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«] WEFUSE TO BE ALLUDED TO AS A SHWIEKING
IDIOT” SAID ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY. “PWAY
WHAT IS THE MATTAH, AND WHAT ARE YOU ALL SO

EXCITED ABOUT?”
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/6 secures immediate delivery
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POCKET LAMP.

Superior quality. Size 31 by 2% ins.

useful invention and an Amusing N, ovelty

No danger. No w. tches nece sary. You
simply touch the Knob to pro-

duceabrilliantlight. Priced/- '
ELECTRIC only. Seunl post frée for 1/2

Superior Refill Batteries, 7d.
SGARFP!N » each, post free. Tilustrated

L Cmta.lognes of thousands of other

(fork:bgt?Chll]g‘ltg gond novelties, post free. —PAIN

pocket lamp), 1/ BROTHERS, Dépt. 99 W, The Presents
post free. House, Hastings (Eng.).

REAL LEVER SIMULATION

(’GOLD WA CH FREE

To al'l clever readers of ¢ 'i‘!{!: GEM.”

The above pictures represent two. well- known fHowers. Wna,t are they ? If
your answer is correct we will present, you with a genuine lever simulation Gold
Wa (Lady'sor Gent's, guaranteed 10 years) entirely free of cost. Scnd
your answer, plainly written, with stamped addressed envelope, so that we can tell
you if cot rcz,t ‘When you receive the Watch you must show it and do your best to
advertise it, and winne s will be requived to buy a clnm from us to wear with {lie
‘Watch. Addrez,s-lmperml S\}gp]y Co. (Dept. 21, 42, Junct en Road, London, N,

A NWATCOCEL for SEE TR0

In the Central Square of the Diagram we have
placed the figure 5. Arvange the figures 1, 2,
3,4,6,7,8 and ¢ in the remainingrsquares in
sich o manner that the columms add 15 up and

down, across, and diagonally {fronv corner to
5 cornex If correcb, and you earry out our sim-
ple conditions in accordance with the'generons
offer we shall send you, A MAGNIFICENT
WATCH (Lady’'s or Gent’s) will be sent to you
entirely free of charge. Write your solution on
a plain sheet of notep.mper, with your name and
address clearly wr 1tten underueqth Enelose your solution and stamp
for reply to THE COUNTY SUPPLY STORES (Dept. 1%),
46, High Street, Greenluthe, S.0.

BLUSHING.

to all sufferers, pa.rhculn,rs of a pmved homa breatment that guickly

FREE! removes. all - emb; cures lusninvv and

and a
Aushing of the face and meck. Duc.lase sbmup to pay poszage to Mr.. D. . TEMPLE
Specuhst ), 8, Blenhein Street, Bond Street, London, W,

= |SUPERB_PHONOGRAPH FREE.

We want to make our name known by giving away.a
HANDSOME PHONOGRAPH FREE to all readers of
this paper. The Gift Phonograph s a splendid instru-
ment, possessing large Bell Horn, Fine Reproducer,
ete.; etc. By giving ‘the Phonographs away we hope
to scome constant customers for our records. It ig our
intention to give a FREE PRESENT to every purchaser of one
of .our Records for ONE SHILLING and two penny stamps
(postage), and we guarantee to send present with, record securely packed
by return. These records have perfect tone, are ey erlastm;;, and
exceptional value. Send postal order at once for 1/2 and we will
also forward you our offer of a BEAUTIFUL PHONOGRAPH FREE
by return with the record. —_IMPERIAL SUPPLY CO.
Dept. 50), 42, JUNCTION ROAD, LONDON, N.

A REAL GEB

GOLD WATCH—

PREE In this puzzle you see three lines of lefiters.
= These have to be so arranged that each linte spells
= a Girl's Christian mame. A MAGNIFICENT
Aldgle|n WATCH, Lady's or Gent’s (guaranteed 5 years), will be sent

Iree of charge to readers of this paper avho solve this puzale
I L ¥ L and conform to our condition, 1T COSTS YOU NOTBING

TO TRY. Send your answor, togethier with stamp, that we
All failing to do this will be disqualified,

—

may send you result.
E| AR |T EsoND NOW.

