into the dusky quadrangle.
“ Hallo, there's younf Wally !
D'Aroy minor, of the Third Form at 8t. Jim's, waa just
coming up the steps of the Bchool House. He had been
round to feed his mongrel, Ponge. He gave his elder
brother a cheeky grin,

Y1 sny, Wally,” said Arthur Augustus, “don't be
| luwwy. I suppose you know there's an epidemic of in-
fluenza in the School House? " g

“VYen, vather!” said Wally, *“Lots of feliows in the
Third are u-nirlnnr it. I've told Jumeson that f he gots
it I'll give him a thick oar.”

* Weally, Wally—"

'-'G“.‘NIUI.\ % got it already, and he's gone into sanatorium.”

“T'm afwaid Pm gettin' it, Wally. I feel as if.l were on
the verge of a sewious illness,” said D’Arcy.

Wally snorted ticully.

* Well, you must a mug, Gus!™

i %’eai!y, WI%I;;—-” %

* Yeu, o m ancy going round raking up a chance to
vatch the fin E“’Wh_y d you take mr: of gyo::ﬁn;:, Re

* You young wascal, T—-" Py

*Don't you come near me! " said Wally, backing awny.
“T'm. not going to eatch any of your beastly diseases s

It is not a disonse-——""

“Well, it ain't much better.”

** Besides, 1 haven't got it yet. I have a feelin’® that I'm
on the vewy verge of a sewious illness—"'

*“Then you can have it on your own!” said Wally, walk-
' ing away.

) “Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy, and he drifted on

+ through the dusk in the gquadrangle.

" Three figures in running-garb loomed up through the
loom. They were Figging, Kepr, Wynn—Figging &
0., of the New I p

“ Hullo, Tathead! 'ogot in.the way !’
“Can't you see we're aprinting?’’ s

“Weally, Figging—' i e !

** Hallo, it's the one and enly! What are you Wqﬂ

without your Keepers, Guasy?' PR Lk

“1 wegard that wemark as diswespoctful, not fo say

wibald, Figgins<! 1 suppose you are aware that there is in-
fMuenzn in the School “mme‘.' i

“Yes, and in the New House, too!"
| Y There's a dozen fellows down with it.”

*Catching it?"" asked Kerr. )

“ Vs, wathuh! I feel as if I wore on the verge of a

powious” illness——'"'

“ Rotten!'" snid Fatty Wynn. {
1 feed.  If gon like, I'll come to the tuckshop with you
r I've changed my things, and we'll have a biv of a fe«'!:
| That's practieally the only efficacious remedy for influenzn.

“Weally, Wynn e B vy

“Oh, there's another remedy,” said Figgina. “A shock
| In the system will drive out the seeds of disease. Bump

him ! "
| “Ow—wow! Leggo! Oh!" "
l I a moment threa pairs of hands had seized the swell of
the School IHouse, and he was bumped down in a m}l:m
posture on the hard ground. Then Figgine & (_‘4). aprin
on chuekling, leaving D'Arcy staring after ihem in bewilder.
ment,

in a

——— -

snid Figgine.
" -

g_rinnwl Figgins,

" What you want is a good
W

CHAPTER 3.'
{ Good News,

ILDARE. of the Sixth, the captain of 8t. Jim's, eame
K out of Mr, Railton's study with a eerious expression
on his face, Matters were going from bad to worse
in the School House. The influenza was spreading, and Mr.
Railton, the housemaster, was the latest vietim, The cap-
tain of 8t. Jim's walked slowly away, and knocked at the
door of Tom Merry’s study, and entered. : ¢
Mannere was sniffing, and his nose, rubbed hard with his
handkerchief, had assumed the hue of a beetroot, Kildare
looked at him suapiciously,
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_ll IF 80.,. WHY? ”—]
In nine failures out of ten, the man or w i

Al
"ga*ve vp&: got it, Mannera? "
" Got which?” said Manners.
|“ The influenza.” %
“No. Only some spilt pepper.”
A (\!h' I'r;:lm:c_»?e (]:iiaTsl:u y is clear of it?"
od. rather!  eaid Tom Merry. ' Wae're pretty if, and
‘I‘:t':lll."'lnn‘ cateh the flu, as a rule, if you're in good condi-
. ""Unless you're unlueky,” read Kildare, “M; ilton
i ILII"'HV N oui:htnﬂl.ﬁ( Kildare. Mz, Railton
Tom Merry looked concerned,
it ﬁmgcm! Oh, that's rough!”
"By Jove, I'm sorry | "' said Monty Lowther. *“T'd »
‘.“:'l.lrlhﬂrs had it than Railton—T ‘:vozld r:al'!t;'i” e
; II"Imql; you! 'I.grnnml Mannera,
. 1'va just seen him,” said Kildare, “ Iy’ i
he's going inte eanatorium. 1 dare say b cmmu' “,'t lii!u:}
h(»‘l.llqnl!‘tl'r of the New Housa is down?”
& %ak.i'lﬂ down with the flut”
o8,

“1 didn't know,” said Tom Merry, “TI'm not surprised,
A ~L‘|r'|ny subject like Ratty, who never takes any Qxel:t:iae—-
ubiam ' mean, I'm sorry to hear it.” y

S Well? vott on

* Well, usemasters aro down,’ he said, “and the
master o"b?tbl Shell isn't wall, either. ' Tho Head has
decided——"

3 Eo cIa‘i(:hd: as \;‘\II?" asked Lowther.

No, Lowther, You wi ing i ;
Funny, NG IR R RNeh tombathing il you s:e too
break up for a time, :
who have caught it will vemain in sanatorium, and the rest
will either be sent home, or placed out at the farms round

e 5 A rimm;_,r idea !

about for a week or s0.”
. 3 qqoye.a sparkled. dff
you hoice which,” eaid Kildare,
with n smile, W . Railton is just

can tak
“1 have e e
Parties of a o

on the sick-list. 1 | made u
10'&41.'!37 together of the boys who ole ! be hone o
w Sappiog | G
“ ] A R

“Tf no one fn this study has the flu .

*Oh, wa're all right,” éai ‘om
ners sy ¥ 3

% :1illl a Iitrlqi _puf!
n we uash him!"
"M?M A

=
ARE YOU

in business because he or she has started out in the
wrong way., We too often find a young man turned
into a baker when he is by nature eminently suited
for the Civil Service, or another young man with |
mechanical genius who would rise to untold !’]G‘ hts

a+ an engineer, being pushed i “The |
result is failure, and the " oner or later
go to swell the ranks of unemployed. o

What they wanted at the start was sound advice &s
to the line for which they were most suited.

This sound advice upon EVERY WAY OF EARN-
ING A LIVING is to be found in a sixpsnny hand- BET
book of that title, In ils pages are tholmnlﬁtim)n of =
omployment in all walks of life, and with it in his .

“THE SCHOOLBOY JOGKEY” x> “BRITAIN INV/

hands the young man or woman ecan judge for himself
or herself, which employment he or a_hn should entes.
Note the name of the book, and oblain a copy now.

i |
EVERY WAY OF EARNING A

u sixeence. ||
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places for convalescents to bo sent to,” explained Kildare.
“You would rather go to one than be eent home? 2

“Yea, rather! We want to hang tn}gether, you know.

“Good! I'll put your names down for the Quarry Parmli
That is about five miles from here, and the first party wi
Le sent there early in the morning.

“ Ripping! [ say, Kildare, can you
in making up the party!?

The SilihéFornwr mfim-mdt. e

“ Waell on't see why not,’”” he eaid.

“ You see, if a chap Js’ko Gore or ‘Holluh is in our gang,
thare's bound to be ructions,” explained Tom Merry, "an
of courso our object is to have a perfectly quiet and peaceful

Btill,

let us have a word

mﬁ"(fm, of course, it alwaye is!” laughed Kildare.

-

8 No. 6—Blake, Herries. Digby, and Gussy D'Aroy.

K ““Vory good. That makes seven of you. :

Eo £ ﬁn:{ fn.y. suppose we had Figgine & Co. in the same

- party?”

[k Kildaré looked doubtful. :

; “ You would start House rows with New House boys along
with you,” he said. ** You were looking forward to a quiet
and peacoful time just now." ;

Tom Merry grinned. P
“Waoll, of course we don't want it to be too quiet,” ho
d said. ** Besides, you know our rows with Fx!‘i_n’g & Co.
: “Very waell, A you th ey'd like the nrrul)fl}-
~ment. {OQ. fix it with Monteith, their head prefect. He

is looking after the arrangements, now Mr. Rateliff is laid
“0h, I know they'd like it."
“Yes, rather ! said Lowtner.

i

R R

the dozen.”

“That makes ten. Yo 2 ore ’

“0Oh, we'd be i n. Still, you might shove
down Reill h: he's n decent chap, and always
in good % :

£ ish,'" said Lowther,

ildare shook his he

“‘Keorruizh is on tho:g:'k Tist.”
. “Mon had! Wall, we are seven—I mean eloven."
| oe—jthmay. as well put down Skimpole as tho twelfth,’
| Bn -‘k\mpd&l I don’t know about Skimmy. Can we
_ make 1t a condition that he doesn't talk Socialiem or Deter-
. minism, of build any airships?”
" “You maust settlo that with Skimpole,” said Kildare,
1 4 That's the dozen.” Y
. captain of Bt. Jim's quitted the study. The
Terrible Three

looked at one another with expressions of

g e

m‘«lt say, this is ripping !” said Tom Merry. “ Better than
grinding I;“:.un in the class-room, or nursing the flu in the
sanaforiam.
- ' Yes, rather! I expect there will be some rows, though,
with those cheeky kids from Study No. 6 along with us, to
ng of the New House bounders,” said Manners,

’ “what's the good of a holiday without a row?”
“Ha, ha! Something in that.”

will be glad to be in the same party.’”” S =

And :ﬁm chums of the Bhorlo:t."no time in proesenting
thmn?ollves at the door of Study No. 6. Jack Blake, with
a roll of soap in his hand, came bolling out at the samo
momant in Ile rushed right into the Terrible
Throo, and sent Tom i

reeling” against the opposite
Swall, and Manners s’mggoring"slwsthozpaum L'o{ﬂthcr
) sat down on the hard linoleum with a bum
)" exclaimed Blake, recling baek
Y you utter duffers!”
“ You shrieking lunatic!"
i You dangerous dummy !
. You fearful ass!”

" What do you mean by blocking up my deorway when
T'm in a hurey?” gasped Blake. “If I don't get this impot
in to old Schueider by six, I'm done in."”

“" \’(Hl “—u‘——-l'

“'My word!" said Digby, within the study. * Bix's strik-
Jacky."”

! Bo it ial”

?luugmi through the chums of the Shell and

g cutfled along the passage. Six was booming out from the

¢ ock-tower of St. Jim's.

an.
into the doorway,
Jhowled Lowther,

The Terrible Three b
“breath, and stared wrathfully after Blake's ﬂyin:né‘:;u“:u i
.~ One, two, three!

Blake dashed on recklessly. Tf he didn’t deliver that
ious impot before six, he would probably be told to do
i over again. And after three juniors had slaved away

“THE SCHOOLBOY
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't se¢ why yo uldn’'t have a voice in the matter to
: : ‘lll:: e . “mo tho names you think of, and I
" ut them on the same list." 3
' Woll, first of all there’s those four bounders in Study

“Let's go and see’ Study No. 6 about it. I expect they

One Penny.
, '?
stting it done, that would be eruel. Arthur Augustua F
f;;\rc’\‘.'. coming in from the quadrangle, and coming u)r* !
stairs to the study, met Blake half-way. He did ll(}l'ﬂl!t]()_.l :
of the way soon onough, and Blake rushed on, leavin kpm J
witting on the stairs, Near Herr Schneider's study Heim- '
pole made a grab at Blake. : .
“1 say, Blake, I have a scheme for curing the—— a
Bilt y
Skimpole gasped, and sat down on the floor with a bump. 1

The last stroke of six was booming out from the clock-tower
v\h:‘n Blake tapped at Herr Schneider’s door, and opened
it hurriedly. ,

“ Ach! Vat is tat?" o

“ My impot, if you please, Horr Schneider,” gasped Blako i
breathlessly. e ; ks o \

“Ach! T tinks tat it 1; after six pefore, ain't it? 4‘

“No, sir; six just striking," :

The final stroke of the hour was dying away. Herr 1

Schneider emiled grimly and took the imposition, and laid
it on his table. < & i
“Ach! I tinks you have brought him to me just in time,
ain’t it, mein poy! You may go."”
And Jack Blake went, gladly enough.

- i i

CHAPTER 4.
Arthur Augustus Feels Better.

T()M MERRY and his chums were waiting in Study
No. 6 for Blake when he returned.  Dighy was roast-
ing chesinuts, and the chums of the Bhell were help-
ing to eat them. Jack Blake came in rather breathlessly.

“ Pone it " he announced. * Just in time."”

“(3ood [ said Digby. ** Have some chestnuts?"

“1'm glad you wero in time,” said Tom Merry. Uml.?r
tha circumstances, we will not lick you for biffing into us.

“That’s lucky for you, isn’t it?" said Bluke pleasantly,
“If any licking wére 1o start, there are some bounders who
would go out of this study on their necks.”

“Oh, rats!"” said Lowthor

“Did you say rats to me, Lowther("”

“ Yos, 1 did, and—" :

“ Then T will—=" il

“And 1 3 gt A

“ Hold on!" interposed Tom Merry. “ Pénos, %
dren. Blake, we've come hore to tell you of a plensant
surprise we've arranged for you kids."” v

“Who are you cal inf kids?” 3

“1 stand corrected ; | mean you respectable and estimable

_ young gentlemen of the Fourth Form of st. Jim s,

“ That's better. What'a the pleasant surprise? Ia Lowther
going to give up making rotten jokes, or 1s he going to get
e new set of puns?” ‘

“ Look here——"" began Monty Lowther. 3

** Well, what is it, then?" ‘

“We've arranged a little holiday for you,” said Tom
Merry., ** Railton is on the sick list, and Kildare and ‘we
have been talking about it, and we've decided that we'ra
going to have a week or so on a farm in the country till the
epidemic has possed off.”

Blake's eyes sparkled.

“ I say, is that honest Injun?” :

"“¥Yes. The kid ave the flu are going to stick in

ids who :
the sanatorium, and those who haven't il are either going -
home or going to be sent in partics to the farms on the
school list,"

“My word!" said Digby. * That's ripping!”

“Yes, rather!" said Herries emphotieally, “1T shall ba |
able to give my bulldog a run, and he wants change, Towser ,
O, £

“1 don't sea how you'll be able to take your bulldog," !
said Tom Merry, shaking his head.

“Why not!" demanded Herries,
tone.

“ Because we've arrenged for you kide o come with us i

in a rather bel]i&emn-t

to the Quarry Farm, so that we can look after you, and
bulldogs are barred.’

“ Oh, don't say that!" said Blake. * You'll start Lowther
asking us why bulldogs are like football boots.” ' f

“Loolk here—" began Lowther again, 3

“If 1 go, my bulld goos,”" said Herrica obstinately.
“I'm not going on a holiday to leave Towser behind. How
do I know he would be properly looked after.”

" You could tip Taggles a bob to do it."

“T'm not going to trust Towser in the hands of a school |
porter. He '."‘?1“ not get his meals regularly, and you know "
how bad it is for dogs to have their menls at all sorts of
irregular times," ;

“Poor Towser!" \

Y Well, if a fellow keeps a dog he ought to look after it,"
L1
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i Then you stay at 8t. Jim'a and Jook after it," said Blake,
‘Weo can’t have that mongrel in the party.”
o I.a.nt you know about dogs. Towser is a pure bred bulls

“ 1 suppose I cun eall him a mongrel if T choose?”
Oh,.you ca be s big a duffer as you like.”
. Lok ligre, Herries-—-—"

“Oh, rats ! What you don't know about dogs— "'

“Oh, do he quiet 1" said Tom Merry. If you quarrel

“ mli'dny. :
Blake and Herries left off their dispute to glare at_the
horo of the Shell ; .

*If you want to go out of this study by the window,” said |
Blake darkly, * you're going just the right way to work;-
Tom Morry,"

o ¥aas, wathah!" said a voico at the door. ' 1'wegard
- Tom Mewwy's wemark ns decidedly impertinent, you know.'”
. And Arthur Augustus D'Arey came into the s!ut{:y.u

~ M Hallo!" said Blake affably. . ** You were taking a rest:
« oo the stuirs when T saw you fast, Weron't you comfy?”

1 woegard the way you pushed me ovah on the stiirs as

Jultably wado and wuff."

LM Wall, s ir settled about my bulldog ' said Herries, ‘' If

1 go, ho goee,”

IS {iut whire are wo goin'; deah boys®’

" We're going to stay a wock on a Tarm, to get away from
the ilu, Gussy,.and we'ra going to take these Shell bounders
alcmﬁﬁlu look: after tham,” said Blake, . oo

“Bai Jove, that's wathah a good idéa! OFf course, it's
undahstood that Tom Mowwy behuves himself, and dossn't
bwing ug into diewopute.” 4 -

“1 eay, ssriuualyji‘ caid Tom Merry, “ Kildare has put
our names down al ,-tqgohhm-, W &H & Co.'s.

nke up tb_?' 4

Fig{ina about it, h‘!.l"t,l'_ve ne doubt tllﬂy'll. ba ll}d to come,”
1 da not wish Figging & Co. to be included in the party,
deah bays.  They have just tweated me with gwoat wudeness
in the quadwangle." o
“Horrid " said Blake solomnly, *“Is it possible that they
have troated the one and only Augustus with anything
approaching to rudencsa?”
“Oh, pway don't wot, deah boy." :
-""BEBL!, we ought to take them dlong,’’ stiid Tom Merry.
Y Thoy can learn better manners from watching the clegant
mannbrs and customs of Gussy ab close quarters.”
“Yans, bai Jove, there's somethin® in that 1"
- “Then it's sottlod,” said Tom Merry.
“Yans. And now, deah boys, 1 want to point out to yo

on the verge of a sewious illness."”
Y My hat! Then Gusay's out of it."”
“1 fail to compwehend you, Tom Mowwy." '
“You see, all the fellows who have the flu are to be left
behind in tho sanatorium,” explained Tom Merry. *If you
are i, you ean’t come to the Quarry Farm with us.
* Bai Jove!" "
“I'm sorry for you, Gussy: but, you sec-——""
“Ves, rather,” said Blake; “I'm sorry, too. We shall
miss Gueay.” )
‘“Weally, deah boys——" 7 |
“1t would be cruelty to drag him away if he's seriously
ill," said Digby, with a shake of the hond. ‘ He'd better go
into the sanatoriam at once,” b ; i
“Yos, I'll speak to a prefect about it immediately.
“ Weally, Blake——" J i ;
“We shall think of you, Gussy, when we'ro having a
ripping time at the farm,” said Blake sadly; *“we s all
think of you cooped up in the sanatorium, feeding on gruel
- and horrid medicine.’ 1
o) “Bai Jove——"' .
. “PBut we couldn't drag you away with us when you're
¢ seriously ilL"
“Clartainly not."” : ¥
“ 1 didn’t say I was sewiously ill, you howwid wottahs! 1

anid 1 was on the verge of a sewious illness!

“That's all the worse. I you are just going to burst
forth, as it were, in & conglomeration of horrible
diseases—""

“ 1 wefuse to allow such oxpwessions to be applied to me,
Rlake! I woegard anythin’ like a disease with howwah! A
J © fellow can be ill without havin’ a disease!"

“ He can't be ill in a holiday party, anyway. You'll hive
. to have your serious illness in the sanatorium, along with
the other invalids." \

. T wefuse to do anythin' of the sort. On second thoughts,
- it is pwob. that I am feclin’ only a bit wun dgwn, and am

not goin’ to be ill at all.” .

““We can't take yon away on chance like that.

