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“w]] WANT to speak to you youngsters seriously,

NEXT .
THURSDAY:

Tale of Tom Merry & Cir.

<

“TOM MERRY, SGOUT LEADER.” *

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

EVERY THURSDAY,

OO PO OO O L OO

it . 8

Complete Stories for Everyone, and Every Story a Gem!

CHAPTER 1.,
The Juniors Who Were Good.

said
Jack Blake,

The chuma at 8tudy No. 6, in the School House
at Bt. Jim's, received this romnrk characteristically,
Herries grunted, Digby grinned, and Arthur Augustus
ID’Aroy jammed his oyeglass into his right eye, and sur-
veyed Blako in a leisurely way from top to toe, and toe to
top again. -

‘ Weally, Blako——"" he began.
. ""Now, don't you start, Gussy,” said Blako, with a warn-
ing shake of his'forefinger at the swell of 8t. Jim’s. * We've
got to 1‘0 in to morning lossons in a fow minutes, and T want
to speak to you youngsters soriously—"
“In the first place, I object to the term youngstahs, T
wegard it as distinetly dewogatowy to the dig. of fellows as
old as yourself, and—in one case, at least—vewy much
wisuh, In the second place—""
: ‘:ig.'lmoug’nt-. I tell you! I suppose you follows know that
o-dny—— ‘
“In the second place, deah boy—"'

No, 44 (Now Seriee),

ommwooomoommu

Jo& A Splendid Long,
Complete School Tale
of the |
~Boys of St. Jim’s.
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“ That to-day Wayland Fair opens, and as it is o Wednew
day and a half-holiday, we can't do Letter than—-""

“In the second place— ) ’ Yy

“Than run over to Wayland immediately after dinner,
and have a really ripping afternoon,” said Jack Blake,
ignoring Arthur Augustus. ‘“Tom Moerry suggested it to
me, and he is going with Manners and Lowther, and thought
it would be a good idea to make up s party. That's why I
want to speak mriousl‘v to you."

“ Weally, Blake—"'

“ Bhut up, Gussy, and let your uncle speak! I want to *
speak to you kida seriously. any of you are detained
tRia afternoon, the expedition will be a muck-up as far as
the detained person ix concerned. Each of you, therefore,
is to be good—as gond as the Krlu-littlo boy in the prize
little story-book, Stop that cackling, Dig, when your uncle
is apeaking seriously to you., I suppose you want me to-
take you to the fair?" said Blake sevorely, ; .

‘* T should uttahly wefuse to be taken to the fair, I am
quite willin’ to go-and look aftah you fellows." '

*Oh, I'll come!"” said Herries. " * My billdog wonld like
a little run this afternoon.” .

“1f you bring your bulldog to, Wayland Fair he will die

~ ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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a |;:dden death,” said Juck Bloke. *I'm getting fed up HOf all the giddy asses!” murmured Blake. *This is
with your bulldog." because I spoke to them seripusly and warned them.
"Y‘;uu, I quito agwee with Blake there. The wotten good, Both of them detained this afternoon|. My hat["

bwute tore n gweat hole in my twousahs only o fow weeks ‘* Blessed duffers " grunted Herries, , ‘ b

ngo.” . _ . The third -lesson was German, and Herr Schneider came
‘1 suppose you looked at him,” grunted Herries. - in to conduct the Fourth Form on a more or less In%unln"

. " Weally, Howwies—" ) excursion among German irregular verbs.’ In the | ot'mm
* Now, don’t begin arguing,’” said Blake. ‘‘Iiiston while lesson Herries came to &ri f.  Herries knew everything

I'm tolking seriously to you. You've all got to be q:‘l,‘Od’ nbout dogs, but what he did not know about German woul
s0 a8 not to be detained t{in afternoon. It was really Tom  have filled dictionaries, And Herr Behneider, being a con.
' Merry's suggostion. He and Manners and Lowther are  scientious ientlemtn. devoted as much attention to the dull

oing to be very geod. I don't want to leave any ef you- members of his claes as to the bright ones—a vonscientious
ﬁidn ehind——"" % discharge of duty for which Herries did, not bless him. .
* 4T ghould wefuse to be left behind.” * Das ist der ewige Gesang,” said Herr Schneider, . * Now,
“Hallo!  There’s ‘the class-room tinkle,” said Digby. try mit yourself, Hetries, and do not giff up tat casy
 Come on 1" sentence, Mein' Himmel! I tink tat tat pay vill be te

“Wait a tick! You understand that I'm anking despair of me, I have inatruct you a hundrgg times, and

sariously, and that you've all got to be good, and— E.’m not understand and you alvays forget, ain’t it. Go on,
“1 suppose you don’t want to make a start b{ being late erries.” e .
for class,” said Digby. “Come on, you duffer! Come on, ° ! That is the-—~the—the—" - e
Gussy 1" - 3 ! Tat is ﬂiht, g0 far. Das ist der ewige Gesang.” &
“Pway don't huwwy like that, deah boys, I weally—" *“That is the—=" &+ .. ; P .
But the chums of the Fourth did not stop to listen. ““Go on, mein poﬁi" said Herr Schneider encouragingly,
Having rosolved to be very good, so as to run no risk of “That is the—the earwig;” said- Ha_rriea’ in a sudden

being detained that afternoon, it was necessary to be in  brilliant burst, - * That is the earwig singing.’

good time in the class-room. Blake, Herries, and Dlsby Herr Schneider stood petrified for a moment. He had

joined the stream of juniors who Wwere. pouring in. ut  heard some queer German in the lower Forma at 8t. Jim's

Arthur Augustus, who regarded hurry as somewhat dero- in his time, but he had never heard “owige’ tranalated

gatory to ﬁiu dignity, followed at a more leisurely pace, ‘' earwig’ before. .

with the result that he was a couple of minutes behind time “Tat—tat is vat?" ho said at last dazedly. * Repeat dem

in olass, : words mit yourself, poy.” ;
Mr. Lathom, the aster of the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim’s, _ *“ Das ist der ewige Gesang,” said Herries boldly. - “ That

blinked at him over his glasses, Mr. Lathom was the is the earwig singing.”

kindest-hearted. of litile ‘men, and- his .Form took full “ Mein Gott I~ " ‘

advantage of that fact. But sometimes Mr. Lathom had a “You ass!” whispered Jack Blake, “It's cternal; it

it of energy, and resolved to show the Fourth that he was means-eternal I” &

not to be trifled with. Then, for about a couple of days, he !*Oh, T beg your pardon, sir!" said Herries. *“Das ist

would become perfectly Draconic in his severity, and the der ewxge Gesang—that is the eternal earwig singing.” 4

Fourth would be made to fairly ‘sit up,” as Figgins of the = The Fourth Form went off into a roar; they could not |

New House termed it. And unfortunately for the juniors ~ help it. It was, long before Herriea was allowed to forget

who had resolved to be good, Mr. Lathom was in one of his  the ‘“eternal catwig.” Herr Bobneider’s grim face relaxed

reforming moods that morning. ; into something like a grin. ’ '
Ho bli:hod at the awell of gt. Jim's with unusual®everity. “ Herries, 1 tink tat you vas te stupidest poy tat nefer vas

Arthur Augustus was fnkip{o:lia place, and smoothing out  pefore,” he said. *I tink tat I let you atay in te class-room

o oreaso in his faney waistooat, when the master of the an hour dis afterncon, and write out tat sentence and te

Fourth rapped out his name. English. *Das ist der ewige Gesang ’ shall ndered mi
S AD. " ‘_’I‘gat is the eternal son 52 and dgré ia nﬁi’i’:".ﬁ'{f e?:-t
“Yaas, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, looking up. vicks in tat line. Mein Gott! Earvicks! If I not possess
Y You aro late.” te patience of Bhob, I cane you mit pointer! You vill
“T am extwemely sowwy, Mr. Lathom.” writa tat out for an hour dis aiternoon, Herries. Earvicks!
* That does not alter the fact that you are late, D'Arcy.” Mein Gott " i
“ Weally, sir, a8 one gentloman to anothah, I twust that an 1 Oh, lor’ ' grunted Herries, f
apology is sufficient to set the mattah wight,” said D’Arcy. And you, Bluke"—Jack Blake i“ml'-'ﬁl‘*" you vas tell |
The %‘ourth Form giggled, and Mr. Lathom frowned. Herries-—"" !
“Then you are quite mistaken, D'Arcy. I am resolved "Oh. sir | - i
to keep order in this Form,” said Mr. Lathom firmly; and “Do You d‘!“?. tat you tell Herries vun vord 1" |
thon the Fourth groaned in spirit. When Mr. Lathom said Oh, no, sir!” said Blake resignedly, “I told him one |
that he was rosolved to keep order in that Form, it nlways “":’.‘"'; ir, .,
meant the same thing—that he was on the reforming tack. ' Tat is vat I tink.. You may stay in mit Herries, and |
“You are two minutos late, ID’Aray. You will remain in  Write out te vord you tell him for an hour tis afternoon.”
tho olags-room for an hour this afternoon.” Blake gasped.
D'Arcy's face fell, The lesson Hrocoedod. but a cloud of glumness hung over
“0Oh, weally, sip=—'" the juniors who had resolved to be good. (
‘“That is enouﬁb D'Arcy. Wo will now proceed.” 4 '
And the Fourth Form proceeded, Arthur Augustus looked CHAPTER 2
dismayed. He had sometimes been as much as five minutes . :
late, and the Form mastor had only warned him of what Mr. Railton to the Rescue, '
lie would do next time. OM MERRY came out of the Shell class-room with a !
Bai Jove!” murmured D'Arcy. *This is howwidly d(\cldﬁd]{ cheerful courtenance. = The chums of the
8hell, like Blake and his comrades, had resolved to

unlucky ! 1 wegard Mr, Lathom in the light of a beast.,” /
Blake, Herrios, and Digby looked daggera at their be good. They had had more success in that new line than '}~
unfortunate chum, They had made an effort and arrived at  the Fourth-Formers, P“'h“g‘ it was tho change that agreed
the class-room punctunlly, and they felt that Arthur Augustus  with them, as Monty Lowther suggested. iet all events,
ought to have done the same. And during the second  virtue had brought its reward, and the Terriblo Three came
«lesson Digby ocould not help expressing his feelings to  out without a single impot to detain thom for any fraction

D"I'\;lﬂgwmnﬂ}: wlh'jrﬁs' of an ass do you ocall yourselfi” h of‘ﬂg;nlj;:doe;}'lilnto:'hﬁteﬂmﬁ w littl !

asked withurif\gly. when Mr., a-Lnthgm's bmkyown:ﬂ!urnada. morning, 1 th]ﬁik we'vo scrupod"th;m;h np!‘t@:?;"::ﬁng utlTé i

g5 i U oy Xt Y
o By e Yl Juriisg - . e e e bR W Yador Br i ‘ ,l

round suddenly. He;' 'neem%d,‘to be gifted that morfning witﬁ that we were bﬂinl:r’ good, and that itrgwortm?tr peramﬁoteﬁmmt &,

a much keener sense of hearing than usual. *‘As you can-  pull the august leg of our Form master. But it turted |

not koep silent in the class-room during lessons, you may out all right.”
remain in an hour this nfternoon and keep” D'Arcy ** It hasn't turned out so well for those Fourth Form kids,
company, I think,"” remarked Manners. * They are looking as if they
*“Oh, sir!"" gasped the unlucky Digby. wore going to a funeral.”
*Bilence in olass |’ The Fourth Form were coming out, and it was true that
~And Digby sat orushed. Jack DBlake and Herries the chums of Study No. 6 were E:oking very dejected,. Tom
oxchanged looks of haopelessness. Merry looked at tﬁem inquiringly,

s s
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l v Good old Pongo-!- chuckled Wally. * He never can see another dog without wanting to fight him ! | ,

* How has it worked?” he asked. *‘ Weren't you good?”

* Oh, good enough!” growled Blake, * Gussy started the
ball rolling lﬁ' coming in late—=—""
“Weally, Blake. I was only two minutes late, and on

most occasions our wospected Form mastah doesn't jump
on a fellow like that.”’ X

“ He'as got one of his periodical fits on,” growled Blake.
“D’'Arcy was late, and Dig started jawing him—=""

“I was only calling him an ass,"” sail Digby.

“ Well, I'm not disputing that you were quite right, as
far as that goes, but you ought to have kept an eye on
Lathom. Then Herries had to bungle the Deutch——""

1 5uprou you don’t blame me for that," said Herries
indignantly. *'I was being awlully careful, and it was

Sehnoider's fault.”

‘“Blossod if I know how you make that out.”

“Why, hasn't he told _us himself that lots of German
words aré just like their English equivalents—like Stuhl for
stool, and Mann for man, and Hut for hat, and Grun for
(ireen, and Weise for white, and eo on. Wuil, when I can’t
get on to a word, ‘I try to work it out on that system,

. phonetically, and I put it to you fellows doesn’t ewige sound
us if it meant earwig?”’

“ Barwig!” yelled Tom Merry. “ Ha, ha, ha!”

Jack Blake grinned.

** The dummy construed ‘ Das ist der ewige Gesang’ into
*That is the etornal carwig singing——'"'

The Terrible Three shrieked.

1 didn’t say eternal till you told me,” said Herrics.

* Well, ass, I was trying to mnke you understand that it

woan't earwig. The worst of it is, that Schneider spotted
me ’?onohmg him, and dropped on me, and I'm detained,

‘“‘That's hard cheese,” said Tom Merry sympathetienlly.
*“The lot of you detained. This is what mnmr:n”{( Ilr;i:i:;

.nT

o
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OM MERRY, SCOUT LEADER.”

to bo good. I suppose it's really no good starting thess
things too suddenly.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—=""

“ You ought to have been 'cuter,” said Monty Lowther.
“Now, I was pulling Linton's leg in the Latin lesson a
treat, and he never spotted it—=""

* Indeed, Lowther,”” said Mr. Linton, the master of the
Shell, coming out of the class.-room. ‘I had my suspicions,
and I am glad to have them confirmed.” ] .

Monty Lowther turned crimson, and looked as if he wished
the floor would open and swallow him up, as indeed he did.

* You will stay in this afternoon, Lowther, and write out
a hundred lines in the cluss-room,’” Mr, Lynton said grimly.

“ Oh, sir—really—I—I—=""

Mr, Linton passed on without listenin?. Tom Merry and
Munners looked dismayed, tut the Fourth-Formers chuckled.

“You ought to have been ’cutor,”” said Jack Blake,

arodying Lowther’s remark. * You ought not to have

n caught napping like that,”

“Oh, don't rot!" said Lowther crossly. *‘‘How was I to
know the villain was just coming out of the cluss.rcom? It's
all the fanlt of you kids, keeping ue jawing here”

“0Oh, weally Lowthah, you cannot say we wished you to
jaw, you know. I have often pwotested against your jawin'
so much. I appeal to evewy gentleman pwesent.”

*“Oh, rata!’ said Tom Merry. ** Lowther's in for it, and
it's no good trying to reason with Linton, The afterncon’s
going to be mucked up. What 1s that New House waster
grinning at?” .

* Kxcuse my smiling,”" sald Figgins. “ You seem to bo
in a state of stow this time. I was thinking of taking you
kids to the fair——""

“Oh, go and eat coke!” .

“ &till, we'll think of you while we're there,” said Kerr,
“and I'll bring you home a rattle or something, Lotthor !
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= “Or o penny bun,” said Fatty Wynn, ,
“ Oh, let's bundle these New House rotters out, anyway !”

exclaimed Tom Merry., ‘' Their features worry me.’

to" \t’\'Tltll. we're waiting to be bundled,” said Figgins & Co.
ether,

he Terrible Three needed ro further defiance. They -

rushed at the chums of tho New House, and in a moment
a wild and whirling combat was ra in the passage.
{;Iel;‘rlcs was rushing on to help, but Jack Blake pulled him
uck,

*Hold on!"” he said. * It's three to three, and fair play’s
a jewell"

“They're New House rottors——""

“ Never mind; let ’em fight it out.”

* Yans, wathah! It will be wathah amusin’ to watch the
wottahs fightin' it out, deah boye!'” maid D'Arcy, putting
up his eyeglass, ‘

‘It was unfortunate for tho combatants that Knox, the
prefect, came along just then. Knox always hailed a chance
of being down on Tom Merry & Co., and he was not likely

‘' Btop.that row, yon young rotters!” he exclaimed. ‘' Do
you hear?, Btop it! And each of you take a hundred lines,”
and do 'em after dinner before you go out.”

%nd tho prefect stalked along the passage.

he combat coased, and the combatants glared at onme
another.  Figgine wiped o trickle of * clarec® from his
nose, and gri faintly.

“We're done in,” he remarked.

* Looks like it1” gowlod Tom Merry. ‘*All the fault of
you New House rotfers.”

** All the fault of you 8chool House dummies, you mean.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jack Blake. '*We'ra all in the
same boat. Wa{llnnd Fair is all up for to<lay.” .

‘“ Yoas, wathah! I am vewy much disappointed, because
I was thinkin' of takin’ my young bwothah Wally. Bai
Jove, there he is! WI‘I‘IJ deah boy——"

“ Hullo!” grunted dly, otherwise known as D'Arcy
minor, He was looking very downoast,

' What is the mattah, Wally?"”

* Matter enough!” growled Wally. * My Form master
wants suffocating, I was going to Wayland Fair this after-
noon, and now I'm detamned, just because I stuck a pin
into_Gibson and made him jump in second lesson."”

"* Form mastera seldom appreciate humour in lesson time,”
said T Merry solemnly, ** Especially that kind of
humour.”

“Oh, I'm not going to stick in!
ping afternoon, and t i
to ont!" ;

“'Weally, Willy, I oannot appwove of your cuttin’, as
you call it. In fact, I forbid you to cut undah sny circs,”
said Arthur Augustus imﬂrminl .

‘“Oh, don't you begin!” said \Jnl!y. -

And he walked on, looking very much out of humour.

It's going to be n‘rip-
fair will be great fun. I'm going

Tom Merry & Co. went out into tho quadrangle, looking
less cheerful than usunl. It was very hard to %o detained
that afternoon, of all afternoons. ayland Fair seemec

mote attractive than ever now that
of getting to it,

They came into dinner with serious faces. D'Arcy’s sug-
gostion that they should go to the masters in a deputation
and rattue:t. pernyjission to go out, and leave the impositions
till & later date, was frowned down. Mr, Railton, the
housemaster of the Bchool House, noticed their depressed
looks during dinner. The housemaster took an intercet in
Tom Merry & Co., and as_they went out of the dining hall
he t:rpec.l the hero of the 8hell on the ghoulder.

‘* Nothing wrong, I hope, Merry?” £
‘*Oh, no, sir,”” said Tom Merry brightly. .* Only——"
“Only whatt" asked Mr. Railton, with a smile

“Only we're detained for .
wanted to make up a party to go to Wayland
Tom Merry, \

Mvr. Railton wrinkled his brows.

‘ All your friends detained, Merry?" po

;.&" sir. It's r:léhor rou:gh e we:l:t on 'l'gm.himcour d,
K use we were in extra this morning,
and, somehow, it wo:iedg out the other sggy." :

Mr. Railton smiled.

“Yes, in that case it ix_certainly hard, Merry. Perhaps

ey had no chance

B‘uir," said

* the detention could be left till Baturday afterncon if I were

to speak to your master——"

* Oh, thank you, sir! But that wouldn’t help Figgins
& Co.—1 mean Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn. They're in the
New. House,” ‘

“H'm! They are detained by Mr. Ratoliff,” eaid the
honzemaster, who knew how little use it would be to speak
to Mr. Ratcliff on the subject.

ternoon, sir, and wo.
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ﬂg‘l‘: Oh, no, sir, by Knox, the prefect. Ho caught 'em~—us—
ting, ——'
bo“A“‘ hool House prefect cannot dot)nln New House
".N : : i
*No, sir,” sasid Tom Me rucfully. * But if Figgins
objected, Rnox would repors. the e 1o M nﬂu.
who would detain them [last “enough.”
“I see. I will speak to Knox.”
And Mr. Railton walked away looking n!z thoughtful.
*“Isn't he o brick?” said Tom Mora.-." 's been & hOH
himself, you know, and he knows little things wi
happen. 1 blieve he'd get us all off if he could.”
““Perhaps he can work the oracle,” Blake remarked hope-

fully.
18" scemed likely, for five minutes later Mr. Linton called

Lowther into his study.
words were cheering. \
“ I understand that you have some excursion planned for
this afterncon, Lowther,” he said, ‘I do not wish to in.
terfore with it, and your dotention can be left over till

Saturday if yon chooso.’ .

** Oh, _you, sir!” said Monty Lowther,

And he rejoined his frionde in great glee. A fow minutes
later Mr. Lathom extended the 'un‘: graco to the Fourth-
Formers, and, to crown all, Knox, the prefect, came along
as the 8chool House boys were telling the news to Figgins
& Co. The prefect was scowling, and was evidently very
much ‘out of humour. . i .

“You brats can go out this afterncon, if you like,” he
said unamiably. )

“Oh, thanks, Knox!"” said the jumiors, in chorus. “1It:
isn't ro much your kindness, you know, as the nice, pleasant
wa& you put it.” ;

hereat Knox scowled more blackly than ever, and stalked
off. Tom Merty & Co., chuckled.
._* Bai Jove, you know, I think we ought to go and thank
Wailton!”" said Arthur Augustus. [ only wish young
Wally was fwee to come with us—— Ow!”

He broke off with a_gaep as he received a
in the ribs, and turned to behold his younger
ning at him cheerfully.

* Weally, Wnlly, you young wottah, I wefuse to have your
wotten paws dug into my wibs like that!"”

*“It's all right, Gusl' I'm let off for the afternoon.

Hurrah 1" —

And Wally tossed his cap into the air, and in the exu.
beranco of his spirits tou«r up D’Arey’s silk hat also, and
the swell of 8t. Jim's, with a_howl of wrath, rushed off to

chase it as it sailed away on the wind.

CHAPTER 3.
OIf to the Fair. :
OM MERRY & Co., with light hoarts, made their
parations for tho oxcursion. It was a cold but
ne and clear-afternoon, just the weather for a really
ripping day out. The chums ol the Shell wore fortunately
in funds—it was usually towards the end of tho weck that
money was ‘' tight '’ in the junior studios. :
The Terrible Three, arrayed in coats and caps and thick
boots, came along the passage, and bumped at the door of
Study No. 6. They bumped it open, and looked in.
“You follows nearly ready?' asked Tom Merry.
“ Yaas, wathah!"’
*1I'm quite ready,” said Jack Blake, who was busi
ased rattling a_tin money-box, into the slit of whi
ﬁn jammed o tablo-knife, “I sha'n't bo a tick.” . :
“ What on earth are you rattling that thing for?"
“Trying to get a bob out. It's nll:dy pater's fault. He
2ent me this beastly thing, and promised to add s tanner to
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overy shilling I had saved up at the end of the term.
Fathers don’t understand. The thing's a swindle.”

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha! How much havé you got in there?"

* Well, as D’Arcy waa very flush with money last week, I
thought I could mm a couple of bob, and T did. en,
of course, Gussy to go and waste his money sending a
postal order up to London for the latest thing in neckties.”

“1 pwesume, Blake, that you would not wequsst me to
go about in an unfashionable necktie.”

I request you to shut up when I'm talking. I've tried
a dozen times to get those two bobs out, but they won't come
out, It's rotten. They've been there a week, and so I'm
ontitlod to o certain proportion of the two tannera [ shonld
have had at the end of the term; but it's no good explain-
ing that to my pater. He wouldn't understand.”

* Curious thing how these paters never do understand the
clearest things in financ matters,” Monty Lowther
remarked.

**Of course, as soon as my oapital was tied up, I had a
lot of chances for investing it,”" growled Blake. “I could
have bought young Perkins’s white mice for a bob, but the

b wouldn’t come out, and Perkins couldn’t wait. Then
there wns Hancock had a knife to sell for one-and-six that
was' worth three bob. He agreed to take a bob on account
it I could get it out, but I couldn't. I've lost more than
half the amount of my capital already through having it

up, but I'm blessed if I'm going to have it tied up any

longer,”

~(!!ink olink, clink! went the elusive shillings in the tin
box. The juniors stood round watching Blake's efforts with
reat intercet. Jack was growing red and exasperated.

y gotling the coins to fall on the flat of the knife, it waa
poasible to persuade them out of the slit of the box, but it
was a task that required skill and patience, and Blake was
mot feoeling patient just then. y ;

“Go it!" said Tom Merry encouragingly. .
bound to got them out in time. Perhaps you will be an
old..b.ql'd man by then; but everything comes to him who
waibs,

“Oh, don’t be funny!" >
“Bal Jove, ?!ou know, I weally think Blake had bettah
give it up! If he gets those coine on in the long wun, it
will pwevent him fwom gottin’ an old age pension, as he
will have othah means of support.”

“I've got 'em|"

Clink, olink, olink! .

' Oh, dear, they’ve fullan back into the box again! 8till,
I'm ou:lg to have them out,” said Blake determinedly.

“T'l do it for you if you like,” said Herries.

‘' Yen, of course you could do it, whon I can't!" snapped
Blake. ‘' You go and look after eternal earwigs, and let
money-boxes alone,” )

** Btill, I think I could do it.”

* Oh, try, then, as you're so_sure about it!"

Blake handed the box to Herries, - He was red and
perspiring. Herries put the box on_the floor, and brought
down his hoel on it with & crash. The tin box aplit open,
and two shillings rolled out on 'the carpet. .

Jack Blake stared ot his chum, seemingly petrified.

“There you are!” said Herries.

“ You—you utter ass! .You've busted my money-box,”

** Of cours», there was no other way 'to get them out. I've
no time to waste fooling round with a knife,"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. * The box was worth
about as much as the money in it.  8till, you've got the
boblets now.” .

“ Oh, let’s start!" said Blake. “If I stay here T shall
suffocate Heorries, and I don’t want to do that. Come on!”

“Well, I like that!" said Herries indignantly, “ You
might have spent- houra fooling about with that box, and
never got the money out, and now I've got it out for you."

*““What price tho ‘box, fathoad?”