§, BARGAIN” WATCH CO. (32 Dept.); 89, Cornwallis Rd., London, N.
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KEYLESS WATCHES FREE

We give vou absolutely FREE an amnum SILVER KEY-
LESS WATCH—a perfect limekeeper—a genuine watch
—not a cheap toy—for selling or using 60.0f our beauiiful
‘Pictorial Posteards at One Penny eacii within 28 days.
As goon as you have sold or used the 60 cart ds; and sent
us the 5/-, you ret the wateh. If you do not want a
watch, we have many other presents as per list we will
send, buh do not fail to send a postcard with your full
name and address at once. Send no money. " We will
trust you,

THE CARD CO. (Desk 31), Willesden Junection, London, N.W.

6d. DEPOSIT.™

This Handsome Phonograph, withlarge enamelled
Flower Horn (Gold lined), and TwoRecords,
complete in case, will be sent to any address
M on receipt of 6d. DEPOSIT and upon pay-
2 ment of the last of 18 further
weekly instalments of 6d. each. E
Two 1/- Records are given iree,
Send for Price List of Latest
Models, and our Special Offer of
a 42/~ Phonograph Free.
THE BRITISH MFG. CO.
P 24, Great Yarmouth.

£100 if not True. REAL DESMA

2! Gold Watch FREE

For P.0. 1/6 and five penny stamps we will send a massive Desma
il Gold Albert or Long Guard, together with our generous offer to
f|readers of THE GEM. A Magnificent Watch Free per
return post (Lady’s or Gent's), guaranteed 10 years. Weseryve youn
95 well because we know we shall obtain vour permanent, custom.
W7/ Send now ; you will be amazed. —WILLIAMS & LLOYD
7 /(55 Dept.), 91, Cornwallis Road, LONDON, N.

IF YOU w ANT Good Cheap Photographic Material
or Cameras, send postcard for Szmples
and Catalogue, FREE —Works: JULY¥ ROAD, LIVERPDOL

This 2/= Parcel
RIS

It contains the Philatelic Souyenir (as periling.), 56 pages, profusely
lustrated (extra copies, 1/- each), a Packet of Genume Stamps
from all parts of the World, a Périoration Gauge, and a
Packet of Stamp Mounts. The whole lot sent free on zecdpt
of Two Penny Stamps for postage, &e. (hroad 4d.).
HENRY ABEL & CO., WHITSTABI.B

A GENUINE SIMULATION

ajﬂtGDLD WATCH FREE-=e

 STANP COLLECTORS.

In this puzzle you have three lines of letters, - When

R ’ Y corrcetly '1mngod each line spells a girl's Christian name.

- A Ma ok 2 (Lady’s or Gent’s) will be

A N E J sent free of chayge providing you are correct and conform

to our one condition. ¥t costs you nothing .to

| try- Send your answer, together with stamp that we

iICK E|T ’ A | iy send re-ult, All fal lmzr o do this w# e disgnalified.
et Send now. ks-ra.unm SUPPL

00. (Dept. B),
282, Buchanan Street; GLASG ]

A RBAL LBVER SIMULATION To Ann CLEVER

RpADERS OF
‘The Gem.’ :
Thefourlinesof lettersin thissquarestand §— i t
for two hoy® and twogirls names. Web Gl J [K | A}
will send you,Absolutely Free,one i
of aur famous simulation 18-ct, Gold E T R B 5
Watehes (Iadies’or gents’) if yon send Rl o
A us the correct names; but you mustcom- §7 2
+ ply with our one coudltiou. and promised T K E A
to show the wateh to your friends, as we - -
“wish toa.dw ertise our goods. It costs you s (¢ % B|=
nothing to try, so send your answex nt i

once, with yournameand address. A
will 4o, THE LONDON GENBRAL RUPPLY ASSO- l i
CIATION (Dept. A), 72, Finsbury Paveément, London, E.C.

MOUSTACHE

A nice mzmlv moustache SPEEDILY GROWS at any age
by using S*MOUS 'Th,” the only Guaranteed Moustache-
Forcer, Quitsharmless.” Boys become men. Actslike magic.