THORBDAY:

You can't

LN

, ke this, w»u'l] make me eorry I've decided to take you on

1 Qk &p DA ;
kimmy and Ruilly n ?.m., AR g Y i
it WeTl. that's aﬁ 'r}ght - aid Juek Blake. * Wo'll' seor fm&fw“!l B

that 1 shall wequire lookin’ nfhil. you know, as I feel myself °

. bun!” ho remarked,
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mn‘t_! unless you are quite certain you're net going to bo

“ Certainl " said Tom Merry. “I'd v ies'
hulltl\ng thni et B ¥ 1'd vather tuke Herries

' As n mattah of fact, T feel vew h bet y
]w:“ubnhh' shall not feel ill aguin n‘tyul’l‘?'“'e ﬂm.‘h i
“In that ease, we'll let hiln come,” said Blake, * But

mind, don't you go hunting round f 2
get it in the neck.” S ST, 0T UG, Y

* Weally, Blake—-" 5

“I think we'll go over and see Figgins about 16" sui
‘Tr:m?"Merry. “Hallo]  What's 1.hia‘§nimnt in l‘hl:a dt;::x:l
The animal in the doorway w A inor—inky
untidy, nésual. He grimmﬁ oo?!t?;}rg "jlzllr::i,claruml"‘ s
sy, Gug——' Wl :
e _B'B.li}'. Wl!l{i I wish you would l;‘
in this study without havin' washod your face for n eon-
sidewable. powiod,” said the elegant swoll of St. Jim's, in
a tone of remonstrance. * You are the most disweputable
young scallywag in thée Third Form, and that is savin’
wathah a lot,” . :
*Oh, don't you bogin, Gus!™ , bor
w As your cldai bwothah, Wally, T— :

T w1 T el

4 ‘Oh, don’t! T na¥= I hear you are making up a party

ﬁo g0 to the Quarry Farm for » weok to get away from the
u. It occureed to me that I had better come with you,”

" Then something ;else: had ‘better ocenr to
Blake prompt. “‘P'Yw can't have any cheeky

ou,'’ - paid
kids in the .;”I” ke ‘b e
' Oh, rots!™ llih 1 1y
are both on tho sick-list now, and I'm stranded,
woll come, and look after Guasy,”
““Weally, Wally, you young wapseallion "

rippig fun,” ssid Wally, “ I'll’ show $on

i« 1Dgon
1 may as

rnhbita,.‘. * ! .r_u the quorries, and how to snare
The juniors united in : ra at the cool

“Infant,” which had absolutely no ¢ ihe younger

brother of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. B

11\? it‘:"ﬁl{. G:ﬁ‘?" u:lurd W?ﬂly éh--nr:';lrlly. . ;
o, Wally, 1t is not a ‘ go,’ ou vulgahly put it,” said
D’Arey, with stately dignity. & "8““(] g. vgwl; pie‘.luﬁl.;g
take you, if you pwomised to dwess and bohave in a waen AP
able mannah, and twy to bwing cwedit on me, but othihs—""
wiser——'" i ¢ Wil T
““1 expect it would be otherwise, too, Gus."
“Then I must wefuse you my permish, to come,” '
“ Perbaps I can manage without it,” said Wally. And
with a eool nod all round, he walked out of the study, Tom
Merry burst inio -'lmh, »e et ol |
“For pure, undiluted nerve. I think that infant takes (he '
“Y should half like to have him in the :
party; he would keep us lively. Well, so-long; I'll go over ‘,
and see Figgins!"
And Tom Merry proceeded to visit the chiof of the New

House juniors in his gquartors, and, needless to say, Figging 1
& Co. jumped at the idea, ;
—— e g ! ”-W e Mot -

CHAPTER 8. §

o ERE'S the brake ™

H It was Tom Merry who uttered the words ag the

brake from Rylcombe came 31 House

with a flourish, and stopped on the gr g

It was morning—a ki id morning—and half a W
of the party for Quarry Farm were standing outside the
School F]uuw, waiting for the brake, :

Tom Merry, in coat and cap and soarfl, was stamping on
the stone steps to keep his feet warm, when the brake rolled
up, and the driver touched his cap with a cheerfi Tin,

“ Here we arel"” said Jack Blake. “WM"&' s Taggles?
Why doesn’t Taggles bring down those boxes? Taggles, you
villain, where are you?” 3

“Which I'm 'ere, Master Blake." y ¢

“Then why don't' you buck up?* said Blake severcly.
“ Do you want me to help you with that box!”

“ Which it's 'envy, Master Blake,” said Taggles, who was
carrying o rather lurge trunk, belonging to Arthur Augustus
I’ Arey, on his shoulder. : 4

The swell of the School House was followin close behind,
with an anxious eye upon the receptacle of his mrtor;gl.
treasures. 33

* Pway be careful, g'&ag'gleslf" o ‘

* Whieh it’s ’eavy, Mastor D'Aroy 1 \

“It's all ri ht,"{mid Blake; *“I'll lend a hand! 1
want to stuns by idle while a nice, industrious mang

)

Taggles is working ! ¥
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One Fenny,

Nemesis was fast overtaking the unconscions Wally,

“Bame hore,” said Monty Lowther; “I'll lend another
hand "

“So will 1! said Manners. -

“I don't want to be lazy,” said Digby ;
too !

“ Weally, deah boys

“Thank you kindly, young gentlemen, but o

But the juniors were all lending hands. Blake pulled the
trunk one way, and Lowther pulled it another. Dighby gave
Taggles & bump on the chest, and Manners poked him in the
ribs. The school portor gave a gasp and staggered, and tho
trunk went with a bump on the stone steps.

“My heye!" gaaped Taggles.

Arthur Augustus D'Arey gave almost a wail of anguish

“ Bai Jove, my twunk!” i

Ho dashed forward to save it. But ho was too late. Tha
trunk rolled from step to step to the bottom, and crashed
on the ground, and llmrn burst open,

.;"'M_\' hat!" éjaculated Blake. “ Who'd have thought
&

“You wottah!”

It has busted "’ said Monty Lowther, with an expression
of great astonishment. * I say, Guasy, your trunk has come
open " ’ e

“*You feahful beast!™

THM’SFA'\' 3

“I'll lend a hand

'

“THE SCHOOLBOY JOCKEY.”

o
i
[
i
£
|

1l
g.@nu#mg
Fﬂnsumnﬂi
L'ﬂ“mmm

il
i1l

o

“Why, he's blaming us!" sanid Manners, in surprise, It
that happened when we were lu-lping Tugglos, what would
have happened if we hadn't helped?”’ And Manners shook
his hoad ns much as to say that in that case the cult!.-wlr'u[ihu
would have been much greater,

“ My hoye!" said Toggles again.

D'Arcy gave the juniors a withering look.

I wogard you as o set of wottahs!" he said. “I wagard
this a8 a joke in the vewy worst of taste! My beastly twunk
has come open, and 1 have not the slightest doubt that my
clothes are all wumpled!”

*Oh, we'll help you pack them in again!' said Lowther
going down the steps.  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy dashed
llf'ﬂ:‘ h.iln in frul:ﬂ i(‘ Iniﬁtr‘.

“Stop! Lowthah, I forbid you to touch my clothes!"

“ What's the matter now?"”

“1 am convinced that you would delibewately wumple
my gorments!” said D'Arcy. 1 have not the slightest
doubt that you have some intention of that kind!"

Ha, ha, ha!" ronred Blake.

“1f we wore nob just settin' out on a journey,” said
D'Arey, “1 would give you all a feahfub thwashin'! I do
not wish you to pwesent yourselves at’ Quawwy Farm with
black eyes and thick eahs, howeveh!"

*“ Narrow escapé for us!" grinned Digby.

A_Tale of T :
By MARTIN CLIFBORD
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© Acthur Augustus turned his trunk over, and commenced
16 eram the displaced articles back into ik
- Meanwhile Taggles had brought out the other boxes, and
they were placed in the brake. Then the juniors began to
take their places. There was a sound of loud and furious
rowling, and Herries came in gight, leading his bulldog
the chain. ;

“Bai Jove,” said D'Arcy, as he rose from his trunk
again, I can't fasten that beastly thing now! The lock is
bwoken, and T haven't any stwaps! Hewwies, you are mot
goin' to bwing that beastly savage animul into (L bwake!"

“TRats " sard Horries.

1 insist—""

** Bogh!”

l"l uppaal to all the gentlemen in the bwake,” said
D'Arcy, looking up 1o the vehicle, 1s Hewwies to bwing
that howwible dog!"

“No!" roared half a dozen voicos.

“8taff 1" said Merries,

“ Now, look here, Horries——"

“(ororr!” said Towser,

“ Be reasonable, old chap!
bonst 1™

‘“ Are you ealling my Towser a beast, Di by 1"
© “1 mean that nice, pleasant animal ! ageles will look
wfter him.”

“No, He won't."”

“He will if you ask him.”

“I'm not going to ask him. It's not necessary, when 1'm
going to take Towser to Quarry Farm,” explained Herriea

“ Now, just look here—-" d

“ Rats ! i

Herries lifted his terrible pet into the bruke. The j%ﬁ:ﬂ

Taggles will look after that

“Yos, rather,” said Kerr. *If no dogs :fadmitled, lot
Ho'rtrl:m” bulldog get out, and llerries himself, for- that
nattor,

> I)otyo_u want a thick ear, Kerr!"” roared Herries.

a 1"
Towser pricked mp hia ears and growled at the word
rats.”  The mongrel yelped as Figgins tossed him into the
brake and clambered after him. Lowser gave a ferocious
frowi. and Herries had just time to grip his chain before
0 chlll(l pin the stranger.

:.K.oep that beast off, Herries!"” exclaimed Figgins,

“I'm holding him,” said Herries. **If he gets loose, it
will be all up with your mongrel, that's all, igging, 1've
warned you!"”

“If he ti:'ljnfhps lm}' Spot, I'll brain him!"

€

** Then soon brain you
“ You Schoo mmrra-‘ . A
“You New R’

party, ain’t they?” sncered Core,
wd who were stand:‘n? round the
*They'll have a nico

* Jolly nice |
who was one of the .
brake, laughing at
friarxil.y quiet tyme, 1 don’t think."”

“Sbut up, you * said Tom Merry, “If Kildare
t'n”ny you New House ldbnhek at the

:mlrl you,
ast_moment, <5
tn..-ﬁ; And weally—"

* Shut up, Gumey 1"

“1 wefuse to shut up, Tom Mewwy!”
“Where are those other bounders?” exclaimed Blake,
“We're all here ole and Reilly! Time

were oft 1" & :

bl g P o

“ Kaith, and here T am!" ex od ly, coming out of
thet.Honae. And the boy from Belfast clambered imto his
peu

looked at tho formidable rows of toeth Towser how - .

ing, and did not feel inclined to push him out. ¢ oane, M BRimmy! Where's Skimpaole "

down in the bottom of the brake and g od, . " *“Help!" yelled o voice, and a spectacled junior came fiy-
“Well, of all the check!" said Blake. ing out of the § |

** Yaas, wathgh! 1 wegard it as a feahful check of
Hewwios' to want to bwing that feahful beast along with us!
He has torn my twousahs twice 1™

* Blow your trousers!”

“Yaas, but weally, Hewwics—"'

“1 think you're a lot of sclfish rotters!™ said Herries
lhontedly. *“(Going on a holiday yourselves, and wanting to
leave a'poor old doggie all alone behind!™

* Yos, but—you see—-"

“ Buppose he was to catch the fluf”

“ Dogs don't eatch the flu.”

* Dom't thellf That's all you know 1"

“Well, if Herries means it, 1 suppose we must have the
boist,” said Tom Murry. ** Anything for a quiet life! 1
vote for Towser."

“Oh, certainly!” said Blako resignedly.
waunts the beast, let Herries have the besst. Tf the
bites me, T shall conmit doggicide on the spot!”

“ e wonlt bite you if you don’t look at him" said
Herries, * I admit Towser doesn’t like being stared ar.™

“1 ohject to the pwesenee of Towsah in the bwaka!"

“You can go up ide the driver, Gussy.”

“ 1 wetuse to go up beside the dwivah!”

“Then ﬁ[o and eat coke!  Hallo, here's Figgius ~and
hlossed if he liasn't got his rotten little mongrel with him !

Figgins & Co. came up, cheerful and smiling. Figgins
lod & raggod-looking grey mongrel in his arms. 1t wes &
our he had rescued from o ruffian o short time before, and
had since then kept as a pet.  Ho had named it Spot, end
Bpot had grown much fatter and cleaner during his residence
at 8t. Jim's. There was a fresh chorus of protest as
Iu‘ig%inn onme up to the brake.

“You're not gmr_lf to take,that mongrel, Figgins."

“Yes, | am,” said Figgins

“¥You can't have the snarly little boast in the brake.”

“He's not a snarly little boast."

“ Bai Jove, we're not goin' to turn the beastly bwake into
a beastly dog show. Figgins, 1 insist upon your leavin’ that
wotten mongwael ind.”

“You ean go and eat coke, Gussy."

“ I wofuse to go and eat coke. 1 mean———"

“ Make room, there!”

“Tt can't be done!” exclaimed Herries indignantly.
“ You know how my bulldog always quarrels with any other
dog that gets near him, You can't have that mongrel here.
He will worry Towser.”

“Wall, of all the nerve!
vours.”

“Of course, T must take Towrer with me!"

“Yes, and 1 must tuke Spot with me.”

“That’s different, of comse.”

“ Look here, if you have a rotten bulldog,
,I,.-art_v"linh chap like my dog,” said Figgins.

sy,

You've got that savage beast of

you con have n
“ That's what

“1f Herries
brute

the ool 1 , with Knox, the prefect, in
fierce pursuit. It was Bkimpole L
Skimpole had half a dozen &
shedding some at every step.
 Stop, thief ! roanred Knox. iy
“Ow! Help!" yelled the affrighted Skimpole.
“ This way ! shouted Tom Merry. * Th

ler his arm, and was
G -

Skimmy {"

pd E A8 Wiy,
Skimpole made s rush for the brake. The "ast of the -
books drop on the School Honse steps, and the amateur

There was a fiorce grow! from Towser, and
his hoead bagk just in time from Skimpole's
“Let mé got at him!"” roared Knox.
“ What on earth's the matter, Knox?"
“The youn‘T villain has been coilaring the books out of
my study | 11l gkin him "
“Bkimmy, you ass—r>" ” - . -
“1—] peally fail to see the couse of this excitement of
Knox's,” gasped Skimpole. *“Te las struck me several
times already in u brutal mener.’
“ Lot me get at him!” roared Knox,

Sociulist of 8. Jim's cloubered hutriedly inte the: br
Ties r o
inny calves,

stopping at the back

of the brake. But Herries lifted Tawser's head, and
bulldog’s toeth made the prefect hesitato to jump .

“1 was simply borrowing Knox's books to take ) 1o
the Quarry Farm,” pi Bkimpole. 1 was to

take up the study of Greek, and us I have no books, T was
taking Knox's books. As a Socialiat, 1 am, of course, as
wuch entitled a2 Knox /s to use his books, and 1 cannot seo
why Knox is angry. | should have returned them in due
course, unless any accident happened to them.'

*Ha, hs, ba!l” el | O
I roared S Yeneh you to

“ You young villain!" el
raid o Sixth Form study! Get out of that brake !
Knox, | refuse to geb my.-o{

“Tnder the circumstances, . . v
the brake. I am somewhat shortsighted, but it appenrs 1o
me ns if you meditate violence.” -

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" - Thik

# o] —I~— Oh, let me get ai him !’

“ Gr-rerer 1 said Towser, .

« Take that beast out of the way, IHerries!”

“ e doesn't like prefects,” said Herries calmly.
doz Towser always bites prefects.”

]inm: glared at Herriea, and at his dog Towser, and then
guthered up his hooks and went in. He hn‘:l already
hestowed several mighty cuffs upon the amateur Socialist in
his flight, and vengeance was partly satisfied. :

The juniors yelled with laughter as Bkimpole rubbed his
bruiszes, 4

 Bai Jove, 1 wegard that as wathah funnay,” said D'Arcy.
« But I thinl now we are all here, we may as well start, or
we may lose the beastly twain, you know.™

“ Hold on & minute!” .

1t was the voice of D'Arey minor: ;

Wally came up with a run, qrrnyed for going out. He
had a large strapped bag in his hand, which he skilfully
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tossed into the brake. D'Arcy gave a howl as it plamped

on his knees. ;
“Wally! Weally—"
“Hold on! I'm coming!"

“You are not comin’, you awfally impertinent young
wascal "

“ Rats!” said the cheerful infant. *“Prefect’s orders!
Kildare says so."

“Oh, rats!” said Blake.

“ Fact, my aon. I'm to go dlong
he can look after me,” grinned Wally.
ing after me! My only Aunt Jane!

fAs your eldah bwothah, of course, T shall be always
willin" to look aftah you, Wull_\'. s0 long as you tweat me
with pwopah wespeot.” -

"Tllll'l the trouble. I don't suppese 1 shall," said
W

“ Make room, there! T can't sit on your hg-

The juniors made room in the brake for fully. Tt was
Kildare's direction, and had to be obeyed; and, as a matter
of fact, they were not sorry to have the lively young rascal
with them. Wally climbed into the brake, and a sudden
whistle burst from his lips, of a piercing shrillness that
made the juniors stop their ears. A rag our came tear-
ing up to the brake.

“ Pongo! Good old Pongo! Muke room for Ponga!"

There was a perfect roar of protest,

‘“ He cdan't come in!"

i Kiek bim it

*“Yaas, wathah!

““Look here, if you think I'm coming without Pongo—

“Don't come, then!"

“I'm eoming, and so will Pongo!
Come, than! Nice dog!"

“He sha'n't come in here !"

with my brothar, so that
* Fancy Cus look-

::Bnt I'll try to bear with you, Gus."

[

We've got two nlready T

iood old doggio!
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“Oh, lot him in!" said Herries,
thing in dog biscuits.
or later.”

""1f your savage beast touches my Pongo-——"'

“ He's bound to. He always kills mongrels.”

““Then how is it he has let you alone =0 long?" demanded

i * It will save me rome.
Towser is bound to have him sconer

“Why, you cheeky young rotter—-'"

“Pongo! Po t Come on, old dog!”

Wally lifted into the brake. There was imme-
dintely a strain on Towser's collar as the bul tried to
get at the new.comer. Spot, too, ,made a spring, but
Figgins held him by the ears. Pongo, to do him justice, had

pleuty of pluck. He showed an intense desire to go for
both cﬁwnr and 8pot.
“ Well,

wa are a hwppﬂ family, and no mistake,” said
Tom Merry, laughing. *"Drive on, , bofore we get any
more dogs in the brake.”
And the brake drove out of the gates of 8t. Jim's, followed
by a eheer from the crowd, and amid an sccompaniment of
barking and growling. During the short drive lo Rylcombe,
each of the dog-owners kept a tight hand on his pet. There
wasn't_much room in the brake for a dog-fight. 'llho dashed
up to Ryleombe Station in good time, and caught rgo train,
and were soon buzzing ofl towards their new quarters. The
three dogs, not without some misgivings on the part of their
owners, were entrustod Lo the guard. Nearly balf an hour later
the train stopped at the little country station of Quarrymere,

CHAPTER 6.
Wally Signalises His Arrival.

L QOKS all right!”
” That was Master Wally's remark as he stepped
¢ out of the train at Quarrymere,

The station was a little old-fashioned country one, with
evergreeny growing along the. back of the platform, and so
Q f‘er{ tﬂ‘t a view of the country on all sides could be
obtained,
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It did, indeed, look, as D’Arcy minor expressed if, ““all
right."

ﬁ'he country was very green and wooded, with hills fading
away into dusky blue in the distance. Between the grasi-
land wnd the hills lay the brown wmoor, pierced by the
guarries, from which the distriet had taken its name,

“Ripping ! said Tom Merry, * Mr. Johnson was to
have a waggonetta or something here to meet us, Where is
there a porter?”’ »

“1 don't suppore they have porters here,” said Monty
Lowther, loeking round him. "&f they have, I expect he's
ﬂ“ll’_"}ll HO]II@\\']M!I‘O.“

* Bai Jove, I can sece the porter,” said D'Arecy.
question him on the subjoct of the waggonette, you know.

In a corner of the platform a man in a porter’s cap was
sitting asleep on a truck. The stopping of the train, appars
ently, had not awakened him. Wally grinned at the sight of
him, and crossod over to him, and suddenly emritted the
shrill whistle with which he was accustomed to call his dog,
close to the sleoper's ear,

“Ow!" guaped the porter, starting into wakefulness.
“Ow! Wot's that—fire?"’

*Good-morning "' aaid Wally blandly. h

“1 heord u fearful noise,” said the porter, staring round

im.

* Weally, Wally—-"

“ Oh, rme'l. you begin, Cus!
usually wake up when a train comes in?"

*“ Yessir,”" enid the porter. ** Yessir] My word!
tha train!"