“ Well, what was the good

keep money in it?’

‘‘Oh, don’t start arguing ; lot's start,”

And the juniors left the study. Arthur Augustus was
looking ripping, as usual, in a beautifully-fitting coat, a
shining silk hat, elegant boots and spats, and turned-up
trousers. They went out into the wintor sunshine in a merry
party, and crossed over to look for F‘ﬁ‘"‘" & Co.

leﬁgim.- Kerr, and Wynn were ready. Fatty Wynn had
a little bundle in higghand, looped over his finger by n string,
and ho seemod to dive it a ﬁmt deal of his attention. fr.
might have contained banknotes by the care he took of it

"“Ready?” snid Figgins, with a grin. * Ripping weather,
isn’t it, I suppose we are going to walk over to Wayland?”’

“Yes; may as well save the fares, and it's not so long

by the short cut.”

* Bai Jove, deah boya, I don't know how I can undahtake
to walk it. I always find walkin’ wathah exhaustin’. Besides,
tho gwound, and

there are twaoces of the last fall of snow on

“You are

of the box if ‘you fveren't going

T e
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* Then you'd better Tll Taggles to whistle a cab,” uui-
y. v 3

ted Blake humorous ‘ome on, kids! Where
that younf brother of yours, Gussy?"’
“1 weally do not know, Bluke. Bai Jove, there he is,

waitin' at t{xe gate, and bai Jove, too, he's got that wotten
mo'nﬁwel of his with him.”

“ Ho's not goinr to bring that poaching brute along.!

“ Wally, my fwiends insist upon your sendin' that howwid
beast back to the kennels,” said Arthur Augustus,

“Rats!” said ID’Arcy minor. * Pongo's coming, of
course.”

“I wofuse to be scen out with such a feahfully wagmod
beast.”

* Pongo's not so
more reason, too,

“Weally, Wally———

" A!usﬂy, Pongo’s coming.” .

And D’Arcy minor whistled shrilly to his shaggy pet, and
started off down the road in his {;unty way. o juniorq
looked after him exprossively. "Arcy’s eyes glimmered
behind his monocle.

“I no longnh wegard that young wottah as o membah of
the party,”’ he said. * You will oblige me by takin' no
notice of him, Pway let us be off.” .

“Hold on a minnte!" exclaimed a _voice, as 8kimpole, of
the 8hell, came hurrying up. * Do I understand that you
fellows are going to spend tLe afternoon at Wayland Fair?”

*“ My dear 8kimmy,” said Tom Murr%. " what's' the good
of asking us what you understand, don’t believe you
understand anything, as a matter of fact.”

Skimpole, the amateur Socialist and gonius generally,
blinked at Tom Merry through his big epectacles,

“Really, Tom Merry, you are quite mistaken, The huge
grasp of my brain leads me to understand mattors far
removed from common knowledge., What fellow is there
at Bt, Jim's who could talk for hours on the subjects of
@ocinlism and Determinism?”

E'rticulnr about you, Gus, and he's got
n't be unreasonable.”

"

“1 know jolly well there's no fellows who will listen,'

said Figgins, ‘‘ Let's get off before he begina.”

“Pray wait & minute! Tt is my intention to go to the
fair at Wayland, although, of course, euch an entertain-
ment i» below the mighty grasp of my brain.” i

“Bai Jove, you know, that makes me wathah weflect,
said Arthur Augustus thoup'ltfu-lly. “ Pewwaps goin' to
the fair is a twifle below my' dig."” p

“ Pray do not interrupt me, D'Arcy, As I was saying,
it is my intontion to go to the fair, and I offered to accom:

any Gore and Sharp, not beoause I desired their company,
Eut because they are in funds, and I®have no money. ¥
prineiples as a Socialet force me to part with mf ready
cash to all who are in need, and I am unfortunately stony
at the present moment. Gore refused my offer with what
1 can only rg:rd as utter rudeness and brutality.”

a. ’ - by . 1] .

“ I shall, therefore, be glad to come with you,” said Skm};
polo[.; "P Ar'og' can pay my expenses for the afternoon——

“Bai Jove! ' .

“ And in doing so he will have the knowledge that he is
only assisting in a small degree to help on the redistribution
of ‘wealth which common justice requires, and that any
acknowledgment on my part is quite unealled for."

“Weally, Skimmy—" .y

“ Put like that, T don't sss hiow D'Arey ean refuse,’ snid
Tom_ Merry. 3

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—— o i

“ Oh, come on, before we have any moro duffers coming !
said Figgins. And Tom Merry & Co. set out on the track
already tuken by Wally and Pongo.

-

CHAPTER 4.
A Close Shave for Wally,

“" TOP!H
S Wally stopped. He was a considerable distance
ahead of the other juniors of 8t. Jim's, and was
tramping. cheerily under the big trees in the woeod, taking
tho anrt cut to Wayland town. Round him the trees were
stripped bare of leaves, and under foot in the ruts of the
ground lingered traces of the lnst Jull of snow. But the
sun was shining through the bare
noon wae fine and cheery, It was a lonely path, but Wally
tramped along without thinking of that, with his dog at
his heels. ¢ was thinking of the fun of the fair, and
unconsciously jingling several silver coins in his pocket aa
he walked.
‘‘Btop, I tell yvor!” :
D'Aréy mino: had no choice but to stop. Two men had
leaped suddenly out of the crackling thickets, and planted
themselves in his path, one of them with a stout blackthorn
cudgel under his arm  The boy halted, and receded a puce.
“‘:Ml, what do you want!” he said calmly, thdugh his

anches, and the after.




v

hoart' was beating hard. He knew very well what they

racters attraoted

wanted, They were ovidently two rough cha
to?lm vicinif‘;r of Wayland {oy the ohgmw of pickings in the
crowd’ at.the dair. e

b "' .N%kﬂn_—é-ﬁ—- H‘t“'l one oﬂihﬁn,'ﬁ;a then-he mdde?ly
roke off with o ath, ‘“It's the young cockchafer
i Frg Yo Pl £ sl pargiryg

“ My’ honly''at, .and. you're i-'.ht, Dodger ! said Ikoy.
Wnlhrm. ok w{fh l'laﬂlﬁt of alarm. He knew Ji't,he'
two pyf now. Only the previous week he had seen them

for, the -first time, and he had believed for tho last.” They:
had- ttied to acarc: the horée -ridden by Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy in a stocplechase, bribed to do so by one of his com-.
petitors, and Wally had been the means of baffling them,
though Pongo had had something to do with it. :
A varf ugly look came over Dodger's face.
“Bo It's you!” he enid, “in- & Jow, savage tone. “I
reokonac‘I' we'd 'ave your watch and tin, sonny, but aow—
NOW i ‘.
“Give 'im a,lick over.the.'ead, Dodger,” said Ikey.
Dod "boﬁmp the blackthorn, .x\?t moment &
lhuegg y ‘shot through- the 'air, and Pongo's tecth
fastoned in the ruffian's hand. Pongo miﬁht be a poacher,
o chicken slayer, and . rabbit.stealer, bit anybody who
threatenod D’Arcy hminor had to reckon with Pongo's teeth.
Dodger .gave a howl of ‘agony, -and. dropped . the black-
thorn. ' Tkey :Prmg.-tcr aid ' his comrade, and Wally thrust
out. b _foot and.tripped him up. Tho ruffian crashed in the
f}mﬁﬁu Wally ran. fleetly down the fodn:ﬁh. calling to
qugoy Pongo roleased Dodger and ran a his master,
bar Fm\uﬁ Back the way he had come went Wally
't

at! top:. . ‘The. grassy. lootpath might havo been the
cinddu?- h et Bt. Jim’s by the way thaql‘hird Form junior
covered 'it, T
%g?r muttered a curse as he grasped his cudgel again,
iz il : .

Wally heard the whiz, and ‘instinctively dodged. It was
well for_him-that he'did-so..' The, heavy missile whistled
-bﬁ'. and struck against o tree-trunk with a thud, and fell to
the ground: - For a moment D)'Arcy minor changed colour.
If the heavy oudgel had struck him!

But he did not stop to think. He ran on at top speed, and
tho Neavy pattering of footsteg: behind him urged him to
frvhtar offorte.. He rounded a bend in the footpath, and ran

ull tilt into Arthur Augustus 1’Arcy, and there was a yell ag
the swell of $t, Jim's went flying.

“* Bai Jove !” , ) ]

“You Jyoung villain 1" exclaimed Blake. ‘ What do you

e out!" gasped Wally, * Footpada!”

" ou { 1] . ' Foo s

* By Jove! Lfne up, kids!”

The juniors could/hear the pounding on the path, now, of
the footpuds’ heavy boats. - Arthur Augustus scrambled to his
foet, and picked up his Mk hat, Tom Merry & Co. lined up
noross.the path to meet the footpads as they might have met
a charge on the footer-field. VI -

Ikey and the Dodger oume racing round the turning, and
:'l‘n right into tho juniors; but the latter were ready to receive

om, .

Biff, biff, biff| .

Right-banders and left-handors, fast and furious, rained
on the two ruffians, and they reeled to and fro, and crashed
down in the grass,

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
surprise-packet for them!” .

““Yaas, wathsh! Go it, deah bn;u "

Arthur Augustus did not 't'ﬂo it” himself. He was brush-
ing his hat with his silk handkerchief, folded up in the form
of a . There were enough of the party to deal with the
footgudu without his help, and his silk hat naturally claimed
his first attention. ‘ o

Dodgoer and lkey lay in the grass, blinking and dazed,
the juniors of Bt. Jim's standing in a -cirele round them,
laughing, Never had two truculent ruffians been so quickly
and completely ** downed.”

1" honly 'at!” eaid ITkey.

“ Did they rob you, Wally?" asked Tom Merry. °

“] didn't give them a chance,” said Wally. * They would
have, though, if 1 hndﬁ bolted, and if Pongo hadn’t helped.
They ought to be arrdiibd.” . p .

“1 disagree with you there, D'Arey minor,"” scid Skim-
pole. ‘It is true that thoy were proscouting their aim by
what may be termed mcthods of barbarism, but they were
quitﬁ within their rights in attempting a redistribution of
wealthe—-"’

“Eh? They were going to steal my wateh.”

“ Under Socialism all watches will nationalised——-:"

“QOh, cheese it, Bkimmy!" said Blake. ‘' Look here, we
can't waste the afternoon taking these blackguards to the
lock-up,. Ow!” e
Dodger seitled the question as far as he was concerned by

* This is rather a
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suddenly sfringing u
the wood.. Blake ree ainst Herries, and the two
went to the ground together, - -

*“You clumsy lul;:of'up_ed Herries.

“Why didn’t you hold me, you duffer!”

*“I can't hold every dummy who—=""

*If you want a thick ear——"' .

- ** Liook out 1" yelled Figgine.

Tkey had taken adyantage of the general attention being
turned off him for thé moment to squirm away intothe
thickets, "Two or thrée ol ‘the juniors rushed excitedly in
pursuit, but Ikey had vanished. " L
 *“ Welk of ‘all the asses,” said Tom Merry, *to let them
go like that—-" | /

s w:,'“’.; Tom Mowwy, you let them go as much as any-

y else. P
" “Rats! They're gone, now, anyway, so let's get on. I
daresay thor'l} clear out now, Tln’s is -what- comes of being
disrespectful / to Jour elders, young Wally, Just you keep’
close to us now, : .

* Catch me,” said D’Arcy minor.
two rotters who tried to scare Gussy's horse the other day,
when he was riding in_the steeplechase at Tytchley."

*“ My hat! Wb{ didn't you say so beforei" . ;

“ Yaas, wathah! I would have awwested them if I had
known that, Wally. A man who would descend to foul play:
at a wace ought to be made an example of.” '

* Oh, we couldn’t waste the afternoont on them, anyway!”
said Monty Lowther, ‘‘They’ve _had some lun: 'El'ooh,
whlmh ought to show them the error of their ways, Come
on ” i -~

And the juniors went on their way. It went rather agninst
tho.ir:m.mth some of them to let the ruffians off un-
punished, but it could not be helped now; and they had
thgvfmr at Wn{tllnd to think of. i

ally, in spite of his careless reply to Tom Merry, did
remain with the party until they eme from Wayland
Wood, In spite of his recklessness, he had seen that the
two rascals nourished a bitter animosity towards him, and
he knew they might -still be lurking in the wood. By pre-
venting their foul 5}.: ot the ’mlf lechase, he had no doubt
baulked -them - of the price of villainy. But nothing more
was seen of Tkey or the Dodger, and -the juniors arrived in
due time in Wayland.
-

CHAPTER 8. .
At Wayland Fair—Arthur Augustus Buys a Dog.
i LL the fun of the fair, gentlemen! All the fun of
tll’m fairt” j s

om, ) .

"VAIK up, gentlemen! This way to the world-
renowned e¢irous and menagerie—Joneski's world-renowned?
Walk up, gentlemen!" :

. Pom, pom, pom!
Blare!

“ (jentlemen, try vour strength! Tuppence a time, gentle-

men | lShm«v your friends how strong you are! Only tuppence
o time!" .

“ Cocoanuts! Penny a shy! Real ripe 'uns!”

Pom, pom, pom|

There was & groat crowd and a great noise in the market
square at Wayland. :

The annual fair always woko up. the sleepy old town—
sleepy except on market days, when it was usually livel
enough. The fair was a feature of Wayland, and it ha
been satroniml by the boys of Bt. Jim's ever sinoo it had
started, and its commencement was lost in the mista of
antiquity, as anybody at St. Jim's could have informed you.
How they knew that it had been patronised by the 8t Jim's
fellowa from its commencement, when that commencement
was lost in the mists of antiquity, was » question the Baints
did not trouble to answer.
that was enough for them.

At all events, it was certain that 8t. Jim’s ﬂ_ll
fair, now. In fact, they were convinced that the nﬁ coul
hardly be a sucoess if they kept away. And, indeed, they
did :gomi a great deal of money there—more than they' sould

mlpilod ‘tlz‘;

afford in many instances. ‘But that, por{upu. was all for the

good of trade

All sorts and conditions of pooxlo came to the fair—jugglers
and strong men, fat ladies and bearded ladies, menagerie-
keepers, and proprietors of innumerable shows,
me]r; kind of ware, ornamental and useful, and frequently
F"%‘lﬁ::eblbel of voi:feuc.l the bl':ire of cornets :&d %oneorti

t m-pom rumms rams o drums,

il sors Of dimstiar Made & din that the good folk of Wayland
were nccustomed to during Fair week, and which . they

-

Jishing Bleke seide, snd dachigs Bt
g de, of e

‘“1 say, they were the '

hey were sure of the fact, and -
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‘ Fatty Wynn was standing ot the stell, with a uauuge
g ‘on his Ia

grumbled at, and would have missed if the fair had been
; abolished.

To find one's way among the thronging crowds, the booths
and stalls and pitches and tents, was not ensy,

The din of the fair was cheery enough to the juniors from

t, Jim’s, by no means averse to a noise, and always ready
or excitement and fun,

“ All the fun of the fair, gonts!
a time!’ /

“Walk up! Joneski’s world-famous—""

“'Ere you are! Round a dozen times for the 'umble
brown!"’

The juniors stopped and looked at the merry-go-round.
Early op tho hour was for that amusement, it was already
_oreaking round to the wheezy strains of the music. But a
gudden terrific uproar drew their attention nway.

P;:MJI" only Aunt Jane!” exclaimed Wally, “That's

Cocoanut shies, penny

And ho dashed off in the direction of the uproar.

It was, of course, Pongo. 'I'wo or three shaggy curs were
quarrelling over a bone outside a tent, and, of course, Pongo
| telt it inoumbent upon him to join in, and rob them of it
* Wally ran up, but onso waa busy,

! Pongo—Pongo! Old Pongo!"

But Pongo paid no attention. Wally sometimes boasted of
the. way Pongo would obey his orders, but there were many
fellows who declared -that Pongo only obeyed his master’s
. woice when he was calling him to-his meals. Then, certainly,

the mongrel came promptly to the call.

Good old Pongo!” chuckled Wully. * Ho never can’seo

..‘M
”

ERRY, SOOUT LEADE

on @ Tork, and a grin of delightful satisfaction l

another dog without wanting to fight him. What a gpirit
that dog has!" .

* Yaas, wathah! And what a feahful wow he makes!" said
Arthur Augustus, * There's the ownah of some of those
dogs comin’, Wally, and he logks as if he's goin' to stwike
your wotten mongwel with a stick.”

Wally's eyes glenmed. ;

*1f he does I'll jul‘lg soon hack his shina!” he exclaimed.

A gontleman .in a shapeless cup and a figured neckerchief
had come round out of the tent, with a big stick in his hand.
He had o couple of puppies in the loose pookets of his coat
and a doggy emell all over him, and was evidently a dealer in
canine specimens, .

* Oldjer row, you beasts!" he said; and was about to brms
the stick into play, when he caught sight of Wally an
Arthur Augustus, and his manner changed.

Wally was trymlg to get Pongo off, but Pongo, like the
famous smile, wouldn't como off. The junior Ioh a grip on
his collar at last, and the mongrel yapped and snapped.

“ Fine dorg that, sir!" said the gentleman in the necker
chief. ** You fond of dorgs, sir?"

“Yes, rather!”. said Wally., “I'm sorry Pongo went for
your dogs, sir; he's always Bghting.”

“Shows his sperrit,” said the other cordially. *If you'll
step into my tent, sir, I'll show you something in the dog
line you'll like to see.”

G" "hnnkn, awlully !” “Come on,
us!”

Arthur Augustus hesitated, but he never liked saying no,
and he followed his younger brother and the dog-fanbier into
the tent. The other juniors were otherwise ocoupied just then,

R .”‘

said Wally instantly,
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T!R dog-fancier’s name—according to a daubed board out-
side the tent—was Josoph Tigg, and ho deali in every kind
of member of the canine tribe, And, indeed, the inside of
his r:ﬂsad tent had the nppearance of a do:l' home. .
Wally, who was doqu to the core, looked round him_with
great interest, Mr. Tigg opened a portable kennel, with
a great air of mystery, and called out * Flo!"
‘A handsome collie came out at the call. Wally’s eyes
sparkled. 'The collic was small, but beautifully shaped, and
hod o cout like silk. His eyes wero dark, and gleaming with
intelligence, He laid his b muzzle in the hand of Mr,
Tigg, with & movement that was fascinating to a lover of

8

og-Whnt do you think of thal dorg!" nsked Mr. Tigg
hoarzely, ‘ .

by Ripping!" suid Wally. **1 suppose you're not giving
him away?” )

Mr. Tigg chuckled hoarsely, as if he considered the little
joke & very one.

Arthur Augustus, who did not care for dogs on acoount of
the way his trousers had suffered at the jaws of Herries’
bulldog, was charmed with the collie. He looked too gentle
u d0§ to attack anybody's nether garments,

o~ , wathah! That’s a fine 1” he said.
like him., What do you call hi’ﬁ m,‘rdel.h' sir?” .

‘ His name's .Prince,” said Mr. Tigg. * Named Prince
hecause he’'s own son to a dorg belonging to the Crown Prince
of Khm-&i‘l‘b_.rbnrg. I dessay you'd care to buy that dorg,

oun 'y
you l% ally well like it, but a chap. isn’t allowed to keep two
-dogs_at' 8t. Jim's,” gaid Wally regretfully. * Besides, I
couldn't.afford it.” /

** Perhaps the ether

Arvthur A

*1 wathah

b

k his head.
*I wathah like the dog,” he remarked; “ but I couldn't *

keep a I'm keopin' white wabbits alweady, and ave
to pay a kid in the Third to take care of them, and they
cost me eighteenpence a week.”
“I'd keep ;lt for you, Gussy, if you wanted to buy it,”
ally

5u‘whd Wally.
- cally, \x:élx‘ that would be a gweat deal like me
buyin' you a ] :

¢ lg:rhblo cheap, too, young gental” said Mr. Tigg.

“The fact in I'm_goin’ out of the

‘ore, and goin’ to settle down. What I want is to find the

dorg a 'omo, You see, he's been my show dog, and he’s been

well treated. You can see that. I'm fond of him, and I

want 'im to ‘ave a 'omo. I could see that you young

wents was the sort treat a dorg well. I'm practically

givin’ him away to get ’im a good ‘ome!” .

‘* What do you want for him, Mr. Tigg?" asked Wally,
‘ Only seven-and-sixpence, young gent,” said Mr. Tigg;

“it"s givin’ him away "

‘* My hat, it is, and no mistake! There's a chance for you,
Gus!" said Wally uglsr f .
Mr. Tigg was certainly right. The dog was worth at least

four or five times as much as he asked for it, and was
certainly a bargain for anybody,

* But I don’t want a dog, deah boy!”

“I'll look after him for you."

* Weally, Wally, [—"

*Oh, don't be mean, Gus! You can see what a ripping
bargain it is! I'll tell you what,” said Wally; “ you buy
the dog,.and I'll look after him—and I'll look afier your
white rabbits for nothing as long as you keep the dog!"”

M Vewy well, Wnl}y, - said Arthur Augustus, resigning
himself to his fate, * I will buy the bwute if you like, Jway
make out the weceipt, sir.'

 Certainly,” said Mr. Tigg. “I think you'll admit,
young gents, that I've dealt fair with you, ‘and you kin
montion my name with con to ‘your friends. The
dog’s simply bein’ given away!"” = |

nd Arthur Augustus hended over seven shillings and
lix!i:anne, and veceived o piece of paper and the eo'l.ﬂ:-d \
and the brothers left the tent. rince’s collar went wit
Prince, and Mr, Tlgg had attached a string to it for D’A ¥
to lead the dog’ with, 6

** Not that it’s nocessary to lend 'im,” he remarkod; “ he
knows you already, sir,” and he’d follow you anywheer !
Bloss you, sir, dogs can tell! Ile knows you're a gontleman,
;1"' ";‘,‘i‘ will treat him woll!  You won’t lose him in a

urr ‘

“'Thank you very much!" said D’Arcy.

And the swell of ‘St. Jim’s walked off, leading Prince, who
was certainly very docile, and not knowing whether to be
pleased with his purchase or not, But there was no doubt
that Wally was ploased.

Mr. Tigg, standing at the entrance of his tent, looked after

the two juniors with a curious expression on his face, wnd
winked one eye, -

¥
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CHAPTER 6.’
The Cocoanut Merchants.

HERE'S Guss to?"” oxclaimed Tom Merry,
W,‘ I?okin’; rounfl.'?“Wa shall lose that young Y
il e

* Weally, Tom Mewwy-——'" ;

*“Oh, here you are!” said Tom Merry, turning round and
discovering Arthur Auguatus Junp behind him in the crowd.
* What do you mean by wandering away and making your
uncle anxious about you?t"

“Pway dop’t be widicnlows, you know I"

““And what on earth are you oarrying round that bit of
string fort” demanded Tom Merry, staring at the swell of
8t. Jim's,

! “1 have purchased o dog,” said Arthur Augustus, with
ignity.
o My hat! You—a dog! Somsbody sold you a pupt”

b | ahva purchased this handsome collie for a widiculously
low figah——""

** What handsome colliet”

* This one I am leadin’, deah boy!"”

Tom Merry gave a roar, and Blake and Figgins joined in,

I never quite saw & handsome collie like that before,”

said Figgine, ‘It looksa to me more like a dog's collar than
a dog you are leading, P . "o : o

Arthur Augustus, puzzied by the laughter of the juniors,
looked round at the dog--or rather at the spot where the 4
should have been. An empty collar trailed on the groun
at the end of the string, but there was nothing to be seen
of Prince.
** Bai Jove, h’?'s gone!”

8
"Wl;y, where's the dog!" exclaimed Wallﬂ. pushing
had rot

through the crowd. He lost of hia her for
& time in giving chase to ?onEq. who wanted to try his |
tecth on some of the turkeys in the market-place. ‘* Where's

Prince, Gus?”

*“ He appeahs to be gone!” said Arthur Augustus, staring
blankly at the empty collar.

** You don't mean to say you've lost him?”

* Woally, Wally, I don’t see how I could pwevent the
bwute wandewin' away, when his collah came off !"

“Well, of all the duffers!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Blako. *You had better wait till
1'm with you before you buy a dog again, Guesy! Ifow
much did you pay for him1"’

'* Baven-and-sixpence.”

** Might have stood a feed of these ripping baked potatoes
all round for that!” said Fatty Wynn, looking at a stall
where those comestibles were sold. I pay, Gussy, it was

‘too bad of you!”

* Weally, Wynp—""

1 Btill, it's all right, if you stand the feed all the rame!”
said the New House junior. *1 don’t know how you fellows .
are, but I'm %etting hungry! I do get hungry in this
December weather !

o R:fht-hol" said Blake. * Cusay shall stand a feed to the
tune of seven-and-six. That's only fair!"

“1 weally do not see—"'

‘ You want such a lot of explaining to,” said Bluke, * Tom
Merry can see that it’s all right—can't you, Merry?’

*Certainly,” said Tom Merry. * Gussy stands a feed of
buked potatees, and that puts the matter on & proper
fouting.” .

* Exactly."”

Arthur Augustus looked somowhat puizled. He did né)t

uite see the connection between the loss of Prince and a .

cod of baked potatoes.  But he was the most generous of
youths, and he raised no ohjection. -

** Wight you are, deah boys!” ho remarked. “ Pway go
ahead! And wo may as well haye some of this gentleman’s
hot coffee, too!” ,

The gontleman in a striped je who was retailing hot
coffee beamed upon the 'ul_liorsj. 'ﬂ. whole party fm:‘;l 8t,
Jim's gathered round the stalls, e weather was cold,
!hou%h fine; and the keen air made them hungry. Hot coffes
and hot baked potat woré vory welcome. Fatty Wynn
travelled through the baked potatoes at a rate that ifterested
the man who was solling them. He watched Fatty as if it
weare o performance, and the !um'on looked om, grmning, v

*Thess spuds are ripping !’ |

That was all Fatty Wynn said, but his actions worg— T

cloquent. After tho tonth potato he showed some signs

slackening down. The other juniors had already ﬁnﬁlhng
and were moving off. As Arthur Awnun- wad doing th
Imyjng._ he had to wait for Fatty Wymn to complete hi |
lle'mg-m of provisions. One by one tha juniors strolled |
off, and Arthur Augustus was left alone with the Falst j
of the New House. s

i
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Fatty Wynn, eating slowly now, started on his

more
twelfth potato.. Arthur Augustus looked nt his watch.
“ Pway excuse me, Wynn,” he remarked at last, *“ but life
is wathah short, |;’rou know. Would you like the gentleman
_to follow us with his bawwow, instead of wemainin' here
80 'Il‘?lng?"
L:J

gentleman with the barrow grinned.
‘“Bha'n't be
Wynn,
more."”