Remember, Success or money returned. Box sent (in plain
wrapper) for 8d. Postal Order. Don't dehy, send now. to
J. A. Dixon & Road

Co., 42, J 5 .

i (Fcnelrrn mder., 9d,)

s B Con]\mnn‘ T dd.; "Boxmg,” 4d:; “Thcﬂ"ht«ﬂe&dmg,"
POPULAR BOOK d.; *‘Handeuff '\ndk Gag!hriakxlxg %[ygs;.e/ll, llmo'l:t
“ Stamp Collecting for Pleasure a,nd Profit,” 4d. #“Book of Tricks, 0 all pa
frear- . WILKES & GO. (Pnnters. ete). Stockton, Rugby.
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Complete Stories for Everyone, and Every Story a Gem !
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A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale of
- Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim’s."

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

CHAPTER. 1.
: A Matter of Taste. |
5 ERSONALLY,” said Tom Merry—* personally I like i
: H? this natty blue background with the green baskets ]
of pink flowers.” : : ;

“ Loud.” - = -

Monty Lowther hastily turned over the leaves of the huge !
wallpaper ‘pattern-book, and.plunged a'forefinger down on i
‘a brilliant.yellow paper relieved with silver stripes.
— % Thera ! = . : g

“ That thing ?”’ 2 =

“Why not, Tom Merry ? If a neat, soft yellow isn’t better
than a- gaudy blue Dol e S :

“The paper for this study,” put in Manners coolly, “is
this plain red.” o

“71 don’t think!”

¢ Beastly loud!” .

“You fellows don’t know what taste i3,”” said Manners.
“The red paper and white paint has it !’ -

“Rot! The natty blue with pink flowers, more like.”

““Not much! Tom Merry means this neat, soft vellow

(9 DO I ?77 Z =

“ Look here——"' began Manners wrathfully.

But the trend of his thoughts was interrupted by the door
being pushed open at that moment.

The movement admitted the graceful form of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of the School House.  Arthur
Augustus screwed his monocle into his eye, and glanced
round the Shell study.

“No footah this afternoon, deah boys,”” he said.
“Kildare’s ordahs.” 1

“Tell us something'we don’t know,” grinned Tom Merry, =

ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY,

Mo, 53 (New 8erises),

s
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looking at the window, against which the rain was dr}ymg;
with almost gale force. “Is croquet off as well, Gussy 2"’

““Tf that is meant for humouah, Tom Mewwy——"

““QOh, cut, Gussy; we're busyl”

“7 wefuse to cut!”

“Stay, then !’

“ 1 wefuse to stay!”? < et :

“Do you?’ said Manners, getting up; but Tom Merry
pulled him down again. B =

“Let Gussy decide the question about the paper, he
taughed. ¢ We haven’t any too much time if we mean to
have the materials brought back by the workmen after
dinner. Gus, we are going to do up this study this after-
noon !’

“ Weally 7 . : :

“Ves, weally. As the writer of the fashion notes in the
* Weekly,” I suppose you know a bit about taste?’’ -

“Vaas, wathah! In mattahs of taste, I wathah think I
stand alone in St. Jim’s!” S8 =

““Good ! Now, what is your candid opinion of this natty
blue paper -

“ Wotten !** said D’ Arcy promptly.

“What !” 5

“JIsn’t that what I told you, Tom Merry?2” exclaimed
Lowther. “It's loud—beastly loud! But just look at this
ueat, soft yellow, Gussy. Isn’t that—"

‘“ Wotten !”” said Arthur Augustus. :

Manners grinned with delight, and hastily turned the

patterns over.
1 told you fellows this matter ought to have been left to
me,” he said cheerfully. “A fellow who goes in for photo-
graphy must necessarily know more about the blending of
zolours than other fellows. There, Gussy—a plain red with
white paint and——"

“ Wotten, deah boy !”?

“ What ! -

“Turn the ass outl”

“F wefuse!”

s Cat 1

“1 wefuse to eut,” said D’Arcy coldlys “T wefuse to be
turned out! I want some information, deah boys.”

¢ What about, fathead ?”’

“ About young Wally, Tom Mewwy?”’ s

“Hallo! What has Wally been up to now? Refused to
show you proper respect, or something serious like that?”’

“Wally nevah shows me the respect due to an eldah
bwothah, I wegwet to say,” said Arthur Augustus; ‘but
that is not the mattah now. Have you scen the young
waseal 77’

“Wally? Let me see. Yes, I saw him just after school.
Why, ass?”’

“Was he with Dudley, do you wemembah ?”’