And he walked forward in a leisurely way to help the
guard put out the boxes,

“My only Aunt Jane!” said Wally. * They take things
;\_nfiyr!aera! I suppose this is what they call leading a quict
ifa

“Bai Jove!"
“ Hallo, where's my dog

“T will

I ey, porter, don't you

Thera's

il

Bl lel Lol ted Tol Tod el Tal Tl Tatl Tar Tat Tet To! To] (o] (&) 1+

Half-a-crown for the best answer.

Wally ran towards the guard's van. Herries and Figgins
waore making for it, too. Horries dragged out his buﬂgog, ;
the guard glaring at him the while.

“1'd "o’ brained

' He tried to bite me,” said the guard.

im, young gentlemen, only—" 4
“ That's nﬁ right,” said Herrios. ** I expact you looled at
him. Towser doean't like people looking at him." 1

* Which they've all beon a groat trouble to me, and- —"
'lﬂ'ﬁl"ﬁ slipped a shilling into the guard’s hand.

*“ Thank you kindly, sir.” e
ol o on, Spotty! Come on, old Spot!”

“Pongo! Pongo!”

‘ Quiet, Towser !’

There was a growling and barking on the platform, but
the three dogs were kept from one another’s throats by main
foree. The train crawled out of the station again, and
Tom Merry questioned the porter as to the waggonette from
tha Quarry Farm, {

' Mr. Johnson's waggonette,”” said the porter, seratehing
his head. *“ There's a w;fmn been waiting outside for some
time, young gents, from Mr. Johnson's furm, Perhaps that's
what you want."” |

"I dare say it is,” said Tom Merry. * This way, kids["

They poured out of the station. A farm waggon that had
scen much service was waiting thers, and a waggoner in a
smock frock was chewing a straw and gazing mmlitabivel}'.i
at his two horses. He turned round slowly and lgoked ot
the jundors,

" Be you the young gonts from t' skule?”’ Le asked,

“We be,” said Monty Lowtnor,

“Then I'm ‘ere to take yoa to the farm, young gents,”
“You are from Mr. Johnson's?"'

' Vees," ;

Tom Merry looked nt the waggon rathor comically, Th
had a good deal of hay and straw in it, and o side of bacon
lay noar the driver’s seat,

' Tunderatood that there was to bo n waggonetté or somos
thing,” said Tom Merry, j
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The driver alowly shook his head.

“Farmer says to me, eays he, ‘Garge,” says he, ‘vou'll
take the 'ay up to the station,’ he eavs, ' and bring back the
iouns gents from ' skule,’ ho says; that’s what Farmer

ohnson he says to me.”

“Oh, it's ripping !" said Manners. ‘I like the smell of
;:l?’. anﬂ there's a side of bacon ready if Fatty Wynn gets

ungry. ¢

“f am jolly hungry," said Fatty Wynn.
get a keon appetite this time of year,
wiches, though.”

:' You ate about two dozen in the train.'

: ft. ”orhmﬂ; of the sort. I ate only nine, and I've got nine
eft,

“Gimme a 'and with these "ere trunks, Garge," said the
porter.

“That T will, Willyum," said Garge.

The luggagoe of the juniors from 8t. Jim's was piled into
the waggon. Arthur Augustus kept an anxious eyo upon his
trunk. It was not fastencd, and i1t had to be liffed into the
wiggon with extra eare. 1t was safely accomplished, and
D'Arey breathed fraely, Then the juniors clambered in,
and the dogs were brought up. Monty Lowther suggested
that they should run behind, a suggestion that was treated
with utter scorn by Herries, Figgins, and D'Arey minor.
The waggon was protry full at last, and Garge climbed
slowly to his soat, and took up the reins. The horscs moved
off in a decidedly slow and leisurcly way. The horses, liko
evorything else apparontly at Quarrymore, were slow and

isurely.

Grer-rerl

** Keep that brute quiet, Herries,"

1 don't see why a dog shouldn’t growl a bit if he likes,”
snid Herries, ‘It does a dog good to growl sometimes."

Yap, yap, yap!

" Wally, I insist upon that howwid bwute stoppin' that

“I always do
I've got some sand-

* wotten snarlin',”

** Yes, rather,” said Horrics; “it sots my tceth on edge.”

*Oh, go and ent Lin tocks!"” said Wally.

Grrerer!

, ""You'd better let him run behind,” said Herries warn-
ingly. *‘I've got a foeling that Towser will get lovse soon,
and then it wiﬁ be all up with your mongrel.”

“Throw the anu%a beast out into the road, then.”

“Yans, wathah| I considah that Hewwics should thwow
the savage beast out into tho woad. I don’t like the way
he is lookin' at my twonsahs.”

“There's something about you that annoye him," said
Herries, patting the huge head of his favourite. * We're
rather crowded here, and Towser docan't like being crowded.
I suppose you couldn’t got out and walk, D'Arey?”

D'Arey jammed his. monocle into his eye, and gave

Herries o Jook that ought to have bored a hole in him like

a gimlet.

I should hardly be hkely to walk, Hewwies, for the sake
of a boastly bulldog,” he said, with great dignity.

““ Well, Towser cﬁman't like being crowded,” said Herries,
with o dissatisfied look. ““It's hard on a dog that likes
plenty of room."

*Oh, blow Towser!"” said Blake.
with Towser."

“Towser. will get fod up with you if you don't give him
a little more room." )

“Yaas, 1T suggoest that Howwics should be wequested, in
the name of evewy gentleman pwesent, to sling the howwid
bwute into the neawest quawwy." : :

“Cateh 'mé!” said ‘Herries,

Grororer!

“There's something worrying him,” said Heorries,
must be you, 1)'Arey, I think you ought to walk.
he's nifling that bacor, though. Down, doggie!™

Grr-r-r-r-r

Towser made a sudden leap, and dragged Herries half
ncross the waggon. The bulldog's jaws closed upon & parcel
in Fatty Wynn's lap, from which the fat Fourth-Former was
in the act of extracting a sandwich.

Fatty Wynn gave a yell, and got his hands away in time,
Towser dragged the pareel down into the bottom of tho
waggon, and tore it open with his teeth and paws, and
“buried his muzzle among the sandwiches, ;

“Oh, that's what he wanted'' said Herries. = “It's all
right now.”

“ All right!" yelled Fatty Wynn. * He's got my sand-

10

wiches !

ANSWERS

“T'm getting fed up

“ Tt
Perhaps
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‘“Yes, he'll be quiet now."”

“Quiet! I'll brain him!
lend me a knife.”

“ Look here, Wynn-—-""

* He's got my sandwiches !’

" Well, he's hungry,” said Herries, in a tone which implied
that he regarded that as a sufficient explanation and excuse
for anything that Toweer might happen to do.

““ Hungry! I'm hungry, too!” shouted Fatty Wynn ex-
citedly. ** What do you mean, you School House rotter?
He's not going to have my sandwiches. I'm simply
famished.”

“Ha;, ha, ha!" roared Tom Merry.
won't be worth much now, Fatty,”

" The—the beast—I']l~1"'1]——"

l i';(ultly Wynhn stooped dn\\"n to\'{urds th% bulldog. 'I‘oum]r

ooked up, showing a set of teeth over the mutil 1
wiches that made the fat Fourth-Former jump bm&f%"

*“Call the beast off, Herrics !” .

“Well, the sandwiches wouldn't be any good now if I did."”

“He ous,:hl.n't to be allowed to have them, though.”

“Well, he's hungry.” :

“I—I1-—I'll give somebody a bob to shoot that dog,’ said
Fatty Wynn wildly, * The—the savage beast oughtn't to
be allowed to live.” .

1 guite ngwee with my fwiend Wynn on that point. The
sandwiches aren't of much importance, but I am in continual
tewwor that the feahful beast will take a bite out of my
twousahs, you know,” §

“1 shouldn't wonder,” said Figgins. *I think Herrigs
ought to bring up his better. Now, m? &M“M‘
think of touching any grub except when I feed him mysolf,
and—— Hold on! Come back! Quiet, you little beggar!”

But 8pot had got loose at last, and he flung hlm»l% upon
the wiches. In a moment Towser had him by the neck,
and was pinning him to the floor-boards. Before they could
ba sepaut{ad,ltt?ny were rolling over and over among the
feet of the juniors, with a ‘brﬁ&mpfmg and yelping and
snarling. The boys jumped to their feet, and i’qn o took
the opportunity ()?(‘N,'Il]llhl{ from Wally, and bl.lﬂin.g imself
upon the sandwiches. While Towser and Spot were fightin
furiously, Pongo bolted the sandwiches at express spomf
Wally burst into a roar.  © 3 ;

“Look at him!'"" ho gasped. '‘Only look at him! Ha
ha, ha! Good old Ponso! Good old Pong! The artful
little beggar! Ha, ha, ba!" : .

“(all your beast off, Herries!" yelled Figgine.

“ Well, call ghat mongrel away! T warned
Towser didn't like having other dogs near him.”

Herries whistled and called, but Towser was deaf to the
voico of the charmer. Herries dragged at his collar, and
dragged bim up, but Towser's teeth were in the fur of the
mongrel.  Figgine tried to drag bis favourite away, and
Towser promptly snapped at him, In doing so he let Ko
8pot, who wriggled away, and was glad to get on Figgine's
knecs out of danger, baving had enough of the fighting.
Pongo had just finished gobbling the last eandwilh. )

L. gungo takes the cake,” grinned Wally. ‘*Hallo, here's
that rotten bulldog getting obstreperous again, Keep him
off my Pongo, you ass!" )

“ Oh, blow your Pongo :

Towser's fighting blood was up, and doubtless he was dis-
appointed about the wiches. He made many efforta to

t at Pongo, and Herries had plenty to do to hold him in,
Tirnmendom effort at last tore Towser's collar loose, and
ho hurled himself upon Pongo with & fierce growl. Pongo
went over the side of the waggon into the road, and Towser
went after him. In a second the tw were tearing
down the road in a cloud of dust in a hot chase,

“Confound it!"” said Herriea angrli{.

“Oh, it’s all right!"” eaid Wally. ** Pongo can dodge any-
thing on four legs.”

“I'm not thinking of your rotten Pongo.
bulldo ota lost?” &

-',}“{‘tyﬂ‘goocl1 tl}lling, too, I should =ay,

o s, wathah! \ £ 3 S

”¥}r:?s is what comes of having Third Form kids in the

v,” growled Herries, 3 7
Im":tic;.ithg and it's not sorry T am to be rid of the bastea!”
anid l{eil[y. *There's rather too much of that bulldog of
yours intirely.”

Horries only grunted. -

“T don't think there is any danger of the bulldog getting
lost,”” remarked Skimpole, ** All you have to do is to follow
his tracks in the dust, Herries. You knaw my skill as an
amatour detective. 1 ehould be glad to place it at your
disposal.”

‘(th, you

I'll smagh him! Somebody

“Your sandwiches

you that

"

Suppose my

o and eat coke!” said Herries ungratefully.

“ Really, Horries, I cannot help regarding that remark
pa almost rude. Not,” continued Skimpole, beaming upon
Herries through his spectacles—" not that I blame you for
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gpeae !
) iy
oy . The waggon come to a halt, and the juntors tumbled out

- Evesy Thursday.

vour rude and brusque manners, Herriaz, They aro attri-
butes of yourself, and yourself—the final ego—-must be
admitted fo be the outcome of the combined influence of
heredity and environment, and therefore—" A

“ (heese it 1" snid Tom Merry. ‘“1f you gtart Determinism
now, Skimpole, wo'll drop you out of the brake, to walk,

““Really, Morry, that iz not a_logical method of ending
un argument.”

“Well, it's a quick way.” -

“ Yaas wathah! I wegard Skimpole as a feahful ass and
an awfal bore. It may ba the wesult of his hewedity or
his baast!y enviwonment, but in eithah case the fact wemains
the same.”’ 4 -

Wally rose and strotched himself, and of course in doing
#80 knocked Ari]:ur‘r\uguﬂil!*V silk bat sideways. D'Aroy

it teped amation. »
wx&h'y w would be a little more careful, Wally,
T

oing to walk. I sap-
5 the trees is the farm.

“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! T'm
pose that white building yonder belin
I+ thatthe Quarry Farm, Garge?”

‘ Yoos, sir," :

“Good! I'm going to have a trot. Can't b
like this with & lot of old fogies.” Bl

And Wally dropped behind the waggon The juniors
looked at him exprossively. Tom Merry & Co.” were mot
exactly pleasod at being regarded in the |Hl(hf of old fogies.

The waggon was proceeding at a very leisurcly pace, and
the Infant's brisk walking took him on ahead. At a pond
néar taway of the farn a flock of gecsn were disport
ing themselves, and of course Wally had to fak» it upon
hamsolf to drive them into the farmyard, for rio reason except
that he had no business to do so. v

With o terrific guack-quack-quacking the startled
fled before the shouting junior, who raved and Waye
arms frantically in pursuit, R—— : I

“Young nss !’ *{un\'led Bla -mh‘lﬂl“tﬂ”." 3 action frm‘n
the waggon. ' What & Mh’. vow: He'll hava the whole
farm on his te o minute

* Yans, wathah! M“'l _\'nun.i~ }n\r:i_:hnh ia
nischievous young wuascal, you know,: ¢ y
'“‘e&ﬁﬁln."';‘xvlﬁmcd Tom Marry; ‘‘there’s Nemesis on
the track!”

"Ha ha "

A stout gentleman of the farmer persuasion had appenred
from an outhuilding, doubtless attracted by the uproar of
the quacking geese. He stared blankly ot Wally for a
momernt, as 1f petrified by the sight.

cooped up

oD
his

n extwemely

“My gecse,” he gasped; “my prize geese! Oh, the
young villain!"

Quack, quack, quack!

“ My prize geaso!™

“ Boo!" roared Wally.” “Boa! ¥ah! Hurrerorororooo!”

Quack, quack, quack, guack!

The farmer dashed towards the junior. Wally did not
look round, and the sounds of the farmer's heavy boots were
drowned in the quacking of the geese. Quack, quack, quack,
want the birds, as they flew and ran in every direction
rom the waggon the St. Jim's jut!ilu‘s watched the scone
with interest.

Nemesis was fast overtaking the unconscious Wally.

* Hurroo—huarroo-a-0-0-0"’ 1

Quack, quack, quack! 3

* You young willnin "' reared Farmer Johnson.

Heo grippod Wally by the shoulder, and his stick descendad
upon the young rastal’s shoulders with a sounding thwack.

CHAPTER 7.
Fatly Wynn the Sccond.

ALLY swung round with a startled yoll.  The farmer
made rapid play with the stick, and Wally jumped

w and squirmed and wriggled.

" You young willain! My prize geese!”
* Leggo 1™

 Quack, quack, quack !

“Lemme alone, you duffer !"' roared Wally,
driving in your geese for you ! )

. ".'rn_l young rasoal!™

The [armor let D'Arey minor go at last—not 0 much be-
Jenuse of his expostulations, as because the stont gentleman
was becoming breathless from his exertions. With a very

d fooe, he glared at the youthful seion of the house of
D’ Arcy.

“nl}y glared at him in return, apparently inelined to
wommit nssault and battery on the spet, .in apite of the
farmer's stick,

5 “Young willain " gasped Farmer Johnson.

i “1 was only
You ought to be grateful "

“My prize
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Higher and higher went Tom Merry, elimbing steadily
| higher and higher, while Figgins watched him from below
| with his heart beating like a hammer,

|
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of it. They were laughing aloud, and Wally received scant
gympathy.

" Hold on, My, Johnson !" said Tom Merry.
you usually receive a guest at Quarry Farm?"'

The farmer turned round and looked at him.

" Dang me,” he said, “is it the young gents from the
skulo?”

“Yaas, wathah, deah sir!"

** And 1s this young willain one of you?"” asked the farmer,

“ Yaans, wathah !

“ Not exactly,” said Monty Lowther. ‘ He's a kid in a
lower Form who's boen allowed to come along with us.”

** Rats!" said Wally.

“You wore quite right to punish him,"” said Lowther
ealmly, “and if you like to give him some more, we shall be
glud to stand round in a cirele and applaud.”

“ Cortainly,” said Figgins, *“ We will hold him if you like
while you lay it on,”’

** Faith, and I agree wid yo intirely!”

Wally pushed bick his cuffs.

" Who's going to hold me?”’ he asked, in a casual sort of
way. g

lgnrumr Johnson grinned. He was naturally a good-
humoured, stout gentleman, and the punishment of \Efl.lly
had quite appeased him,

. " It's all right, young gents,”” he said. “I'm sorry I gave
it him 80 hard, seeing as he's one of the party, but I can’t
abear having my prize geese disturbed.”

“T1 was only driving them in for you,” said Wally. “1I
thought _you'd’like a fellow to make himsell useful.”

The farmer looked at him doubtfully.

“It's all right,”” said Tom Merry, laughing. * We're all
glad to see you, Mr. Johnson, and we think the place
ripping. We shall have a good time here, and we'll do our
best to keep D'Arcy minor in order.”

** Yans, f.‘shull certainly make it a point to keep an eye
on my youngah bwothah,” said Arthur Augustus, * He is
a young wascal, I am sowwy to sayl"”

** Now, don’t you begin, Gus!” said Wally,

“ Weally, Wally-——

“Tt's ripping air down here!” said Fatty Wynn. * Don’t
you find it gives you a jolly good appetite, Mr. Johnson?”

Mr. Johnson smiled,

*Yes, I do, young gent; and I suppose you are ready for
some lunch too?"”

“Well, wa could do with some,” said Fatty Wynn. “I1
ought to have had a solid meal before starting on the
journey, but Figging was hurrying me so."”
|r'“1' thought you did yourself down pretty well,” said

iggins,

“Oh, come now, Figgy!" said the fat Fourth-Former, in
a tone of deep reproach. * You saw what T had-—just the
usual school breakfast,. and a gammon rasher and some
sausages besides, and a couple of kippers. There was
absolutely nothing else, excepting the cake and tarts, and
the ham. You know that!”

Farmmer Johnson looked at Fatty Wynn curiously.

“ Lunch is ready in the kitchen,” he said. * ¥ou won't
ohject to the kiicﬁen, young gents?  You see, there ain't
room in the othor ¥ooms.™

Tom Merry laughed.

* Right-ho, Mr. Johnson!
Kids, follow your leader!"

“Who are you calling kids?"

*“Yaas, Tom Mewwy, pway answah that question! T

weally—"
“('ile«ue it, CGlussy, and come in! Can't you see you're
keeping Mr. Johnson waiting? When I decided to bring
you Fourth Form kids here, I naturally expected you to
mind your manners,"” said Tom Merry severely, .

D'Arcy could think of nothing sufficiently orushing to
retort for the moment, and he followed his companions into
tho farmhouse. The trunks were piled in the spacious porch
for the time being, until they muLl be taken to the juniors’
room. Giarge drove the waggon away. Neither Towser
nor Pongo had yet put in an appearance, and the juniors-—
with two exceptions—were beginning to hope that they were
lost for good,

The long, spacious kitchen of the farmhouse looked very
bright and cheerful, and the glimpse of the dairy was
refreshing. The beams of the kitchen were solid, old, British
oak., The Quarry Farmhouse had been built at a time when
builders were really builders. The other rooms of the farm-
house were very small and poky, and it was plain that there
was no room for the whole party of visitors, except in the
farm-kitchen.  But the |iuuiurn had understood that they
would have to * rough it" a little in the country, and they
wera not disposed to grumble.

A lunch of bread and cheese and beautifully pure mille was
ready, and the juniors did it full justice.

*Is that how

Don't stand on ceremony !
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Dinner, which was served at midday at Quarry Farm, was
to follow later. After lunch had been disposed of, the boys
were shown their quarters. Accommodation was somewhat
limited, but everything was clean and neat as a new pin,
Mrs. Johnson, a stout and cheerful lady with cheeks like ripe
apples, was evidently a careful housewife, and even Tom

orry's old governess would have been satisfied with his new
surroundings, if she could have seen them,

The chums of the Shell had one room, Figging & Clo.
another, and Blake and his friends a third. Reilly, Skim-
pole, and D'Arcy minor had a fourth room, and the four
ocoupied a whole floor of the farmhouse. Above were the
attics, Tom Merry looked out of the little gabled window
of his room over a rolling expanse of green and glowing
country. '

“Ripping!" he said. “ And we'll have a trot
quarries one day, kids, and see what they're like.
"lin like the chalk-pits on Wayland Moor, I expect.”