‘ Bai Jovel”

Fatty Wynn managed three more. Then ho had three to
Eul in his pooket, in case he should get hugry again. Then

e walked off in scarch of Figgine and Kerr, and D'Arcy
u;tlad up with the potato merchant and the vendor of
coffoo,

When Arthur Augustus loft tho stall, his comrades were
out of sight in the crowd. The throng in the market-square
of Wayland was thickening. The fun of the fair waa
attracting people from all quarters, and there were many
fellows from Bt. Jim's in the crowd. The town was full of
market-folk, too, and animals being driven through the
streets added to the uproar and confusion of the place. A
runaway sheep came carecring along as D'Arcy left the atall,
with an enraged drover in pursuit, 'The poor brute was
frightenod by the noise and the grinding music from the
roundabouts, and perhaps by the stick of the drover. He
doashed on blindly, and, of course, D'Arcy met him in full
careor, '

* Bai Jove! Help!"” gasped Arthur Augustus.

The sheep ran againat his legs, and D’Arey sprawled
forward, falling on the sheep's back. His cane rolled one
hat another, Tho frightened sheep bleated,
and the drover came up just in time to bring down his stick
on its back, That ‘was not the way to reassure the scared

a few more minutes, Cussy,” said Fatty
“1 don't suppose I can do more than a couple

-animal, and it bolted frentically, and ran across the clear

space of a cocoanut-pitch,

Two men in striped jerseys wore attending to the cocoanut-
shy. One of them—a little man with a hooked nose--made
o cut at the sh with a stick, and sent it careering off
towards the row of pegs on which the coconnuts were placed,

** 8tép him, Dodger !”’ shouted the little man.

D“dYnu idjit, Ikey, why didn’t you stop him?" yelled
odger.

The sheep ran among the cocoanuts, and never was there
suoh a cléarance of thom as tho sheep made. Dodger, with
a mutterod malediction, dashed towards the animal and
ﬁa\'e' it o savage blow with his stick. Arthur Augustus, who

ad just recovered his wilk hat and was jamming it on ngain,
utterod a cry of indignation.
th"t?’?u bwute ! ow dare you stwike the animal liko

n C v -

Docher gave him a savage look.

“I'll do~as I choose, and—"

‘‘ Bai Jove, it's that wuffian again!”

Dodger struck the sheep a second savage blow; but ere he
could use the stick again a lithe form sprang forward, and
it was wrenched from his hand. The ruffian swung round
xinh an oath, to look into the flushed, angry Isce of Tom

orry.

“ Hands off 1" he roared.

“ You cowardly hound!” said Tom Merry. “I'll lay the
stick over your own shoulders for two pins!”® -

* Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, you are ?uito wight !
goin' to give him a fuhi'u_f thwashin’ myself!"’

Tom Merry threw the stick to the ground. The sheep had
esonped now, r was clenching his hands and gritting
his ‘teeth—evidently inclined to hurl himself upon Tom
Merry, but aware that it would bo bad for his trade, .
. ‘*The wotten wascal!” said D'Arcy, jamming his eyegluss
into his eye, and mwaﬁlng Dodger and Ikey with great

I waa just

contempt. ‘' Theso are the wottahs that twied to wob young
Wai‘lf n the wood, Tom Mewwy "

"By Jove, 3o they are!”

“It's o lie," said Tkey huskily “‘it's a lie! We ain't never

you -aforet” ‘

Tom Merry looked grimly at the ruffans, Ho knew they
were tho attempted footpads of Wayland Wood, They had
oubtless beon on their way to the fair when they had ¥allon

, wood, and had been unable to resist the
toﬁrnt:lon to go through his pockets. But the hero of the
Shell did not want a scenc at tho fair. Thern was another
way %Lsunilhmg the rascals, and it had at once flashed into

his m
*“ How mpny shies a penny?” he asked quietly.
Dodger ntdvlke stared at him, not quite knowi vhat
.m o of this ﬂbznlo of front. Arthuslxuasu.-:t'::‘ L?fr:d :h
comrade.

- “Burely you are not goin' to have anythin' to do with
?ac'{mn‘wmlm T,l:?m Mewwy " he said. . * They weally
o C

T
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Tom Merry laughed.

* But I am, Gussy| How many shios a ponny, my friend

‘' Baven for a tanner,” said Dodger sulkily.

*“Right you are; hand over the balls!”

- Tom_Merry laid down sixpence. Dodger, stiil sulky and
puzzled, handed out seven balls from the basket. The other
Jjuniors from 8t. Jim's were gathering round now, and
rocognised Messrs. Dodger and Ikey, and were puzeled by
Tom Merry's action.

‘* Look here, what are you up to, Tom?" demanded Montﬁ
Lowther. *‘You don't want 5@ have anything to do wit
thoae_.l :?it:‘.'m' even if we don't bother about having them
punish .

I am going to punish them, my son,” said Tom Merry
serenely.

“*How?' demanded Blako and Figgins,

*“ By collaring their etock-in-trade,” grinned Tom Merry,
“'The rotten blackguards ought not to be allowed here aut
all. I'm going to clean them out. You remember how
took vour wickets last summer, Figgy?'!

* Blossed if I do,’ said Figgins,

“Well, I did, whether You remember it or not. If a
champion bowler can't bowl out a few cocoanuts, he ought
to give up cricket and pluy marbles, My hand's a_bit_out
at this timo of the year, but I think I can worlk it. You
chaps buy some balls oach, and back me up.”

¢ juniors grinned at the idea, P

It was certainly a unique and novel plan for visiting
punishment upon the heads of Messrs. Ikey and Dodger,

ost of the juniors could bowl, and Tom Merry Lowthor,
Blake, Figgins, and Kerr, were adepts at it. .whole
party joined in the scheme, and Dodger and Ikey did a
roaring trade, There were not enough balls to go round,
but the juniors ‘mid down their money and waited their
turn with the balls. The crowd gathered round the cocoa-
nut-pitch looked on curiously. Ikey and Dodger were both
dooking puszled, but they were reaping a harvest of small
silver, and at first they weore not d:l(roned to grumble.

Tom Merry took a ball in his hand.

*Over!” called out Jack Blake. :

And the ball flew from Tom Merry's hand, with us true an
aim as he had ever shown on the cricket-field at 8t. Jim's
w[Fn };‘e was playing the summer game.

Jrack !

——

CHAPTER 7.
The Punishment of Ikey and Dodger.

TOM MERRY grinned serenely. The first ball had
brought a cocoanut down, as he knew it would, Ikey

gathered up the fallen nut, and replaced it with
nother, ¥ ann took charge of the prize, and forth-
:vi':h pr?oe:d"ux to’nt it. Tom ﬁarry bow]ed ’unm.

Crack
Another nut fell.
odger scowled ‘this time, and Yoy looked anziois, - He

ther cocoanut from the sack, and replaced
grr::en.::o. l.'1‘mn M:rr :blivomd the Test of balls in
quick succession. The bowling was nothing to the orack

bowler of the Bchool House cricket team. At every shot a
nut fell, and Fatty Wynn was in charge of seven cocoanugs

Vi few minutes.
“T.ho unexampled success of the junior drew general atten-

tion upon the spot. The crowd looked on with great in-
terest, and the busz of comment drew others to the spot.
Tom M«ry grinned as he gave place to Figgins. Dodger’s

faco was & study. ] .
Figginy  delivered his seven ba'ls in succession, and
brought down six cocoanuts, only one bull going astray.

The crowd were grinning now, as much at the expression .

of Dodger and Tkey's faces as at the acene. The grinning
became a roar of l{ulhter as o sudden exclamation of dis-
gust broke from Fatty Wynn.

Y“Ow! QGerooch! Grr-rri” %

Fatty Wynn had startod on a second. cocounut, which had
been cracked by the impact of the wi n ball. In his
interest in Figgins's bowling, he had put the piece of coocon-
nut_into his mouth while
gt.dlt. It was then that he discovered that the nut was a.

“ Y el
Gr-r-rer-rr!|

-

they -

watching Figgins, without looking |

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Tom Merry. *‘Don’t you like it?"

“ Gorrooli "

Fatty W&n ojected th? fragment of cocoanut with
violence. expression of his fat face threw the juniors
almost into convulsions, Fatty Wynn brandished the black -
cocoanut in the face of Dodger.

“Look at that!” he roared. * Look at it! Do you call
that nut good?"’

Dodger snarled savagely. e :
"Dol you oxpect 'em all to bo good? he exclaimed,
“'0ld yer row!" "

OUT LEADER.”
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"{—I noarly swallowed it! I'm poisoned
D:d wish you was poisoned—the lot of yer!" growled
T,

“There's plenty more, Fatty,” said Tom Merry, wiping
his eyes, **Htart on anothor one. We'll have enough cocoa-
nuts to keep you for a week before wo've finished.”

“Will ,P'er? ! hissed- Dodger. ' You won’t, 'ere! Get hoff
with yer!"

“Rata! We've paid for the shies, and we'ro_going to
huve them," said Tom Merry determinedly. * You can't
back out now, my man!”

‘ Let ’em have tho shies thoy've paid for!” shouted a
dozen voices.

“They only want customers who mlss the cokernuts!” ex-
claimed a stout farmer. ‘* Lot them have the shics, or we'll
bust up your show for you!"

" Fair play!" exclaimed Blake. *You took our money,
and we only want what we've paid for1”

“You can 'ave your money back!"

**We don't want it back,” said Tom Merry coolly, * You
are a pair of acoundrels, you two! You tried to rob a chap
this. afternoon, and you treated that sheep brutally! We're
going to punish you by clearing you out! You took our
ntlprjm,’ and you can’t get out of it! You're in a cleft
stick ‘

Dc:ifm' gritted his teeth, He would willingly have pro-
ceeded to n row, but nearly a dozen sturdy juniors were not
to be lightly rowed with. And the crowd were looking
threatening, tdo. They did not like the idea of shies being
refused to customers who could bring down the nuts.

Jack Blake's turn camo next with the balls, and Dodger

- and Tkey did not say him nay. The spectatora locked on
with great interest, grmumﬁ at the growing dismay of the
cocosnut_merchants. Jack Blake's bowling waa very near!
as good ns Figgine's. He brought down five nuts wit
seven shota, Y

* Next man in, Lowther,”

Monty Lowther lounged forward, and took the wooden
balls. was Juckier still, with aix nuts to his credit. The
crowd cheered.

‘“'Ang yer!” grunted. Dodger. “’Ang ver!"

Korr was nex man in, and he brought down five nuts,
Then the rest of the juniors in turn essayed their skill, and
thou?h they were not quite so fortunate, the é'ih of nuts at
the feet of Fatty Wynn grew and grew, Kven Bkimpole
took hia turn, though H{o juniors did not expect great things
of Skimpole. o

The amateur Socialist pushed his cap to the back of his
head, adjusted his gpectacles, and grasped the wooden ball.

took a great of trouble to get a correct aim, and

o dozen voices urged him to buck up. Skimpole blinked

round at the urgers,

“I am ofraid 1 cannot hurry,” he said. - * You see, I am
not a bowler, and, in fact, I do not remembor ever hitting a
wicket with anything but a bat.”

‘' Ha, he, ha!”

** But even the unskilled can succeed in this, or in anythin
elae, by o true obrervance of scientific rules, If the bnﬁ
describes the correct trajectory, and is hurled with sufficient
1'¢:n'cati it cunnot fail to strike the object eimed at, and to

D, ek wp, Sk w
' Wel uck up, Skirmy. e've got to get in before
bedtime,“. said Manners, y & ¥

‘“ Certainly, Manners, If you watch me, you will see how
even tho unpractised hand can succeed “by the aid of
scientiflo prindiples, I throw back my hand thus, and hu:l
U2 ball thus, Dear me, I am exceedingly sorry.”

4 ball had slipped from Bkimpole's hand bofore he was
quite ready to let go, and had bumped upon Mr. Dodger's

ad. r gave o roar like a wild heast, and hurled
Iuﬁuolf dn kimpq!o.lu'l'om Merry pushed him back.

on, my son

nce‘c‘:k}%'a". busted my.'end!” yelled Dodger. “I'll break ’is

*Well, it's a cocoanut shy,” said Monty Lowther. * You
didn't specify wh.ichl'omn{m were to bs aimed.at., 8kim-
{mlg .:whtg'quxte within his righte in choosing which cocoanut
o 4,

T am exceedingly sorry," said Bkimpole. **It was quite-
un accidént, and g assuro you that I had no intontic:ln of
smiting you thus, Pray do not swear, my good man. I do
not blame you for using this extremoly coarse language, as
I know it is duo to {uur villainoua training, Reared in the
foul atmosphere of the elum and the in-shop, how were you
to learn better? We shall,~under %ﬂcinlilm. abolish the
#lum and the ginwhop, and give dirty brutes like yourself a
b::li?,r chance. Dear me, he does not seem to bo pacified
y

' Curious, too,” grianed Lowthar. * Perha ou had
bebtgr la!n've off trying to pacify him, and get l:):l 3"rit.h ﬂ:e
washing.

" Cortainly, Lowther, I will now take the second ball,
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and I beg of you to watch me, and see what can be done on
truly scientific principles.” .

And Skimpole took careful aim. Ikey stood well back at
the end of the line of cocoanuts, The previous bowling h:
been so good that he did not dream that he was in danger.
But he did not know Herbert S8kimpole. .

Skimpole's hand flew forward, and the ball whiszed awa; 4
—where, 8kimpole did not quite know. But a fiendish yell
from Ikey soon told him. \

Ikey rolled over on the ﬁround. and sat up, roaring.
Skimpole looked at him in blank amazement. A

*Can you tell me why that person is so excited, Tom
Merry?” he asked. ‘1 have not knocked down a cocoanut
and 1 do not see why he should make :o0 much fuss.”

*Oh, my bat!” gasped Tom Merry hysterically,  Per.
haps he's excited because the ball you threw biffed him in
the jersey., I'm not sure, but I think that's the reason.'

*Dear me, I am exoeeéingly sorry that I have struck him
by mistake. IHowever, I chall do much better with the third
ball, and will show you that on true scientific principles, it :
is possible to——"" , 3

‘t There’s not Bainﬁ to be any third ball,” said Tom Merry )
g;imly. **You might bash one of us next, and that would 1

serious. Ring off, before you do any real damage, my
"nd Tos Meny bt e Fotitiig Mol ‘
nd Tom Merry pus) protesting Skimpole away.
Tkey was using ayﬂne ﬂo«\i\r of language, and ditt not ceaso 3
till 'a policeman came in sight. Then the meekness that ¥
came over Tkey would have done credit to the curate of the
Bab Ballads. .

The juniora went on with their bowling. Arthur i
Augustus came last, and he gave his stick to Dighy, and his
silk hat to Herries to hold, The crowd grinned as they
looked on, e ting another entertainment. like Bkimpole's.
But the swell of 8t. Jim's could bowl. He knocked down
three nuts with four balls, and grasped the fifth, But the
sticks were clear of nuts now, and lkey was not replacing
them. He had groped in the sack, and his hand had re-
turned empty.

** Put up the nuts, deah boy!” called out D'Arcy.

“1 ain't got no more,” raid Ikey. ‘‘You've got the lot,
and much géod may they do yer! 4

Tom Merry's expression changed. The two men were un-
toubtedly ruffians and scoundrels, but he remembered that
they were poor. They deserved to be punizhed, but, nfter
all, thapc it was as well'to temper justice with merey. E

*“We don’t want the cocoanuts,” eaid instantly. I
say, you chaps, we don’t want their blessed nuts! Let them
have them back!”

Jack Blake burst into a roar. .

“Well, of all the giddy plana for punishing a pair of
blackguards this is about the giddiest!'” he exc]i’limod.
*Wlere does the punishment come in?" A

** Well, you see—you see—"' ‘

Blake slapped him on the shoulder,

“Ii'a all right, Merry. 1'm nﬁreeable." g
‘“Yaas, wathah! Aftah all, they have had their lesson, .
and weally, I don’t se6 how we could cawwy away all those

cocoanuts, desh boys." .

“I can earry n couple,” said Fafty Wynn—“ono in each 1
pock'et, and another in my hand, too. Thoy can have the
Tes ’

Dodger and Ikey brightened up. They had lost the whole
of their stock-in-trade, and their day's business would have 2
been ruined if Tom Merry had chosen, Dodger began to |
count out the money. g

*“’Ere’s your money back, young gents,” he said, with an
increase of civility. .

Tom Merry laughed, :

“Bosh! Wae don’t want our money back. We've had our i
fun. Come on, kide!" . by

And Tom Merry & Co, marched off, leaving Ikey and
Dodaer ataring at the heap of nuts and at one another.

“Well, I'm blowed | " suid Dodger at last.

‘“ My honly ’at!” said Ikey. .

“Which they're all right, they are,” said Dodger. “What §
did you mean, ill-treatin’ that sheep when the young gent
didn't want you to, Tkey?” A

Ib‘? stared, as well he might,

* Why, it was you, Dodger!’’ he exclaimed.

“Weli, don't do it again,” said Dodper aggressively,
“that’e all! Don’t you do it again, or you'll 'ear from me
Tkey, so I tell ’yer! Now, et up them ‘cocoanuts agin, and
‘old yer jaw!’ i

And the cocoanut merchants were soon doinﬁ a thriving
business again, und, fortunately for them, did not come
across any more crack bowlera.
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CHAPTER ' 8.
In the Swing-boats. :
'HE juniors-strolled on from the cocoanut-pitch. The
Il Decomber afternoon was deepening to dusk now, but
a8 day waned tho fun of the fair grew fastor and more
furious. - Arthur Augustus stopped and looked up at a row
* of swing-bouts, adjusting his monocle to get a good view,

“Like to come on?" grinned Figgins, .

The swell of 8t. Jim's shook his head.

“ Yaas, Figgins, but I am afwaid I should find it wathah
exhaustin’, f'tfl watch while you fellowa go on.”

The other juniore were not afraid of “ﬁumu exhdusted.
They orowded into the swing-boats. rries, Mannors,
Lowther, and Dighy entered one, and Figgins & Co., the
next one. Blake caught D'Arcy by the arm o

“Come on, Gussy, and wo'll start same time na Figgins,
and put him in the shade.”
~ “Weully, Blake, I don't feel inclined for such extwomely
exhaustin’ work— —" .

“Rats!" exclaimed Tom Merry, taking D'Arcy by tho
other arm. " Why, you're just cut out for this, Come

on
“ Woally, Tom Mewwy—""' ‘
But_D'Arcy’s protests were not listened to. Blake and
Tom Merry ran Sim along to the swing-boat, and bundled
him in. 'ﬁm ewell of 8t. Jim'a sat down, and held on his
hat. His cano had fallen to the ground,
“Hold \m1" shouted Tom Merry, as the man started the
swm&-bont. and he grasped n rope. * Hold on, kids!”
*Wait & minute, Tom Mewwy! I bhave dwopped my

cano !

“It's all right The man's picked it up, and he’ll mind
it for you. Besides, you shouldn't drop it. Hold on!"

“Pwny wait a moment! My hat keeps coming off I

“Throw it out of the lout, then! "’

D’'Arcy's only repéy was a withering stare. But Tom
Merry and Bluke had hold of the ropes now end they wero
working the boat up. Arthur Auguatus had ecither to hold
on, or to be thrown out of the boat, and he left his hat.to
look after iiself, and grasped the rope beside Jack Blake.

“Pull awny!’ shouted Tom Merry. ‘‘Blake! Gussy!
All together! Figgy ia going up like a rocket!” _

Figgina & Co.'s boat was swinging high already. Figgins
' Co, meant to go higher than either SBchool House boat,

. and Tom Merry was determined that thoy shouldn't,

# fluruhl“ shouted Blake. “Pull for the School House!
g1

“ Weally, Blake——""
* Bhut up, and pull!"” . .
g School House juniors swung hard at the ropes. The
boat went up high, and higher, and higher yet. Arthur
Augustus n to got giddy. His silk hat sailed away, and
landed on the ground near the -posta, but the awell of
Bt. Jim's bandly noticed it
__“Bai Jove, this is feahful!” he gasped. “‘Pway go &
iittle slowah, deah hoya!”
- Y Pull, vou baigare——pull!" ]
“Pway—— Oh dear, I ain gwowin' quite giddy!"”
** Put- your beef into it, Blake!"” 5
‘“Rather! Buck vp, Guasy!"
‘ Weally, deah boys, I—oh-—-I——""
* Pull—pulit "
The boat swung higher. 1t waa really going to an almost
- dangerous height now, but it was not quite up to Figgins's
fevel. Figgins & Co. were working away like demons.
" There was & sudden crash on the ground under their boat.
It was one of Fatty Wynn's cocoanuts that had escaped
from his coat. The swing-boat merchant gave a yell. The
cocoanut had miesed him by about a foot. .
But Fatty Wynn recked little. Heo was working away with
an energy.that his plumpness gave little promise of. The
btont went higher, till even Figgina thought it was time to
atop.
“Wa're the highest of tho lot!’ he exclaimed. * Hold
on! Yowll break your necks if you take a tumblo now!"”
“Tom Merry's mllxomg up!” eaid Kerr. :
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy elm;n to his rope. The hoat was
swinging higher, and the swell of 8t. Jim's was feeling
qualmy -mmya' ,
“Go it!" roared Bluke. “Those New House rotters are

.

" slnckening !’

‘* Weally, Blake—"" ;
' Pat your beof into it, you young ass!” g . i
“I—J—I feel vewy/ queer——"' .

“Never mind; you will be all right presently. Pull

Tom Mcrry dashed into the path of the

Faway!”
The awing-hoat w. ing higher than Figgins & Co.’ y
now. “ Perhajis that !;ugobo%amg the New Houee junior: muddengd unugnl. e l‘lunq L E
re ulnekonmgddoqn, however, Tom Merry was u_t!uﬂed with a sure hand .

& at last, and he his efforts.
- “;ﬁeo'n beaten tho New House r?tteral" he exclaimed -
)M MERRY, SCOUT LEADER.”
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gleefully, * Hallo, Guesy! You are looking rather queer
about the gille!” ;

“] am teelin’ wathah wotten, Tom Mewwy!" gurgled
(iu@:iy.l""l have o peculish all-ovewish sort of foelin'
‘inside

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

D’'Arcy had a hand J)reased to his waistcoat. The bont
slacked and slacked, and the man dragged on' it and stop
it at Jast, Tom Merry and Blake jumped out, but Arthur
A\lp’uttun did not move,

“Jump out, Gueey!™
“4I—I--1 weally feel too exhausted and disturbed to move,
deah boys!” said the ewell of St. Jim's feebly.

h '; ll?y ove, there's somebody just going to tread on your

" ;

D'Arcy ?mnpod out of the boat as if moved by eleotriocity.
He picked up hie hat from the foot of the post. It had
been Tom Merry who was just going to tread on it, as a
matter of fact, D'Arcy brushed it with his sleeve, and gave
rvhe h-?m of the Shell an indignant look. =

*“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I wegard you as a wuff beast!"
he said, ‘I shall wefuwse to ental o swing-boat with you
again. . :

“ Never mind,” said Tom Merry, with a chuckle. “*We
beat Figgins & Co.”

“ Well, T like that!' exclaimed Fiﬁgim, as he jumped out
of hia boat. ** Why, we went yards higher than you did!”

“Why, what rot!” exclnimed Blake warmly. '‘ We heat
y&u holl!?w. We went higher than you did before we
stoppe

V‘Pﬁut we had gono higher, and we were elackening down
when you came up.”’

**Rais! Now, look here. Figgy——"

‘“Let’s try agam!" said Figgine excitedly, * We'll jolly
soon show you!"

‘“Right you are! Come on, Guesy!”

“1 vttably wefuee to do anythin' of the sort!” said
Arthur Augustus; and having recovered hat and stick, he
disappeared into the crowd,

CHAPTER 9.
The Pluck of Tom Merry.

" Al Jove, Gonh! Where did you find that dog?”
Arthur Augustus etopped about a hundred yards

- from - the swing-boats, where the juniors were

trying over the contest again without him. D'Arcy had had
enough swing-boats.
. _The swell of 8t, Jim’s had suddenly encountered Gore and
Sharp of the 8hell in the crowd, and his attention was at
once attracted by the sight of o dog Gore was leading by
string attached to its collar,

There was no mistaking that animal, with its glossy coat,

Hnupell-ahnpad head and intelligent eyes. 1t was ﬁ’rince. the
collie, .
“ Where did you find him?" exclaimed D’Arcy, greatly
nleased. “ It is awfully good of you to mind my dog for
me liko this, Goah, and I weally must confess that you are
not such a wottah ae I have alwaye considahed you,”

(Feorge Gore stared at the swell of 8t. Jim's.

“Off your rocker?” he asked pleasantly.

‘““ Clerfainly not, Goah! Pway give me my dog—""

“Your dog! By Jove, he's been drinking! ™

“I have not been dwinkin'!' said D'Arey indignantly.
“T1 hur! back the wageally insinuation in your teeth, Goah.
You have found my dog-—-"

Gore grinned ot Bharp, and tapped his forehead.

“Clean off | was his only comment,
And Bharp nodded ns!eng. Arthur Auvgustus began (o
grow excited,

. "'Looh here, Goah, if you pwetend that that is not my
Hog——

“Why, you nes, I've only just bought him!" said Gore,
with o sncer. “ You must be off your chump! Have you
heen buying a dog?"

. *Yaas, wathahl And I hought that dog, and lost him
in the crowd. His callah came off while I was leadin’ him.
His name is Pwince.” £

“Rata!” eaid Gore,
mine,
chief,”

“ Bai Jove, that muet be Mr, Tigg!"”