“PDudley! Who is Dudley?”’

“ A Third-Formah, and a wastah !’ .

“ Oh, that thick-headed beggar who has stuck in the Third
since the Flood!” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. “VYes, I
believe young Wally was with him, now I come to think of
it. But why?”

“ As an eldah bwothah, T have to keep an eye on Wally.”

“Oh, he’s all right! Trust the scallawag of the Third to
look after himself, Gussy.” : ;

“But Dudley is a wastah, and Wally is always with him
when young Jameson and Gibson aren’t about. You see,
deah boy——"

““Oh, that’s all right?’ laughed the hero of the Shell.
“Wally won't be corrupted, Gussy; you can be certain of
that. He and his blessed dog Pongo both want chaining
up, but they are young sports, you know.” :

“It’s vewy decent of you to say that, Tom Mewwy,” said
Arthur Augustus;‘ though, as a D’Arcy, I must wefuse to
admit that my young bwothah wequires chainin’ up !’

“Then that’s settled, and you can cut. I'm a bit surprised,
though, at Wally chumming in with a waster like Dudley
must_be.” 2 T

“Vaas, I wondah, too. I will wemonstrate with him !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed Tom Merry.  Look here, you
fellows, suppose we play odd man out for choice of paper
for the room? That will be the simplest method, and
directly we have decided I'll slip along and tell the workmen,
who are in Mr. Linton’s room, to bring us back the stuif.
Let’s see, we shall want about six pieces of paper, some
paint and whitewash. Mine’s a head !”’

As the others both showed tails, Tom Merry grinned, and
the fate of the Shell study was settled.

“The neat blue background and the green baskets of
pink flowers has it !” he said. “So-long!”’

And he dashed off towards the master’s room in order to
catch the workmen before they left for dinner. As he went
he caught sight of Arthur Augustus D’Arey talking to Blake,
the leader of the School House juniors, but he did not stop,
although Jack Blake called out to him3

“ Seen young Wally, kid ?”

””

NEXT __
THURSDAY:

“THE SON OF A SAILOR.”

“No, Blake, deah boy,” exclaimed D’Arcy, ‘“he hasnt{
I have just asked him,”

‘“Hard cheese! Well, Gus, if Wally has really taken up
with Dudley or any of his set, it will have to be put a stop
to. I mean, Dudley is a couple of years older than Wally,
and though the kid has a head on his shoulders, it’s only a
young head.” :

“Yaas, wathah!” §

““ As I said, we shall have to nip a friendship like that im
the giddy bud,” went on the leader of the School House
juniors. “ But, first of all, we must be certain that it’s going
on. X ;

“It is, deah boy! Young Wally was playin’ dwaughts
with Dudley last nbight».” - 3 it =

““ Well, there’s nothing very desperate in draughts, old
man,” said Jack Blake. ‘“‘However, we'll keep our eyes.
open, and if I know Tom Merry, he’ll do the same. What
was that you were saying about the Shell-fish papering their
own study 7’ :

“Yaas, wathah! They asked me to choose their papah
for them!”?

‘““ Humph! This afternoon, did you say ?”

““Yaas, wathah! But I can’t stop, deah boy.
eldah bwotha 2

‘“ Why, what are you going to do?”’

¢ Wemonstrate with young Wally.”

“1 shouldn’t do that, if 1 were you, Gus.”

“Tt is my duty,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “T
shall wemonstrate firmly, and point out that it would be
bettah if he were to dwop a wottah and a wastah like
Dudley.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha! Well, don’t let Dudley hear you
wemonstrating, or you may sample a thick ear. But I
can’t stop talking here all day; I want to see Digbhy and
Herries. This afternoon, you said, the paperhanging wheeze
comes off 77

“Yaas, wathah{’*

“Good I

And he dashed on in the direction of Study Neo. 6. The
swell of the School House continued his way until he caught
sight of a well-known figure from the rival House.

‘ Figgins! Figgins, deah boy, have you seen that young
wascal of a bwethah of mine?”

““Have you seen that ass Tom Merry ?” said the chief of
the New House juniors, stopping. “ Have you ?”

“Yaas, wathah! He’s in his study choosin’ wotten wall~

As ang

papahs !’
** Wallpapers! What on earth for?”
“To papah his woom this aftahnoon, of course !’