“Hallo! What’s that row?"' exclaimed Lowther, glancing
down from the window towards the farmhouse door, ' My
hat, look there!”

““Phew! Gussy's trunk!”

The trunks had been left outside for the time, until Garge
should have leisure to carry them up the narrow, creaking
stairs of the farmhouse. = It will be remembered that
D'Arcy’s trunk had a broken lock, and the lid was unsecured.
G“T‘ had plumped the trunk down in a way that jarred
the lid partly open, the disturbed articles inside prevent-
ing it from quite closing again. o S

A huge porker had come along on a voyage of investiga-
tion, np};nrc\ut!y. The juniors gazed at the pig in admira-
tion. They had never seen so’absolutely fat and barrel-likd
a specimen of the porcine species. The huge porker was
nosing into the trunk with his enout, looking probably for
some in1 to eat,

The half-open lid WNH back, arfd the pig dragged
a curious assortment of eollara | ties out of the trunk.
Disdaining them as articles of diet, 'he eontinued his in-
vestigations. o

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" =

The juniors roared with laughter. There was a sudden
ery from the adjoining room, and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
went tearing down the stairs. He dashed out of the porch,
the juniors watching from the window almost in hysterics.

““Bhoo!” gaspad D'Arey: throwin !lP is_ha ;_tt”th
piﬁ‘ to frighten him off. ‘' 8hoo! ¥ah ah col”

he porker did not seem to be scared by the junior’s
ejaculations and excited gestures, ITe pgave Arthur
Augustus ono look, and then turned to the trunk again with
a grunt. e ’

“ Bai Jove, the filthy wottah will wuin my things!” eried
D'Arcy. i{elp! ]ii Jove! 8Shoo! Get away! Wun
away, you howwid animal! Shoo! Bhoo!”

“a, ha, ha!" roared the chums of the 8hell.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Figgins & Co., from their window.

But Arthur Augustus was too exoited to heed their
laughter. He picked up a broom which chanced to be in
the porch, and rushed at the porker. A mighty swipe.
the pig turn round from the trunk with a loud grunt, and he
waddled straight towards D'Arcy.  Whether he meant to
attack him or not eannot be said, but he went straight at
him, and D’Arcy, in dismay, dropped the broom an fled.
Unfortunately, in his haste, he ecaught his foot in a rut in
the brick floor of the porch, and went down headlong.

“ Help!"' gasped the swell of 8t. Jim's faintly.

He sat up. A snout was th into his face, and a Puff
of strongly-scented breath fanuned his face. The swall of
8t. Jim's squirmed nwayl like an cel and tore inte fthe
house. ‘The juniors at the window were shrieking. The
porker, satisfied with having routed his assnilant, returned
to the frunk and pursued his investigations.

“ My hat," gasped Tom Merry, “ this is too funny !
kids, have you ever seen anybody like that porker befor
“Yes, rather,” ﬁrinnnd Lowther; * Fatty Wynn!

might be his twin |

““IIa, ha, ha!” roared Manners. * The
amazing! Fatty Wynn the S8ccond !” . y

The chums of the Shell shrieked at thn.:deu. 'P rom thati =8
moment the prize porker had his name—Fatty Wynn 1L e

e i
CHAPTER 8. %
No Chance for Skimpole. gt
ALLY came into the farmhouse kitchen as D'Arcy
fled into it. He gave his clder brother a poke in =
the ribs to stop him, and D'Arcy reeled upon a f}f

Have you scen that howwid bwute? Ie’s 1

[

those

I say, 08
i

He

likeness  is

settle.
* Bai Jove!
woutin' out the things in my twunk
*I1m, ha, ha!”

paF
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“ You unfeelin’ young woltah-——'
“Oh, I'll sheer him off for you,

il you like!" said
N chould b stwesiely Fwatelul—>"

“ 1 shou extweme watoful—-

Wally went out throngg &n wide, brick-paved hall. Tatiy
Wynn the 8¢cond was routing into the trunk again. Wally
had heard a bark in the distance which he knew well, and ho
knew that Pongo was returning. He gave the shrill whistle
which always made the juniors stop t eir ears, and Pongo
came racing up.

¢ dgg,li’cmgol Feteh him!" shouted Wally.

And Pongo went for the prize porker like a shot.

Fatty Wynn the Second grunted excitedly, but he was no
match for Pongo. The dog barked and yapped round him

the turned tail, and made off at «
! ng in pursuit. The two of them dis-
an angle of the farm buildings. -
ai Jove!” gnapmf D'Arcy  “' I am beginnin® to think
that country life is not all wose.coloured, you know. My
nookties are simply wuined.”

He gathered up his treasures ruefully. Some of them
vertainly were mot good for much now., The swell of 8t
Jim's jammed them back in the trunk, and jammed, down
the lid. Carge came up, touching his cap with a grin,

“Carry the trunks up now, zir?"" he said.

“T weally wish you had cawwied them up before, my

ood man,” said Arthur Augustus. * Some of my things

ud':' heen q,bsoiiltely wuined by that howwid tnnin;ul." -
rge grinne ,mng runks. e
i . v what D*Arey could only regard
5 o very unfeeling . They occupied the wail for dinner
-y gn"'looking round the farm and its surroundings, and they
found many things to interest them.
d.‘_il\im]m:jv. \\'h!tl Wl:ll of a :‘l'il'lllliﬁc turn, investigated t'sl‘ﬂ
airy, and explained to Mrs. Johnson some imgﬁmm 4
he had thought of in the art of malking ' e confided
to Tom Merry afterwards that he did not think these im
provements would be & jed at the Quarry Farm.
“Women are 80 consorvative,” said Skimpole, with a sigh.
t4 | d, at L trifling immediate expenditure, save half the
cost of butler making. 1. 'a%ht_rying to explain o the dairy-
that with the aid of the apparatus'1 should devise,
her labour would be q;li]le- dispensed \\'irrh. and Mr, Johnson
wemeld save the cost of her wages, and she interruptad me
quite—well, quite brusquely.” !
* Amazing I said Tom Moerry,
“Yes, tsn't it? I think people are very slow in (he
country—very slow indeed.”
il H0, They ought to be 0 jolly glad to have
their I?,g taken away, so that their employers can save their
Wages.
“Of course, the individual would suffer, as in the case of
all t improvements,” said Bkimpole. * Whenever a
machine is invented, it throws a certain number of hand
labourers out of work, and under present social conditions
they atn};‘ve. This is rather rough on tha individual——""
A on !
A5 But, of course, it could not be allowed to interfere with
the progress ef seionce and invention. Under Socialism—- "
e ‘“ Oh, ring off, old chap !”
S Under Socialism,” said the amateur Socialist of F
glm'l; unheeding—" under Bocialism, my dear friends, the
tate will see to that. You see — - &\Inrry! Dear me, how
curious ‘it is that even an intelligeni fellow like Merry is

more i““’"‘“d;&?ﬁﬁ%@ti: {&.kuﬂhcn garden than in the
: ; y

deepest =ocinl q !

sBom Merry wos gone. The chums of the Bhell strolled
round the farm, giving Skimpole a wide berth. The amateur

. ci spotted Horries, and bore down upon him. Herries

rather worried, but SBkimpole was foo pre-

cupied with the socipl questions of the day to notice that.

. - How beautifully quiet it is here, Herries!”" he remarked.

% Do you not feel that it is a spot destined, as it were, by

ature for study and the improvement of the intellect?”

o ios grunted.

- If you'eare to hear me," suid Skimpo'e modestly,  we

U rotire behind this haystack, and II will read you the

r hundred and forty-fourth chapter of my fortheoming

k on Socialism, It deals with—""

. Herries grunted more expressively than before,

e ';ﬁmear;laﬂ\&ﬂh thnf :}1‘15]'001 hdft!,lo't ourious obtuseness of
4 on the part of those who fail to perceive the ious
uths of Bouinhlsm at the first glance,” o P

“Have you seen——-—"" .

8" Yéa, T have seen the whole thing al the first

should be happy to explain to _\'05--" Hikice, and

e Ass! Have you seen Towsert”

h?" said Skimpole,

by 3
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“Have you seen my dog Towser?”

“1 was speaking of the glorious truths of Socialism.*

“I was speaking of my dog Towser. He hasn't come in
vot, That rotten mongrel of D'Arcy minor's has come in,

ut old Towsy seems to be off somewhere,"’

‘“Ah, yes; I am sorry. But, as I was saying, in hki.uf
up the subject of Socialism, you maturally commence with
the land, for instance. The alternative al once presents
itsell to you—"

“1 wonder—'

“The alternative of private ownership of land, or of the
nationalisation of the same. In order to put the matter into
simple words, suitable to your intellect, I will—~"

“1 wonder whether Towser has gono back to 8f. Jim's?"

“1 will explain that by nationalisation 1 mean making the
land logally the property of the nation, as undoubtedly it is
by right. ily friends, what right ean a private individual
possibly have to fence round a part of England, and soy—"

“Rate!” said Herries, walking away.

Skimpole rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

‘“The indiffercnce of Merry and the obtuseness of Herries
are 'ramn-rlubli! trying " he murmured. ** Ah, there is Blake!
Perbaps— 1 say, Blake!"

“Hallo!" said Blake, “I'm golting pockish.” :

“There are a great many people peckish in this cold
weather, Blake, who, under the present social system, have
not the wherewithal to satisfy their hunger.

“ Bror-rer 1 said Blake, walking off,

“Dear me!” said Bkimpole, * What can Blake possibly
mean b’ that utterly unmeaning remark? Digby! 1 say,
Dighy I” 3 : ;

“No, don't!" said Dighy; and he followed Blake.

“Dear me! Having just read up the subject of the land,
it i very hard that T cannot fully explain my views before
I have forgotten it. 1’ Arcy!”

‘* Yans, deah boy!” said I)'Arcy. i :

“1 was apeaking on the subject of the nationalisation of
the land to Herries 4 ;

“Pway go and continue, deah boy."”

“ What right has" a private individual to fence round &
part of England, and say "

‘““Bai Jove!"

“ No, no, nothing of the sort. And say, ‘This is mino;
this belongs to me, and not to the British vation," My dear
friends and hearers, such a contention i absurd on the face
of it. Who cultivates the land? The nation. Who protecis
it from foreign aggression?! The nation. Who imparts to it
all the value it possesses? The nation, To whom, therefore,
does the land belong!"

‘T3 that a conundwum, deah boy?"”

“ It i3 not a eonundrum, D’Arcy, Tt is one of the deepest
and most eearching questions of modern times.”

“ Bai Jove! And is there any answah to it{"

Skimpole blinked witheringly at the swell of Bt. Jim's
through his glasses. r

“ Yes, scion of an over-fod and lpcm ered aristocracy, thera
is an wer,” he squeaked, '0 whom then does the land
belon To the nation. Imagine two men on an island——""
i “Feml.l_v. S8kimpole——-"

“Beion of a bloated aristocracy, I—" .|

“T uttahly wefuse to be wegarded as bloated.”

“ Imagine two men on an island, One——""

“ What island, deah boy?"” %

“ Any island. One cultivates the soil, and the other——"

“ But what two men are you speakin’ of?'"’

“ Any two men.. T am simply q‘i’vms an illustration—"""
ally,

* Dinner’s ready!” called out

‘* These two men on the island—" " .

“ Bai Jove, Bki:nml)', you're awfully intewestin’, old chap,
but I weally think had beltah go in to dinnah,” sad
Arthur Augustus ; and he went.

** Bkimmy, have you soon Wynn?" called out Figgina.

‘“No. Figgins, if you have a. minute to spare~——""

“1 haven't,” said Figgins,

The New House junior was looking for Fatty Wynn, The
fat Fourth-Former seomed to have vanished, {le questioned
Tom Merry as the latter camo towards the house,

“ He went round towards the pigsties a short while baek,"
eaid Tom Merry,

Figgine looked puzzled.

“What on e-nrﬂl: could he want at the pigsties?"

2 Felulow-feali:ﬁ. perhaps,” suggoested Lowther blandly.

Figging hurried off. The chums of the Bholl walked with
him, curious to know what Fatty was delaying ¢o long round
the pigs’ quarters for.

“ My hat!" suddenly yelled Lowther. *‘Look there!"

The juniors had come suddenly upon a curious scenae,
There was Fatty Wynn, sitting down just in' front of'tha‘

"




ile o
| fremett

1

1u

il;!g\:cr;’crhcr who had riifled the eerenity of Arthur Augustus
y; 3 v
“Them' was an almost loving expression upon the face of
f)::t):’ Wynn, and his gaze was fixed dreamily upon the huge
'y

“My word,"” murmu Fatty, ippi
worlld it o red Fatly, “ what ripping sausages he
-~ ‘“Ha, Na, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

}'.a.#‘.;v Wynn looked round,

" Hallo, you fellows! I say, look at this pig!
ripperi’ =

' No 'time to be introduced to your relations now,’
Mn‘uty Lowther, “ Dinner’s ready.”
~ Fatty Wynn jumped up with alacrity.

“Is it? Good! Dut, I say, isn't he a ripper?”

And Fatty Wynn cast more than one loving glance back-
h}w:urd at the prize porker as he went towards the farm-

ouse.

Isu't he &

eaid

CHAPTER. 9,
A_Shock to ‘the System.

OM MERRY was looking very cheerful as he jumped
out of bed the next morning. He jerked tf}m bed-
. clothes off Mannérs and Lowther, and was rewarded
with two ferociove growls,
i “Time to get up,” he #aid cheerily,
wgrees with me, -
@re moving,”

“Geororr!” said Lowther. “ There's mo rising-bell here.
Why ean’t you-lot a chap alona tor 4 few oxtra giinni_m,?’_’

1t is aggin nciples to en laziness
people,” sald "Merry soverely. “1 regard you as being
under my charge, and——-"

* Oh, cheese it, old chap!”

The chums of the 8hell did not take long over their toilet.
h‘e&‘\\'cnt out on the little Janding, and bumped at the door
Blake's room. . 3

“ Come in 1" owg oud Jaok Blake.

Tom Merry. looked in.  Blake, Herries, and Dighy, in
vurious stages of deshabille, were proceeding witﬁ their
toilet, but Arthur Aughstus b':\rt‘y was still in bed. The
swell of 8t. Jim's was sitting up, with hie' knees drawn up
under the clothes, and his eyes fixed on his chums with an
expression of intense indignation.

“1f you thwow any more cold watah in this diwection,
}‘.li}ko ’"hu was saying, *1 shall no longah wegard you as o
wiend.

“ Got up, then!" 3

“ 1 wefuse to get up.s It's a° cold mornin'——""

“D?' you expect @ tropical morning at this time of the
yeart'

“ (Mortainly' mot, but I am not in my ordinawy stato of
Bealth, A fellow who is onthe verge of a sowious illness—-"'

My hat, are you beginning that againt"’ éxclaimed Tom
Marry, ‘* Where do you feel the pain?” v

“Thero ie an ache ovah my left eye, and a slightly dwy
taste in my thwoat."”

“Ah! TIs it a dry feeling, as if it had béen—been rasped
over?' asked Tom Merry sympathetically.

“ Yaas, wathah; that desowibes it vewy accuwately.”

“Then I can tell you what's the matter.  You've been
talking too much!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"" ;

“That’s what it is, you mng depend upon it," said Tom
Merry soriously, ‘It isn’t influenza, it's simply the effects
of over-talking—what may be termed jawitis.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Blake. **I shouldn't wonder!”

“Tam Mewwy, I considah——" AEH

“You can consider tho thing settled. Tt's jawitis right
enough. All you have to do now is to limit the output of
:pm’il. It's the same as in the. manufacturing line, you
know—when suffering from over-production, you limit the
output.”

“ Waeally,

‘“Ha, ha, ;:

“I do not seo anythin' to laugh at in Tom Mowwy's wude
and wibald wemarks. I wegard him as an unfeelin’ beast 1"

“I've diagnosed the case for you, and given you a pre-
seription,’’ said Tom Merry, ‘1 don’t see how a fellow can
do more than that!”

“I wegard jokes as bein' in the worst of taste, diwected
fowards a fellow who is on the vewy verge of a sewious
iliness !

"“ Perhaps 8kimpole's idea of a shock to the system would
work all right,” said Monty Lowther, with a grin.

* Weally, Lowthab—"

! ly. “I eay, life on a farm
t'e go and see if those Fourth Form kids

Tom Mewwy—-"
a "n
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““Did' I hear you mention my name?"” said Skimpole, look-
ing in at the door. ‘' Is my “asgistunce required?” 1f ¥ can
unravel any knotty point in the science of—""

*“ Yes, you're wanted, Bkimpole. Gussy is ill—he's on the
very verge of a serious illness—and it's pretty certain to be
the )I{n.l ‘\I({lmt “l;onld you recommend?’

A shock to the system, to drive out the seeds of disease
unguestionably,” ul’c’: Skimpole. “If a large quantity ¢
gunpowder were exploded undor D’Arcy’s bed, I have not
I];:iﬂuﬁhmst doubt that it would make an end of his com-
] .

And of Gussy too, I should think I"* yellod Blake.

o3 g{rm:'sel; t:ul;;-:aA\\-nuld beldnbo:ri.nin amou(nt. of risk in the
) bu roy wou willing uce that for t
nnll:u of a quick and perfect cure,” ‘v""w Pl

*“ You uttah asa!" said I'Arcy, throwing all the
wasg capable of into his voice. “ I wegard you as u dangew-
ous lunatie, Skimpole 1"

:' l}mﬂly. D’ Arey—"
tm'bot any gunpowder?” asked Blake, in a business-like

10,

“Unfortunately, no; but in a few days some could be
procured.”
. “We cannot leave Gussy to languish in the grip of the
flu for a fow days,” said Tom Merry, with a shake of the
lm;d;n jnﬁo is n(mr&:i;be verge of a serious illness. Ho has
u pai over his left toe—"" . ;

“My'loft eye, Tom Mowwy 1" i ianimnissammeapnin.

“1 stand corrected. A pain just over his left cye, and a
dry tasto in his right throat—"" /

**You uttah ass! A dwy tasto in my thwoat!"

& , that's it! A pain just over his left oar, and a dry
"ﬂlm‘ his ,]’3. But it really doesn’t matter whera he's got
em; so don’t interruy in, Gussy. The poeint is, he's

ot 'om | m\\{e hmlmn'[l: un, ? d Ysao how are we to give
1im a sufficient shock to the systém to Bues out the scods of
deadly disease?” y . Q‘u e \
' Weally, Tom Mewwy—" x -’l
The ,only way 1 can think of is by turning the bed ;
over—-
1 uttahly wefuse to have my bed turned ovah! T wagard
you as beasts! 1 am on the verge of a sewigus illness, and 1 ;
wequire lookin' aftah. 1 want bwnl&m bed this ,;w

mornin’, and L don't feel as if T could eat anythin’ but
kidneys. 1 want thom devilled, and pway see that they are
done nicely, because——"

“You dee, it's a bad case,’” said Tom Merry, shaking his
head. ** His mind is beginning to wander already.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

‘Nothin® of the sort, Tom Mewwy! 1 suppose I can have
my bweakfast in bed if I like, and devilled kidneys for
bwekkah*if T choose?” ;

“Yeu—1 don't think! It would be guicker and casior to
oure you with a shock to the system. Shall we start 8kim-
pole explaining to you the reasons why Socialism should be
adopted, or shall we turn your bed over!" -

. Etcnlly, Merry—"

! ’h. let's be merciful!"” said Blake. *“Turn the bed

over

* Btand back, you wottahs! If you touch this bed=—T tell
you—woally—ow! You feahful beasts!”

Strong hands seized the side of the bed, and in the twink-
ling of an eye it was turned on its side, and D'Arcy and the
bodelothes rolled on the floor. Then the bod was ya
over, and inverted on top of the swell of St. Jim's. A
muffled voice eame from beneath the pile. r

“ You feahful wottahs!"

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“T no longah wegard you as fwiends!"

CE, hn,i;m!"

Arthur Augustus struggled out from under the mass of
bedolothes and mattresses. He groped for his eyeglass, and
jammed it into his eye. In his many-hued pyjamas, which
seemed to have borrowed their colour-scheme from Josephis
cont, he mado a charming picture in the morning sunlight.
His indignant and scornful glare only brought fresh yells of
laughter from the juniors.