I **Thie dog’s name is Fido, and he’s
I've just bought him of a chap in a striped necker-

* Blessed if T know what_his name was, ITe sold me the
collie cheap, because he's gi\-ing up the business, and wanta
to get the -:iog a good master,’

Jow—how much did you pay him, Goah?"
{ “*Beven-and-six, and the dog's dirt cheap at the price of a
licence.”’

“Bui Jove, that's what I paid him!" eaid Arthur
Augustus [faintly, ‘' The—the woiten wascal must have
caught him again, and euld him to you, Goah."

ey
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Gore shruFM _his shoulders.

“No_good telling me any cock-and-bull storics!” ht’.
marked. * This is my dog, and I'm going to keep him.
Come on, Fido!"” !

*But weally, Gosh—"" -

Arthur Augustus wae suddenly interrupted, ¥rom the
street leading out of the market square on the west side
came o sudden terrible uproar. .

“Run—run|”

“Mad bull!* .
Sh“ My' hat!” eaid Gore, turning pale. “Run for it,

arpy! "

Anﬁ he scudded off, Arthur Augustus looked round him
in alarm. The crawd was melting away as if by maﬁtc.
From the end of the street came a bellow, and o terrible
animal came into view--a huge bull, with fnshing tail and
clattering Loofs, and eteaming nostrils,

“Bni--bei Jove!" muttered Arthur Augustus, almost
paralysed. .

“Look out!" shouted Tom Merry, from the direction of
the swing-boats. * Look out, Gussy!”

B%Im\'JI B;!l}ow!

“Bai Jove!’ )

Bahind the maddened bull appeared a crowd of oxcited

ple in hot pursuit, drovers and townspeople and yellin
B:?;, adding by their clamour to the frantic exoitement o
the animal, .

Jack Blake turned white as a sheet. .

“Gussy will be killed ! Gussy ! Run for it!" .

Ho dashed towards the spot. D'Aroy, recovering himself,
ran. The bull, bellowing furiously, was dashing in the
pame direction. Blake dashed forward, but Tom Merry was
nearer.

Tom’s foce was white and hard., He had his coat on hia
arm, which he had takon off in the swing-boat, He athered
Lt up in hie hands as he dashod towards the bull, The

enst )
him, and he was charging down upon the fleeing junior,

Blake stopped, his heart almost ceasing to beat. He
could not reach his chum in time; could not have helped
him if he did. All deponded upon the brave-hearted junior
who was rushing between the bull and his vietim,

Tom Merry’s face was white, but his nerve was firm. He
knew what he wns about. Ho dashed intrepidly into the
poth of the maddened animal, and ﬂun% the coat with a
sure hand., Tt spread over the lowered head, catohing on
{’hekhorns as he intended, and the junior sprang swiftly

ICK.

The bull stopped short in his carveer, bellowing furiously,
and endeavouring to tear his head loose, but the coat, cling-
ing on his horns, was not easily got rid of. The frantic
animal whirled round in a circle, bellowing, and Tom Merry
dashed out of its way.

The pursiing crowd were now on the apot.
stalwart drovers threw thomselves upon the bull,
neck and legs were shackled with strong ropes.

The coat, sadly torn and trampled, wea jerked off, and tho
savago eyes of cﬁm bull glared round upon its captors. But
with the ropes dragging on its limbs it wos helpless now, and
could only bellow with impotent rage. 4

“Hang me, sir!” said one of the drovers, as he handed
Tom Mﬁfry his torn coat. “ But you are a good-plucked
'un, sir

'om Merry lau%hed breathlessly.

“T was lucky,” he said. .

“You was, sir, and no mistake., You mlsht have got
gored to death. There was mighty few would have cared
to tackle that bull like that."”

“Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy, joining Tom Merry, and
panting for breath, as the drovers dragged the bull away,
still furiousl, bo]lnwint “1 wathah think the bwute was
wunnin' aftah me, you know, when you blindfolded him,".

“T rather think he was'* grinned Blake, * His horns
were apout a yard behind the tail of your jnoket, my son."

Arthur Augustus shudde

“Bal Jove! Then I have had a feahfully nawwow

oncnRe."
@ All's well that ends well,” said Tom Merry.
_ “Yaas, wathah! But weally, I am vewy gwateful, you
ltnow, and I excuse you for.your wotten wudeness to me in
the swing-boat, Tém Mewwy.” i
“Go hon !" said Tom Merry, laughing. \
“Yaas, but I am apeaking quite sewiously,'you know.
gai .Lolvo, that wotten bwute has thwown me jnto quite a
uttah !” ot
Tom Merry looked ab his: coat rather ruef
torn in four or five pl_uu-fg,_nd not much use
D'Arcy’s glance followed him u‘yrnpg]:hatioall'r. ol ¢
- #Yaas, it's wathah wuff on your coat,’’ he remarked.
“I can show you a place where yoyscan get it stitched up,
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" it you like, Tom Mewwy, and the chap will do it while youn
wait—a vewy. decent tailah-man."”

Tom Merry slapped him on the shoulder. &

¥ Then lead the way, Macduff 1"’

#Yaas, wathah, but pwn{ do not be so vewy wuff.”

And Arthur Augustus fod the way to_the shop of the
decent tailor-man, who stitched up Tom Morry’s coat in a
‘workmanliko way, and kept him waiting onl alf an hour
while he did it. "It was quite dark when the juniora left the
place; Arthur Auguatus having remained with Tom Mal.‘l‘f.
ooking _over patterns—an ocoupation of inexhaustible
interest to the swoell of 8t. Jim’s.

The market-square was a blaze of light from the nnght_hn
lamps of the various shows, and the more or less sweet strains
of musioc were proceeding from various directions. There
Wos o danninr-gooth. from which came the strains of the
“Merry Widow"” waltz, and the trampling of feet.
hurdy-gurdy was grindindg out the latest popular song, and
the roundabout was ad ing another tune to the general

. discord. A prosperons-looking merchiht was attending to

s &:lmophonu. rom which oame the well-known tune of

.*"On the Ball,” and selling sixpenny copies of the musio to
- tho passers-by. Several drums and cornots were also at
. work, so it may be lm?inocl that the air was filled with a

* ooncord of sweet sounds.”

" Lively, isn't #?" said Tom Merry. * Hallo, Gore!
What are you looking like a funeral-mute about! =~ Lost o
threepenny-bit 1" >

' I've lost my dog I" growled Gore. ‘It was in scudding
off from that beastly bull. Fido’s collar seems to have been

big for him, and when I stopped running I found it

dangling on the end of tho string. g‘hm you seen anything
of the dog, D'Arcy? You know him by sight.”

The swell of 8¢, Jim's chuckled.

* No, Goah, T have not; but I am beginnin' to think that
that dog-merchant takes the twouble specially to give that
dog a large collah, you know., I wondah how many people
have bought him and lost him again?”

! Oh, rot!” eaid Gore; and he passcd on, still looking for

CHAPTER 10,
Figgina Haa a Fight on His Hands,

ATTY WYNN was |tnndinﬁ with a rapt expression
upon his face when Tom Merry l.nppccr him on the
shoulder. Wynn turned his head slowly.

“Hallo! Ts that you, Merry?” he said absently.

“1 think so,” grinned Tom Merry. “ A penny for your
thoughts, Fatty. Are you composing a poem for the
‘ Weekly,’ or are you t_hmkmﬁ:! supper at 8t. Jim's "

“I’m thinking of those turkeys,” said Fatty Wynn, whose
gnge was directed towards some fine specimens of birds,
alive and very lively, for sale in the market. * Look at that
b:’g fat one I’

Ha, ha, ha |”

‘I shall dream about that turkey to-night,” said Faity
Wynn; and, with a sigh that expressed the depth of his
feelings on the subject, the fat Fourth-Former thrust his
hands deep into his pookets and walked away.

Meanwhile, Monty Lowther was pointing that same bi
tur! out to Arthur Augustus. D’ was very intoroste
by the information he recéived from the joker of the Shell
upon the subject.

* Bai Jove, it looks alive !” he romarked, sucking the end
of his cano and staring at the turkey, which stared at him
in_return.

Monty Lowther lnu{hed.

“My doar chap, that's the way it's made. These auto-
matio turkeys are a triumph of modern invention, and are
vory popular as Christmas toys. When you look at it
gleonlyi Jou can see that the colouring is a liitle too vivid to

real.
" “Yaas; now you mention it, Lowthih, I oan notice it.”
fAnd the way it moves its head isn't quite lifelike,

either.”
# No, pewwaps nqt."

A Btill. they're wondorfully woll made,” said Monty
Lowther seriously. ‘At a casual glance, you would take
that for a real turkey.”

“Yans, and a -wathah ill-tempered-lookin’
romquuthe swell of the School House.

'y y lifolike, in evewythin' excopt the colouwin’,
which urtninly is laid on & little too thiok.” '
., Tom Merry lnughed, and Arthur Augustus turned his eye-
' glasa upon him

one, too,"”
“TIt is weal ¥

:hpiirfﬁr‘l!:gdﬁoi take-that for a woal turkey, Tom Mowwy 1"

‘ 1 oy ot ST 414 aid Tom Merry, *Perhaps
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“Oh, yaas, you see, the colouwin’ is laid on a gweat deal
too .fhio . I will stir him up with my stick, and you will

“ Hold on, Gussy——"" e
But Arthur Augustus was already stirring the turkey ug]
with his stick, The result was surprising—to the swell of 8¢,
Jim's, at least,
-The turkey flapped and gobbled
incautious Arthur Augustus, and
amazement.

* Bai Jove, Lowthah, it's alive!”

“** Ha, ha, ha !" roared Monty Lowther.

“ Bal Jove— Help !, Wesocue 1"

Right at the -elegant junior dashed the enraged turkey
and Arthar Augustus turned and fled for his life.
after him dashed the furiods bird, in hot pursuit. Monty
Lowther fell on Tom Merry's neck and gurgled. .

Arthur ‘Augustus dashed on at top speed. It was not till
he was nearly at the other end of the square that he
ventured to slacken pace and look round, and then he gavo
a_great gulp of relief. The turkey had disappeared, and the
pursuit was over, .

“ Bai Jove!" muttered the swell of 8t. Jim's, pushing
back his silk hat, and moPBing his perspiring brow with a
cambrio handkerchief. * Bai Jove, that wottah Lowthah
was only wottin’ all the time! I wegard him as o beast!"

“Hallo, Gussy! Practising for a foot-racet"” asked
Figgins, coming along, leading a collie-dog on a string.
“You look fagged.”

“1 am fagged, F:cfmn," said D'Aroy.
uttahly exhaustod,
turkey !"

““Ha, ha, ha! T saw it all. He onlg followed you about
a dozen yards, and then 59 was grabbed.”

Arthur Augustus turne

“Bai Jove! I thought

and rushed right at the
the junior gasped in

“In fact, I am
have been chased by n howwible

ink,
l?u was on the twaok all the time,

you know. But I sny, Figgins, where did you get that dog, '

you know 1" . ;
‘' Bought him,” said Figgins.  Ripping collie, {sn't he{"
"' Y-a-n-a-a8, wathah!"” said Arthur Augustus, adfuat'ing

his eyeglnss and looking ouriously ut his old acquaintance

Prince, alias Fido. “Did you buy him of a man named

T‘¥%?ll X
“ Blessed if I know hix name! Ie was
He’s going out of business
becnuse he wants to {fnt
“ What the de
a, ha, ha !” ‘
“1 don't see the joke,” said Figgins, looking puzzled.
** You can't say I'vo been done. I know how to buy a dog,
Guﬂg.. I onl glnvo seven-and-sixpence for Tray.”

“ Bai Jovef s his name Tway now1" } 3

“What do you mean? I suppose his name-always was
Tray. What rot have you got in your fat head, Gussy?"

I welfuse to be chawaotewised as fatheaded "

¢ Well, don’t bo an’ ass, then |"

*“T wogard that expwession as wude. I can only caution
vou, Figgins, mot to lose that dog,” said D'Arcy, with @
warning shake of the head. . ‘

Figgins snorted.

1 l!g‘ not likely to lose him, duffer.”

“1 wefuse to be called a duffor.”

* Don't be one, theh, Blessed if T understand you, Gussy.
Whlttl’lll've you got in your noddle? What are you snigger-
ing a

?E gl:.’ h.t' : a | I wathah think you will lose that dog.”

rats i
., And Figgins marched off with his prize, leaying Atthur
‘Augustus still _Iaughipﬁ. Figgine was considerably puszled,
but he was quito satisfied mﬂ‘ his prize, and i;xdyoed Tray,
alias Fido, alias Prince, was o dog to be proud of. a
was 'f'ﬁﬂ'i?,ly iﬂldmuloully cheap at soven-and-six.

*“There he is |"”

t was a sudden shout, and Gore rushed up to Figgins,
with Sharp at his heels, i"iuim lt;’pped and |t£ud at ggem.
Gore and Bharp belonged to the School House, and it looked
like 8 House row. They were both very excited,

“ Yes; here I am!" “aaid Figgins genially. ‘*Are you
look ing iorttroub{‘et” i " eald Gore. 91 il

““ 1 wasn't speaking of you,” sa was speakin
of that dog. Fhat’ Ty dog.” Did you Amd him” "Peaking

‘' Your dog?”

a docent chap.
.and he's selling the dog cheap
im a good home,"” explained
uce are you cackling atf"

‘“Yos, mine! Where did you find him?”

‘‘Oh, don’t be funny!” said Figgine, = *' I've just bought
this dog. I'm going to take him to 8t. Jim's, and give my
dog, Bpot, to Kerr to mind for me, as we can on koop

one an mal” each. What do you moan by saying he's

dog!? y
He is ming!” yelled Gore. * Don't tell me any yarns

about buying him, Figgina! That's , Fido!".
Y Both{mﬁa’o m;rl MTPI,’ 1'9 rhy . Vi

your
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.V 8harp, isu’t he my dog? You saw me buy him?”

‘I saw you pay seven-and-six for him, Gore,'’ said Sharp
solemnly. 1
¢ ' Oh, don’t be funny! I
said Figgine, *' If this is a jo
the fun comes jn!" .
« ' It's not n joke, you New House waster, unless you think
dqqmten]ing is o joke!” snarled Gore, * (live me my dog!”

" Ho's 16t your dog; he's mine!l”

s o ljel!” ;

Figgins flushed red.

“1f you say that again, Gore, I'll wipe up the ground with
youl!". he exclaimed, - .

“It's a lie, then!” yelled Gore. * That's my dog! Come
on, Bharp!” .

“And he rushed at Figgine without wasting more time in
words, Bharp backed him up, and the New House junior
soon had his hands full, .

.. Figgins was angry, too—angry at having his word doubted,
and at baing nttacked without cause, as far as he could see.

ave seven-andsix for him "
, I'm blessed if 1 see where

Ho put his hands up willingly enough, and met the attack
> e had -to release the

of Gore aind Sharp; -hut; of. course,

etring he.was leading Tray by. mrogle o .

A crowd quickly, gathered round, chesring on Figgins, and

hissing fR6Ee a1 'Qﬁp%na being two to one. .

- But il W ‘of, the School House did not care. They

nttac fina” ] _':_gpaegt-aml-h)ngn. - But  Figgins was a

tough ni &-r wen at twe to one. Hia left came under-

Gore's -hammer,” and Gore eat down with o

Beparats gvery tooth in his head. ' .
o the e EEoyse junior closed with Sharp, and the

two ayent staggériﬁg_’ o andd Tvo-blindly in-furions cembat.,

" Gore sprong tohis fcet and rushed at Figgins from behind,
** Shame " yelled o dozen voices, . ... ’
.But Gare.did not-care.  He threw his dirfn round Figgins's

neck, and got hold of him under the chin, ahd dragged him

back 56 that Bhirp could pommel him. .

« Figging struggled fiercoly, but he was at a-disadvantage.

But just they there was a sudden whoop, and Kerr came
dashing up.  Without stopping to spedk, the Beottish partner-

in the Now House Co. joined in the fra§. " His clenched fist
under ‘Shavp's ear sent that worthy spinhiig, and then he
clawed Gore-off, and Aung him across Sharp. © - -
* ““Thanks, old chap!" gasped Figgina.
“ What's the row?"” nﬁmd Kerr.
* **The ratters wanted to take my dog awny.”
“Your dog! , I thought you left him at the school !
+“.0h, T don't mean 8pot!- I've-just bought a collie dog.
He's here somowhere | hy, where is he? Bless my boots,
he's'gone I, '
The collie had disappeared.

& S

CHAPTER 11, P
Skimpole Falls OIf,

ITH the fall of night and the lighting of the naphtha.
lamps, the fair seomed to nwake to new lifo and
jollity. The crowd was thicker than ever. Stout

farmers and farmers’ mon, brawny drovers, and cattle-dealers,
clbowed their way among the crowds of townspeople and the
gehoolbays and urchins from miles round. The various shows
were better patronised as evening drew on, and the stars
gamo out in the clear wintry sky. o

Tom Merry & Co. had gathered together ngain, and they
stopped to look at the merry-go-round.  Arthur Augustus
waa a' little afraid ‘that it was beneath his dig, to venture
on the whirling wooden horses, but he allowed himsell to he
convinced.

“Of course, if you're nervous, you can stick whero you
are,” Blake remarked. .

‘" Weally, Bluke, a chap who has widden in a cwoss-
countwy steeplechaso is not likely to be nervous of a wide on
» wooden horse," said D' Arcy.

*'Then what are you hanlgmﬁ back for?"

1 am not exactly hangiu' back, but I am thinkin® of my
dig, you know," ;

'”lyhun don’t,” snid Blake, “Come on, and don't be a
duffer | I suppose, as o matter of fact, you're nervous?”

“Como on!” exclaimed Figgine, **Where is Faliy?
Where are you, Fatty Wynn 1"

* Bha'n't bo a tiok!” cxclaimed Fatty, who was stuffing
roast thestnuts at a barrow near at hand.  “* I shall be
finished in a-minute "’ ,

** Catch us waiting for you, you porpoise "

“Oh, I'm coming 1" .

Fatty Wynn bolted some chestnuts, and jammed o handful
into his poclet, and ruslied over to join Figgine. The
juniors of  8t. Jim's' occupied a considerable portion of the
roundnbout when they mounted the wooden steeds, - -

* Wait for me, please,” camo o breathless voice, “1I wish

_4TOM._MERRY,
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to go round, you know. Will you kindly pay for me,
D'Arey?” ’

*Yaas, wathah, Bkimmy, deah boy! Jump on!" .

“Pray wait a minute. I am quite out of breath. Yes,
my good man?' eaid Skimpole, stopping with one foot on
the <dge of the revolving Rlat[unn wgich supported the
wooden horses in a cirele, “'What aré you poking mo for?"
. Y Get hon, please.”

* Yes, 1 am getting on. Have you any idea why thie
rouﬁ!"l-lookm person is so impatient, Tom Merry?”’

L erhapoim wanis to gel his machine started,” grinned
Tom Merry. “ You see,
look on while you jabber,”

‘* Get hon, sir, please!”

“ 1t is very sad tv see how this sordid desire to make monoy
gengtrates into every class of society,” said the amateur

ocialist of 8t. Jim's, with a shake of the head. '* Under
Socinlism, of course, all roundabouts will be nationalised."
't will 'you get honpor will you get hoff1”

“I will get on if you will allow me a moment to recover
my breath. I regard this entertainment aa a very youthful
one, aixl should not mount one of these wooden steeds, m
friends, but for the purposc of esiablishing certain scientifio
principles.” ‘
. * Oh, buck-up, 8kimmy !’

. Pray do not bo impatient, Blake.
to establish are, whether——"’

. ““Hor you goin’ to get hon, or har you goin' to get hoff 1"
roared the proprietor of the roundabout,

“1 am going to get on.”

' Btart 1t, my deah sir,” said D'Arcy.
nevah leave off talkin’ othahwise.” :

 Really, D’Arcy— Dear'me, the thing is going round 1
, Bkimpole sceambled nstride of the wooden harse, with his
cap on the back of his head, and his spectacles sliding down
his nose, and held on as if ho were on the back of a fiery
steeplechascr, :

. * Dear me!"” he Fnsped. *I—1I feel guite insecure!”

“Hold on!” yelled Wally, coming on the scene with
Pongo at his heels. D :

*“1 am holding on,” replied Skimpole, who thought the
words were resseddl to him. * Indeed, I think I ehould
fall to the grourd otherwise."” .

* Hold on!"

- 8kimpole was whirled away with (he rest ns the machine
worked on, grinding out a strain of music that might have
made a Philistine weep, But the ears of the juniors were
growing hardened to discordant sounds. y

- * Hold on!” exclaimed Wally indignantly, *“Why didn't
you wait for mof?”

* Full up this time, sir,”

“T could have pulled that spectacled nes off,”

The man grinne.

- ** Bettor wait your turn, sir.”

Wally eniffed. :

** Catch me waiting while those duffers are going round|”

- He stood dind watched for 8kimpule to come round again,
Skimpole wads on the horso ’just, in front of Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, who, with his silk hiat in his hand, and his oyoglass
jaommex| in his eye, was sitting his wooden steed with his
usunl grace, -

As Bkimpolo came round opposite Wally the junior mado
a nimble spring upon the wooden platform of the round-
about.

In o twinkling he was upon 8kimpele's horse, much to the
amazement of the amateur Bocialist.

* Really, young D’Arcy,” gasped Skimpole, ‘¢ [—I-—
There is not room for two of us on one horse, you know!”

* Get off, then,” said Wally.

" But 1 have paid--or, rather, D'Arcy has paid, which
comes to the same thing.”

! I')'\Va‘l‘l if you pay, and I ride, that's an equal division of
abour:

* Really, Wally—"

‘I don't mind your sticking on the horse if you kee
quiet,” said Wal}; magnanimously. ** But don't jgw." P

¢ I=—=I ray not push me."

e’s here to make money, not to

Tbe’priuciplen I with

“The silly ass will

v L
“ Why not?"’
‘I am afraid that I may fall off. I am not nsed (o these

entertainments. I have mounted this machine eimply in
order to establish eome scientific T'i"'ﬂlm__“

Skimpole broke off with ndyv I 1is overcoat sbipped,
and he mads a grab at it, and _the next moment~he didn't

know how—he was flying.
Wally, sitting with his face to the tail of the wooden steed,
one arm round the supporting-pole, waved the other hand at
the falling S8kimpole,
5 Go::d-fr e, Bkimmy "
ear me—"
Bkimpole bumped on the ground,

ﬁe sat up, blinking at
the wooden horses us they ci

st again again,
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nnd cxtendcd it to Ar

hur Anguntuu

ry your atrenqth sir !’

Ere you are, young uenr D Amanina atrl l.d jernéy. \nlth a lpe and ntuhby ohin lmed up a huge hammer .
1 B

while tho juniors of 8t. Jim's grinned down at him from
their perchea.
" llifou young wascal, Wally !” said Arthur Augustus, *'1
weally—
**Oh, don't_you begin, Gussy!”
" Weally, Wally, I considah——"
Wally bdgnn to whistle, and Arthur Augustus @%@ him a
g]ar( ol in guntmn and ceased to remonstrate,
ooden horses finished their ljournoy. and the juniors
u‘.rnmblcd off, and found Bkimpole standing “rubbing his
hones whevs !hoy had come into violent contact with the
groun
“ Hurt?” said Wally cheerfully, “ Why the dickens didn’t
you stick on, Bkimmy?"' -
‘ Really, young D Arey-—---
' Have Igou established your scientifio principles!”
‘demanded
8kimpole n!mo his head.
‘ No, Dngbyhl have not. Owing {0 tho—"

* Havo anothah wun wound, then,” said L’ Arcy. “It will

k: & gwut plmure to mo to stand tweat, Skimmy, deah

Bkimpole made a’ grimace.

“T thank 3hu very much, DArcy. but I do not think I
will mount that \ely dangerous contrivance again, = You
must not thirk that 1 am in the least nervous, of course, but,
upon the whole, I regard it as m;ndlcioue to risk such o -
shock to the system a second time.”

“But what pwice the pwinciples you \\ero goin' to
establish "’ !

1 shall have to establish them nnolher time, After all,
1 hau- plenty to do,” said Skimpole, * There is my speceh

Your which?"’ demanded half o dozen voices.
" “ My speech, I am going to take advantage of the great
crowd collected on this spot to nttempt. to dieseminate somo
of the principles of Socialism,"” eoxplained Skimpole, Do
you not think it is u splendid opportunity " )

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“T spe no occoasion for this ribald laughter. An 80 memy
people are met togother here from various parts of the
county, I thmk the time has come for a little offective pro-
pngnm‘n “Or

Ha, ha, hal"
R~ "
B9 S
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“‘ A true Booialist is nover turned from his l"f(!la by the
mockery of fools and idiots,” said Skimpole I‘:‘f!n .

*“ Eh, what? Whero are and idiots?” asked Jack
Blake politoly, taking hold of Herbert S8kimpole by one of
his large ecars,

The amateur Boolalist blinked at him. .
i ‘Of course, I wase speaking figuratively, What I mean

¥ You can wait while he explains what cans, Blake,'
said_Digby; “I'm off.” ¥ be ’

“ Yans, wathah!”

“Thanks, I don't think I'll wait,” eaid Blake.
mind what you mean, 8kimmy.
infnd to give up that epecch.’

A% o asincere Booialist—'

‘Oh, rats; I'm off " And Blake ran. The others ram,
too, dk:mpdo blinked aftor. them, and shook his head in
8 olemn and acrious manner.