“ My hat!” muttered Figgins; and he turned to go.

““But about Wally !'” called Arthur Augustus. “ Have you
seen my young bwothah, Figgins?” :

But the chief of the New House juniors had turned the
corner in the corridor, and was making his way thoughtfully
towards his own quarters.

‘“Going to paper his room, is he ?”’ he grinned. *Good !’?

Arthur Augustus was also thinking.

“I wegard Figgins as a wude beast!” he mused. “I
wegard him as a selfish wottah as well! 22

D’Arcy stopped suddenly, because a skinny hand had
suddenly shot out from an open study doorway, and had
gripped him by the top button of his coat. ;

“Who is that? Ah, D’Arcy! Do you know anything
about the doctrine of egoism, D’Arcy 7’

“No, Skimpole, deah boy.” )

“We can be certain of nothing but cur own existence,”
said Skimpole, speaking as if he were addressing’a meeting
of many and no one in particular. ‘ You cannot prove that
I exist; I cannot prove that you exist, although I know that
I exist myself and you know——" -

“You uttah ass!”’

“ Prove, then, that I exist!”

Before Arthur Augustus had time to even make the
attempt Skimpole, the brainy man of the Shell, wandered
off on another tack.

“ Where is Tom Merry? I must explain to Tom Merry
this doctrine of egoism! Where is he, D’ Arey 2’

“In his woom gettin’ ready to papah the beastly walls!”

“Paper the walls? Then he will want some advice. I
must go at once, D’Arcy. Move away I'*

“1 wefuse to move away, deah Zoy! I want to know
where my young wasecal of a bwothah is !

“I haven’t seen him,” said Skimpole, “but if he doesn’t
turn up before tea this evening, let me know, and I'll track
him down for you. Perhaps he has run away to London, as
he did before Christmas.”’ -

“ You uttah ass, deah boy!
ago!”

“Then what are you worrying me about him for? Going
to paper their room, are they? Dear me! That is tho

dinner-gong, is it not?” :

I saw him myself half an hour

“Yaas, wathah!”’ said D’Arcy.

By
- MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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‘““Sowwy, deah boy!” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

, as he tackled his man low.
was nothin’ else to do!”

‘‘But undah the cires, there [

i
3

And he hurried away rapidly, forgetting all about the
missing Wally in the new interests the dinner-gong awoke
in his mind.

And, as it happened, it was just at that moment that
Arthur Augustus came near to finding his brother, for as he
walked down the corridor a wiry youngster with a soiled
olar and still-more inky fingers faded briskly into a study.
I: was a_master’s study, but that did not trouble Wally
o Arcy, the scallawag of the Third Form at St. Jim’s.

H I don’t want one of Gussy’s long-winded jaws,” Wally
zrinned to himself, ““and I'm not having one.”
Wally D’Arcy remained in the study peering round the
partially closed door while his brother passed, and then
=25 just about to step out into the passage again when he
aght sight of Kildare, the captain of the school, walking
vards him, talking to Lefevre, of the Fifth .
Phew !” whistled Wally. ¢ Narrow squeak! Shall I
under the table in case they come in here 7’
there was no need to do that, for the sound of the
1ors’ voices were already receding along the corridor.

e

unconsciously prick up his ears, although he was really

> of the last fellows in the School House to listen to

:versation not intended for himself.

“Yes, it’s a fact,” Kildare was saying; ‘“these Wanderers

ve oftered us a game next Saturday on our ground.”

t St. Jim’s don’t play Rugby.”

“No. Still, I don't see how the Wanderers could have
n that,” came the captain’s.voice, laughing. am

, because I dote on the game myself. You might write

=fusing. but thanking them for the offer, Lefevre, will you?”

NEXT
THURSDAY:

subject of their conversation caused the Third-Former-

“THE SON GF A SAILOR.

And then the voices became too distant for Wally to hesr
more. The Third-Former came out of the room, glanced
indignantly after the two seniors, then scuttled off fowards

the dining-room.
<5

@ And Tom Merry placed a large pail of whitewash

in the centre of the study. Lowther followed suit
with rolls of paper, while Manners thoughtfully balanced two
pots of dark green paint on the wide window-ledge.

‘ Very good idea of mine ordering the same coloured
paint as the one already on,” he observed. * We shall only
have to give one coat now.”