“You wotten wottahs "

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ 1 wegard you as wank outsiduhs !"

Y Ha, ﬁn., ha!”

Words failed the swell of 8t. Jim's.

He turned away, and
be%:m to make his toilet, snifling with indignation. The i ey
of

aving breakfast in was dropped, and for gome time
nothin Snore was heard of the serious illuess that h
over the swell of 8t. Jim’s.
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. ~ Skimpole had hardly commenced milking, when a sudden change came over the cow. Her head went down
; and her heels went up—and SKimpole shot skyward,
- 2 s ks = % > ]
CIHAPTER 10, “@Good! There won't be so many in an hour or two,” said
1 1 Wally. * Come along, Pongo!”
1 Skimpole Milks the Cow. e And the hero of the Third Form at 8t. Jim's walked off,
KIMPOLE was looking very thoughtful. The juniors with his mongrel at his heels. Figgins was giving HH“‘ a
4 by luui_puurml out of the farmhouse alter breakfast, run, and Herries wore a worried look. Towser had not
' s MEI‘"IIIK up the pure air of the meadows. Life on a turned up yet. Herries was beginning to be afraid that the
| ydarm, as Tom Merry had said, agreed with them. It was a bulldog was lost. He questioned everybody, and vu-r_vli.nd_\r
a hoyery I'I“"'_“"-“”' change rrl!lll the cluss-rooms at 8St. Jim’'s. answered that he hadn’t seen Towser. Bkimpole, as we havae
.-‘:-" aﬁ';”r Wally looked l“"li’lllls'l}' at the geese round the pond, said, was looking thoughtful. He was gazing at a cow in the
? " vt t hoe lr('rln'mlu-rwl Mr. Johnson's stick, and let them alone. meadows, and apparently thinking out some problem cone
P ST '\\'hlﬂlll';i shrilly to l'nluun, who was inclined to worry the nected with her.
- e eattle grazing in the meadow P : " «
AP, D : J s 3 am thirsty ho remarked presently. I say
B8 Come hore, you young bounder!" said Wally, shaking a llm-lri(--i — ¥ I ¥ ¥

& u:nrning finger at his ragged pet. “Haven't I told vou
L bofora never to worry cattle near the farmhouse? .
| Mtone on your napper; farmers don’t understand dogs!
y e glong with. me, and we'll look for some rabbits! I

P Rha'al?w‘, are there any rabbits hereabouts?"

3 rge grinned, and touched his cap.
eaps, zir—heaps and heaps!” he said,

%

Xk

+

You'll get

“Well, there's the pump!” gaid Herries.

“1 should prefer a drink of pure milk, fresh rom the
cow, Will you hold that animal while I milk her?"”

“ Not much!”’ said Herries.

The cow did not look very amiable, and she had a businesa.
like way of lowering her horns as she looked at the juniors,
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i(llurries did not feel inclined to come to close quarters with
e,

“ Really, Herries—— 1 say, Tom Merry, will you hold
th;ﬁ.ﬂnnimd by the horns while I obtain a modicum of fresh
milk "

*I don't think!" said Tom Merry.

“D'Arvcy—LD'Aroy I

* What is it, deah boy?" asked Arthur Augustus, turning
round. The swell of 8t. Jim's seemod to have forgotten his

' impending illness for the present. e was clad in a really
natty 'm for the country, and his gaiters fitted him like
gloves, and the cap he wore looked as elegant as his topper.

“1 am thinking of milking yonder cow,"” said Skimpole,
who always talked in book-language, unless he was in a great

hurry. 1 wish to obtain a modieum of lacteal fluid for my
refroshment.”

s o \.\:h_\' don't you ask Mra. Johnson for some milk, deah
oy ¥

“1 prefer to obtain it fresh from the cow. T have a glasa
here, and if you will aid me by holding the cow by the horns,
1 shall be able 1o obtain a supply of the ]ucmu{ fluid in a
few I;Linutaa." l - i .
 Arthur Augustus was always obliging, ready to run
risks for the sake of politeness, but he looked ut.ytha cow
und hositated.

“ Bai Jove, I don't see how I could hold the beast by the
horns without the wisk of seilin’ my gloves!"” he remarked.

*You could take your gloves off.”

* Yans, but that w only make mattahs worse; I
should wun the wisk of soilin’ hands.™

And D’Arey, who seemed to think that be had propounded
an unansworable poser, shook his head and turned away.

“ Wait a minute, D’Arey! Buppose you d beside the
imwr.”and keep her attention upon you, while T am ing
ier :

* Yaas, wathah! 1 shall be vewy pleased to do that,
Skimmy ! I have heard that animals can be quelled by the
powah of the human eye. I shall be vewy pleased to quell

; that old bwate by the powah of my eye, if you like!”
‘Good! Let us proceed,” sai impole.  And they
proceeded.

The cow regarded them with some surprise as thay came
up—_8kimpole with a glags in one hand, and a milking-stool
in the other. She llmﬁad at them, and then trotted off.

“ Bai Jove, we shall have to wun aftah her, Skimpole!”

| “Yes. The animul apparently does not understand. Let

i | us pursue her.”

| hoy pursuad her,

| Tho cow stopped presently, and bogan to graze. Bkimpolo

{ cautiously approached behind, while D'Arcy went in front

her. The cow looked at them, but remained still. There

was a glimmer in her eyes which meant mischief, but the
jutdors did not observe it.

“ Wight you are now, SBkimmmy! T am quellin’ her with
the powah of my eye,’” said D'Arcy, planting himself before
the cow.

Y (Good! She cortainly secems very quiet.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Skimpole placed the stool in position and sat down, The
cow certainly was very quiet, but it was only the calm
before the storm. Skimpole began to milk into the glass,
He had hardly commenced, when a sudden chaungo
over the cow. IHer head went down, and her heels went up
~and Skimpole shot skyward.

Arthur Augustus started baok.

“Bai Jove!' he ojaculated.

The glass came down and shattered on the ground. The
cow dushed off to another part of the field, Skimpole came
down on the ground with a bump that was sufficient, accord-
ing to his own theory, to shock out of his system any seeds
of disease he might have had,

o Ow 1"

“ Bai Jove!"

“Dear me! I--1 am hurt!” 8kimpole stared about him
blankly. * I—I trust that was not an earthquake, D'Arcy?"”

* No, old chap, it was only the cow.”

“Dear me! I feel very much upset!”

D'Arcy could not help grinning. Bkimpole looked very
much upset, too. The amateur milker plinked round him in
amazoment and bowilderment,

' Where==where is the cow, D'Arey?"

‘“She's gone."”

“Dear mo! I do not think this would have happened it
you had held her tightly by the horns, as I requested you
in the first place, D’Arey.” 3 3is

“PBai Jove, I might have gone up into the air instead of
you, deah boy. I pwefor it as it is,” said the swell of 8t
Jim's, “ 1 twust you are not hurt.”

“ [—I feel as if T had had a shock." ¥

D'Arcy helped the genins of 8t Jim's to his feot. 3

¢ =1 think I will take a rest,” said S8kimpole.. “ I will
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lean upon your arm, if you do not ind, until we :
onder bench. I do not fzel qn?tc Ttrol:: mol;:-l: a‘tm iac;:
or going out. I—I think I will take the opportunity f¢
f::a‘:ﬂ;“hn tbol four ’i‘lmd”dl ol,tnd %?rAty-fourtl h cﬁpur of niy =
a 4 r i ;
io;'m; my notes fottﬁqu?ul:teor'." ok 7 i
rthur Augustus made a grimace, o
** Thanks, awfully, Skimmy, but—but I think I'd bettah ¢
and see what Hewwics is lookin’ so wowwied about.”
Oh, that is nothing. He is only thinking of his heas!]:
::'ﬂlmo'nd .1,:1?“2 prove “&gmﬂd wonderfully; and
or rovemse il
L say, D'Arcy—D'Arey! Dear me, ho b gonot o ° 704

Herries was i looking worried. ~ Arthur Augastus
L the very eight of the bulidog, b e
for,  ohum'in distrese. ‘Ho Tupned Horme R o Tl

e Lo s . a bwute yet? he a8
€“ NO." " » : wule ye @

* Wathah singulah that he hasn't found his wa
remarked D'Arcy. “My young Lwothah's nwﬁ!ﬁl'
hul:n;ln!ldwmh!." i o A : .
“My dog Towser isn't a s snuffing after his ma
like that rotten mongrel,” mcnies crgJ’. “ Ha
pendent.  Ho comos home when he, thi i
“Why don’t you teach him to obey ord
3 “Oh, of course he:r{o my orders!” said Herrie-
*He never leaves me—J—T moan, except sometime .
I'm afraid of is that he's gone back to 8t. Jim's.”
““ But he couldn’t W 8 W
“Towser could fin: ‘way an
hor how he tracked down the bur
at 8t. Jim's? o
“ Ya-a-a-as." said D' Arey doubtfully. ’
~ “He could find his way back if T toslt him a hundeed
. Of course, if he's at St. Jim’s he's all right, but-<bhut
you know ﬁbopl-&" DI 1 ainst To Blesandy
if T know why., He's a Tice.e og enough, and nave
bites you if you don’t look at'h ... "
“If you like I'll kelp you loolt™f8 Botton Lvwutas,
Hewwies. You know Iam pwetty good at
“ You may as well come,” said Herries. )
It was not a ﬂnltaﬁn? WIE 1o nccept DIAroy s offer, but
Gussy made allowance for the stress of mind the owner of
Towser was labouring under. They set out in search wl G
bulldog, and did not come in to diouer. It was nearly
sunset when Herries and D'A rod ot the Quarry
Farm, lookinﬁ:, y fat d and very dusty. But
they came without Towser, and D'Arey confided to Blake
that he would see Towser in Timbuctoo before he would bo
dwagged all ovah the countwy lookin’ for him again ‘

CHAPTER 11.
Rather Wel,
" WHO'B coming to have a look at the quarries!” Tom

Merry asked at breakfast the mext morning.
“Oh, I'll come and look you Shellf

said Blake, *“I

Isn't it, Mr. Johnson?

The farmer nodded. ) i

“It is that,” he replied. My dun cow fell int
the gquarries time the fenco was broke, and she staye
for two days and nights afore we found her.”

Blake whistled,

“Rather rough on ths dun
shouldn't like that to happen” to you,
and look after you." . 3

“Thank you ler nothing. You ean come if you lile S8

“The quarries ain't worked now,” said Mr. Johus -
“ There's the old crane and the truck lines still theray but
they ain't boen worked sinco they was flooded last &

The company hasn't raised the money, I hear.
dangerous place, and I don't recommend you young

to go there,
“g(gh, wo shall be all right!” said Tom Merry, 4
keop an eye on the youngeters "
“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"
“If's a five-mile walk,” said the fa¥mer. ]
The juniors grinned at the ides of a five-miles
detorring them.,
“Then yvou have to cross the stream on the. st
stones,” said Mr. Johnson, *‘and the water’s high' |
time of the year, The stones is slippery, 2

it's a rather i rous quaBtos.
o et

v

romarked.
Mervy, I'll T

toﬂ.“ '.*
“ Well, if we slip off we can pull one another oufiy

ter. , S
" Fuith, ‘and yo'ro right!" said Reilly. *‘Sure, 5
going to the quarry intirely ! Maybe we shall find
dog there." ” :

< How could he get thore?" said Herriea,

-
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.-' “Qure, he might have fallen in like Mr. Johnson'sa dun
e cow.”
[%=  Horries snorted. 4 ; g
q “My dog Towser isn't likely to fall into a quarry, ha
{ loﬁid.‘ i'You can trust my dog Towser to look after himself
all right.” it
“ Yes, you can trust him to get lost,” said Figgins. "1
shouldn't wonder if he's at the railway station all the time,
waiting to be ealled for.”
“ Look here, Figging——"" k
“ Very dikely,” said D'Arcy minor. * Ask Mr. Johnson

| to let Glarge ipquire for him when he goes up to the station
again.”
* You young ass, I tell you—"
"fny rabbits in that direction, Mr. Johnson?" asked
y.

.;W';l

W‘l at his bo%oful guest, 3
“ © snid, ““there is; but it ain’t allowed in these

% its.”
1 'pn.l:t(-";b?“mauh rabbits,

“There’s been complaints yesterday and the day before,”
id Mr. Johnson, * that rabbits have been killed round here.
hope that it ien't any of the dogs belonging to you young
gentlemen.'
Wally gave an expressive whistle. Every eye was fixed
_ mecusingly upon him, but he never turned a hair. .
: “1 eay, it's rather hard that a dog can’t have a rabbit
L now and then,” he remarked. " It's their mature to, you

“know. My dog Pongo—-"
vl 3 _significantly at the hero of the
5

ird. :

“ Mr. Hunk has said to me, he said yesterday, if he catches
“any dog after his rabbits, he is goin' to hang him in his
“barn, he said to me."”

Wally's eyes gleamed.

&

“If he starts hanging my Pongo, there will ble,"”
o oxclaimed. * Why elouldn't old ‘have a rabbit
r twot"” s ;

‘* Because it's po _

no better than % said the farmer quietly. 3

. Of coursoy pay for any old rabbits,” said Wally,
aor Gwiwu d, which amouants to the same thing.”

v Weally, Wa ly—-‘—"

v But don't think a dog ought to be kept short of

Wie. 1 wuppose Mr, Hunk doesn’t want Pongo to grow

o a niony, said Wally, with an injured expression,
You'd better keep Pongo on a chain,” grinned Figgine.

ow, my dog Bpot never goes after bunmes unless 1 tell

gentloman, and poaching’s
i

"o wouldn't know how to if you did tell him,” eniffed

¥
~ And when the juniors sallied out after breakfast, Wally
ept o keen eye on his ubwgi favourite, Every minute or
o his terribly shrill whistle burst forth to recall the wan-
) Pongo.  Arthur Augustus bore it for some time,
pping his ears whenover he eaw Wally pursing his lips up,
at last he could bear it no longer, and he remonstrated.
nnily, \Y-ally, I must wequest you to stop makin' that
ful oW " he exclaimed., ‘It thwows me into quite a

. :6.;1 imt.l’on;;: to get lost 7’ demanded Wally.
at i3 & ma of extweme indiffewence to me, Wally,

I weally cannot stand that awful wow you call a whistle,
m on the verge of a sewious illness alweady, and my
Vi sh\lrl'.;lly: will not stand’it,””

Why don't you put a chain on him?" asked Tom ) X
(Oh, ho'dh;lip hia collar then !"h R O
=Y ou cou mabl* T ter.'
BT wouldn't like that” e
e'li!,t. Ibe‘ll’iﬁmn ‘with ,E(_mng Vgully there,"” eaid Ilerries,
(] ve Mo omakin n

P ) g og uncomfortable because
cimlly, Hewwios—""'
blly gave w piercing whistle again. Pongo was appa-
on the track of a rabbit, for he suddenly darte I:::’f
gha h_odge and disappeared.  Arthur Augustus stopped
s, Thrice Wally sont. forth that ear-splitting note, but
‘dldﬂilgt return. 1'Arcy minor made a grimace.
ui: oft ' he eaid, in & tone of resignation. ' He's after

v o

4
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“You ehould bwing the little wottah up bettah, Wally.
1 cannot say 1 am sowwy that he is off.”

“Rotter go after him,” grinned Kerr. *You remember
he's sentericed to be hanged by the neck until he's dead if
he's caught rabbiting."”

“1 suppose I'd better,” said Wally. ‘‘Don’t you fellows
got into mischief at the guarries, if you, go without me."”

And D'Arey minor followed the track of the truant. The
juniors resumed their way.

Figgins tapped Fatty {‘Vynn on the shoulder. = Tho fat
Fourth-Former was gazing back at the farmyard with a rapt

look.

“What are you mooning about, Fatty?’ asked Figgins.
* Muking up some more rotten poetry for ‘Tom Merry'a
Weekly 1" §

“*Oh, no, I was thinking—" Fatty Wynn sighed,
Figgins looked at him in amazement.

“ﬁt's the mattor?”’
" hing, Only—-—"" 3

“My only hati Have you caught Gussy's complaint?
Are vou in love?” e <

“Oh, rot!" said Fatty Wynn. *‘T was thinking—— Can't
you see that splendid great porker from herel He's routing
in the garden." ”

“Ha, ha!" chuckled Blake. *Fatt Wynn the Second.

“Docsn't he look prime?’ said Fatty Wynn fo:-lmgl]y.
“Have_you ever thought what ripping sausagoes he would
make, Figgy?”’ ; 3

“You oannibal " said Tom Merry. ‘' Fancy Fatty ectling
up as a fratricide.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

 Oh, don't be funny I'" eaid Fatty Wynn, “1 was dream-
ing about that porker last night. The thought of' the beau-
tiful sausages he would make seems to haunt me.

“Oh, come on!” said Figgine, You'll make me hungry
if you keep on.” ’ ) \

“1'm getting rather peckish myself,” said Fabtlv Wynn,
as ho reluctantly turned his back on the farmyard. “You
follows “'mi)in rﬁ:[('h a hurry that 1 didn't have time to malke
much of a breakfast.”

“T saw you put away four rashers of bacon."

“ And seven egge,’” said Kerr, 2

“QOnly five, Kerr, and the rashers weron't big ones, That
was all' T had, except the cold beef and the bread-and-butter
and marmalade. ot awfully Pechla_h ut this time of the
year, too. Luckily, 1 thought o asking Mrs. Johnson for
gome bread and cheese and some sandwiches.”

“ You weren't likely to forget that.”

“Well, it's no good getting into a low etate for want of
food, when you ean afford enough to eat,” said Fatty Wynn
philosophically. ‘Do you know, I feel very much for the
unemployed in this eharp weather. The poor chaps geb
hungry, and haven't any grub to eat, Wﬂ now. It must
be awful.” And for some time Fatty Wynn looked quite
depressed. :

'Bhu path of the explorers lay towards the hills, that Joomed
blue in the distance. The quarries, as they eame ncarer,
could be more distinctly seen—great ragged ronts in the
ground, mostly without a vestige of fonce to secure way-

farers from falling in.
g Nice place for a stranger to walk about in on a dark

night!” Jack Blake remarked, ‘There seoms to bo a lot’

of trusting to luck in the country!" Y.y

“T'm ngt surprized that the dun cow went in,” said Dighy.
“T don't sce how she got over thia atream, though.”

“The water was low, perhaps; it's low in ‘the summer,
Here are the nm?ping-ﬂonau." said Blake, halting, “ They
don’t look too safe, either.”

“ Bai Jove, wathuh not!" 8

The stepping-stones certainly did not look inviting, The
water in tho stream was high, and was washing over the
surface of most of the stones. They wera a very irregular
row, of differont shapes and heights, at various distances
apart. The water made them slippery, and they were vory
uneven at the best of times. 2

“Bai Jove, you know, it looks as if we shall get our
beastly boots wet!” Arthur Augustus remarked doubtfully.

*“ Which would be horrid,” snid Monty Lowther, y

“ Weally, Lowthah, I should feel extwemely uncomfy. if
my boots were to be dirty for the west of the mornin’!”
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““Wea might carry D'Arey over,” suggested 'Figgins, with
a humorous twinkle in his eye. I should be pleased to
lend & hand.” kit

* Cortainly," said Lowther immediately. “I'd be happy
to lend another,” ;
~* Faith, and it's mtyself ‘that will help wid pleasure!” said
Reilly.,

HBai Jove, that'sa wathah a good ideah, you know !
W m'l'.ll you be vewy careful to hold me quite safely, deah

oy !

" Cortainly,”
to—""

“To lei you drop into the water,” said Figgina blandly,

“Wn‘nlly. Figging—"

* Faith, and that’s what T was thinkin® myaelf "'

“T1 wognrd these jolkes as bein' in extwemely bad taste.”

* Come on, Guasy, we're rondy!”

‘I uttahly wefuse to be cawwied acwoss the watah! T
am on the verge of a sewious illness nlwoady, and I wefuse
to endangnh myself!”

“You are quite wrong, D'Arcy,” said Skimpole. “A
sudden plunge into ioy water would probably furnish the
shock to the system roquired to drive the seeds of disease
from your system. It would probably have as effiencious an
effect ns a quantity of gunpowder suddenly exploded under
your bod.”

“You uttah ass!"

' Well, aro you going to be carried?” asked Figgins,

* No, Figging, T am cortainly not goin’ to be cawwied.”