“Amazing I he murmured. ‘ Amazing that even intelli-
gent youths should take absolutely no interest in the higher
ethics and the idoals of the—the—rthe—in short, in the ideals.
But I ll’}ﬂﬂ keep on; I shall not abandon my task in doespair.
8t..Jim's shall be converted into w_stronghold of Socialism

ore I am doné, and meanwhile I will try the effect of a
{ﬁ:llv,clgqum and excellent speech upon these persons at

alr,

And Skimpolo looked about for o suitable spot to address
A meeting,

i N!]‘Br
But 1 advise you™as o

CHAPTER 12,
In the Boxing Tent.

o ETE PIPER, ‘the Bethnal Green Chicken !” said Tom
Merry, reading from u._ﬂn.-rm‘g poster on the outside
of & largo tent. ““Boxing; face any comer.’ H'm!
Pcrhaps that is worth sceing, kids.”
ere was & gontleman in a neckerchief and pimples at
the entrance to the tent. From within cane a buzz that
showed it was alroady pretty well filled. The pimpled
entleman was announci the show in'a raucous voice,
hoarse with exertion andnghe stimulants he had taken,
‘ Pete Piper, gonts! The Bethnal Green Chicken, gents!
'IUn:ﬁﬁ.nlled boxer, and champion bantam weight of {ieug—
an

“Rata!” murmured Figgins, who know very well that
ithat was not tho case. o gentleman in the pimples over-
heard the remark, and without the slightest chango of
countenance he went on: .

"C‘bn.méuon boxer, champion bantam weight of Middle.
sox | Walk in, fbntl. and spo the ono and honly Pete Piper !”

Tom Merry looked at his chums.

‘' What do you sny, kids? A good boxing show is always
worth sceing. You oan pick up points from it, you know.”
., " Yans, wathah, unless it is o bwutal show, you know, and
in that case it would be bolow our dig. to patwonise it,"

Tom Merty laughed. i

“ Woll, wo eha'n’t ese that till wo get inside, and then
we oan come out if we like. If we oconsider the show too
brutal, we’ll all come out, and Gussy can refund us the
price of entering.” .

o Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

" That's only fair,” said Figgins. “T confess I'd lika to
500 ;hf.l show. I suppose the chap knows how to use his
hands, or ho wouldn't be giving a show here,”

“But whore does he come fwom, deah boys!”

-**Didn't you hear what the man says—Bethnal Green?”
“Is that a weal place?”
‘““Ass! Tt's a famous’ place.

IIE:lnpire has heard of

ully. —

‘* Bai Jove, I must make a note of that, you know !" said
Arthur Augustus, with g:at intorest. *‘Is’it in England?”

“Yes, duffer, in" s

"I wefuse to be called a duffah, Figgins. Bai Jove, fancy
Bethnal Gween bein' a weal |1ho§?v you know, T shall go
there next timo I ,o to London,  Yaas, wathah, let's go in
and soe this chap fwom Bethnal Gween !”

‘ Tanner o time,” eaid the gentleman in pimrlm. as the
juniora presentod thomsolves at the entrance of the tent.

* What does he mean by that, Tom Mowwy? Is that tha
way they talk in Bethnal Gween, do you think, or is ho a

Everrbodiy in the British
nal Green,” sald Figgins scorn-

© ' foweigner?"

- You chesrful chump, he moans that it's sixpence each,”
said Tom Merry, laughing. * Come on, you kids, I'm_pay-
fhmv to refund the money if we
come out without weeing the show.”
‘“Qh, weally, Tom wwy——'’ .
* Can't take that dorg in 1" said the guardian at the -door,
n"‘gnllxl followed on with Pongo.
]

old him for me, thon I'P‘nid Wally.
“I'll tie him up ’ere for you, if you like, sir.’

“Right you are.” e

And  Wally followed the rest into the tent. Arthur
Augustus gave him a glance of approval ae they made their
way to the crowded eeats,

It was "WJ vni:ht of you to leave the dog ojtside,
Wally,” he eaid. “I am vewy glad t"L‘t;o'u.t are gwowin' more
polite and weasonable in these mattahs.”

“8cat!” said D'Aroy minor, “I know jolly well Pongo
won't remain outside many minutes, Gua, old son.”

- Wally was right. Tho juniors had mmlywnkon
their seats when Pongo came ‘smug, ling up to Wally's
kneos. Ho had got loose, and crawled in under the canvas
of tha tent, as the hero of the Third knew he would.

Wally pahteil, his Ilo'mnte'n shaggy head.

“ ongo ¥ p

The li'"'h" grinned, with the exception of Arthur Augus-
tus. f drew a little " further away from the shaggy
mongrel, p

£ gwny koep that howwid beast away fwom my twousahs,
Wally,” he eaid plsinhvol:i;e “You know how I dislike -
havin’ doggy hairs on ? natlr clothes.” '

' Oh, don’t be fussy, old chapi’ ;

“ Weally, Wn_l-‘liy you g wastal——— .

“Dry up,” said Tom erry, '‘ the show’s going to begin,”

o T weluse to dwy up. I was sayin'—" ~

“ Hallo, .what's that cbap got o say? BSilence alll" ex-
claimed Blake. / :

A sanded spaco was sot aside for the Bethnal Green
Chicken, the scats nomnrsmﬂ_upon it in a crescent. The
scats wore merely boards laid on trestles, and Arthur
Augustus was most uncomfortable. The glare of eeveral
naphtha lamps lighted np tho Bothnal Green Chicken as he
lounged l’nrw:;g and faced the audicuce, -

He looked liko o bantam weight o little run to seed.
He was & young man, with a hoad like a bullet, and a face
hard and determined. His figure was light and agile, and
there was & springiness in his tread, that Tom Merry noted
at once. Tom Merry was given to boxing, in an amateur
w*, and he had an eye for a boxing man's points. o

he man with the pimples at the door had oclosed the
entrance, and come in now. The tent was pretty full, and
the audience worc growing impatient. He came forward to
speak, and the erowd mn&m tent listened with attention,

“Gentlemen, this is the Bothnal Green Chicken, the
champion bantam weight of—of Middlesex. He's hopsn to
box any gentleman who oares to come forward, anythin'
within a couple of stone of his own weight. Tho Bethnal
(}_:ﬁe’r.l‘()hickou has nover refused a cha'lenge, and he never
will, !

Thero was a murnmur of applause. X

“Any gentleman comin’ forward?” asked Mr. Piper's
backer genially. * Tt nin't possible 'ere to box for money,
of coursa; but therc's a purso, lying on the seat there. It's
o present for the man who can lick the Hethnal Green
Chicken, and there’s a sovercign in it."”

‘There was a pause, and & burly young drover rose
up in his place. : ’

“T reckon I'll try for that sovercign, Mr. Harker,” he
called out

Mr. Harker grinned and nodded.

“Come out "oro, then,” ho said.

The young drover, colouring a good deal as the general
gaze was bent upon him, advanced into the glare of the
naphtha lights,

‘ifgmu gave a low whistlo as ho watched him, v

““1 rather think he's morg'n two stone better than Pipor,”
he murmured, “but I think Piper will walk over him.”

A good middle-wetght, anyway,” said_Monty Lowther:
“but he won't have much chance againet Piper. That chap
isn’t in form for a sporting club show, but he's all right to
walk over a countryman, and not hadt try.”

The . Bethnal  Groen Chlqkon seemed to be of the same
opinion, for there was a grin on his face as ho preparcd for
tho contest.

The young drover utrippedi,.and Mr. Harker took out his

watch to keep timo, number of encouraging voicaa were
heard from tho audien%e. addressed to the bold aspirant for
fistical h®Mours.

“Go it, Willyum|"

“You'll fix him 1" -

“We're a-watchin' you, Willyum 1"

Willyum blinked and grinned at his friends. Then he

ut on the gloves, with Mr. Harker's assistance, and faced
his adversary in the ten-foot ring.

Burly as the young drover was, and almost as itronf as
a horse, he had no chance from the first against the Bothnal
Green Chickon, ‘ ; ‘

The Chicken, however, did not want to end the show at-
& blow, and he gave Willyum plenty of rope, and for a
ﬂge the d;:\-or imagined that ho was goiting the best of

encounter. e g
The Chicken reccived & tap mow and then, but he took
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oare nol to get any hard gusk and in roturn he fupged
Willyum in various places, on the nose and chin, and cheet
her 1o his bewilderment.

m{lﬂuok. eat
Lyum did not seem to quite know where the blows
vreaa mm erf:lomi bt;lt l:ém tC-h'u::l:eé: &ﬁ lnot hurt hu‘t;t muohl;
and @ of the firat roun illyum was oot muc
damaged, save that his wind was gone.
,He sat on a stool in the corner of the ring to recover
himself, and was ministered to by his eecond, another drover.
Mr. Harker was grinning at his watch.
“Time!” he called. ’ 2
The Chicken stepped up to time as fresh as a daisy, and
Wl'lléulr; rose somewhat heavily from his stool. .
“(o it, Willyam!” whispered his socond encouragingly.
:.Ygu're ‘eavier and stronger than he is, and you'll fix
im,”’
Willyum grinned rather breathlessly.
“I'm goin’ to try,” he said. .
“That's it! Give him the upper-cut
yo Josh Perkins with at Elderberry

second. .

“That I will, Goorge!” :
And Willyum stepped ap for the sccond round, But in

the second round it was plain to even Willyum's friends

that the Bethnal Green Chicken was only playing with him.

Ho forced Willyum round the ring, tapping him here and

there, and avoiding all his wild drives with perfect ease.

Tom Merry chuckled. 2
“T rather think Willyum is & goner,” he remarked.
“Yes, rather; hé won’t try another round.”

“Yaas, wathah! Do you know, deah boys, I should feel
Inciined, to tackle tho boxah myself if it were not so beastly
oxhaustin’, you know." .

" Yes, you'd knook the Chicken out in no time—I don’t
think I"" Monty Lowther remarked. .

Arthur Augustus turned his monoclo upon Lowther.

_ T twust, Lowthah, that you do not considah that——"
“Hallo, there goes Willyum!"”
William had sat down suddenly in the

know why, but he had a pain® in his nose.

began to count.

ut Willjum was up at eight, continuing the fight.  He
had plenty of pluck, though not much knowledge of the
manly art of self-defence, The upper-cut with which he had
knocked out young Josh Perkins at Elderborry Hollow waen't
of much use agninst the Chicken from Bethnal Green.

“He's a plucked 'un, but no good,” said Figgins. '‘ What
are you revolving in that mighty brain of yours, Merry?
Wherefore that wrinkled brow? Are you thinking of tacke
ling the Bantam?"

'om Merry nodded coolly.

',"Yes, as & matter of fact, that's just what I was thinking

ou knocked out
ollow,"” said the

ring. Ho did not
Mr. Harker

of, i x
Figgina whistled.

“Why not?” demanded Tom Meﬂ'fI warmly. “I'm just
about his weight, undd I'm as big as he is, or very nearly;
and T can box, as you ought to know, Figgy, from the num-
ber of times I've dotted you on the nose.” .

“Well, 1 don’t know, you know,” said Figgins thought-
fully. “T could lick you, and I don’t know fhat I should
care to tackle that ohap. 8o what chance will you have if
you tackle him?1" .

- % Oh, don't be funny, Figgins. I'm going to take it on,
anyway."”

“Yaas, wathah! But weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Don’t you think I could keop m{, end %. Gussy?"”

“T wasn’t thinkin’ of that, deah boy, e only question
to my mind is whethah it is pewwaps below your dig.”

Tom Merry laughed,

“Well, T think I could risk that,” he said. * It will be fun,
anywa{‘, and he seems a decent chap; nothing of the bully
about him. It's all moonshine about his being a champion
bantam weight, but he's a good boxer, all the same, and
Ihqolté.qp if he's had some experience in the ring. I'll tackle

im, y

“{ood!"” said Lowther,
it you're knocked into little pieces, I'll
celery over your grave, with the inscription, ' Died
much nerve!’ "

“T wish I had brought my camera!” eaid Manners, with

“It will be fun, anyway, and
lant a' bunch of
of too

o nigh,

"%)h, that Miss Priscilla were here to see her darling. boy "
murmured Digby. ]

Tom Merry turned red. The ch(ilppin of his comrades
only made him the more determined. ore was & sudden
oxclamation from Herries, who was 1Iu.trahin%l the contest in
the hlnre of the naphtha lights with deep and thrilling interest.

" °!. donﬂl“

Willyum was indeed done!

The end of the second round left him sitting in the sand,

and at the odll of time he declined to come up to the soratch.

MERRY, 8COUT LEADER.
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“ Qo on another round, Willyum I urged his friend.

Willyum ‘shook his head decidedly.

“But you haven't tried on him that u
settlod young Josh. Perking at Elderberry
George,

“T ain’t going on!" said Willyum,

And he resumed his upper garments with the assistance of
Mr. Harker, and returned to his Ili)lll.oe among the audience.
Mr. Harker winked at the Bethnal Green Chicken, and fixed
his eyos on the audience. '

o ‘;ny|0th” gent care to meot the Chicken?’’ he asked,

. ea ”

or-cut  which
low,” urged

It was a cloar, hoyish voiod, as Tom Merry rose in his
place.

S

CHAPTER 13.
Tom Merry : Boxer.

OM MERRY calmly met the, astonished gaze h&r.
Harker turned on him. He' coloured a little ns he
saw the wink exchanged between Mr. Harker and

the Chicken. :

“Did you speak, young sir?" said Mr. Harker, in a tone
of elaborate politeness, and most of the audience turned
grinning faces towards Tom Merry.

“Yes, I did,” said Tom quietly.
challenge,
< Ha, ha, ha!"

1 am speaking seriously.

I accept Mr. Piper's

I think somebody in this parb

" of the uountlrg 'cl)‘ught to stand up against & gid dz Londoner,

anyway,” said Tom Merry, “1'm going to try.

“My friend, Mr. Piper, didn’t issuo his challenge to
children, you know,” said Mr. Harker, amid laughter. ' You
had better go back to the nursery, young man,”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy rose to his foot.

* Mr, Harkah, if that is your namie, I wegard that wemark
ag insultin’ to my fwiend Mewwy. Leave off pullin’ my
jacket, Blake.”

“8it down, then, duffer!”

“I wefuse to sit down. Mr. Harkah, I think that at a
gentleman you ought to withdwaw that womark, and I for
one insist upon Mr. Pipah meetin’ my fwiend Tom Mewwy,
or else handin’ oyah the purse without u ﬁ%ht."

The Chicken chuckled, and Mr. Harker frowned.

“Mr. Piper ain't going to meet a boy,” he said,

*Then hand ovah the pursel”

“gtuff! I tell you—- Get back there!”

Tom Merry was walking towards the sanded ring. Arthur
Augustus, in his excitoment, followed him, putting up his
eyeglass, Lowther and Manners hurried after their chum.
They meant to back him up, anyway.

“Fair play!” said Tom Merry. ‘I appeal to the folks
of Wayland,” he went on, looking at the audience. ' If Mr,
Piper won't back up his challenge, ho hands over the purse.”

r. Piper whispered to his manager. .

The latter turned to Tom Merry with a grin on his face,

“Vory well,” he said, ‘“Mr. Piper agrees to knock this
oonl'mmdecl_l{ cheeky kid into the middle of next week, und
*opes_he will like it!" X

** Hear, hear!” said the audionce. i .

“ Yans, wathah! I think it extwemely pwob that Tom
Mewwy will be knocked into the middle of next weck, dea
boys, but he has a wight to be knocked into the middle of
next week if he likes,’

“C it} said Lowther, ‘“We're your
Tom—

“T weluse to cheese it—-"

“ Get your inoket off. What prico the gloves? Are they
small enought” ‘

“"We've got plenty 'ere,” said Mr, Harker. *The young
entleman can chooso. Chicken, you've got to put your best
oot _forrard this time!"

*“Ha, ha, ha!" ohuckled the Chicken.

Tom Merry stripped off jacket and vest, and rolled back
his sleaves, and tied his braces round his waist. Then he
slipped on the s!ovu and was ready.

“(o. it, St. Jim's!" rose in a roar from the tent. There
were plon? of 8t. Jim’s fellows there as well as Tom Merry
& Co., and they were all backing up their schoolfellow. And
a great many of them had very strong faith in the powers
of the champion junior athlete of the Bchool House.

Tom Morry was very quiet and confident, though there was
not a trace of boastfulness in his manner.

geconds,

h t

He ﬂud accepted
the challenge of Mr. Piper in a sporting spirit, to stand up for
8t. Jim's against & boastful strangoer, and he was quite pre-
pared for a licking if the Chicken proved the better man.
At the same time, he believed that ho had it within him to
lick Mr. Piper. ; )

The Chicken had made rings round the burly young drover,
but Tom Merry was a scientifio boxer, as hard gs nails, and
in the pink of condition. As a matter.of fact,

Tom would . L

o~ *.—*r."vﬂwrmsmf""w_ " ‘ﬂ&{
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have made a very respoctable bantam weight for the sport-
ing ring. ¥ .

g‘"]‘hﬁel" grinned Mr, Harker. .

Tom Merry stepped into the centro of the ring to meet
the Chicken, and shook hands with him in his frank way.
The Chioken grinnod at him onin!ir as ho shook hands,

I like plulﬁt," he mmarknﬁ. “I'll let you down easy.”

Tom Merry smiled quietly. .

He did not want to be let down easily. He wanted to
win, and if ho.could not win ho was ready to take his gruel,

The Chicken led off with the amusing tuotics he had found
ainst Willyum, the drover, and the audience
looked on with glee, prepared for o laugh.

But the nncasion for the laugh did not arise.

Mr. Piper ‘ound that his gentle taps were all stopped, and
instead of driving Tom Merry backwards round the ring, he
found the junjor standing like a rock, and stopping him every
time, y 7

Mr. Piper looked nur‘;;iu-rl, and he began to take the
combat more seriously. He feinted claveﬁ{. and let out his
right with force enough to sweep Tom Merry off his feet.
But the feint was watohed by his young adversary, and his
right was knooked swinging up, and Tom Merry’s right came
home upon his nose with a thump.

The Chicken staggered back, more amazed than hurt.

My 'at!" said l\glr. Harker, * Look out!” )

There was a roar from a score of youthful throats in the
orowded tent.

‘* Bravo, 8t. Jim's!"

‘ Buck up, Morry!"”

The Chioken was looking a little pnnoyed. Mis little, round
eyes were glittering now, He sparred up to Tom Merry,
and the junior received several taps he could not guard.
Thon the Chicken pressed him close, and some~ sharp in-
fighting followed, which Tom Merry stopped by a sudden

imdy blow for -which the Chicken was not prepared,
whioh folded him up like a pocket-knife. . )

The Bethnal Greon Chicken gasped like nir escaping from
n bollows, and sat down abruptly on the sand.

Thore was a roar from the audience.

**The Chicken's down|"”

‘ Bravo!”

Mr. Harker starod at his friend in such blank nstonishment
that ‘he forgot to count. Monty Lowther gave him an ex-
cited dig in the ribs, .

" Count!” ho yolled, * Count, you ht:lggar!"

Thus reminded, Mr. Harker proceeded to count. Had he
counted ten before the Chioken rose to his feet, the fight
must have boen- awarded to Tom Morry. But at seven the
Bethnal Green ohnmpiqn.jumdprd up actively enough.

He was looking astonished. He was a‘little dazed, too.
The gloves woero thin enough, and every blow told. Tom
Merry waa looking rather red and glowing, but he was hardly
touched yet.

"My word!” ejaculated the Chicken, My word!” And
ho renewed the combat with great spirit, "C'his time Tom
Meorry was foroed to give %round, and perhaps the call of
timo came well for him. The first round was over. Tom
Morry sut down, and Monty Lowther sponged his heated face,

“Hai Jovo, Tom Mewwy, this is wippin'!" said D‘Aro%.
“1 weally am boginnin’ to think that you will pull it off,
you know."

) So:lne such thought was evidently in Mr, Harker's mind,

or i{:]
Chioken. Mr. Piper shook his hend imputi.emly.

“It's all rilfht. ' he growled. *“Do you think I'm going
to let a achool walk over me, Jim Harker?”

“The fact is, Pote, he.looks like a young champion him.
solf,” said Mr. Harker. * Look at hix arms! Look at his
aotion! Good condition there, my boy!"

“I'm goin' to lick him 1" i
I hope you will, Time!”

;The second round commenced. Tho Chicken looked rathor
ill-tompored ; doubtless his friend’s remarks had annoyed him,
He pushed "l‘nm Moerry hard, and rather: incautiously, and
om was not an opponent with whom risks could be taken,
In the middle of the round Mr, Piﬁor found himself lying
in the sand, without quite knowing how I"HM there.
'hore was a cheer from the audience. Tho Chicken was
pl:;nly groggy for the rest of the round, and glad of the next
re

““My word!" said Digby. “I never saw Tom Merry
shape like that befoge. He's in jolly good form, kids, ‘and
I fanoy he will pull’it off.”

' Looks like it,” said Fatty Wynn. 1 hope he will, I
'“PPI?" he will stand a feed with ‘the sovereign ?"

. Trust. you to think of that,” grunted i gins.

“ Well, !{ou know, Figgins, we've been in ﬁero some time,
and I've finishod the cheatnuts I had in m glocket. and I'm
is time of the

“TOM MERR

s

-chin with an upper cut that

waa whispering earnestly” to tho .Bethnal Green.

Y, 8COUT

yoar, and T admit it. There’s a stall outside whero they’re-
selling hot sausages.”
*'Go out and have some, then,”
don’t bother !" ?
“Oh, I'm going to stay for the finish,” said Fatty, with
the air of one who knew he was making a great sacrifice.
e third round. was commencing in the flate of the
naphtha lamps. The Chicken was looking a little uncertain
now. As a matter of fact, he was not in the best of form,
In the work of a travelling boxer at fairs he seldom found
an opponent tough enough to put him on is mettle, and he
had allowed habits of drinking and smoking' to put himn
uite off hia.form. His schoolboy adversary was youngor,
slighter, but ‘“clean all through,” and as hard aa nails.
The Chickon began to realise that he had taken n big task
on his hands, and hoartily wished he was out o[i it. He was
looking for cash, not for tough fights, at Wayland Fair.
But it was impossible . to

growled Blake, *“and

back down, and he was too

. Plunky to want to do that. He went into the third round

ooth and nail. ~ Tom Morry, in spite of his splendid
defence, was driven twice round the rmﬁ and received
soveral hard taps on the face and chest. But towards the
closo of the round his turn‘came,

The Chicken, thinking he saw a de chance, rushed in
to close quarters, hitting out with left and right, only to
have Tom Merry's right come swinging round into his upper
riba with a force that sent him staggerin back, and Tom's
left followed him up as he utngﬂ'era , oatching him undor the

| rought a yell of delight from
the audience,

** Bravo [” - \

The Chicken went down with a crash, looking dazed, and ™ '
Mr. Harker again forgot to count, in his blank amazement.
Lowthor jerked at his arm, and he lifted his watoh and
mumbled out the mumbers.

' One, two, three, four, five, 8ix, seven—""

Thoro waa a buzz from the audience. The Bethnal Green
Chigken had not nioved !

* Kight, nino, ten!"

The Chicken made an effort, and sat down again, Mr,
Harker, looking rather dazed, snapped his watch shut, and
returned it to his kat. .

“The kid-wins!"" ho snid, in a tone of amazement and
qu:me.

There was a roar that shook the tent.

“ Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah !"

Mr. Harker helped the Chicken to his feet. Tom Merry
was putting on his upper garments with the aid of his.
jubilant chums. Pote Piper looked at the victor in an
extromoly uncertain way.,

“ Well, you've done me,” ho said. “I own up. The
Bethnal Green Chicken ain't afraid to own up to a fair
licking,. The sovere:ru's yours,”

Tom Morry laughed, and shook his head.

**Not a bit of it," he suid cheerily. ‘I boxed you for
:.h:_fun“o.l; the thing, not for money.” I shouldn’t think of

aking it,

*“ You're a gontleman, you are,” said Mr, Harker, with
emphasis, e L '

* Thank you,” said Tom Merry, laughing. He finished
donning collar and necktie, and then stepped up to the
Chicken and held out his hand in the frank way that few
Emtlltd"rosint. * 8hako, Mr, Piper. It was a jolly good

ght.

And Mr. Piper grinned and shook hands. He .was a
sportsman, too.

CHAPTER 14,
Skimpole is Interrupted.

OM MERRY & Co. crowded out of the tent with the
rest of the audience. Mr. Piper's defeat ended his
show for that evoning, and he was not sorry for it.

Tom was the recipient of slaps on the back from all his
chums, till every ounce of breath was knooked out of his
body, and he began to hit out in return. Then his delighted
chums moderated their transports a little.

It was ripping,” said Figgins, * really-ripping; and I
must admit that a _Bohool House chap has kept our end up

nobly for onoe. -

“ Yans, wathah! I wegard Tom
deserved well ot St. Jim's, deah boys.
do‘t.te bettah myself.”

hon, Gussy !

Mewwy as havin'
I could not have

Hallo, it's mowinﬁl" said Monty
Lowther, turning up his coat collar. * Beastly of it to
snow before we wers ready to go homo!”
“ ‘Yans, wathah! I wondah whethah I ocould buy an
umbwellah here. I nevah thought of bwin ing. one, you
know, and I am afwaid my hat will be apoiled.

‘‘Have you seen Fatty?" asked F'llggam anxi .
“Where has that porpoiso pot to? He slipped out of the
tent just before we got up.’

LEADER
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“YLook for him in the nearest grub shop!” grunted
Herries. .

“Bai Jove! there he is, deah boy.
Hewwies,”

Fatt, W{nn could be seen at a short distance. He bad
hurried out of tho tent and made a bee-line for the stall
where the hot sausages weré sold. A stout old lady, who
looked as if she were her own best customer, presided at the
stall, with a large umbrella up against the snow. Fatty
Wynn wasn't thinking of the snow, It is doubtful if he
knew that it was unome. A

He was standing at the stall, with a sausage on a fork,
and a grin of delightful anticipation on his face.

L Fatliy% Coo-00, Fatty!"

But Fatty Wynn did not turn his head, He blew on to

the sausago to cool it, and started munching. )

“Wa can’t do better than follow his example,” grinned
Tom Merry, “Come un! A few sausages will do us all
3 rl;ht, while we're luukinﬁ for a place to have a solid moal.”
; ‘I am afwaid it would be wathah below our dig to feed
on hot sausages at a stall in the stweet, Tom Mewwy!”

¢ Well, you needn’t have any, you know !"

. The juniors hurried over to the stall. Figgins ﬁ‘ave Fattly

- a slap on the shoulder that made him drop the fork and half

: thla1 mi"“ﬂ into the snow. Futty Wynn turned round with

& howl.