““ Good egg!”

The chums of the Shell slipped off their coats, rolled
sleeves, and moved with one accord to where the tolls of
paper, huge scissors, and paste was.

‘“ After me, Manners!”’ 3 =

“1 thought you were going to do the painting, old man?”.

¢ Anyway,” said Lowther, *‘ I will look after ihe paperin
80 you can settle amongst you{golves who does——""

CHAPTER 2,
Unexpected Aid.
O0OD! I don’t think any of the pres. saw us!”

Look here, Tom Meorry
The voices of the chums of the Shell rose, and so they
failed to hear a series of polite knocks at the door.
seized the paste-brush, Lowther the paste itseif
Merry whipped up the paper. Then they looked at
another wrathfully.
* You can go and eat coke, Tom Merry |”

- By
MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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‘“Oh, go for a walk, Manners !’

“ Lowther, you're a seifish ass! Hallo!”

The knocking had ceased, and the door opened, to admit
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Arthur Augustus closed the door
after himself.

‘“Hallo, deah boys!”

*“ Good-bye, Gussy!”

** Sorry you have to go, kid!”

*“Which is it to be, Gus?’ asked Tom Merry.
windew or the door?”’

T wefuse——""

“Choose! The window or the door?™

“1 wefuse to choose, and I wefuse to go!” said Arthur
.t‘;gglt{lstus:, with dignity. ‘‘In mattahs of tasie I wathah
think——'

“ Oh, get off I .4
““In mattahs of taste I wathah considah I am at the top
of the twee,” continued D’Arcy, who had quite his share of
obstinacy on oceasion. “ If you fellows will attend to the
paintin’ and the whitewashin’, I'll look aftah the papahin’.”’
“1 don’t think!” said Tom Merry. * Throw the ass out,
Manners |

* I wefuse to be thwown out, deah boy, and I considah it
wude of yow to chawactewise me as an ass. Mannabhs, if you
wequire a feahful thwashin’ B

*“ Oh, let the ass, stay!” said Lowther. *He’ll do to wipe
the brushes on. And, anyway, it’s your fault, Tom, for
telling him we were going to do up our room.”

“ All right, then! Only shove the dummy into a cup-
board, or somewhere. We aren’t having anyone else in,

_ though! Now, look here, Lowther, it stands to rcason I’'m
the proper man to do the beastly papcring. How could asses
like yeu—--"

““Hallo, you chaps?”’ inquired a cheerful voice from the
doorway. - *“ Don’t embrace me, Manners, old kid!”

* What do-you. want, Blake?”

* Nothing, Tom Merry,” grinned the chief of Study No. 6,
taking-off his coat. * Just you three wire in at the painting,
and I’ll Have this paper hung in no time.”

Jack Blake seized the paste-brush, but Manners was quick
enough to sit on the paste-bucket, whilst Lowther looked as
if he meant to defend the rolls of paper with his life. Tom
Merry jerked his thumb towards the door.

“Cut!” he said briefly. * We can’t have Fourth-Formers
fooling about here. We've got some work on! Clear!”

“Right-ho! When the tea-bell goes! No, don’t shut the
door; Herries and Dighy are coming along in a minute.”

““ Then they can go back again!” shouted Tom Merry.
“ This isn’t a home for stray Fourth-Formers. The window
or the door, Blake?”’

‘‘ Neither, kid! Come in, Digby, old son!”

Tom Merry & Co. made a dash for the door, but they were
too late, for before they could get it shut, both Digby and
Herries were in the room. Herries was followed by his
bulldog. e

““ Look out, Gussy,” said Herries pleasantly, ¢ Towser’s in
a bit of a temper this afternoon; he nearly ate Gore in the
quadrangle. What’s the matter?”’

““ Clear!”” said Tom Merry. * Get out of this!”’

“ Throw ’em out, and the beastly dog with them !”” shouted
Manners, who was edging away from Towser. ‘‘ Throw——
Look, the brute’s wolfing the rotten paste!”

““Ha, ha;, ha!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha! Where’s the ha, ha, ha, come in, ass?
Herries, if you don’t take that brute away I'll do it an
injury !’