“Let's got on!" said Tom Merry, *“Who's going first?”

8kimpole blinked at the stopping-stones,

“If you like, Merry, I will go first, Crossing a stream in
this way, like everything olse, simply requires a little brain-
power brought to bear on it. I shall have great pleasure
1 crossing first, and showing yvou fellows how to do it.””

“ Go ahead, then!" grinned Tom Merry.

Skimpole stepped gingerly on the firast stone. He slid a
little and jumpo(lj to the second, and the water came up over
I:i’n nnk[usf. itlnd n nplnflh went back hfig)imll him over Herries,
who was following. Horries gave a. how

“You nss! His[’{c::nmt’ul".'ﬂ "

Skimpole turned round.-and blinked at Herries,

“ Did I splash you, Herries:"

“Yes, you did, you dummy !"

“1 am very sorry, and 1 really thiuk that those expressions
aro almost rude, Herrios, A lLitle happening of that kind
should be taken with patience: A true Socialist .

“ Arve you going on?"’ yelled Herries.

“ Cortainly, But as I was saying, a true Socialist—""

“ (ot on!” shouted Blake from the bank, * Do you think
the middle of a beastly. river is the proper place for a
speech "’

“Roally, Blako——""

“Got on, or I'll shy this vock at you!”

“T am about to proceed,” said Bkimpele.

And he stepped gingerly on.  Whether by luck or pare,
Skimpole stepped from stona to stone in safety, and drew
nearer to the furthor bank, Herried stepped after him, with
his hands in the air, fecling his way a good deal like o
tightropo-walker, The others followed, ona by one.

“It's all right," said Fatty Wynn; * you've only got to
be caroful-—ow!" !

An Fatty spread out his arme, a packet of sandwiches
dropped from under his jacket. The fat Fourth-Former
lnar&e o franti¢ cluteh to save them, and his foot slipped on
the wot stone, '

Splash !

Fatty Wynn took a header into the stream.

' said Lowther. - “ You could depend upen us

The wave
mada by the immersion of the plunp junior sonked the legs
of the two or three fellows nearest fliln. and a chorus of
gasps followed.
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“You ass!" roared Blake. “ My trousers are sonked !”

‘' Look at mine!” hooted Manners.

Fatty Wynn cama up gasping. Kerr lent him a hand to
drag him out, Wynn jerked it, and Keve's foot slipped on
the slippery stone. Thoe next moment he had joined the fot
l?ﬂurth-i?urrunr in the water,

“My hat!”™ roared Tom Merry, *“ Are you New House
bounders Fn'cmtiniu“ diving with your clothes on?"

“Help!™ gasped Kerr,

C Grererererer 1" gurgled Fatty Wynn,

Figgina and Tom Merry dragged them out.
drugged into the grasa ashore, whera they lay gasping like
landed fish. Manners, Bluke, and Reilly stood gazing down
at their trousers, which wore wringing wet.

“Wall, of all the dummies!” said Jack Blake, in
mensured tones,

“ How c-c-ecould T help it?" stuttered Fatty Wynn, “1I
g-5-anw the sandwiches going !

Thoy wera
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“Bléw your sandwiches! We shan't be able to keep on
now, Wa shall catch our denth of cold in these wet bags!™

5 I‘n} oing back ! growled Manners.

, " Faith, and I think I'll go wid ye!"” said Reilly, shiver-
ing. . :
" Bai Jove, deah boys, undah the eires.,, T think T will
cccompany yon!" said Arthur Augustus D'Arey, ~* 1 have
feclin® that [ shouldn’t get acwoss that stweam without
wuinin' the polish on my gaitahs!” ;

And the wel contingent sot out for the farm, making
remarks all the way to Fatly' Wynn. ~ Fatty Wynn, howover,
bore them philosophically. "The sandwiches were one, and
Iatty had no desire to continue the excursion at the risk of
In_uimr himsolf hungry at the quarries, without the where-
withal to satisfy his appetite,  Meanwhile Tom Merry and

the others who had crossed in nnfo&y,mt}éﬂiod their way.

i gt il

CHAPTER 12.
In the Quarry.

a HE quarries at last!” gaid Tom Merry.
The explorers halted, The numbors of the party
had been considernbly reduced before the quarries
were roached, Blake and Manners, Wynn and Kerr, Reilly
and D'Arcy had gone back to the farm. Skimpole had not
kept on far beyond the stream: He was no pedestrian, and
he soon halted to rest, and announced his intention of ‘get-
ting on with the four-hund ok &
his great book, while he waited for Tom Merry & Co. to
return. They promised to come back the same way, and-"
tramped on to the quarries, ’ ‘f_’ﬁ‘

Right up to the verge of the excavations grew the rich, S
roen. grass, and on the verge flourished forns and crespers.
ho j ra h the brow of a precipice, which dropped
a sheer for 2 o the lower level. ]

* Breezy here!” Dighy remarked. “ A strong wind won! il
shove you over the edge in no time, T’ (41 ;

‘‘ Better keep away from the verge,
“1'm going to look down, but x4 :

“8o am L," said Lowther; *‘but you kids~—"" """ o

“0h, go and eat tin-tacks!™ said Figging, “T'm going 1o
look down, of course !

‘“Now, don’t be reckless!” :

‘“ Ratal" (R Db A b

And ghu juniors crawled on their hands and kuees ta-s
wards tha Bég" Lf thacliff. It was almost as level as a tablgg
and from the clear-cut edge the drop was sheer. Far below
they looked into the old quarry. .

Far—far below, it seemed !- Hera and there water glis-
tenad in the sun, showing where the remnant of the food =
rensined.  Down below was the remnant of the lines th :
trucka had run upon when the quarry was working, and
old truck could still.be seen, turned partly upoi its side
half-full of rain-water, Opposite the ¢liff rose n huge cn
with the rope still dangling from the pulley, and, by strete
inz out his hand, Tom Merry could almost have touchody
sWInging rope, e

“There must ba some way of getting down there,™
remurked.

Tom Merry glanced along the pits . )

“ Farmer }ofmson aays it waa blocked up with falling
when the quurries were flooded," he said.  *“ All the sanig
should like to go down."

*Jump on to that rope,” nu,;b'l.'kl-ad Fiugills “You
Mtoh it, and swing yourself dowadisssissms -

Tom Morry shivered at the iden:

* Lot's go and look for a way down,”" ha said. -

The juniors crawled back from the verge. & N

A walk of about a quarter of a mile brought the juni
to the slope leading down into the abandoned quarry.
Tom Morey had sniﬁ, the flood had wrought havec thore, #
beams and shatterod machinery were mingled with massel
earth and rock. £ i

Tom Merry whistled as he looked ab it

“ Rather a elimb down there!" he remarked,

Fig ina's eves glistoned, B

s 5 like to try,” he snid. * Who's game "’ .

“Oh, we're all game!" said Herries. *“ Come on!

And the juniors sot themselves to the task.

They were game enough, but if they had foreseans
extont of the task, it is probablo that they would nol
undertnken it. ¢ ;

The elimb down would not have been an ensy "ol
monkeys. Their elothes were soon muddy from head &6
and their hands dirty and bruised, and their breath et
in short, quick gasps. They climbed, rolled, and slid
among the debeis, Tom Merry and Figgins in the lead

Suddenly Fom Merry uttered an exclamation.
glambering down a specially stesp spot, and Tom Me

“BRITAIN INVADED !

or

vid Tomn Merry.”
= lewhen
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| just discerned the nlarmi?f circumstance that just ahead of
o

1t sounded at a FOOd distance, but
1

| them was a sheer drop. w deep it was, he could not say;
|L‘__ Ail Hold Onl!l : : ! } s
£ “J1—I can't!"” gas Figgins. “I—I'm going!
i A tuft of grass he was grasping had given way, and
,” down the steep.
X ““ (3ood heavens!" gusped Tom Merry. ;
1 There was a shout from beyond the drop, and his heart
i right 1"
e It was Figgins's voice, ¢
| is showed that Figgina had not broken his neck, as Tom
“ ANl right?” sang out Tom Merry, in return. :
“ Yeq_ fold on there, though—there's no way of getting
out again!"

! but there it was, and he shouted to his comrades to stop.
Figging, clutching vainly at the debris round him, rolled
T ., boat again. For a moment his face had gone pale as death.
s
| Merry had at first feared,
*“My hat! Hold on, you chaps!”

;‘, o 1'm.ﬂlioking on,” said Herries, ** Mind yourself—you're
1 going!’

V" “ Phow—great Beott!” y

- The jutting slate to which Tom Merry was clinging began
| to slide. Figginsg's fall had disturbed the masses of debris,

and Tom Merry’s hold was gone.

“8tand clear, Figgy "' he yelled.

‘“ My hat!”

Figgine stood clear, and Tom Merry came sliding down
in the midst of a shower of stones and earth and dust.

The hero of the Ihsu.gumped on the ground, but fortu.
s | rm!nlY the ground here had been sodden into softness by
~ puddles of rain-water, and grass was growing thickly there.
| 'The shock jarred overy bone in Tom Merry’s body, but
X | he was not otherwise hurt, and in a minute he was on his
~ feat, with a helping hand from Figgins.

£ ““ My only hat !’ he gasped.

He looked up the way he had come. ;

There was a sheer drop of ei% or nine foet, and beyond
that the slope was steep, and, what was more serious,
; insecure, The whole muss looked as if it only wanted a

| touch to bring it doewn in an avalanche. ;
R Tom rry looked at Figgins, and Figgina looked at
Tom Merry, in dismay. - ’

“ How on earth are we going to get out again?" ejacu-
o,
iﬁrim shook his head,

ensed if 1 know 1"

- Tom Merry looked up again. Ie could see nothing of
lm | his followers, but it was evident that they were holding on
~in safoty higher up the slope.

“I say, Lowther!”

“ Hallo!" sang out Lowther.
**Yen, all serene.”

“Good! Bhall we come on?”
“No; there's no way of getting out again.”

b s M',\: Aunt Sempronia!  What are you going to do

& r

“I'm coming !"

i

“Are you all right?"

'!. an idea.”

pa had better climb back before you get rolled
said Tom Morry. ‘““Go back to the place

];)ukaad into the quarry; we shall be able to see

L you are."

ok round for a way out. There may be some

said Tom Merry,

sound of the juniors clambering back followed.
ty wnd Figgins stepped further away to cscapo
Wor of fragments that came rolling over the verge.
y this is o nice go,” said Figging, with an expres-

tlo. "1 guppose there must be some other way

po 50, said Tom Morry ruefully. “We'd bettor

hat's the matter?”’ he added, as he saw Figgins's
little contr 1

od rather dubiously.

¥ wrist a knock,” he said.

ned. Tt hurts a bit, though.

hat, old chap 1"
%t know how I shall be able to do any climb-

“Tt's all right; its
But it's all right.

But we'll look, anyway.”

'n.n?n to "&m:fh' Bﬁ“ it was in vain.
ot , an 10 galleries pilercing th
Wlored them, all ended in bl k svn.ll:
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They moved along, fatigued with tramping over uneven
masses, atid- came at last under the cliff whenoe they had
first looked into the excavations. Three figures were visible:
on the top of it, and Herries, Digby, and Lowther waved
their caps. g

Tom herry waoved his handkerchief in return,

The distance was too great for speech, with the rough
wind that was blowing over the moor and through the
hollows of the quarry. A shout was eaught up by the wind
and carried away. Tom Merry saw Lowther's lips moving,
but he could hear nothing. - f

“ My hat!" safd Figgins, holding his left wrist in his
right hand, to ease the pain by compressing it. ‘' It looks
as if we're done in."

Tom Merry looked very grave. oA

It was already close on noon, and if the juniors above had
to go for help to the farm, i1t was probable that the two
bovs would never get out of the quarry before dark. A
cold night in the quarry was not an attractive prospoect,

“We must get out somehow,” said Tom Merry.

Figgins shrugged his shoulders,

“There's no way out that 1 can see."

Tom Merry did not reply. e was looking at the ropa
that dangled from the abandoned crane. . His eyes wero
fixed upon it, and his brow was thoughtful. Figgins, with
a loolk of alarm, nudged him. s

“What are vou thinking of, Merry?
that."

“ Porhaps—'

“You ean't!

an ass!"

1 think I could.”

“You can't! You'll break your neck! You sha'n't!"”

But Tom Merry's face was setiing in an expression of
grim determination.

You can't climb
'

Anyway, T can’t, with my wrist! Don't be

CHAPTER 13,
Tom's Climbh.

HE three juniors above, on the brow of the cliff, were
watching anxiously, They saw Tom Maorry standing
with his eyes fixed on the ropo, and guessed tho

thought that was in his mind,  Monty Lowther shouted,
but his voice was carried away by the wind.

IPiggins caught the hero of tho Shell by the sleove,

“You can't do it,” he said, again, snd his face was
white.

Tom Merry gave a short nod.

I think I can.”

“ But hllt- e}

"'T;:mk here, Figgy, we can't get out of the quarry, can
wo

:‘ ?f‘m;“'t ln*:)k like ift. l’;utl h"

* If those chaps go for help, when will they get back 1"
F:ﬁgma looked dubious. e s
“ Before dark, I hope.”

" We shouldn't be got out of this before dark.  They'll
have to get ropes, long and strong ones, too, and I think
we should be here till morning.”

*1 shouldn’t wonder. But—-""

“ You can't climb the rope with your gammy wrist,” said
Tom quf quietly. “Of course, if you stay, I stay. But
: 3 think if I get out we can get you out."”

How 7" asked Figgins,

Tom Merry pointed up to the crane, where the end of the
]“':“K arimn Pfoﬂectod towards the odge of the high cliff.

You eco how the rope hangs there. If I get up to the
level of the cliff, T can swing myself to a footing."”

Figgins shuddered. &

5;*****************:’»‘********:‘c'1¢
% NOW ON SALE. 5

THE BOYS' FRIEND
3d. COMPLETE LIBRARY.

b
b
:
No. 65.--VISCOUNT DICK'S SCHOOLDAYS; *
Or Pagging for Sharp. ’T@
P
+*
b
2
*

By Chas. J. Mansford.
No. 66 —HARRY BRANDON, ACTOR.

A Romance of the Stage.

PRICE THREEPENCE.
3o el e T TR R R e e

Auy MARTIR SRR B

A R




. 20

“You'll break your neck.”

“1 hope not,” said Tom Merry, with a faint grin. *“I'm
Yruttg steady in the napper, you know, and I don't think

‘m lll!:aly to lose my nerve, Of course, it all depends on the
nerve.

“1--1 suppose so, but—"

“If I get lunded there, with a grip on the rope, we can
detach it from the crane, and pull you up on it, Figgy; in
a safer apot than this, of course."

“ Merry, suppose the rope has rotted; it's been exposed
n 'ioll.\- long time !"

Tom Merry shook his head.

“It hasn't. Tt is used to bearing heavy weights; twenty
times my weight. It will stand a strain like that easily
mmugh.'

“ But—but if it should break."

“We'll put our weight on it and see. If it will stand the
pair of us at the bottom, it will stand me alone, that's a
oort."

“Well, that's s0,"” admitted Figgins.

And the two juniors enught hold of the dangling rope
and threw their whole weight upon it. The rope bore the
strain easily enough, and would evidently have borne a
dozen times as much. Bo far as the rope breaking was
ooncarned, Figging's fears were relisved,

*“It's all right, you see, Figgy."

“Ye-oes. But—but I don't like your climbing it.
wrist was all right 1 wouldn't let you."

Tom Merry laughed.

“You'd have more
laughing.

“Well, not exactly, but—"

“It's all right.  L'm going."

“If you loso your nerve—-"'

“(ome, old chap, you don’t think me a eownrd.”

“ A jolly brave man might lose his nerve swinging up
there on n rope,” said Figging, with a shiver., * Don’t vou
undarstand that if you let go you would be smashed as flat
us a pancake down here "

“ 1 sha'n't let go !’

“1—~Iidon't like 1t.”

“That's all right. Hold the ond of the rope to keep it
steady, and I'll go up like a monkey on a stick,” snid Tom
Merry cheerfully.

Figgins made no further demur. It was clear that Tom
Merry had made up his mind,  And if the feal was possible
it was the best thing to be done. It would probably rain in

If my

confidence in yourself!"” he said,

the night, and in the quarry there was no shelter. And the
3I|minra would soon ba cold and hungry. But could it be
done?

Hl‘ l’"ll]

climbed ropeg_before, over the wall at 8t Jim's, but they
had genornlly been knotted ones. But this rope was thick
and eany to gﬂld.

The weight at the bottom held it steady,  Figging watched
the 8chool House junior with his hoart in his mouth.

Tom Merry slowly but stendily climbed the rope,

Lowther, Digby, and Herries could see him from the top
of the cliff, though ho looked almost like a speck below at
first, Thoey were as white as chalk,

“He'll be killed I" mutiored Lowther. “Tom, go back—
go back 1" . 3

But Tom Morry did not hear. Tf he had heard he would
not have heeded. He olimbed steadily, slowly, swinging on
the rfope, his eyes steadily u{;wurd. He Lknew that if he
looked -down he would probably fall, yet by a curious
porverseness of the imagination, he felt an intense longin
to turn his gaze downward, He resisted it, however, an
his eyes were on the sky and the edge of the oliff above him,

The extremity of the abandoned crane was on somethin
like a level with the verge whoere the thrae juniors stood,
but well out of their reach. There was little danger of the
orane moving. In the wreck of the quurry-works it had

n jammed and rendered useless, and had remained in
its present position for months. But if Tom Merry should
slip frem his hold !

The * jumiors watched him brvathlﬂuiiv‘. Higher and
higher went Tom Merry, olimbing steadily. <" Highar and
highar, while Figgins watched him from below with his
heart bonting like a hammer, ‘

Higher and higher !

The juniors on the oliff could see him ecasily now; sece his
hard, white face, set'with determined effort.

Higher and higher !

Now he was near to them; could come within reach by
swinging on the rope.

* Buck up, Tom !" -

Tom Merry could hear Lowther's voire plainly enough
now.

“Stand back 1"

Tom Mvrrg;-Ernnpnr] the rope with firm hands.
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They understood. Back from the verge they orowded in |
haste, to give him plenty of room,

The )‘:mior hsﬁsn to swing on the rope. To and fro he &
went like a pendulum, at every swing almost touching the 8
ad‘%e of the cliff.

hey watched him with thumping hearts. Thud |

“Tom! Oh, Tom!”

The swinging junior had knocked heavily against the eliff,
But it was hard and fast there; no crumbling, no giving
way.

gain he swung at it, and this time he sprawled on the
summit, still elinging to the rope, and he did not awing back.

Below, Figgins gave a gasp,

‘““My hat! He's done at!”

Lowther, Herries, and Digby rushed forward to seize the
hero of the Shell. Btill keeping a fitm grip on the Yope,
Tom Merey was pulled back from thow -

‘“Hold the rope!” he gasped.

‘' Yes, rather!” snid Lowther.

The rope was pullod up from below. As much as possiblo
was tlfnxirwl in, and cut off with Herries's knife. It would
be enough to rescue Figging, in some rather less thrilling
spot at the sides of the 5 quarry. nev 0

Tom Merry sat on the grass and gasped for breath. His
arms were aching, and his heart was throbbing fast. -

CHAPTER
PORGO LI i e sagrn

OWTHER slapped his chum on the back, as he slag.
L gered to his feet at last,

I alimost thought you were a goner,” ha remarkes
“Thank goodness you scraped through. My heart avas in™}
my mouth most of the fime." v

Y80 was mino;“qjﬂ\éi‘uu. Merry, with a faint grin.

“ Now we've gol to lug ald Figgis out. He's damaged, his
wrist, and can't climb, sk

fWe'll soon do that,”

L TS
Lowther spoke briskly; bat the task was not so soon &
accomplished, It took some time to find a spet whero the
rope could be lowered down a lees precipitous slope, and
Iiggins could be dragged o the top. o
Bat it was done at last, and Figginsg rcjoined his

14.

on terra firma. Half elimbing, halfedragged; he seame ™o
the top, and sank down on the nm‘pmﬁng.'

Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder. 4

“Well out of that, Figgy. old son!"