. “Yousilly ass| Ob, is it you, Figgina? What the dickens

® do you startle a chap for? That nuun%e is done in, now."”
 __““Never mind,” grinnod Figgins, *there’s plenty more.

Hand 'em over, mother!”

- The old lady handed out the sausages, and the juniors
did them full justice. The weather had ome extremely
cold, and the cold made them hunsi{lry. The old lady was

- beaming when they left the stall. She hadn’t had so many,

- and eo good, customors for some time past.

¢ The falling of the snow was rough on many of the enter-

. tainers of the fair., Most of the crowd were driven to

shelter, and the sho@ under cover wero the only ones to be
atronised, Tom Merry & Co. congratulated themselves
hat they had had most of the fun before the snow came on.

* Must 91;5)«:!: it this time of the year,” said Tom Merry
philosotphw ly. ‘“We shouldn’t like a Christmas time
without snow, you know."

“The pressing business of the present moment is to find a
place whore we can have a square meal,” said Fatty Wynn
anxiously.

“My only hat!” said Blake. ‘ He was munching chest-
nuts till we came out of the tent, and since then he's eaten
fiftoen sausages!"

“Only eleven, Blake.”

“And now he wants a square meal!
put it, Fatty "

""Oh, don’t be funny. It's a serious matter. I got so
hungry in this December weather, and 1've had practically
nothing to eat all day. Hallo! there’s a jolly big crowd
under that tree,’” said Fatty Wynn. “I wonder if they’re
lalh;{ any hot drinks or grub there "’

“Ha, ha, ha! It's Skimmy "

Y Bai Jove! so it is,” p

The huge tree at tho end of the market square, although
almost leafless, was thick enough to afford shelter from the
lightly folling flakea of snow, Under the tree, on an up-
turned tub, Ilerbert Bkimpole stood, with about twenty
ourious people gathered round him, .t"inf' and the juniors
from Bt. Jim’s hastened to join the crowd.

Skimpole, who was fairly mounted on his hobby-horse,
had no eyes for them. e was embarked on the subject of
Booialism.

, “1 repont, my friends,” he said, waving both his arms

in the air, “I repeat, and T challenge contradiction, that

the present systom of government is entirely played out, and

the nation will have to come to us in the long run for a

new system.”

You were wight,

Where will you

"‘ ?"hat I” said Herries, pugzled. ‘‘Does he menn Bt.
] " .
“Ha, ha! He means they will have to come to
Bocialism !
“Oh, I see, I wonder if he knows what it ia?. I don’t.”

L]

“Yes, gentlemen, and you observe that I apply the term

ntlemen to yau, although many of you are of a coarre and
ow-bred class, without sufficient méntal initiative even to
wear clean linen and wash your finger-nails. But do I
blame you for this, my friends? No! T know it is due
to the fact that you were trained amid filthy and sordid
conditions. Ow1" .

A ocabbage-stump, hurled by someone who, perhaps, did
not like being considered coarse and low-bred; even [l)ay one
‘who was anxious to improve him, smote the amateur
Socialist- on the chest, and he disappeared off the tub.
There was a yoll of laughter from the ribald crowd.

Y Bxit Bk le 1" grinned Figgina. 3
BE‘ Bklmporoa was not done ygg He was up again, and

‘T ;
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. am very hungry.’
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on the tub, in a twinkling, looking somewhat muddy but
quite resolute. . 3 .

““ As o sincere Socialist, I aeﬁreonta violence in any shape
or form,” he said. * Qur methods are the methods of per-
suasion. Therefore, I forgive the uninformed, stupid,
brutal, densely ignorant savage who hurled that ’c'mbbua'e-
ll.umF, and shall not even say & word against him.

 Hu, ha, ha!"

“Nor will this ribald laughter affect. me. I appeal to
your brains—such brains as a rotten social system and a
vicious training have left you, We aim to improve you,
my dear friends, to free you from the domination of a
powerful upper olass, and from the still stronger domination
of your own vices and self-indulgence. Do we blame you
:01: our ignorance, your bratality? Certainly not! Wo—
Oh 1" ]

It was n.snowball this time, and it squelehed under 8kim-

ole’s chin. ‘The crowd swayed and roared. Skimpole
Eruslmd as much of the snow out of hjs nock as he could.

“ Really, gentlomen, I protest against this violence. It
ia no argument, and o sincere Socialist is always -op{:{)ned
to violence, especially when directed against himself. There
is, at such a time, no possibility of douhhh% his sincerity,
}i tl)er?‘f?’l;u——- Ow! I, therefore— Oh! oh! I—

A shower of snowballs fairly knocked BklmFolo ‘off the
tub, and the volley was followed up by n rush of the crowd.
Si;impole was bumped down in a sitting posture, and the
tub was bonneted over his head, and so he was left, It
was Tom Merry who generously lifted the tub off, and
S8kimpole blinked up at him dnzed\lﬁ.

“ Wh-wh-what is it, Merry? What bas happened? I
trust it was not an earthquake.”
“Ha, ha, ha! It was only an argument, I qu&pnm
said Tom Morry. ‘' Somehow, they don't seem to like your

speeches. You ‘might bo a little more tactful.”

““ As a sincere Socialist I am bound to toll the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing:but the truth.”’ ok Ty

“Then you are booked for a high old time, I think,’
said Tom Merry, ns he dragged the amateur Bocialist to his
feet. * There is such a thing as gliding gently over un-
pleasant facts, you know." ,

Tt would be mgainst my conscience——""

“ For instance, how would you like anybedy to tell you
rou were a shrieking idiot, a howling maniac, a dangerous
iunui.iv a frightful bore, and n fearful futhead?" asked,
Tom Merry., * Yet it would only be true.”

“ Really, Tom Merry!"

“ Oh, ring off, and come and have a feed !"

8kimpolo blinked as he rubbed his bruisea. .

T think I had better, Merry. I do not feel quite fit for
carrying on further propaganda work at present, and even
a Socialist must attend to the sordid wants of the body, 1

r
And ere long, Tom Merry & Co. were sitting down in a
warm restaurant to n meal that even Fatty Wynn pro.
nounced sufficiently plentiful.

CHAPTER 185.
The End of a Jolly Day.

OM MERRY turned up tho collar of his -coat ns he
looked out into the snowy market-square. Tho snow
wus coming down more t icklty, and it was evidently

going to be a snowy and windy night. But little the juniors
enred for that. They had had the fun of the fair that
cventful day, and they did not mind a walk home of a fow
miles in the snow and the wind, cold aa it was, There was
nothing * soft”" about Tom Merry & Co.

“Jolly cold!” eaid Wally, with a eniff. *I say, would
one of you fellows mind tucking Pongo under your coat!
Mine isn't big enough.” ]

Tom Merry & Co, looked at the hero of the Third Form
with glances that ought to have felled him to the ground.

* Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. "I think I can
seo myself stuffin’ a haiwy snd dirty mongwel inside my~
coat, Yaas, wathah!” ) .

“Well, I don’t like the idea of his walking,” said Wally.

“1 don't mind_carrying him to the vet.'e for you,”
suggestod Monty Lowther. *1'd willingly spend a bob on
having him painlessly oxtracted.” , :

“ Yaah, wathah!"” said Arthur Augustus, ** I think 1 can

“1 suppose I must

tion for that laudablo purpose.”
*“Oh, don't be funny!” said Wally.

carry the brute myself, Come on, Pongo! Good old Pong!

Come onl”

But Pon

"

refused to come. Ho preferred his freedom.
He skipped round the juniors ae tha;i left the restourant.

Fatiy Wynn had been the lnst to leave the dining-table,
and he had stuffed all tho dessert that was not eaten into
his pockets, Ho did not mean to suffer from lunger on the
walk home to 8t. Jim's. : '
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J'trtl'mr Augustus glanced up and down tho etreet with o
somewhat anxious expression. Blake asked him if he had

oat anythu:i.

*No, deah boy, I haven't lost anythin’, T was lookin’
for an umbwellah-shop. I amn afwaid my hat will be spoiled
in this snow,"”

1 Why don't you carry it in your hand, then?”

o h, pway don’t ‘wot, deah y."!

Try your strongth, sir!”
‘The “juniors atothe_ and looked at the speaker. He waa
& man in a striped jersey, with anpe and a stubbly chin.
lifted up a huge hammor and extended it to Arthur
Augustyy D'Aroy,
;- Try your strength, sir! You takes the ’ammer in your
ands, you know, and brings it down as 'ard ae you can,
nnﬁl tim_t flies up the indicator, sir, and you——=" L
"o it Gu::s{y!”
I woally do not foel inolined just now for feats. of
stwength,” eaid the swoll of S8t Jim's, “ Thank you vewy
much, my good man, but I won’t twouble to bowwow your
bummah,”

‘‘ Beltor 'ave a try, sir. It’a a d oxerciso, and I ain't
dong much trade _tc{dng, 8ir; thegg?\ow has -apoiled it all.

nly tuppenco a time, sir,”

" Oh, in, that case I sholl be vow ‘llrfoaeod to have a
twy,” snid _Arthur Augustus, who had a keen onough
sympathy with anybody who was down on his luck.
hind me the hammah.”

' "Hro you are, eir.”

** Pway stand back, deah boys. Will you hold my hat,
Digby, and without dwoppin’ it in the snow, ?Ionso? Pway
take my cane, Bluke. Stand back, deah boys.”’

- The ‘“deah boys' took care enough to stand back. They
know that Arthur Augustus might be dangerous when he
started swinging that hammer,

- D'Arcy went at it in a business-like manner. He grasped
the long handle of the hammer in both hands, and swung
1t round, and there was a fieirdish yell from the man in the
str pp;li jersey.

s owl

* Pway

You young willain!”

o Deah me! I am extwomely sowwy I atwuok your log
with the beastly hammauh, you {now, and I twust I did not

urt you?”

“Ow, ow, oh|" a

‘“ Pway stand furthah hack !

. And Arthur Augrvetus swung up the hammer and brought
it down. This tim: ho hit the mark, and the number ran up.
“ Baj Jovo, I wegard that as wathah good, you know!"

. " Rippin’ goad, sir!” said the hammer-merchant blandly.

*Try again, air.”

** No, 1 don't think I'll twy ulgain, deah boy, ae I find it
wathah oxhaustin’, but thess fellows had bettah have a twy
all wound. Pway have a twy all wound, denh
fwiend has not done much twade to-day.”

The juniora of 8t. Jim’s had » try all round. The spirit
ofl emulation enlored into the matter, and they tried and
tried again. Tho highest number was scored by Jack
Blako, as it hall)penod. ough Tom Merry and Figgins and

orr wore only just a little lower. "The cash for the
ropeatod tries ran up to quito a figure, bui, tho required sum
was made up, and the hammer-morchant was satisfied. Then
the juniora resumed their tramp towards 8t. Jim's, As they
entorod the ehadowy path through the Wayland Woed two
dim fgures loomeod up in the shadows,

" Look out!” muttered Tom Merry, recognising a familiar
hooked noso,

“It’s oll right, younﬂognnu,",uid the voices of Ikey and
Dodger together ; and Dodger went on: * We wasn't ayin’
for you, air. Wo wouldn't, arter the way you troated ua.'

suppose you were laying for somebody, as you call
it,”” said Tom Merry eternly. :

'Wo'vo 'ad & 'ard day,” said Dod?er without aneworing
the question. **A polieeman reckornised us, and we had to
guntkd?nd loave the pitch—leave everythink, sir.

ui e 11 i
““‘If wo could honly git our fare back to London?" sighed

E :

boys, as our

We're

'{‘im Morry hesitated for a momont. The men were a
poir of ruffians, and had doubtless broken the law many a
time and oft. But it was terrible to be destitute in that
bittor weather, without a shelter, whilo the snow was fall-
ing, and the bitter Decomber wind wailing in the trees,

! How much can you got home on?'’ he asked abruptly.

Dodger gave a start. e

*'We could do it on five boh; sir.” s

‘' What do you fellows say?'

“¥aas, wathah! Let us waise the sum for the unfor-
tunata wottahs,” said Arthur Augustus. * On condish that
they give us their word of honah to gn away at once, and
not wob unybody in this neighbourhood.”

Tom Merry grinned,

"I ocertainly spprove of helping these victims of - the
present_social eystem,” eaid 8kimpole. “If 1 had any
monoy I would gladly contribute it. As I have not—"

** As you have not, ring off, old chap,” ssid Tomn Merry.
“ Now then, ycu fellows, sholl out!" 5 B

The fellows shelled out.. Arthur Augustus had to owe his
share, and so did Digby. Fatty Wynn was broke also. . But
the others made up the five ehillings, which were handed to
Dodger. He received them half incredulously,

* Thanky, young gonts,” he eaid, in a sober voice. *'I
bain’t often come across tho likes o' you, or maybe I
wouldn’t be just as I am now. You've done us a turn,
and”wo ain’t often 'ad one done us, neither, Good-night,
gentlomen, and a merry Christmas to yer.” )

“A merry Christmas [ repeated Ikey, through his chatter-

ini teeth. f
Il?fd the two tramps disappeared. - Tom Merry & Co.
wa on, :
“Do you think they will go?” asked Figgins, after a
ause.
r 1 think eo,” snid Tom Morry; “and they would protty
corteinly have robbed some of-the fellows coming home
to-night otherwise.” g ‘
*Yaas, wathah! Thoy are on their honah now, doah
hoys, and I am quite certain that they will clear out,"
x:xd, as it happened, Arthur Augustus was quite right,
The juniors tramped on, and within sight of the gates of
St. Jim'’s overtook Reilly and Kerruish, who were also
wu'lking home. Reilly was leading a_dog i:y a string.

“Bai Jove,” exclaimed Arthur “Augustus, * that's my
doﬁ Pwince | :
i]ggins gave a yell:
**It’a my dog Tray!" .
“ Fuith, and it's jokin' ye are,” suid Roilly, looking
round. ** Buro, this 1s our dog; we bought it bolween us,

didn’t we, Kerruish " "

**That we did!"” said Kerruish.

** A very dacent chap sold us this dogl,_; said Reilly. * He
was givin’ up the business, and he sold Hector cheap because
he wanted to find him a good home, and he know wo should
treat him well. Kerruish and I clubbed up to buy him.
We gave seven-and-six for him, and he’s worth four times
the money,” .

" Bai Jove, you know, T gave seven-and-six for him, and
his name was f;wince then !

“And I gave seven-undsix for him,” shouted Figgine,
‘“and his name was Tray !” :

k “And when Goah bought him his name was Fido, you
now.’

““Ha, ha, ha!"” shouted Tom Merry. * That dog-
merchant made a jolly good thing out of ‘that collic before
he parted with him for good!" -

*"Yaas, wathah!"

“Howly Moscs!” gaid Reilly,  *“ It's mistaken yeo aro!
Anyway, this is our dog now, isn't it, Kercuish?”

'“Yes, rather!” gaid ruish, .

And they tramped on to the gates of Bt. Jim's. Dut at
tho gates Reilly’s gonerous Irish nature prompted him, and
he turned to Figgina. .

“ Faith, Figgins, and if ye paid for tho dog, you shall
havo a share in him, if you like, and if Kerryish is
arreoable?” : .

“All right,” said Kerruish. *“It's only fair; and Gussy,
too."”

“.Well. it's only fair,” said Figgins. “Buat I tell you
what. I'll pay you two fellows what Iou gave tl.u rascal for
tho dog, und {u can belong to me, I bought him first, you

"ow.ll

** Well, that’s fair, but—"

“Hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
the dog?” r

Thero was a howl from the various owners of the collie
as they became aware that Reilly was dragging an empty
dog's collar through the enow,

" He's gone!” yelled M‘ ins,

He wugindeet_l gone, Prince, alias Fido, alius Tray, alias
Hegtor, and alias probably a score of other names, had
vanished,

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors who did not own the
doz of many names. - And even the others could not help
joining in the laughtor, '

It was the last that was scon of tho collio; And so ended
the adventures of Tom Merry & Co, at tho Fair.

* But whoro's j
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BRITAIN INVADED

A Powerful and Stirring War ‘Story.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

The Groyfrinrs School Cadet Corgz, commanded by Captain
Bam Villiers, zcout, are standing about in small groups, talk-
ing -unxiously, when the clattering of hoofs is heard, and a
young farmer from one of the homesteads on the cliffs comes
galloping in on a sweating horse, and reins up hastily.

,“The furrivers ure on us!’ he cries.
fleet o' tugs an’ barges an’ shi
Gap, wi' thousands o' men al
they're goin’ to land!”

Captain 8am_Villiers was at his side in & moment.

** How far off are theyr”

** Four mile out when I left, an’ comin’ in fast. I seed tho
.men aboard "em wi’ my owd telescope, an’ the sun glintin’ on
their helmets; an’ I've tried to send mossages at the telegraph-
offices, hu: none can’t get through. They tells me uﬁl the
wires is cut,

o' war headin’ in for Frinton
ard! They're Germans, an'

Let me go! I must push on”

. . . . . . . . . . .

Nearly all the boys are killed or ocaptured when the firat
German column ““Pf'k and capture the school.

Howover, ‘Bam Villiors angd his brother, Steve, man to
etcapo and gain the Colchester garrison, who have turned out
and. ontrenchad themselves for the defence while the main
forees come up.

The boy soouts tell their story to the British goneral, and,
alter a good sleep, go out and reconnaitre.

Sam Villlers Scores.

Bam Villicrs is abla to capture the German plans, and thus
saves the British forces from a torriblo defeat.

General Sir Sholto Nugent retires with his men, and
manages for a timo to keep the Gormans in check.

Bam and 8tove are sent out by Sir Sholto to find tho
~strength and position of the Germans in Maldon. 8am is

eaptured; but Bteve manages to rescuo his brother, and in
. their flight the two come across Ned Musset, a . fishor-
< man. ‘Thoy shelter in his floating home, and later on Sam,
disguised, goos into Malden, and completes his mission.

i - .(Now ga on with the Story.)
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How Sam Rammed a Britiah Warship.

The young scout reached his boat, and putled away down
the river again, no man hindering ‘him. It was just as
Astley said—the Germans did not trouble about thd fieher
men and townspeople. They kuew thoy had the place un‘fo’liy
ringad, The sentries on the bank, and one or two staff-
officera at the' Hythe serutinised Sam and his boat as he
pa-sxd, but none challonged him,
tm\arcfls Northey.

Rowing through the narrow southernchannel, 8am doubled
tho island, and keeping close in undor the shore of it, he
reached Ned's houso-boat. The young fowler was away,
but StoL:hcn was there. ;

* Make sure of everything I tell you, Bteve,’ said his
brother ; ‘ store it in your gu.d, an' if ‘\y chance T don't
como back, go to General Nugent, and let him know the

whole thing.”

He told itaphen all ho had learned, and the boy listened
attentively, He had a memory that lost nothing, and
nooded to take no notes,

'“But where are you goin/, SBam?" :

**Wo can't start till %;ght.. There’s one more thing
I've got to do before then. You lie doggo here while 1 go
down the river, If you have to leave by yourself, get Ned
to punt you down to Goldhanger, and from thers you'll have
a chance to get past the German.outposts and back to
Nugent's camp. n't wait for me longer than an hour
after sundown.” .

Sam waited no longer, but borrowing the boat's mast and
anil from Ned's store, ho took them aboard, with some
biscuits and salt bacon. He ran down the river before the
froshening breeze, leaving Stophen disconsolate behind him.

‘I hope that kid won't got up to any devilry while I'm
away,"” said Sam to himself; “he's hard 1o hold at this
game. I wonder if those ammunition shipe'll come right
iﬂ} nt?”'ﬁhldon with the tide, or stop and uniond at Qsea

810

The estuary widened beforo him as Northey and Osea
wero left behind, and the salt breeze hummed in the ropes
of the little sail, When he had vo_v-ngod as far as Bradwell,
Sam eaw that Astley had beon right about the-blockade.

SRS

Heo went straight down
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Qutside, guarding the great river's mouth and the mouth

of the Colne, were three long, slate-coloured oruisers and
four_‘torpedo-craft—all flying the German flag. )

i You, there they are, the Kaiser's lxmsgiy cock-boata "
snid Bam grimly. * *“I'd like to eeo the Terrible or the
Magnificent come up an’ make hay of 'em. - But they're
hundreds of miles away yet; an' if they weren't, they draw
too much water to within reach on this shallow coast.
The Kniser's got his turn now.”

Taking careful note of the warships, Sam sailed to and

fro closo to the edgo of the channel, o long way off, waiting.

As if in n_mokel‘-{ of the armed German ships outside,
there were six British ironolads moored in the channel of
the eutuar,n, and Sam passed and re-pnesed them., But they
were old ships, dismantléd, and condemned out of the Navy
in 1805, sent here to be out of the way, and no more use

.than coal-barges, for their guns and crow had long beon

token out of them. They were moored in a line, off the
northern shore, :

All day did 8am crujse up and down in his little sailing-

boat, waiting and watching the German ships. The evening:

was beginning to draw in, when the smoke of stoamers was
seen on the seaward lorizon, and threo lur*a ateamships
oame in past the war-vessels, which they saluted as they
mude for the mouth of the river,

“At last!" eaid Sam, watohing them keenly as they
steamed up. ‘' Astley was right; those are some of the
store an' ammunition ships for the German Army. Oh, for
o torpedo-boat, to make & dash in an’ send "em to blazesl”

He let out his eheet, and sailed right out into the deep
fairway to have o close look at them. .

* They'll go right up to Maldon with this tide,” he eaid
to himself. * They're broad but not deep; they don’t need
much water to float 'em. By gum!| I'd bet a triflo thay
get stuck once or twice on the way. It takes an old hand
to keep off the shoals in tho Blackwater with big vessels
like that. That foremost onc's an iron ship, but the big
one behind her is o light-draught wooden vessel, made into
a stoumer. Hallol oy're stopping!” .

The steamships slowed down, and, to Ham's surprise, he
saw soveral men on her deck pointing towards him. His
first thou%ht was that they meant to stop or capture him,
thit he might give no information about them. . .

Ho put his helm up, when a loud, authoritative hail
reached him from the steamer's bridge, in tolerable English,
. Boat nhey! Come alongside der steamer at once.
Refuse at your peril!" . R

Sam asked nothing better. Ie ran hie little cralt down
abronst the steamer's port eide. Bhe was low in the water,
and a boathook was instantly hitched to the dinghy's bow,
A big, brown-bearded man, in captain’s uniform, looked
down at him grimly, but it wae u sharp-featured, alort,
military officor. who spoke, ’

*You vos pilot, eh, or fisherman? You know der way
th‘r‘oLu;{h der shonls of der river up to Maldon?"

ko a

** Loavo your poat und come apoard instantly, You vas
commandoored to take die ship to Maldon.”

Bam’'s heart gave a leap, but he oboyed at once, and,
leaving the dinghy to float away, clambered up tho side
by o rope thrown him, He had no sooner heard the order
than a desperato thought entered his hend.

' It's worth trying,” he muttered to himsclf; ** but—but
I don't like to do it unless they make me pilot by force,
If they do that, it's their own look out. I'll refuse, and
chance it, at first.”

He found himself vory soon on the bridge-deck of the
steamor, Bho was strongly manned, and besides her scamen
there was o guard of German riflomien and marines, Bam
was brought before the captain and tho military officer. The
former looked Mtherhdou tfully at Sam. .

“I believe I'd rather tuke her up the river myself, sir,"
he said to the officer

You said you would be glad of a pilot,” returned the
officer ahortlrvl. " and it seems you have no man aboard who
1 nnnel thoroughly.”

“It is a vor; I
one of the regular pilots or smacksimen from
are always plenty, and we could

rsca. Thero
have pressed one. Our

German pilots are both disabled.”
‘' But there are no Morsea pilots out, and if you send
ashore and compel one to come, you will miss the tide,”

unluppﬁd the officer. ' Decide inatantly, sir, one way or the
other,

“Very well, I will take this youth. I beg yow, make him
understand."

The officor turned to Sam,

‘Listen to me,"” he enid threateningly. *Yop are-a

risoner of der Cherman flag, but if you obey no harm vill
I:'.' done to you, und you will pe releasod at Maldon. You

___ “TOM MERRY, SCOUT LEADER,

book, sir, evury blessed inch of 'om,” eaid Bam,
.in the Essex dialect; and it was true.

diffioult channel. I had expected to find -

villhpilot dis ship dere at once. Bho draw seven foot of
wator.” '

“I'on’t dow it,” said Bam gruffly, ‘' not unlees youforccs

I do force you!” eaid the officor fiercely, * Go to the
wheal at once, and dircct the steersman,’” .

*“ All right,” eaid 8am, with a shrug of his shoulders;
“you'ro a hundred to one agin me.” '

“One question,” eaid the Gorman grimly. * Have you
read the Kaiser's proclamations ashore in your townt"

i 3“'”;0@"1& e know that i d
‘Very . en you know that an raon impresee
a3 guide giving false myormation to Lhe_ogmpr:mder-m-chlo{'l
troops will be summarily shot. 1f this steamor takes the
ground on her w;ﬁr up, or as much as touches the mud, it -
will bo your death-warrant!” .
He turned to his licutanant, who was standing on the lower
eck in charge of the riflemen, B ' !

* Order your mwhld with ball-cartridge, lieutenant,”
he .l:il.’i' ; and then, #otioning to Sam again: * Now, got to
wor

8am wont to gho wheol, which was in charge of a German
quartermaster.  Ho was mot_allowed to touch the Helm,
much to his disappointment, and the lioutenant, telling him
the German words for * port’ and “starboard,” bade him
give tho quartermaster directions how to stecr. ’

The water was wide enough, but the part that would float
o deop vessel was marrow and winding, espeocially above
Osoca. The steamer etarted, and Bam gave his directions,
pronouncing the words ehockingly badly, and kept contra-
dicting himeelf, till the wheel was spinning backwards and
forwards, and the skipper sworo savagoly. :

* Are you mlku}g tools of ust" cried the lieutenant
Fr‘lgll;lly. “Be careful, or you will pay for it with your
ife!” e

“It ain't no good, sir,” grumbled Sam. “I can't téll
thia silly fool "ow 4o steer, an’ I can’t remember them words
o' yours. The channel's that narrow up above there won't
be time to give no orders.” “h

" You'll have to let him take the wheel himself,” said the
olfﬁuq'r to the ekipper; *‘ho'll be putting us ot the mud
else, .