“ Yos, rather,” gasped Figgins; “and I don't want 1o ot
into it again, cither. L've net got an ounce of breath left
in me.” ; '

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Lucky it wasn't Fatty Wynn," he romarked. * Foup of :
us would never have pulled him up, and he couldn’t 'ﬁm‘v 3
romained down there without becoming a cannibal, T should
have got nervous when Fatty got hungry. f\la)‘bud)‘_ L g
grub?"” : i g . LB

“I've got some sandwiches,” said Figgins., ‘' Ky
my pocketa as well as his own before he ttmﬂ
of accidents.” y

“ Then we'll forgive him for bsing a giddy
I'm hungry.”

And the juniors disposed of the sandwiches
satisfaction, Then they set out on the homewardss
Skimpols was still making his notes-for the fouks
and [m't_\'-l'uurtll‘ cbmptnr of h boo hé
sighted him again. He looked up with a start
‘;\rg‘.rry smote iim on the back. v
Yoa haven't

“Pear me! Is that you, Merry!?
gone.”
“ Only three or four hours,” grinned Tom Merry.
“ Dear me, i= it possible! 1 do not metice the
time when I am engaged in composing my ' bool. s
however, getting hungry.' 14 :
“ Nothing to eat nearer than anm.”_‘
“Then 1 think we had hﬂf roturn,”’ said., Sl n,
getting up, and shoving h?;; notobook into o GapweeTs
pocket. T have, I think, fully thought out tho quass
nationalising the land, rry. To a casunl obser
seem to be some fow amal difficulties at first in
step, but in my I shall prove clearly that the
ties {;xistlon[y 1;: the imagination. B
“ Yeos, lot's on." y -
“ The difienities, in fact, will be only felt by thay
so-called owners of land, who are in a greab mino:
Skimpole. ““They will suffer to a certain extent
“We want to get in before dark.” 1
“ But then, under Socialism they will
tunity of working for their h{m‘ at deg
suraly is better than sitting in the marble |

.
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of theit palaces, and living upon the lahour of

' believe that landowners, as a rule, sit upon
W6l staircases,” said Lowther, *“They have chairs
fis, like the reet of us." 3

s speaki uratively, Lowther. ;
m don't. nBoﬁ t speak at all. March!?
wish 1 could enlighten you as to the——
1 Get onl” ;

impole, with a sigh, gave it up. Tt was dusk when
Vi nturers arrived at the farm, and they found Mre,
4 growing anxious about them. The tale of their
gres excited great interest. They devoured a high
h great relish, They ware hungry. o]
iJove,” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy rentarked, it ie
emarkable that you fellows can't lFo anywhere
n' into some mischief!"” !
Bry singu ar,” nssented Plpke. ‘‘I had & feeling
efhmg would happen to the kids if we left them
» own.”
e, wathah "
th, and T'll kape an eye on you in the future, Tom

»

b ichiecse it 1" said Figgins.
g boen out all day; he ha<n't come in yet.
ipect he's got into some miechief,” grinned Tom
i “ Why don't you keep an eye on him, Gus?
Jove—-—"

ppsurprised at you, Gussy |’

Y Where's young Wallyi”

: yose 1 conld not hr expected
vah the countwy in search of a youny
and & wotten mongwel.” 3
so that dog of his'n has led him a dance,’’ said
or Johnson. * It will get him into trouble one of these

dr. Hunk he eaid to me that it wae the most troubles
it he ever goe, he said to me.” » o
go and look for him, if he by arli.’

! e too tired to come,”
1 rong with your supposing
s easantly. * He's not worth the

e. "1 suppose yoi
n there's someth
5, wnid Eigh
ut we ne. 2 s ’
d we oan have a look for mﬁ bulldog,” said Herries.

?mo for good!"” sai Fi(ghs. “¥You should
pight him to stick to you, as my Epot docs, you know.

lat of teaching.
call that thing of yours a dog, do you?" asked
er!” said Tom Merry, T— e
the meal—which they made a pretty solid one, very
. ri the farmer’s ]I(P‘Fl‘i'ﬂ.h["‘ board—the juniors
7| i % npole remained at home
the four hundred and forty-fifth chapter of his book,
e rest went out with Tom Merry. Fatty Wynn
ince in the direction of the pigs’ quarters,
pihe  away!' said Lowther. * You can't have
« in the party.”
swas thinking L
ing of pork sausages, or ham sendwiches?” asked
* Blessed if 1 beliave vou ever think of anything

S

gy
¢ Johnson hns, ised me a string of sausages to
¢ ta St. Jim's with me,” said Fatty Wynn, unheed-
Vhile you chaps were i lboug in a qﬂrg'io—
t of

been looking about, and I've learned a
hfr make their own «nsagos on this farm, you
V.ern watching ‘em, They malke ‘em of rea)
t nothin } uff, you know. I am
o let Dr. Holmes know a » 80 that Mr. Johnson
by st Ji;:jn'-'.rrngu‘lfrly with‘;nunn od."
pleniclid " said Tom Merry. “Very thoughtfu
cand the Head is hound 1o be grn'h-ful,"g PSP
1 thlnk‘?f these things, vou know,” said Fatty
ﬂestl_v.t think a fellow ought always to keep
r things, and to make himself IIU:’{II'L
to Bt. Jim's to have really reliablo
tain articles, you know. There's
I, after T learned that he took
nwighbourhood, 1 never liked
‘have been eimply a humani-
» t of businees ought to be like
! e—above suspicion, ¥ 8

Cword "' said Dighy Wi
) i ERId ghy, Slaris on

_ . When F.
’Fl ut:.“lu--a as bad as S 'E on

ges.  Of course, he m
‘But a chap in that line

i the
Socialism,

2 dont expect you to understand thesé things ! sai
B ourth-Farmor nderstand shaskthinge - said
§ :I!J'I:é' l;"f‘cmm.r. with a eniff. “There’s an art in

You just gorge like an animal, without noticing
18 room for a poem on the subject
0 X

Mo speak of kidney pies——
before he gets on to the kidney

» |HE GEM” LIBRARY.

th in eating, and fellows like you don't

One Pennv. 21

ies.”  And the juniors quickened their pace, and Fatty
Wynn, with a sniff of scorn, dropped the eubject.

L We'd better separate, and go round hallooing for
Wally,"” said Tom Merry. * Hallo, hallo, who's that? Talk
of the Prince of Darkness!"

A figure loomed up out of the dusk, runnin towards themn
at top speed. It was that-of Wally. He looked a shocking
sight, ongo had evidently led him a dance. He was wot
and muddy from head to foot, his clothes were torn, his hoots
caked with mud. His face was thick with mud and dust
and perspiration, and flaming with excitement.

“ Hold on!" exclaimed Tom Merry.

Wally stopped, with a gasp, and reeled. Tom Mérry
threw out an arm and caught him. The junior breathed .in
great gulps, his heart beating like a ‘mmmnr. Arthur
Augustus was at his brother’s side in a moment. He could
sop that there was something wrong.

“ What's the mattah, Wally, old man? Is =nnlybmiy aftah
you?" he exclaimed. And I'Arcy elenched his g oved hands,
ready to do battle with the supposed pursuer. The rascali-
ties of the scallywag of the Third Form were forgotten for
the moment,

“N-no!" gasped Wally., * I=I=—oh, will you help me!”

“ What's the matter?” said Tom Merry. ‘‘ What's hap-

a
“I's—it's Pongo.”
"I’ouqol Where's Pongo?! What's the matter with
Pongo?

“ Yaas, wathah! Explain vourself, deah boy."” ;

“ They—theyiwe got him!” gasped Wally,  * The littlo
bounder's been leading me o dance all day. Old ‘Hunk's
got him."

« Phew I’ whistled Tom Merry. * Farmer Hunk?”

“ You; he's got him."” A

“ Poor old Pongo ! said Figgins, lmkmﬁ sincerely =orry.
*1t's hard cheese. 1 suppose he has been killing rabbits?’

“Wall, he killed & fow rabbits,” wsaid Wally: **They've
got him, the brutes. 1 begged the old rotter to lot him off,
aud offered to pay for all the rabbits.”” :

“If Wally oga[:ed to pay for the wabbits, that makes it
all wight, as far as Farmah Hunk is concerned,” said Arthur
Auguetus D'Arcy. Of course, it's wathah wuff on the
wabbits.” :

“T don't suppose the farmer is thinking about the rough-
ness on the rabbits,”” grinned Lowther; **he's on the track
for venceance. I don't see why he wouldn’t let himself be
squared.”’

“ He's a beast!" zaid Wally.
of his hands, and thev're going to hang

* Poor old Pongo!"”

“ He's given Pongo to two
m in the barn.”

“T was coming to ask you chaps i!f'ou’d lend me a hand
to rescue him,” panted y. “IT—1 went for the hrates,
but there were two of them—big fellows—and they chucked
me into a muddy ditch and laughed at me. Oh '"—the junior
clenched his hands furiously—'* ¢h, if they hang Pongo, T'll
—I'Ml——" He broke off with a sob, ‘ They're going to
hang him now.”

“ Bai Jove—"'

“We ean't stand this!”? exclaimed Tom Merry decidedly.
“ Come on, kids, and we'll r«mua.l’onﬁo. on condition that
young Wally keeps him on & chain w ile we're staying at
the farm,” _

" Yans, that™s a wensonable condish,, Wally.”
“1 agree—I agree to anything—only come.™
* Lead the way, then, lud!"” "
ully turned, and led the way. The jumtiors-some of

them rather dubious, but &ll of them gme—-foﬂowcd him.
Wally burst through hedge and ditch, ush and briar, run-
nl.ng as if he were on the cinder-path, and the others were
rather put to it to keep up with him. Tom Merry, Blake
und Figging kept close, and just behind them were Korr w
Reilly, running hard, and the others were strung out at
various distances.
A ";Fha gleamed ahead.
excite gesture.

“ That's the place! Oh, I can hear him "

Through the night silence of tha countryside rang the
quick, short, terrified yelp of o dog.

“ Hurry! Oh, harry!”

Wally tore on blindly. The barn-door was wide open, and
the lighi of a lamp glimmered from it. The Third-Fornier of
8t. Jim’s rushed fiercely in.

Pongo wag in the sorest sirsit of his chequered oareer.
Two rough fellows had him in their grip. One had slung a
rope over & beam, and the other was holding the dog and
adjusting a noose round its neck, He had tied a rog over its
wouth, hy way of a muzzle, ta keep it from bitibg.

“ Ready, are yout" ?

* Yes; pull the beast up!"’

The rope tightened. t was at this moment that Wally
dashed into the barn.  He ran right at the twe executioners,

Wally turned round, with an
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and the man who held the dog wont reeling to the floor undep
u fioreo thump on the chest. The other let go the rope, snd
gru.?mf[ Wally, with an oath,
At thet young imp agin!®
Wally elutéhed up the dog into his protecting arma.
“ Halp 1" he velled,

CHAPTER 15.
The Sausage Supper.

OM MERRY and Jack Blake dasHed into the barn.
Figging was only a moment behind, They arrived
only just in time,

In a fow moments Wally would have beon hurled out, and
Pongo would have been swinging on the rope. But the
coming of the juniors of St. Jim's changed the aspect of
affairs, Ina twinkling the two hangmen woro hurled into a
heap of straw, and before they could got out of it, the rest
of the juniors wore puurinF into tho barn.

‘“Better go slow,” suid Pom Merry coolly.

' Wally grasped Pongo in his arms, - The dog crouched
thore, whining. The two men gainod their feet, but the odds
against them were too great. One of them graspod a ?itah-
fork, and the other a broom. But Arthur Augustus D Arcy
poured oil on the troubled waters,

* Pway calm yourselves, my deah fellahs,” he remarked
“ My young bwothah is goin' to fake cars that his wotten
beasy doosn’t. wowwy anybody in future, and you ean tell

cyour wespected mastah that, with my compliments, You
have been wathnh wuflly handled, but these uLa 8 are wathal
wull wottahs, vou know. Pway accept this ha woveweign to
dwink our health, and say no more nbout the mattah "
* The glistening golden coin decided it. ’

“Thankee kindly, sir,"
(I_ro'}:ping the weapon and taking the coin. * It's all right,
sir,

. It be," assented the other promptly. “ Thankee kindly,
gir |"

And they touched  their caps,
crowded out of the barn.

tenderly,
“Good old Pongo!  All right now, old boy! Safe and
L say, Tom Merry, 1 suppose you were joking about

grinning, ns tho juniqra
Wally carcssed his favourite

sound !
keeping Pongo on a chaint"
I waan't,” said Tom Morry grimly; “and if T find him
loose again, I'll~I'll hang him myself."
* Yaas, wathah!”
The juniors ‘'made their way back to the Quarry Farm,
Wally was a follow of his word, and during the remainder of
the stay at tho farm, Pongo was kept from the track of the
unfortunate bunnies—much to his discontent,

The week on the farm ended, as all good things end at last.
News from 8t. Jim's told that the influenza was almost gone
thore, and so the stay in tho country wis not prolonged.

Un
the Monday, the juniors climhbod

into the farmer's waggon

0 R R e B -
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“thowed a great and intense interest in the baskot

said the hero of the pitchfork, -
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

‘wich their trunks to go to the station,
reins, -

Fatty Wynn I1. had not been vigible for soma
Fatty Wynn 1. carried a special basket, to which he
groeat eare diring the drive to the station. Whene
or Pongo eame near it, Fatty was on the alert,
'5‘(.\\-ar§r. he had not turnod up yet, and Herries was a
despair, M

The juniors alighted at the station, ‘There wis 8
howl, and a bulldf) rushed forth and greeted Herr
junior gave a yell of delight. b

"' Towser | :

Towsor it was!

“Toway !

and Garge :

Good old Towser! He's turned up apal
“I've been lookin' after him for you, sir!“pgr
porter. * He come back arter yo A

eft the station

day, sir, and he didn't seem ablo 8 Lo
80 It gare of him for you, sir!” v :“
Herries slipped a twoshilling-jfioce into his hand. g8
** Thanks,” Ro Baid ; ““you are very good! But V6
have let him come to the farm,” ! y
" He couldn't find his way, sir:”? @
., “Perhaps he didn't want to coma,' said Herrios
nod. ** As for not being mble to find his way, of
that's all pifle! Towser could find me anywho
liked ; couldn’t you, Towsy, old boy 1" .
" Grorer-r!” said Towser,
The juniors enterod the

e

train. = Herries amuggle
0 spite of his [aith

Fatty Wynn, The fat Fourth-Former put it up on.
and Towser growled, H
“ He wants that,” said Herries, in o tone that implied.
he ﬁpu ht Fatty ought to let the bulldog have it~
L 0es,” said Fatty Wynn, gl
t basket, and T saw "omm

*There’s por!
myself 1" -
" Towser likes sausngoes,” said
**He won't have any of this lot!"
-*“ L think you might give him half a dozen.'
*No fear! T say, you chaps, we'll have n sausties
in our study in the New House to-night " said Fat Ly
beaming round upon the juniors. .
We shall be
done !" e et " i
TGood whoeze " snid Tom Morry & Co. hoartily,
“¥aas, wathah! Do you know, deah boys, T wath
I shall not have that sewious illness aftab all. I fee
much sot up by my. stay in the countwy, and, ns. you:
whan 1 went there I was on the vewy vergo of a « "
ness. I feel vewy much bettah, and I shall be vewy |
to come to the sausage suppah "' p e
And in the Now House that evening the sausafed
was a great success,  And whon it was over, Tol o
sroposed the health in lemonade of the founden
}.‘",ﬂ_—["puy Wynn, and Fatty \\'_rnu_“. and the ;
drunk with much laughter and enthusiasm, Be L
THE END. s -

L o :..:'7

suggestive
A

“T hopa you'l
back in good time for me to gob the
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Y sreylriars School Cadot Corps, commanded by Captain
illi(-ra. soout, are standing amut in small pr-)ulllm. talk-
xiously,  when the clattering of hoofs is heard, and a

pung farmer from one of the homesteads on the cliffs comes
Bping in on a sweating hovse, and reins up hastily.

furriners nre on us!" he eries. "'l'l)nm'c-'r. a whole
tugs an’ barges an' ships o' war headin’ in for Frinton
! i’ thousands o' men aboard! They're Germans, an'
W e land!"” -
in Sam Villiers was at lis side in 2 moment.

far off are they?” E
e mile out when T left, an’ comin’ in fast. I secd the
pard 'em wi' my owd telescope, an’ the sun glintin' on
Imets ; un’ I've tried to sond messages at the telegraph-
but none can't get through. They tells me all the
cut. Let me gol l,mun:xuah onl’

b - .

g : v 3 "
£ non column attack and capture the scheol
1 ght.
Wever, Bam Villiers and hix brother, Steve, manage to
g and gain the Colchester garrison, who have turned out
renched themselves for the defence while the muin
8 gome up.
Boy scouts tell their story 1o the British general, and,
L8 good sleep, £o out and reconnoitre,

Bllich very powerful Sleld.glasses, Sam Villiers kees s hat
Mfuan commander haspitehed his tent on a round pateh
'Irluw. \rwlhero' n lnu:{ tum:el he knows of ends,

g there's no time 8 explain to you now."
b his brother, * But (-umf_\eblrn;:"l'uIr.-u)npIf g
E general,
Whutes lator Sam enters General Nugont's

ligrs, " umi' Sir Sholto, ** what ig 1t7"

W Bive.me a chance 1 t} ) i W
ring of the German l‘!ll!ll;:.r'l‘h R zou news
I Nugent tapped inpatiently with his foot,

Hews oan you get me? The position of the enemy
ku«_:wn. My seouts have informed me of that, and
Ilh m guns, If you were a wizard, and could tell
erman commander's plans, or capture me the dis-

snid
I'm going

tent,

NEXT
URSDAY:
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o

patches and plans from his tent table, T might employ you,"
said the general, with a short, irritable laugh.

“Done!"™ said Sam. f

“Stop him! The boy's mad!" said the general, “ He
sha'n't o

But Sam had :aluted, and <lipped quietly out of the tent,
nor did the centry know which way he had gone,

He Jeft the British lines, and wade his way rapidly and
silently eastwards in the direction of the German camp.

Arranging with his brother to be in readiness with two
Lorses to help him escape, Sam gains the old Roman conduit,
and walks along the tunnel until he finds himself under the
tent of General Von Adler, commander of the Kaiser's Fifth
Army Corps. The goneral was there alone for the moment,
s0, with a powerful heave, Sum sent the stone toppling over
backwards, and swung himself nimbly up through the open-
ing. The German general. turncd in his chair, extending
his hand, to grasp o heavy revolver that lay on the table,

(Now go on with the Story.)

The Capture of the German Plans.

Before the German's fingers could touch the weapon, Sam
sprang in with a left-handed drive that took the goneral full
upder the side of the jaw, and fairly lifted him from the
ground,

All the forée of the young Britisher's ginewy body went
into that blow, and the heavy German was laid flat on his
back, striking his head shirply against the corner of a
despateh-box on the ground,

Almost at the same instant, roused by the ery, the sentry
who stood at the tent-flies rushed in with a guttural shout,
and threw his riflo to his shoulder.

Sam had already snuatehed up the revolver, and a quiel
anap-shot, without aim, was only just in time io topple
the sentry on to his face. The rille axploded, and the man
dropped on his hands and knoes, coughing and einking
slowly, with a dead-white fage,

The instant the shot was fired Sam darted fo thh table,
and, with a quick glance at the papers on it, enught up a
gouple of bundles of them and an open which he

A Tale of Tom Merp: & Co
By MARTIN GLIFBORD
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“ Eyery Thursday,

: ] ] ls saved us from
s hill here, where one of your patro !
::r:m ose papers came from Gc!n?ml_&n:: Adler a];uble,
v i g Ham simply.

1 they're the ones you want, ' said 2 5

T] }“';p:u-va!}-t-.u'cely seomed to hear. He u:;a rulr]mip{g‘

6l the despatchies and nmsm rapidly, as thou i u]
it. In dead silence wo_examined them all, anc

b nded on siler % .
quickly to his aide-de-camp, he gave his orders

B, turning

J: . . . 15
‘o companies of Engincers instantly to prepare
ul[lndﬂizr?arhl'gol: aver the Colne !  Warn Captain (:relgl)t«l)lz
lig battery at once on the -of hill on_our ngd‘
Devone and Rutlands to wib draw instantly towar ?
inhoe, under cover of the rise, and guard the refreat o
ine regiments. 'The German  Fourth Army_(.orps_km
1R in on us from Manningtree, while Von Adler attacks

n the front!
o whe d

ek : 4
Yo lf pluck and nerve have saved us from being caught
vats in a teap !’ he said. * There is no time to toll you
of the service you have done us. These despatches hold
e whole key to the German plans. Sentry, my horde—

. 1

1 Ewiola force was buzzing in less than a minute, as if
Sa 's nows to the general hzd t_lrupswd a bombshell in it.
Bt knowing what was in the capturec despatches, neither of
' [ovs were sure what had happened; but the orders flew
A like hail, for Sir Sholto was a man of action. not of
ch, and Sam saw that the plan of defence was changing.
was juet then th

wrasped Sam's hand in his with,

4

4 l\F
Ty ; e tent, and Stephen held his
o as he entered, and quickly emerged again.
41 Lelieve I've got to touch you for £601" grinned Sam.
W' Vou shall bave it at my quarters to-night, if wo're both
whive 1" said the aide, ~.f)rin|{.i‘ng into the saddle, ** for 1 never
Y.