The ocaptain assented, still ewoaring, and watchod while
Sam took the wheel. He was easy in his mind as soon as
he saw Bam steer. Tha boy had often taken the holm on
his father’s stoam-yacht.

. " Thero ain’t no time to lose, or we shall miss this tide,
eir," he snid. * Unless ,Your stenmer can go twelve knots,
yow won't see-Maldon till the next high water,”

A bell rang in the engine-room, and the steamer loaped
ahead at full speed, the others following her course astern.
The captain watched Bam's steering closely; but the bo
tYok her .along with porfect ease. The throo veseels rushe
along up the fairway. i :
-Though outwardly’ calm, Sam’s heart was beating ns it
had nover beat before. He had made his mind wp, and
the desperate plan that had firet oocurred to him waa fixed
upon, - :

“ Thore's mightv little chance for me when I've done it,”

he thought; ““but I mustn't think of that. Itll be a big
loss to the enemy, and a big gain for Britain. I've got to

brace my mnerves an' do it." - Steve 'll get away with his

mnews, if I oan't. Hers goes!”

The Germans soemed. on good torms with themselves,
The captain and the officer of the riflomen were talking
volubly closo th. and pointing to the distant town. The
ships wore rapidly appronching the forlorn old British iron.
clads moored in the channel, and the officer of marines
directed a lle“ and o aneer at them, ‘

‘ Part of the British Nayy!" he eaid to his companion,
with a jerk of his head towards the jron hulls. “Like the
British nation itsalf—aslecp and snoring, till we wake them
up. Fine, useful ships, aren't they?' = .

e P]urhnpl they can do some damage yet,” said Bam

uictly. -

9 As the words left his:lips he gyuddenly spun the wheel hard
aver. Bwervini_from hor uou.r{e. the steamot ewung sharply
to starboard. ory of warning arose. The skipper s_pru.nbﬁ
forward, but before he could intervene the German ship h
char, d.“ full speed into the ncarest of the old British
Jronglade, , -

Thero was a crash like the bureting of a thousand kitchen
boilers. The thin plating of the steamer, hurled at top
speed againat tho steel armour of the old warship, crumpled
up like a paper bag, and the German vessel’s bows wero
spashed into scrap-iron, and’ the water roared ‘intos her
hull and bowed her broken head down bodily. -

. Evon before sho strack, Bam had sprung from the heln
and cast himeell overboard, among a vicioue spatter of rifla-
bullets. In that fracticn of a second nono of thon}l‘htt him,
and, striking downwards with al' his mlfht as "he etruck
the water, :go boy dived deep undor the old warship’s ram,




% ocountry might be so greatly the
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§ Bam with their rifles ready. He eaid no werd, nor
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b and, ﬂ!rlmlf bonoath it, came up on the other side, with
the iron between him and the foundering steamer.
The shouts and curees of the Germans, the crack of blindly-
-~ fired rifles, still rang in bis ears as he came to the surface,
_ lek&v_!pr himscl, he could no longer see the steamer,
and, striking out hard, kicking off his sea-boots us he swam,
made off at right ungles for the northern shore, where
'~ the ooze was still uncovered by the tide, and a wid_'n crock
f openéd through the mud, KeepinﬁI the warship half
betweon him and the German ship, he gained the creok

and swam up iv. i ‘ L
. A glance back over his shouldet showed him the steamer

. /with her head right down, elowly sinking, beyond help of
. eaving. The other two shipa wére standing by, taking off
. her crow, and a thrill of exultation ran throug
: po'l!‘od along deaperately. "
3 ‘There go the guns an’ stores for the German troops!”
he 'Euttered. “Ton thousand pounde’ worth, or I'm a
Dutchman! I wish I could sink the lot. By gum, am I
. goin’ to get away with a whole skin, after all?” :

He had scarcely dared cherizh the idea when he did the
deed. Bam had nerved himself to give his life that his
ainer. But now it seemed

ance, in spite of a'l. Ho swam up the creck
as fast an his sodden clothes would let him, and, reachin
s little patch of weedy ooze, ho crept behind it, and rested,
zﬂ, kt;: the shallow water, too exhausted to swim another

roke,

"o iMaybe thoy won't bother about me now,” he gasped.
.~ “Thoy’'ve enough to think about, I reckon.” .
" Ho little knew the waye of the Germans. Slow, but fu'hull;
nover let a foe escape who has done them an

aure, th
. ?fvthoy can be_revenged.  While the undamaged

‘injury,

steamers wero taking off the crew of the sinking shipﬁethm'
men,

sailors and carrying ri

of thoir boats, manned by !
n Jost sight

" sonttered in pursuit of the swimmer, who had
of for the moment.

Sam eaw the boats eearching for him, rowing in and out

among the hulks, cruising along by the odge of the ooze,
and watching overy inch of water. New hope rose in him
a9 the l'ui'ea to come his wiy, Then suddenly ono of them
E tumeﬂv into «he creek and came rowing up it. )
. © The boy crouched like a winged wild-duck, wishing he
could get under the very voze itself. Perhaps they would
not come so far. As yet they had not seen him.- He was
too exhausted to move, and severecramp aitacked him.

Then _one of the riflemen, standing up in the boat, caught
- sight of him, and shouted. The sailore bent to their oars

and mado the craft fly towards the spot ; and Sam, unarmed
& and gowerleu even to lift a hand in his defence, was seized

" ‘roughly and dragged into the boat, amid shouts of triumph.

flung him down on tho bottom boards, and rowed
swiftly back towards the stoamers, two marines uttms_ é)v}::r
id he

+
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pay any, attention to the talk of the men aes they exulied
over their capture. . )

He 43 where he was till the boat came alongside the-
second of the steamers—the large, wooden-built one he had
noticed before. ' He was hauled up and dragged to her
upper deck, where a knot-of officials awaited him, and fore-
most among them was the officer of riflemen who had dealt
with him on the first stenmer, and who had beon transhipped.:

There was a moment's ﬁrup silonce, and then the officer,
whose face wns pale with wrath, turned to 8am with a
terrible look. Tt :

““Well, Britisher;,” he said, in a raspin
done the deed; now you come to reap the penalty.,” -

“You ‘are: welcome,” eaid Bam, . oyes sparkling
strangely. “ Look!" he 'cried, E::mtmd. to the sinking
stoamer, that was plunging slowly to the depths as he spoke,
““There go your guns, your stores, and your ship| They're

ast doinﬁ any harm to Britain, Bhoot me, if you like, and

hanged to you!” . .

And snatching off hie cap, that etill olung to his streaming
forehead, ho awung it aloft, and cried at tho top of his voice:

“God save the King!”

voice, !/ you have
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How-Stephen Fired the Big Duck-Gun.

“If I've got to hang about hore all du{ doing nothing,"
said Btephen desperately, * T shall nbsolutely go off -my
chump! 8am might have let me go with him.” i

“J reckon he ﬁrm\‘u what he’s about,”’ replied Ned: of
Northey, * You sit tight till he comes back, young muaster.”" .

Stophen grunted. Ho loathed domg:hnot ing. above -all
things, and, with the stress and strifo he knew was going
on all round, it waa doubly hard. Whon Bam had given
his report of Maldon, and gone on down the river to watch
for the incoming German store-ships, the, yo\m?t boy was
at his wits' end what to do. He poked disconsolately sbout
the housc-boat's little cabin, looking at the nets and eel-
spears and guna,

“You haven't got a rifle here, have you, Ned?"

“ Nay; rifles be no good to we chaps, out here among the
wildfowl an’ fish!" S

“That's a pity " eaid Stephen, with a 'ffh' “ About the
only thing I'm good for is riflo-shootin’, 'hough I eay it
I ain’t such a bad hand with a Martini or an Enfiold. If
you'd got a rifle, I might slide up the creek an’ try to pot
a (German or iwo. Up to yards I can make sure of 'em,
They'd back at me, but that's only part of the game.
I'm a bit smaller to hit, and I hear they ain't mostly good
shots. I say, Ned, what's this!”

He pointed to o huge metal tube, evidently a gun, as
thick at the breech as a man’s arm, with'a barrel nino feet
long, and a little, short stock with & groove in it, ;

* That's my owd punt-gun,” said Ned, * what I goes alter
duck with in the winter.” : o
** How on earth d'you fire it? You'could hnd_]& lift it.”

“Only just. It fitd on & swivel in the Elnt.. with - ropes to
take the recoil, an’ lies along the punt's fore-deck. - It's one
o the biggest about here. Carries & pound an' a half o
shot. I've killed as many as forty duck an' widgeon with
it ut one shot, when they sat thick on the water.”

“(all that sport?”’ . i

‘1 reckon it is, an’ good sport, too. But-we chaps shoote
for the market, not for sport.” Lo

“My eye! What offect would it have il you fired it in
here? g s * T

*“In hero? Why, bless you, it'd blow one end o' the house-
boat out! At closo ringe, before the ehot’s got time to
spread, the whole pouid-an’-a-half "flies solid. Why, that
gun'd smash a hole big enough to orawl through in the
church door at Maldon, if ‘you 'fired it ab threo leet Mﬂfn.
But, o' course, sixty or seventy yards is the distance’ for
duck, an’ it do make a sweep in 'em, I tell g0 " )

“Hum!" eaid Stephen thou htfuljy. “Tt ought' to be a
%‘“{.i?-"‘ to 'em, I should think." Any “sign of coming

! ‘

They could only just see the sail of his boat in the distance
when they went outsido the cabin, Stephen passed an hour
or more 1n fretful impatience, making a thorough examina-,
tion of the punt-gun to 'keep himeelf ooccupied; but at last,
the tension me {oo great to ne, .

“I can't stand this,”” he said. *'I ehall have to borrow
that old pair of fleld-glasees in your cabin, an' go an' do
a bit of sooutin’ on my own. Lend me the fittle punt, Ned,
an’ put the oars in. T'll paddlo round by the south shore,
an’ see if I can’t learn something useful J)owt the enemy,”

“If you get'cau hc‘ an' Sam, what am I to do?" said:
Ned warningly. “1. P{lwe 1 ought to etop your goin’, young

‘“Stop my going!

sir. You'll get shot .
You intorfere with a Kinﬁ'u-oolﬁur-
sergeant, an’ see. what you'll get!" said Btephen. indig-
antly. ‘' No, I didu't mean that, Ned, old chap!, We awe

e g, ¥
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our lives to gou, an’ that's o fact. But I can't sit hero an’
think about Bam bein caught; I must go out on my own."

He stepped into the emaller of Nod's two punts, and,
taking tho little soulls, pulled swiftly away down tho creck
and out round the shore of Northoy Island.. Fow rowing
oraft go faster than o light, low, Blackwator shooting.punt,
and it did not take Stophen long to cloar the east end of
the island and glide awny down towsrda Stangato,

Approaching the large island of Osca, Stephen lay down
on the punt's floor, and scullod along gently with a single
oar over tho quarter, edging in towards the southern shore
of tho estuary, It was tho glint of the sotting sun on a
pieoa of metal, away up tho hillside bayond tﬁa marshes,
that cought his eye.

“That's n sword or & side-arm winkin’
said to himsolf, ““It means therc's o force of Gormans up
thoro, an' if they've got a strong position, it'll be an
awkward ]\lnnca for our chaps to tackle when the come.
I expect there'll be rod war ragin’ all round here ":,v day-
break, an’ 1 doubt if the scouts know the enemy have pushed
out o far south,”

He focussod the fiold-glassos carefully. They were not
vary strong : but, after nmhmgecarefully along the crest
of the wooded hill with thom, made out soveral com
panies of Prussian mrti'lory, and two ecreaned butieries of
funs, which were hidden from him till ho had looked very
ong and searchingly Thore.were also two com ranias of
German mounted infantry,  Btephen knew wol.l enough
wl‘mt ¢ saw, when ho had found it. ITe had never once
missed the autumn manmuvres, and know how guns and
corps had to be placed. Now the real thing was boforo
him, his knowledge stood him in good stead.

“Glory I he murm ired to himself, eweoping overy inch
of the hill-top with his gineses, “ that's worth knowing! 1'I}
bet thoy'ro patrolling the country so well on the lundward
side that our scouts won’t bo able to get through an’ find
out anything."

Pulling along rapidly,
soon _round the bend, and able to strike
and Ned's houseboat, which he reached
settling down on the great river. -

‘“Hallo! Isn't Bam back?" exclaimed Ste])hen.

‘* No sign of him " saud Ned unessily. “I'm glad to see
you back, anyhow. I didn’t oxpect to.”

Stephen looked vory gravo.

o {o snid he'd return by sunsct. It's long past thai now,
I was to try an’ get back to Nugent's camp an houar later,
if he didn't turn up.”

‘I oxpect he will,” wns Ned's reply.  “It's a precious
tight hole that Master Aubroy can’t get ot of, Most likely
he ain't found out all he wants to, an’ he's stoppin’ ..
You'd better give him a full hour after dark; he may be
waitin' for that to
to see, ain't it?"

Ned pointed down the river, whors, in the distance, the
masty and funnels of two large steamcers wore seen coming
very slowly up towards Northey and Maldon, . 8Brephen
jumped ashore on a knoll of the saltmarsh with his glasses.

“ﬁev'-re flying the Gorman flag " ho said,

L Ayr" snid Ned, joining him and taking the hinoculars,
H tbey,I'l be taking ‘supplics up for those blessod Kuisor's
troopa.
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waitin' for

“{h' mmunition,” put in 8tophen,
is."
"“I'd like to see one o' our smart little tor pedo-boats, like
've soon at Harwich, run in an' send the beggars to the
bﬁtﬁ?m I"” said Ned botween his tooth, **Guny, shells, an’
a

g Thay'ro all up north, fightin’ with ths main fleot,”
groaned Btephen.

“That first shlr——tlm big 'un—is & wooden 'un,” said Ned,
watohing ocarofully, * an old barge, with good engines put

in her. Lots o' room in her, I'll bet, an' erammed with
stuff for the rotten Duteh sodgers ! 2
Stephen  turned suddenly on him, his eyes shining

excitedly,
. “Nod,” he said quickly, “‘the gun! Your big duck-gun
in the cabin]”

“Eh? said Ned, in surpriss.

“ You said she'd blow down a church door at close range.
Whl: shouldn't she run up alongside that steamer from ono
o' the creeks? If ehe were fired closo at the wator-line she'd
sink a wooden ship, if what you say is right,”

" Ay, or an iron one either!" exclaimed Ned,
moan tom——""

*“8hove her in the punt!” cried Stephen, leaping aboard
the houssboat again, ' Load her!"”

*Nay, you can’t do it alone,”
as Stepfm.n. “You don't know
together in the double-hangad one, I'll puddle: and you
can handle tea gun, Comd on, sir; we'll try it.’

“You'd botter let me go alone. We're protty safe to get
wiped out,” said Stephen, helping vigorously to lift the
great gun down from its chocks,

“Who cares for that if we can sink yonder varmint?”
exclaimed the fierce marshman savagely. * Got the long
ramrod there, while 1 charge her!”

" Put a doublo load in, an' chance her bursting I’ said
Stephen, fetching him the powder-canister,

The strong, coarse powder rattled down the coarse barrel,
which was nearly two inches wide in the bore, and the charge
rammed down heavily with a large wad of onkum. Thaon
came two brunming_h-and(ula o’ the largest mould-shot,
covered over with a 'l:%hter wad, and then Ned primed the
tube and nipple with fine powder, more carcful y than he
over had for the biggest flock of wild gecse aflont, His
ryes gleamed as if he rolished the job intensely, as indeed
he did, for the old Viking blood was stirring in the marsh.
man's veins, As they ‘oaded the comrades glanced out at
the distant masts of the steamcre, which were still somo way
down the Channel,

*Wo shall be in time,” said Ned. * They're crawlin’ up
bit by bit, feelin’ their v e'.. Looks as if they hadn't got

(]

[ D.you

cjaculated Ned, as cager
how to punt. = We'll go

pilots.  We'll l)ilot some of 'em out o’ the world to-night,
tl\'en”lf we follow 'em ourselves. Bear a hand to ship the
gun,

Thoy carried the big weapon out beiweon them, and fitted
it on its swivel in the forepart of Ned's double-handed punt,
Two thick homp ropes, running from the vessel’s stern, were
passed through a deep slot in the gun's short stock, and the
barrel lay along the little fore-dec! . resting on a chock,
Gun, punt, and all zare only a few inches above the level
of the water. L

Ned placed a cap on the nipple, and laid an oilskin cover
over to keep it dry. Btophen lay flat down in the punt,
Lis hand on the short stock of the gun, and his eyo looking
along the barrel, Ned lay prone bohind him, with only one
hand showing above the' level of the punt's side, eculling
quietly with a single oar over the quarter, for the craft was
too broad a one to paddle on cither side. y

Tho dusk had givea place to darkness, and the leading
steamor was now within a fow hundred yards of-the creek
stenming dead slow, for fear of running on tho flooded
mud-banks, und the escond was anothor two hundred yards
behind her. The dark bulk of the leader was the ond the
boys fixed their eyes on, and they waited uforlx for her
to come abreast the mouth of the creek they lay in.

Would the punt be seen before she could n{ close cnough?
All dapended on that. ‘Almokt up to the last she would be
hidden by tho shores of the creek. It was u game of chance,
a tiny power striking against a great ono. .

"ﬂu-y may finish us”" said Stephen grimly, “but it'l]
be worth while. We ain’t worth so much to the country
ns it would be to have that shipload sunk. Can we start
now, Nod?” 5
“fn a brace of shakes!” was the reply. *“ Do you keep
low behirid the wash-strakes, an’ don't move a_finger till
tha time comes to pull. Five or six feet"ll bo tho best ranga,
T'll put you on her sidoways if I can, then you'll get a rakin
shot.” ¥

For a few seconds they waited, and the punt bogan to
glide gontly down tho creek. The tide was not yet up, and
the long grey craft was shiclded by

“ They'ze |

the banks of coze -
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thre hﬁﬁd the creek ran. Down she went, almost to

L mouth,
- The leading steamer came gently. onwards, the slow throb
of her sorew the only sound made, and her dark hulk
ooming through the night like some great ghost of tho
waters, Her bows became visible opposito the oreek’s
] -mo .
" Now |" whi:ﬁerad Ned. And the punt shot out into the
open water with a lunging roll, as the young marshman
ﬂg:ously plied his singlo scull. .
phen's heart seemed to stand still in his breast. Every
moment he expected the cry of warning from the vessel's
decks, and the hail of lend from a dozen rifles directed at
} ntes of the little craft.

But the great ship seemed asleep. 8o grey and invisible
.and Jow was the punt, and so noisoless her progress, with
‘the crew of two dying flat in her, that she shot across tho
“intervening water unsecen. Stephen had one hand on the
Fn-qtock, and another on the chain fixed to the trigger.

he great hammer was cocked.
¢ Tho steamer’s side seemcd to rise up before them like a
fu:rtt bhtml: wall. The distance lessened to thirty foot—
twenty—ten.

" Theri came a sharp, harsh. ory from the deck above them,
48 w helmeted head looked over thé steamer's hulwarks,
“and a8 it foll on his ears Stephen pulled the trigger.

How Sam Leaped for his Life. :

. Tho result was appalling. There was a roar and a flash
of flamo ue tho big duck-fun belched its contonts into the
P stoamer’s side, tearing a hole a yard square right on the
- water-line,
¢ But immodiately after the report, with the fraction of a
Esecond between, came a second explosion in the ship itself—
L 8 orash that shook the vessel as if she were a cance, and
‘hocled -her bodily over for a moment, showing a fearful
rent in her side, with a sudden shect of Hame that lit tho
' whole river.
Nod and Stephen flung their arms befora their facce,
 blinded and hall stunned, foeling as if they had been struck
2 a battering-ram. They were dimly conscious of a wild
“shouting on tho vessel above them, and a sudden sputter of
bullets around them and through the punt as she shot back-
wards by the rocoil of her own gun. -
Ned vaught his breath as a slip of lead drilled him through
tho arm, but the rifle-shooting was but_one hurried volley
- of mngahot:, chiefly boforo the explosion. The steamer
rolled back again towards them, with a roar of water rush-
ing into the huge gap in her side.
. “""Back! Pull back for the creek ! gasped Stophen.
He was amazed to. find himself alive, and o known
it wos only the panic aboard tho German ship that saved
bim for the moment. Cries and shouts came from every
art, of her as she rapidly settled, and shots were fired from
r blindly all over the river. The one thing her guard
_scemed unable to see was the almost invisible ::Festmyer just
below her that had struck the deadly blow.
It all came about in as many seconda as it takes to stride
{ 0cross a room, and the echoos of tho crash had hardly given
- way to confusion and shoutings on her riven decks, when
something came hurtling through the air, and plunged down
ot throe yards from the punt, which was already dartin
§ away, as Ned bent to the oars the moment he rooovms
§ himaelf from the shock of the_ explosion.
o' Pulll There’s somebody jumped in after us!” gasped
| Blephen, wondering who was foolish enough to do aucKca.
ng. ''Give me the eel-spear!”
" Ho seiged it, ready to defend himself if the assailant tried
. to board, when tho whito face of the man who had jumped
@ in came to the eurface a little distance away, and Stephen's

hoart leapai to his throat.
| oo Bam 1" ho cried. " #'Good heavens! Ned—Ned, pull

In o couple of secoride the punt was alongside the swimmer

who seomed in great difficulties; d Stephen hayled
B lim bodily inboard, Ned. deshed -away for the momil of
the oreek and gained it, jus ‘as two boats were

-~ lowered lwifay rom the sinking steamer.

L “You, Bteve!” gasped Bam, for it was he. Words failed

him, and he could uﬂ_no more, And as for Btophen, the
scovery gave him a 1iger shook than the explosion. How

Z.a.ll brother, came thgro he had mo notion, but as he hauled

 him aboard he saw Sam’s wriste were fottored with irons.

- ‘‘Lie low, you two! Crouch!” whispered Ned, who was

the coolest of the three. “If they find us now ti\ey're got

us.  Don’'t make a sound!”

- He stretched himself out in the punt, and poled her along

iftly with one onr, threading his way up tho narrow creek.

he turn of. it already hid them from the main river and

the steamer. Tho two brothers lay quiet.
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““Did they see where wo went, Ned?"” whispered Stephen,

“ Dunno, Don't think so. They're too fu
troubles. But don’t talk.”

Sam seemed beyond speech. The punt wormed her way
up to where the hounm lay,” and Btepben helped his
brother aboard. ;

“If they row up the creek after us we’'ll have to hide
ourselves on the island,” said Ned. ‘I know a place. You
look after Bam while I keep watch, He's near done.
There's some Hollands in the locker under my bunk.

Neither of tho boys touched spirits, but at euch times they
aro nocessary as a. medicine, for 8am wae all but unconscious,
His brother unearthed Ned's sjore of smuggled Hollunds,
and a_drain of the raw a?lirit_morchod 8am'e_throat,. but
brought the blood back to his lipa and revived him.

“QGreat Soott, S8am! How did you get aboard the
steamer?”’ was the first thing Stophen said,

¥ Knock off theso infernal things first,’”” replied 8am, hold-
ing out his manacled wrists.

%tephen hunted for Ned's hammer and & chisel, and after
some trouble he managed to rid his brother of the irons,
Outsido, Ned watched the creek cautiously, creeping down
along the bank. ) ;

“Xirst of all, how in the world did you manage this
business, Btove?” said S8am, who was now noarly himself
again, ti:ough still very pale. ‘“ Was it you who sunk the
steamer? Tell me——" , S

‘“There’s nothi much to tell,” said St n. *''We

o' their own

punted down an’ ehot a hole in her with Ned's big duck- .

gun. It camo off even better than we oxpected, bec
exploded one of her magazines of sholls or something——

*1 should think it did!"” exclaimed Bam.

“It's lucky we were lying down flat, or we should have
been spiflicated. The explosion blew about & hundredweight
of wood ‘an’ stuff over our heads, but, barrin' the shock, it
didn't harm us. We'd quite expected to be amashed up.
Ned,” he called, as the young marshman looked in at the
door, ‘‘any signa of 'em? * .

“No,” was the ly. “I can't make out how they've
missed us, though. Lie low a bit; they may find us yet.

anee i
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E‘eho nhea.ﬂerfa h:mwli-n—gom hto the t‘:‘“mlr"’ We got the
ars all right, atever happens ua : ’
HRWell done!” exclaimed  Sam, with fierce gled. '*By

um, what a day for the old country! 'l‘hl_t‘s two of pho ’

ui?r’s’tmnasoé'ta it':e ono day "
Iy o " ..i n- '
“Yea, I 'met 'em down below, off Bradwell, There were
three, an’ the leading one pmmtf me into service for a pilot,

I took the job on, as they made me do it at the gun's

or I 'had an

muzzle; but I'm afraid I didn't please 'em )
“I-rammed

f
unfortunate accident,” said Bam, with a wink,

one of the old ironclad hulks down there, an’, the steamer -

bein’ too weak to stand it, she sunk. I jumped overhoard
an’ swam for it,” hiding behind a mud-bank; but -a boat's
crew caught me an’ took me back aboard the second steamer
—the one you've just-tiokled up with Ned’s duck-gun!

“By gum! I esel™ gaid " . I say, what luck
rhe e A T peere 10 s, s, Sl pes
with ’em all rou -|  I'wouldnlt bave done thal

‘“It's no more ﬂ:‘!ﬁ"you did here-with Ned," interrupted
his brother. **An ammunition transport's a hg prize, an
worth takin’ a risk for. Well, they

ir steamer

took me aboard, an' the '

officer in chuga"ol the“ehip I'd sunk wanted to have me *

* shot on the t.
“Gosh! What then?”

“T reckoned there was no chance for me, so I told him to
go to blazes! But there was a senior

on the big "

steameor, who decided I must be taken before Colonel Blitz, -

at Maldon, who'd ha before I was shot.
was to bo wiped ”

outside the colonel’s quarters in '&?blte. as an example to the

citizens.of Maldon. ‘T was ondered to:be taken below an’

put in irons, with a sentry over me, an' I heard the two

ships start off again.  I'd'given mrnlf

for it didn't scom thero was any earthly chance of my

in'. 80-I just.sat where I was, an’ tried to

ve a use for meo

I suddenly heard some shots and
second one, that fairly hoisted the heart out of the ahip,
You mayn't know it,
blew. through part of the decks, .an’

e A O,

off comfortably by a firing-party .

up for lost, of courre, .

rin an'"

it, knowing nothing of what was going on on ge%l; till -
an explosion, an’ then a

t that explosion ahot right up, an’
the passage of it was..
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only just clear of the lamp-room where they'd put me, ‘A
few foot more, an' you'd have wiped me out without ever

]

knowing it.
- ‘' It knooked any _sentry sEinnin'. an', seein’ what confu-
gion the ship was in, I teok the chance while I could get
it, an’ bunked up on deck like anything, Luckily, they
hudn't fettered my ]oia, not having any ankle-irons handy.
I just reached the deck, an’ chucked my=olf overboard with-
out askin’ any questions.

" Nobody was troubling about me, They'd all got troubley
onough of their own, for tho ship was goih' down fast, an’
tho explosion had mopped a lot of the crew up. I never
really expected to got away alive with those irons woighing
me down. I got a blow over the head”goin’ up the com-
Panion-way, an', of course, I couldn’t wse my hands. Tho
next thing I know, was you haulin’ me into the punt.”

There was a long pauso us Sum finished. The same thing
occurred to both the boys, for they saw in the narrgw
esoupes they had both had in the service of their country,
the guidance of o Power beforo whom both Britain and

eérmany wore no more than reads shaken by the wind,

I don’¢ think it is o time to talk of *luck,’ Sam,” said
Stephon soberly. *“I think we might go on our knees for
i z:]wll, a:uul give thanka where it's due,

Yes,” said his brother quigtly, “and to pray for His
bleasing on the arms of the 01:.1 country, and that this nation
that's brought blood and fire amon,
into the sea. Come here alongsi

now how soon we may be called

Dead silonoe foll on the dark
their knees,

When the brothors rose, Ned camo quietly in, and re-
ported that the last of tho three Gorman steamers had
Klmm!él up the boats of the other, and steamed on up to
Inldon,

us, may be driven back
e me, Steve. We don’t
up bofore our Judge.”
cabin as the boys senk to

*They ain't soarchin’ for us,”" he suid; *‘they haven't
even entéred the creek. Blessed if I can understand it."”

“I oan tell you,” said 8am. * They knew nothing about

our punt—they don’t know such things exist, They

hought their ship hed struck a floating mine. I heard the
skipper shou!mr it out when I ecuttled up on deck.”

* But some of them saw us an’ shot at us, just as T pulled
the trigger,” objected Stephen.

*“Those wore the riflemen, an' th?' probably got wiped
out when the magazine exploded, nyway, they couldn’t
spare u boat to eearch for anything to-night.
could do to save their own men.’

S8am_spoke ““""I%"."d his head drooped even as he
uttered the words, *While telling Stephen what had -hap-
pened off Bradwell, he had taken off his sopping longshore «
clothes, towelled himself down, and donned his uniform
again. “Bub now the strain _and stress of the past twenty-

our hours overcaome him, Flesh and blood could stand no
more, Stephen was nearly as exhausted at his brother, and
was dropping asleop where he sat, . )

“1 toll you what it is, it's a sheer impossibility for us to
get on till we've had a rest,” muttered Bam. ‘“Weo should

ot onught for a certainty tryin’ to get throngh the Gerinan
ines when we can hardly stir a foot, an’ we mustn't let that
happon, Wae've got to get lonr hours’ sleep, an' start soon
after midnight, so as to pass the lines before dawn,”

*I'll keep watch,” said Nod. ‘I ain’t had half the work
you have, an’ I'm used to bein’ up all night. You turn in,
an' I'll have some grub ready ngnmﬁt your start.”

. The boys were fast asleop bofore Ned had even finishod

It was all they

l{:{mking. and the young marshman, leaving them whera
they wore, went out in the smaller punt to reconnoitre and
watch. He found nothing to disturb him, and at about half-

past twelve he roturned and awakened the brothers. Ther
wolco greatly refreshed, though still stiff and sore; but both
of them had the gift of being uble to do with a short allow-
ance of sleop, and aftor falling to on some cold boiled bacon
andﬂl:;mnd that Ned provided, announced themselves fit for
anything.

" Now, look here, Ned,” sald Bam. ;
out of here, tao, We oan't legve ﬁu alone to face the music.
When the day breaks there'll German boats hunting
every inch of the river and marshes for miles around in
search of tho Britisher who sunk their steamer. They can't
do it in the dark, for they don’t know the marshes and
creeks well enough. Bo many of ‘em are bound to find you
und your houseboat an” your punt and gun, and they’ll give
you short ehrift,”

“That's so,"” anid Ned; *
with you? I'd like that fine. !

‘““And I'd like to have you, Nod, but that wen't do.
Threo of us is too many to bo scoutin’ through the German
lines, an’ T know you don't know Xour way about much once
you'ro off your native marshes. Ain’t that so? 1 want you
'ino go the other way, from the southern shore, an’ strike
away south an' west to my people's place—Cotehall Towers,

“You've got to clear

,i’lll what am I to do? Come
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. not see them.
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ton miles from here. ‘You know wh re it is—you came home
with me once, Go there, an' you'll bo right. My pla
will look after cirt:m. and you must tell -them Steve and I are
flourishing, and that they needn’t worry sbout us, because
we’ll be safe with Gener Nugent before you get home, and
that we'll seo ’em soon. Seo! :

“ All right; if I've got to leave the Blackwater, I'll
thore,” eaid Ned, "tﬁough I want another slap at
Germans soon, What shall I tell your mother, Master
Aubrey "

* Give her cur love, an’ suy we've been playing at soldiers,
but we're quite wafe now. You must be careful how you
tell her, Ned. I particularly want you to take the news,
because tha folks don't know where we are, an’ they'll be in
a stow about us. T’ll bo glad to have you there, bociute
you're a good chl[lx an’ if anything happens you'll be useful.
But Cotehall’s well out of réach of the fighting, an’ there's
no danger." A

** Right-ho, sir,”

ect of being well

im,

“You won't have any difficulty in getting away to the
south,” said Sam, as they hurriedly mado tho punts ready
and embarked.  * If you'go down ﬁ:wnndn Bradwell before
you land, you won't find any Germans to speak of, It's on
the north bank they’re swarming, an’ we shall have a dickens
of a job 5et-tin’ through; but we've got to do it, so let's bo
off. Good-bye, Ned, old chap. We sha'n't forget wo owe
You our lives, an’ we hope to pay the score before lon&”

‘' There's nowt I wouldn’t do for you an' Master Steve,”
said the young marshman earnestly, as ho gripped the hands
of the boys; and a few moments Iater both punts were glid-
ing swiftly down the creek.

Ned, in the smaller one

said Ned, rather gloomily, for the pros-
out of the fighting did not reem to please

ne, soon struck away tohe_south-
ward, and was lost o sight. The two brothers, in ‘the
double punt, shaped their course over towards Osea Island,
keelxing a afmrp look-out on their way. The tide was now
well over the flats, and they wero soon far out of the channel

whore ships could pass, ‘and pulled through the shallow

* water towards the northern shore. .

"Hol';e Ned'll get through all right,” muttered Sam,
*“He ain’t so_much of a hand on dry land.” e
“He will if he goos down far enough before landing,”
answered Stephen, **The Germans have pushed out a
biggish force as far as Mundon, and planted themsolves
there."” »

He forthwith told his brother about the scouting expedi-
tion in the punt, which had been almost forgotton in the
later excitements,

“Jove! That's useful, Steve!” said Sam. “Two bat- §
teries, did {'ou say, an' screcened on Mundon Hill? The
Staff’ll be glad of the news. Il:}y gum, we've got a rare fat
budget for General Nupient ! Now quit talking, old boy, for
we've got to make our landing pretty soon.”

‘hey rowed right into the saltings near Goldhnngor and
skirted along them for some distance, going seawar _nf-l the
time. - Outside by the bar, they could rco my'ohh!htg of
the" Gorman warships, marching in great pencils of light
over the sea and cstuary; but the boys, close inshore, ware
out of their range, and stole along safely in the darkness,

Threo times they saw the groups of the outmgtu. and £

along the sea-wall the sentrics weroe pacing, as the British
coastguards used to pace before the invasion, Now the
coastguards were prizoners, or shot, or called away—thoso
that had cscaped—to join the reserve ships of the Navy, and
thair place was taken by armed soldiers of the Kaiser. .
. The punt crepy along till she reached Thurslet Creek,
where she turneé in and headed straight for the shore. -A
sentry paced (Hw.st. and_disappeared into the darkness. As
soon as ho had gone, S8am drove the ﬁym right up to the
embankment—for the tide was still high—and both boys
stepped quietly out. Sam sent the punt out again with a
shove, and let it drift where it choso with the tide, for ho
did not want it to romain and advertise their landing-place.

The sentry returned, and the brothers erouched among tho
thorn-bushes that grew at the foot of the wall. Up came
the man, his big ammunition-boots crunohing on the dry
clay of the wall, and he stopped dead within six feet of
Stephen, . .

It was not the boys who attracted his attention—he did
It was the empty punt, now drifting slowly

along on the ebb-tide some filty yards from shore, that

caught his eye. He starcd at her suspiciously, and then,
\ritﬁ a guttural exclamation, strode down on to the saltings
to, ﬁ:at a better look at her

boys seized their chance and darted over the wall the
moment l‘:v left it. They jumped the dyke on its landward
witde, and hurried away across the marshes, Theso were soon
crossed, and they reached the cover of the hedges and up-
lands beyond. \

“The day's breaking fast,” said Sam, for the etare had
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. “iTollesbury vill Iny to their right and they
- wide berthwknow?g: it zvu sure to bo ocoupied by

- of the copse the:

‘Every Thursday.

- grown pale, and the oast was lightening every moment;

we've got to hurry. Keep a sharp look-out.’

X ave it a
rmans,

It was not long before, taking a careful outlook from a emall

hilltop on their way, they found there was another line of
. pickets ahead of them

. ""We've

| those, an’ then we ought to be cléar
"taphan. “Let's creep down by the side

ro.
Keeping close by the edge of a little wood, they
ng. <pichoty'thut was posted on the other side, when

Stephen put his hand on Sam’s_arm, and both
A little way ahead of them was a German infantry-
man, lying face downwards in the long grass, evidently fast
ssloep, his rifle by his side,

“My oyo!” whispered Stephen. ! )
of sentry, eh? They don't stand thia sort o' thin,
Kaisor's army. He'll be shot for it if he's found. .

“It's hll‘dy Iuok,” breathed Sam; ‘' but we're not his

ot 10 |
of the .lot.’g said

cfo.“ the

“That's a pretty a::}:t
mn ]

[ colonel. Move out to the right an' get round him quietly.”

" eam
_-yet learned caution for all Sam’s teaching,
. up to the sleoping manh

. 8am made a wido detour, only anxious to got back to
with his report; but the younger boy, who had not
tip-toed gently
I)icknd up the

and, bending down, !
‘rifle and stole away with it, a triumphant smile on his face,

" .as though he had played a successful trick on some dormitory

W
. thing? Put it down.' It

chum at Greyfriars. : ,
“You silly young assl" whispered Bam with a frown, as
they met ogain at tho ond of the wood. * Why risk tho
hole affair for nothinq‘l’ An' what's the good of that
1l only get in your way if we have

- to run.”

" Btephen cheerfully.
" ropenter, an’ the magazine’s loaded right up, too.

“I never feel comfortable without a rifle,”” returned
“It'a o nice littlo weapon this—a
Wish I
knew how many shots it holds. I've never seen this make.”

am said no more, but led the way on through the next

. two fields. The boys were congratulating themsclves on

having passed the sccond line and being clear of all danger.

- They little thoufht aftor ull the care they had taken, that

" an accident wou

A harsh shout suddenly rang out from a kncﬁi away to the
ft, and a shot was fired. A German scout, suddenly
appearing there, caught sight of the boys, and knowing

d ﬁrinﬁr their plans to nothin

. their uniforms were British, at once gave the alarm.

& ylike glue. A party of

.

s
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“Bunk for it!"” snid Sam desperately. * Only our legs

“can save us now!”

*

They took to their heels and flow like the wind, Stephen
sefusing to throw away his captured rifle. He stuck to it
russian riflemen, coming quickly, to
}vlllrre the scout had first seen them, rushed after the boys in
full ory.

Snmydid not lose his nerve, hopeless ns the case scemed.

o
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"faco; nor did he stop tifl

One Penny, 90

He lod the way through a spinney, down into a farmyard
and out on the other side, whore ha was lost to the view of
his assailants for a moment. -Doubling quickly back towards
Tollesbury, he threw the pursuers completely off the scent, -
and they went rushing off in the wrong direction. The hoys
were forced to take to the open again, but they put a long
distanco between themsélves and the danger-zone, till pre-
sently a couple of solitary infantrymen,- well apart from
oach other, saw them and gave chase.

‘“ Beparate! Strike away to tho right!” said Bam, *If
we can shuko these two beggars off we may do 'em yet.”

The brothers dashed off in different directions, and
Stephen was soon lost to Sam's sight, one. of the Germans
panting after him n long way to tho rear, shouting, and
snapping off his rifle. The othor followed 8am, who led him
ng_t away acrosa the open towards a rushy marsh, beyond
which he knew lay safety.

“If 1 can lead him across that—or half-way—the game's
mine|” thought S8am, 5

The pursuer was rupning liko a deor, gaining slightly, for
Bam was weary and winded, The German, showed little
enough senso, for instead of halting and trying to make sure
of his victim with the rifle, he stopped to take a couple of
hurried shots that went wide of the mark®rushed on, stopped
gt.ndlfﬂred again, by which time 8am had reached the marsh
itsolf. ‘

He had often passed over it before, and knew how deep
and rotten was the ground, for it was undrained, The onl
foothold was on the tussocks of sedge, and S8am went Iw'umiz
ing from one to another of those as activel
tho, ﬁ[ound quaking around him, while the bullets caine
whistling about his oars.

Suddenly his foot slipped, and the rotten edge of a tussock
fnve way under him, 'The next moment ho was floundering
ielplesaly in the soft quagmire, sinking rapidly, and the
German, with o shout of triumiph, fixed his bayonet and came

a8 a chamois;

“cautiously out towarda him, stepping with great care from

tussock to tussock.

Sam struggled clloupﬂruio]g to rogain his feet, but it was
useless. He sank in tho hall-liquid mud till he was engulfed
to the shoulders, and the German, slowly and steadily,
I_aloddud out towards him, a grim, exulting look on his heavy

: he stood, braced on the tussocks,
right over the helrless boy.

* Donnerwetten !” ariodythe German, with a sudden flash
ol recognition. ' It's the young demon of a scout who
escrped from the tent on Tiptrce Heath! Teufel, but I'm in
luck ! This will win me my siripesal”

“ It would Wi"'f"“ a broken neck, you sweep, if I were
out of this and had my hands free!” panted Bam in German.
*“You can do your worst, I don’t surrender to you!" .

" Surrender? Tousand teufels, I shall not give you the
chance!" sneered the rifleman. ‘*I shall make sure of you,
verfluchte Englander, and save the firing-party the trouble!

%
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‘You are wanted by Herr Colonel Blité, dead or alive, and “of the shots merely sent the mud ﬂglng nround them §
two.steps in rank for the man that takes you 1" vicious spurts. They were under fire but a very short time
With an ugly qrin the man gripped his rifle and swung it rapidly leaving the marsh behind and g&um‘:ﬁ the, roj
up to send tg'e'g ittoring bayonet through the young scout’s cover of ulder-copses beyond, into which they suwew
breast with one quick drive. “They’ll take twice as lonf to get across lhh'—mw

: —_— . even if they don’t crnt bagged | panted Stephen.. ‘! What
Steve's Bull's Eye! wrong!"' ho added, sooing Barh’s anxious glunce to

Bunk to his shoulder, imprisoned in the grip of the ooze,  westward ns they dashed into shelter, R
Sam saw the bayonot flash above him as tho rifleman rajsed , ' Mounted scouta!” was Sam’s reply, and ®.ophen cu
it to strike. He saw the ugly grin on the man’s face, and the  sight of threo uniformed horsemen niloping along they

eyos, fixed on his, Looking dofiantly back at his assailant,  ground awny to the left of the marsh.
rather than flinch before a German, he steelod himself to ‘ Did they mee us go in here?” : . !
meet his death, " The others’ll soon let 'em know, if they didn't. . If. w

It was only.the fraction of a second that that oruel, three- don't get out of here in two jiffs, an’' give 'em the go-by,
edged blade hung above him, but it seemed like an nFe. our lives ain't worth a rotten ‘apple,” said Sum, as he-ran
Then, quite suddenly, the Prussian gave a strange, chokin “ But, after the luck we've had, I don’t bolieve we're to'b
cry, his eyes unmedyto start from his head, and he pitche5 nabbed, aftor all I .
forward on his face—a limp, quivering heap. The distant ** Where are wo'mak.m%,for?" .
crack of a rifle, from soma unseon spot, came down the “The old fox-earths in ilver's Wood,

3 : Sam bore nwaz sharp to the right, reached the edge of thi)

breeze,

Sam, unable to move in the cold s‘ough. stared blankly at nlder_-oopoe, | o quick look up and down, and led thy
the fallen figure, He could hardly realise what had way in a quick dash across the open to the next spinnoy, A
happened. The german's helmet had rolled off, his face was  few hundred yards distant. Reaching this, they :went tl
buried in the soft mud within a foot of S8am, and the life  whole way along it, and then gained another one farther &

‘was leaving tho quivering form. T}gt‘;"ndpon had flown out When the,{t renched the b:lg wood, which, but for Sam’
- o

of his hands and was sticking, ‘ba ownwards, in the careful look-out and sharp doublings they would never hav
mud & yard away.  Only one th!n “Sam could tell at reached alive—for German sonrchers were everywhere—th
that moment—he was saved from' what had seemed certain boys made their way to a couple of half-hidden openings in
death, { . the gravelly soil of a small olearing.
i '_5111: of the distance, from a e!umpﬁ.of low, ‘blackthorn The larger of these was big enough for o man to squeezs
ushes, a figure came running towards him as fast as it could  into, for it had been much widened when the East Kasex
teavel. It was Stephen, a Cerman rifle in his hand, from the  Hunt dug out a fox some months befors, and the boys, whe
mazzle of which a tiny wreath of white powder smoke was  had ridden with the pack on that occasion, know it well,: 1
curling. He sprinted. across the open grassland till he “In with you, quick!" whispered Sam, catching sight of
came to the marsh. ' a spiked helmet moving through the trees not far off, ' |

. “‘Bam—B8am|” he called. “Hold ‘up, old boy; I'm tephen threw himuff down and wriggled backwards into
cnmlni!" the burrow, S8am following the moment he was able, 3

He bounded nctively from tussock. to tussock, without a o tight fit, but Bam had tried it before, a

falso step, and in twenty seconds, panting from the oxer. earth widened out into quite a comfortable lit :
tions, had reached his brother. ‘Taking a firm foothold on a ~ the far end, the burrow curving round. They reachod-the
oonpie of tussocks, he grasped his rifle with both hands wide end and lay there, soarcely breathing, in the darkness, for
apart, holding it horizqntnlly., and bent down over Sam. the sound of heavy bodies crashing through the brambles
rCatch hold!1” he cried. *'And hang on like blazes!" and foet treading ponderously, came from outside,
Sam ped the rifle, and struggled hard to raise himself, “Clumsy sweeps!” muttered Sam under his breath,

rip
while l.op{mn heaved upwards with all his might. The * They make enouqh rdw for a herd of cattle. That’s whatl
exertion waa tremendous—the ooze seemed to hold like luo  they call scoutin’!’

—and the pBaupimt.ion started out on the foreheads of both "The footsteps halted at the burrow, and the boss wondered
the boys. But the hold gave, for 8am started 1o come up-  grimly whether their retreat down the fox-eurth had been
wards, and, once started, ho came

! quickly, Wet, and seen. Evident] the pursuer was listening at the mouth,

daubed with black mud, he was hauled out and got his Then came a eafening bang as a rifle was fired down; the

foothold on the tussooks. . 4 hole, the bullet burying itself in the curve of the tunnel,

*“There they come " exclnimed Btephen, glancing back to  and, a little later, the footsteps were heard doparting.

the distant hillside, where eight or ten soldiers in the “ That's rather kiddish,” said Btephen in a whisper. *1

dotested uniform suddenly broke over the crest and sighted ~ s'pose he did it to make sure of us if we wero in here,|

the boys. ' Can you run for it, Bam?" Didn’t fancy orawling in to see. It shows we weren't (15
i nounted guard and ca’llez

‘“Got tol" panted his brother; and both of them started going in, anyhow, or he’d have i
away aoross the tussocks, - . up his beastly pals. I say,
it's & good thing old pa

leaping from one to the

other.  Bam did not slip “IN THE RANKS.” i: ',{:“‘.'.Im:f' 1'-'-'- AHJRAL#F:
this time, and, blown asa I

. Now on Sale.
he was, he kegt. up with

his brother, who still re- ‘
tained thie rifle, FOITIDEITHTIIINSITISITIOIOIOITION They’ll think

L ’{'limy 'hu‘c‘i i!hro'wn the v:\e"-BBbOheId on towards
n o eir foes 8o 4 the ritish lines, an’
thoroughly off the scent J.(aw a’o ou da ? . they'll push on ,after us.
that when Sam’s single - ¥ 3 When they've - got woll
pursuer was disposed of 4 D away we'll slide out, “an’
theroe was nobody in

sight, and 8tophen had
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: they've oleared
right out.

it won't take us long to

oz oo o . got to camp.”
just time to rescue his ; WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editer, ‘“ They're taking a .lot
i e S Streat, Fleei St Longon, oo oL Yuble- arer we.”
with the whole -country- 3 ef, y w y e'te ba wanted,"
side up and after them, , bo pleased to hear from you. _ murmured Sain rimly,
they could not oxpeutﬂt‘o T T T ; eyl know }vcm the
remain unseen ' in e ”, wo who're givin’ 'em” a
open for '?“ﬁ;. aa«i now “Tom Merry, Scout Leader. thoodlllll::bit of troubl:, nn.’
the men. of fie Lisrmsn Next week our long, complete story will deml with the §. thet beggar who ' was
tposts wore in full view i P ry S “ goin' t ronet i
g:ozu:n:r:. . adventures of the St. Jim's Boy Scouts, and a rare time they #oere \fr’uu 'é" o:'iﬁot: ln?ua r.:r:g

The bullets began to have too, for in addition to this excltement is added that of for any man who brou
whistle past them as Sam

ht

: breaking up for the holidays. us in, dead or alive, gﬂy

Stophen took to th t; but 4

i'::gls, but. the two bo?sl.l Now, I cannot do better than wish you all a MERRY time :unom?: tllmt.??uﬁ';nl- The
bounding up ~and ‘down at Christmas, and remind you that If you want more to read dickes

did i y
bad. :‘;‘i‘.tt‘f:?iﬂﬁ’h “m‘f than is provided In this book, to get the Christmas Double i%'-) old 1»7’1 3?::!::"'5'1?5&;‘2
barring & single leaden O Number of ¢ The Marvel.” Out this week, y U nother spsendid ng el -
messonger  that  drilled The EDITOR. ment next Thursday. . Please
Stephen’s  sloeve and "The Gem’’

order your copy of
seared his skin, the rest o¢-°o¢oooo-oo¢.¢.¢.¢.¢.m.°.¢,m ﬂ:r:; In advance.
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tong range, Round shot, darts; or slujgs /8 each, post free.
used, Send for list. - LARGEST STOOK IN THE WORLD,
Frank Olarke. Orown Oun Works, gq. Gt. Charles 5t. Birm'ngham
VENTRILOQUISM Anyons ean learn this Wonderful, Lamdhable st
0 Fallume fmpossible with this book, contalning over
MW pages of Ipstructions and smusing dlalogues.  Post  free, Gd honght Mesding
included Froo ~-IRONMONGER. Publishor, ILKESTON.
FREE, V™ )
o dofray
the greatest, delightful, and
wway,—Address, IRONMON

»1)- WEEKLY

This handsome dise machine, with massive 18.0n.
flower horn (art colours), gold-lined, plated tone,

'y srm, flrst-class motor, fitted with our Patent

% Concert Sound-Box, 200 Needles, and

. h SIXZONOPHONE RECORDS,
i plays  10=inch Records at one
winding — the Latest Model
sent to any address on receipt of
1s. DEPOSIT and upon pay-
ment of the last of 20 weeks at 1s.,
making & total of 308, We supply all
makes of Phonographs at HALF
SHOP PRICLS. Terms Lo suit

" w wind e
ughible novelty on sarth, Thowsands already glven

Li
R, I‘(uvelty Emporium (Dept. 25), Hkeston
THE UNIVERSAL PRINTING OUTFIT.
1/=2 1/=
for

For Markiog Books, Papers, Linen, ete, Apy 3 lines of wording
1 be printed. Contuins good supply of type and everything rendy
use, - Lost free, F, R IRONMUNGER & Co., 8tation Rd,, Ilkeston

Applications with regard to advertisement spaces
in this paper should be addressed to the Advertise-
ment Manager, 24, Bouverie Street, London, KE.C,

‘ﬁF

| No, 67.

1“THE SECRET OF ST. WINIFRED’S,”

i A Complete Tale of School Life,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

No. 68, *“SEXTON BLAKE’S TRUST.” :
A Thrilling Story of the Famous Detective. '

No. 69. 1
“A LANCASHIRE LAD,” |
/An Enthralling Tale of the Cotton Mills.

ASK FOR

“The Boys’friend” 3d. Complete Library

e -
s s e

By DAVID GOODWIN, I I

e

12.12/08