& bet so willing ou're “”W‘
g ¢ .
“Ho galloped away in a cloudg ek, Just as a scout whirled

o report,
B The Germans akg
gharal appeate
e An’ v

B¥ing on us, sir!” he eried, as the
eir advance guard has started|”
@"fnet in time, thanks to the kids!” said the
Be i# moustache, as he cantered lwaf.

i firet screnm of the German shells was heard overhead,
gantly two Brifich batteries replied. The whole forma-
ey altered, and, the boys were at sca as to what
going on, tiﬁ they came upon their acquaintance, the
gjutant, who for the moment was waitin th ny
ile two batialions of infantry filed rapidly by.

" Hallo, kid=!" he said cheerfully. ‘ You're just in fime
see us shedaddle.” "

* Skedaddle!  What do you mean?” said Stephen indig-
tly. ' Bkedaddle before a pack of Germans!”

*Not exnctly that,”’ said the adjutant; * but we've gol to
ke oup & position where we can whack ‘em better. The
I rman’s got news—deuce knows how—that another German

f Corps i moving down from the north to cut us off,
jich would make this place just a rat-trap for us, with old
Adler in front, There's ju-t time for us to get through,
‘on the other side of the Colne, where we
" st lots of 'em, and sock ‘em in the
if the

‘ g kle us, half hour, and we'd have
I cut off and wiped out to t man; to
news, we're safe, most of us,

Oh, lord, but
.Wll:yi"
y? Begause 1y . b0 gwith my regiment to
evw- porition. “TRYET] eﬁﬁ' adrony-of mounted
fls Laticry left here to hold Von Adler back while
't away, an’ they'll have all the fun.”
Vhat'll happen to 'em?"” said Steve,
They'll gel wiped out, I'm afraid,” said the "adjutant
rly. They V& got to be sacrificed, that the bulk of the
de may be saved,

Ry ",‘",“-" excliimed Sam, “they're the forlorn hope,
! Ain't there any r them?"

should eay not, for th&Germans'll be closin’ in from
m;l'ﬂ‘ﬂ.p. There's just a sportin’ chance—say,
Y 1o one. Hameo of the mounted infantry'll be able to
in“.;:\‘i- ilw:melveu at the lask, mayhe, but 1 think the
0 got mo ; g
R L e S R i
the boys remained where they wore, @ ac
troops, and one by ane, a!.yl rn[;icrlol:):::h.th:h:\lﬁ‘i}::
nte and cavalr filed by, making, with all speed, for
Btant line of ‘the River Colne and the slopes behind
‘to Colchester. Every now and then German shells
mnngbhugh over the rising ground that sheltered the
and burst with rending crashes close to the serried
men,  One exploded in the midst of a squadron of
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Lancers, and killed a dozen 1hen and horses; but that wa#
mere chance, for the gunners were firing by guess. i ;

[t seems beastly,” righed Stephen, ™ to be hooking it
like this.” o L

“ We aren't hooking it, you young ass! We're takin' up
u stronger position, an’ the general's as smart as they make
‘em! It takes a jolly good man to make up his mind an
do the right thing in such a hurry. He's hit on the only
plan for saving the bulk of his forces CGosh, there comes
another ghell!  Listen to our guns hammering back ab om!

“ The doomed battery,” said :"slul:x:-n, "“the one that's gut-
to stay an’ be wiped out. They've got to stay an face it.

The boys glanced at each other. " ;

“ Then we'll stay, too,”” said Sam. * Who knows, we might
be useful,

If it comes to a ride for our lives at the end of
it, we're equal to that.

We've had o bit of practice,”

“T'm game,” said Stephen. * With a horse each we can
hang on till the last minute, an’ we ghall !\gnru somethin's
We've had no orders, an’ we're on our own.”

“ Where are the horses? What did you do with 'em!

“1 took 'em out of harm’s way behin®l the lines, an®
tethered ‘em to a tree while you gave the general youe
despatches.  Come on, I'll show you!” - ¥, J

“ Blow it all, somabady’ll have collared them, an’ we can't
do anything without harges! You oughtn't to have left them,
kid 1™ .

On hurrying to the spot, however, they found one u!: the
horsas— the Uhlan's hlm-L charger they had captured at Greye
frinra. Stephen's horse, the chestnut hunter, was gone.

“Herves yon right!” said Sam, loosing the black, ** Rome
thief of u mounted infantryman has bagged him, of course,
hecaunse his own mount’'s gone lame.” A

“Wall, you can't talk, after helpin' yourself to everything
you c«mhl-{l_v your hands on,” said Stephen. ** Shall 1 go an'
gteal another?”’

“No chance of that now—the whole camp’s gone. The
black'll have to carry us both, like he did before, if it comes
to a run.’’

The boys made a_wide circle, and went round to the back
of the battery, which had placed itself on g high spur of
ground. They did not go right up-to it, ner let themselves
be seen, for fear of Being ordered away ; but, taking advnntnfge
of a hollow in the rear, S8am made the black charger he
down—as all dragoon and scout horses are trained to do—
well under cover, and the boys laid themselves flat behind che
whin-bu:hes, where they could see all without being seen.

“ My great James,” muttered Sam, ** this is war at last)
Look at.the beggars coming!™

Right away across the rolling plain, like the inhabitants of
a score of anthills on the march, came Von Adler’s army
corps. The German legions, spreading out or closing in in
all directions, were moving steadily towards the Britigh

osition, while three batteries on the heights sent a hail of
ﬁigh-p«)wrr shells pelting over the slope. They came seream-
ing overhoad, and bursting with a fiendish noise, and the
continuous crash was deafening.

The mounted infantry General Nugent had left behind
were answering with s cool, steady fire from the trenches
Their horses were behind the hill, held ready for the final
dash for life, one man to every four beasts, where the rifle-
fire of the enemy could not reach them. One hissing shell
burst within thirty feet of the boys, flinging the dirt and
stones over them, -and one of the Britich guns was already
silenced and its erew shattered,

It was war—the grim, deadly reality, bringing death and
disaster with it, and it was the first the boys had seen of a
great foree advancing in full strength, and i fighting forma-
tion. So terrific was the hail of rifle-bullets and the destrucs
tion dealt by the guns, that the boys were dumb-struck and
bewildered.  Far away to the right, on their own rear, a dull
boom was heard, and another.

‘““Hea!” said Bam, pointing back where the smoke rose.
“ Nugent's sappere are blowing up the bridges over the
Colne, They're only leaving one, hu's got the most of his
forces across already.”

The Cermans saw the move by which the British general
had tricked them, and were pushing ahead their men with
all speed to try and cut off the retreating columns, As
Nugent's troops passed rapidly to the Colne and over it, the
German batteries played on them heavily, and inflicted a
good deal of loss, but the range was long and the time shfort.'
Oar mounted infantry and the plucky British gunners
]o!f behind to, cover the retrent, directed their whole
efforts on keeping back the enemy’s legions that were racing’
to prevent Nugent's regiments from getting across.

Our battery, taking no notice of anything else, poured ite
shells into the attacking Germen battalions which threatened
to cut up the retreat. The Cerman guns hammered them,
and they hammered the oncoming regiments and cavalry.
It was a race as to whether the German guns silenced our

(Continued on Page 27,)
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| INVADED!! (contiruss

aalatter conld check the invaders, who were
ugent's troops from getting safely across

Yo lolding 'em!’ cricd Sam excitedly, as the on-
: B% woere thrown into confusion by the Britizh
( gn ave all but across!’
nmm—e of our guns!” groaned Stephen, as
lemolished and their pieces dismounted.
#done their work!” cried Sam, as the last
Cbattalions doubled over the Colne, and a
ter 'a mullled boc

¥
wed b We've done 'em
& cheer, when su
0 :mrlht\'urd.
there!’ =
on what would have been the British eft
;.]Iﬂll ~!;|.~.‘|‘ll_ came a _,u i
Von Adler’s. ' {
advance

denly he wheeled round

i 5
. gre yet far distant;
cavalry was sweeping
Cepmh army corps from Manningtree!"”
hey'd have wiped our br‘i.fada out if Nugent
" jews in time ! returned Stephen excitedly.
hey'll only wipe us out instead,” said Sam grimly.

hrea German battalions.and a ~quadron of
Adler's foree that were making-veady-to
the last British guns wore silenced. One
# Bring, till a shell from the overwhelming
arman batteries avrecked it and killed the
fhat cerved M. e other had swung round to
g squadrons from the north, and was pour-
am.  Then the hreechlock jummed, and a
“thrapnel cut down the gunners who served
h gun was silenced.

s!" =aid Sam grimly, as the converging
ame sweeping in on either side, their
sun, aud the lond * Hoch, hoch!'" of
ot the aiv, " Get your liftle rifle to
i® wall. go out fighung."

7 nif‘éq oy £ i 3 o :
H "Black Charger Saved the Last Gun!
the Leo-Meoiford he had beside

v, -~

“momaiil. both™ e boye wished they had

of the forees, Tho sudden onslaught of

mlry, sweeping in from both sides, seemed

o of escape,

befare them on the little hilltop~tho

the Wrecked guns—spoke plainly of the fate

m.  ¥or o moment Sem had thought of
b 1t, With his brother, on the black horse;

L “;l"l‘hmlf-‘ﬁ it seem, now that the second

0 nn\'rl|r3"_il|1]_w‘nrﬂ. on the rear side, that he

ew Their Ollly ghance was to hide in the

shes, arid hope to bo overlosked,

pmStephon roused him,

Mg the gun! They'ra goin' to try and save

him, his

ot

of both the boys, a team of four fine
funner astride the ofi-leader, came dashing
that was standing—the one whose breech
swinging round, were hitched on in a
fid thought hor whole crew was killed--
mained, and, with the man on the leador,
piece round in a twinkling, and dashed
s the flashing German squadrone came
 slopa,

3 4
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If they can try it, we willl® eried Bam, pull-
r and springing inte the
Thera may bo o way

YRy gam!
ing the black charger (o his h"jl'!,
faddle. +Up bebind, Steve, quick!

ROE » river vet !’
M'K‘\".:,:.h"]:::-mg;‘-‘.l.q' like a \\I;Erh\hur:‘dn\hm;-; down the
slope, steaight for the distant stream, I'o go thut way had
ceomed folly to Sam—it was the only way open, but now the
bridges were gone, and the enemy pressing forward, he had

ought it madne:s,
H'“llll‘: t,ho gunners the only ones -".'.r':i\'i‘!lﬁ.' of the whaole
gollant battery—thought otherwise, and Sam guessed they
knew what they were doing. The gun was no mere ﬁ«hli
gun, but one of the powerful Royal Artillory pieces, anc
it was worth any desperate venture while a chance remained
of saving it from: the enemy’s clutches, It went thundering
down the hillside in greai jerks and bounds, the stout
horses with their bellies 1o the ground, and Ehc man on the

imber drove as only the horse-gunners can drive, )

: Taking a n\\'oopm)g eurve round the base of the hill, the
gunners gained a long lead, for they liad already a good
start, and the German husears behind were thrown out by
the rough ground, and had to make a circuit. Sam and
Siephen, loft behind by the team, galloped furiously along
in its rear. ’

m'.[l‘h‘enuwu no one to help either gunners or boye. The
mounted infantry had been mearly demolished, and the
survivors had already fled to the westward. A vicious hail
of bullets sang round the fugitives from a German battalion
that had gained the hilltop, but the two squadrone of
cavalry were now away behind, riding like the wind (o
p;:]\rn::« the prize. :

“1If there's & way acrosz, the eweeps won't catch us;
eried Sam. * They'll save the gun, an'—ah 1"

With & lurch and a stagger the off-lead horse of the gun
wont down heavily, shot through the head, The wheels
pasced over the body of the gunner who rode it,. and. the
gun was checked.

“They'll never do it with
dismay. ' They're as good as eaught-—-' 4

“Then let's give ‘em’ ours!™ choited Stephen. ™ Bring
up alongside!"

** Well done, Steve ! cried his brother,

here wog no time to think of their own chances, or
speculate on the odds. The deed was no =ooner thought of
than done. Sam shouted to the driver, the mext moment
they had pulled up alongside the gun, and Stephen had

Jumped down,

The horsegunners do not need telling what to do in an
energency. In a twinkling the driver had taken the traces
off the dead horse and hitched the black charger in his
place as off-leader,

" You'll have to ride him|” shouted the gunner to Sam,
bounding to his place again on the gun. ** Keep him on the
right leg, an' sit for your life! Jump up here on the
limber, kid!" he cried, pulling Rteve up as he lashed the
horses to a gallop again, * Here's the Dutchies down on
usl™

Away went the gun in a clend of dukt, the horsce flying
like mad things, The delay had been all but fatal, for the
pursuing squadron wus now c¢lose upon them; the furious
drumming of “the horees’ hoofs making the very ground
shake.  Stephen east a look behind, and saw the fﬂuh of
the sabres, wiid the grim; bronzed German faces glowering
as they swept on in a cloud of dust

* Brace your feel._ on the limber, kid !’ eried the driver,
steering with amaging ¢kill; his eyes bent fiercely on the
conrso before them, [ If you get jolted off, you're done for!
Scott, I'd give hoth my e¢yes to do the beggars now!
There's the river, ahead!”’ i

“Can wo across i’
way in front?

" Ita the last bridge "

“I thought they were all blown up!” gasped Btephen, the
words jorked out of him as the gun bounced and tore along
over the rough moad,

Ho stared ahead through the dust, bewildered by tho
noise and speed, and, to his surprise, xaw right in front,
the pile-built wooden bridge over the Colne, with three or
four khaki-clad hgures on the far side watching the chaso
anxicusly.

“ Them's sappers! They've mined the bridge, bul they've
holdin’ up to let us get across|” coughed the driver hoarsely.
* By snnkes, but if we can keep in front till we reach it,
those pigs behind'll get a' good old surprise |

“They've got us!” thought Blephen, but he did not say
£0.

It scemed to him hopeless, as he took another glance back,
that they could eseape the swords behind. But that the
Georman horses had travelled far, and were nearly epent, tho
gun would have been captured before now,

“On, on!l"’ yelled the leader of the troop, a purple-faced.

r
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three Liorses!"

evied Sam, in

exclaimed Stephen, ““Is that a



whitesmeustached German, spurring his beast till its sides
were red. * Bpurt on, gome of you, and cut thom off I"

“ We have them, right enough!" growled a deeper voice
beside him, nearly drownoed in the rour of the hoof-beats.

* Hi, you on the leader!” shouted the driver. ' D'yve see
the bridge ahead?"” o

“Yes!" called Bam, without looking.

" Keop that black beast o' yours straight, then, if vou
love your life! It's touch an’ go!”

e galloping squadron was not twenty yards behind
when pursued and pursuers dashed up to the bridge; and,
shortly before they reached it, the men in khaki on the
other side suddenly left their places, and ran awiftly,
shouting to the driver us they went.

“Thoy've fired it!" eried the artilleryman, lashing his
horaes into one last effort. ** Now for the harvest of war!
It's us, or they!"

Stephon scarcely understood what he meant, for the noise
drowned the shouted warning of the sappers. The gun
thundered across the bridge, gﬂm lashing ti:/.- black charger
with the slack of the reins. One furious dash, and they had
gained the other side. The Colne was passed, nnd a fierce
shout broke from the driver's throat as Stephen looked back.

He had barely time to catch one glimpse, when an amazing
thing happened. The on-rushing Germans reached the bridge
and dashed on to 1t at full epeed. It disappeared beneath
their horses’ hoofs, and then came a mighty, ear-splitting
crash. Men, horses, and timber were blown badily into the
air by a fearful explosion, that seemed to rend the very sky.

In that gingle fraction of a second, bridge and troop were
wiped from the fuce of the carth, and the rescued gun, barely
out of reach of the explosion, swept onwards slony the baea
of the hill, ns the maddened horses broke from all control,

The gun was saved!

The Germans in Check.

The fearful shock of the explosion made Btephen reel so,
that he all but fell under the gun-wheels, By luck and in
stinet, he managed, somehow, to cling on as they went flying
along at the hardest pace yet, for the crash behind had sent
the. gup-horses noarly frantio, At last, b turning them
straight up the steep slope, the driver stopped them, and Sam
slipped down from his lathered horse as the driver and
Stephen sprang off the limber.

*“Put it there!’ roared the artilleryman, holding out his
horny hand, and giving Sam a grip that nearly broke his
fingers. ** You, too, kiddy!” he said to Stophen, ** By ghe
living hookey, we owe it to you an' your horse that the dirty
Dutchies dicn’t get the gun! Blazes, but you're a plucky
pair o' kids "

* It was a near thing 1" said Stephen, looking very white,
as he glanced back, for the river was an uncanny sight to
see.  Nothing remained of the bridge but its two ragged
ends, and the sluggish stream was half-choked with the
ghastly remnants of tho disaster to the Prussian troop. The
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general wants to sce you at once!"”
a8 1

that we've a

As goon as you'd cleared the bridge, Iiig
the rear to touch it off—it's done by dec
and he lifted the whole lot of "em into ghat
seore. i
“1 thought yon were firing th indow 3
the artillerymans. n(.‘.(,,grf_.;ﬁo::ﬂ‘!{“ft
they'd spotied you—axpected they'd see Wi
** Not they; they were too keen on euttin
nearly got you A8 owas, Our gunnecs
couldn’t fire w] tle You wero so close tg
range waa too long, an’ they'd have wipa
N"F(‘“t s all right now; his yuns comman
and there isn't a bridge left. Come alone
got toreport. 1 say, you Kids must join th
you grow up.” R
" Grow up? Confound your gl "
* Borry I gaid the eubaltern, laughifigy
be jolly glad to hove you. Ours is the cor
“Engineers be blowed!” growled the aph
his breath. * They must ba horse gunners
** We'ro scouts, if we're anything,” said
“Well, that's better fun than cither, I
the subaltern  *“'None of the other gup
they 1" 3
** Wiped ont, sir,” taid the gunner laco nic:
better men than me left tp on the hill thara®
Suff and weary, the little party jous
British position, Bam .nce more astri
charger; and as they trotted in past the fel
cheor was raised on every ha Llie young
first to receive them
** By Jove, you youngsters are going itl
saw the whole thing, an' there isn't a cof
that wouldn't fight to have you. I can te

B

R i T

pad Stephen went straightway to

where GenéfssNugent rocoived them he
“T'm coasing to be rised at anythin
sters do!” he said. T noVeMexpect el
guns.  As for the rest, I'm freo tOM

fr—

pull my brigade out of the ugliest trap ovEriN,
“ Are our forees all right now, sir?" o od B
Sir Sholto laughed.
“ It isn't usual for a C.O. to answer guBet
he eaid; * but_aiter what lzou'\-'a done fogy
position here that can hardiy be ta
reinforcements and fresh batteries hurrying ,
to support us, we oan keop ”lq Germans 10
strong enough to strike. f‘lmy ve got us
you see, by this sudden raid, and thoy're Hives
the Kaiser has a tough job in front of hi 1 be
his mark on England,” added the genernl g
The boys listened eagerly. Like most of 1l
the thick of things, and doing the fighting
much less

——

not reached the bridge
when  the fatal  moment
came, were galloping for

fow remaining, who had
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their lives back to the dis-
tant Cierman linos.

“ Well done, the horse-

nothing 10

read tho

gunnors " called the four
engineers in  khaki, run-
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ot into o g hed tale of y mon all’l o
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it long before,” said the § of D'Arcy, The EDITOR. o

subaltern of the engincers,
“and when we saw  you
chaps making a dash for
home, we waited for you.
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