As Manners spoke he skilfully arranged matters so that
the little study table was between Towser and himself. Her-
ries grinned cheerfully. 3

““ Nice, happy family, I must say,” he observed. 1
believe you are one of those rotters who don’t like animals,
Manners! Who is going to do the papering, Tom Merry?
I’ll take that on, if you like.”

“You’ll take me on in a minute—without gloves! Are
you chaps going? I'mr asking for the last time! Are you
chaps going?”’ =k

‘“Wathah not, deah boy!”

X3 leexl 2

But at that mement the door was pushed open again, and
Figgins, Fatty Wynn, and Kerr sauntered into the room.
The studies at St. Jim’s are not famous for size, and even
before the arrival of the New House chums, there had only
been space enough to move about with difficulty. Now, the

Shell study had the appearance of the inside of a new
sardine-tin.

“Hallo !”? said Figgins, by way of greeting. ‘‘ We thought
we’d just look in to give you a hand with the papering,
Merry. You can safely leave that part to us.” 5

“ What wot! I wathah think you've got a cheek, Figgins,
deah boy!”

‘“We’ve already bagged that item on the programme,
kid,” said Blake. ‘“I'm attending to it myself.”

“ By the
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“He means I am,” said Herrics. © * You see I
wouldn’t Joock at Towser, Manners, if I were you. Towser

doesn’t like being looked at.”

“I'm not looking at the brute!
Merry! Throw the rotters out!”

*“ Ah,” observed a voice from the doorway, “ D’Arcy told
You intend paper-

Turn ’em out, Tom

me I should find you here, Tom Merry.
ing your study, I believe?”

*Turn it out !”

““ Clear, Skimmy!”

“Don’t be so absurd!” said ‘Skimpole, the brainy man of
the Shell. “1 have come to offer Merry some advice.
Merry, if you will leave the papering to me——"

A chorus of a mixed nature greeted this suggestion, and
it terminated in a somewhat plaintive observation from
Lowther. /

‘“How many more?”’ -asked the humorist of the Shell.
‘“Are the prefects coming? And did you leave a card at
the doctor’s room, Tom?”’ .

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” suddenly laughed Tom Merry, in his good-
tempered way. ¢ This is about the last word in cheek; but

now youwre all here, I suppose you'll have to stop. We
aren’t having any more in, though!”
“I should think not!”’ said Jack Blake indignantly. It

would be like a fellow’s check to attempt to come !},

‘“ Hear, hear!” exclaimed Figgins warmly. “Merry, if
anybody attempts to come in, you may rely upon myself and
the Co.”

“Yaas wathah! I shall wegard othah awwivals as in-
twusions.”

‘“ We won’t admit another one!”

“ We couldn’t,” groaned Fatty Wynn, who was presséd up
in a corner.

“Well, I call it rotten cheek, myself,” grumbled Manners,
“and I insist upon this brute of a bulldog being removed.
Remove him, Herries!”

“Oh, Towser’s all right!” :

“T tell you he isn’t! The beast keeps looking at me!”’

“Yes; that’s because you keep looking at him. I’ve told
you before Towser doesn’t like being looked at, and you look
at him at your own risk. What’s the matter, Blake?”

‘“ Shove the beggar in that cupboard,” grinned Blake, as
Tom Merry & Co. began another argument about the paper-
ing. ‘“ He’ll be all right there!” {

Herries nodded, and, to his surprise, Towser went with
unusual willingness into the partially-opened cupboard.
Then Wynn made a remark. :

“I suppose you haven’t any grub, Merry?
hungry in this February weather !’

‘ Well, as a matter of fact, we have,” said Tom Merry,
‘“ because it was our intention to invite you Fourth Form
kids in to tea as soon as we'd done up our room—as a sort of
celebration, you know. You've saved us sending out invites,
that’s all. We'll have the spread the moment the study is
done.”

“ CGocd!” said Wynn. ‘ Excellent! And you must admib
that ten fellows will get the papering done quicker than
three?”’

““ Well, there is that—— Hallo, what’s Skimmy up to?”’

Skimpole was rapidly measuring the walls of the room
with a two-foot rule, muttering figures half aloud as he went.

Monty Lowther began to stir the paste, while Figgins
suddenly pelted off for some more paint-brushes.

“I say,” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, '* what about a
plank. deah boy?”

‘“What about it, ass?”

“ To whitewash the ceilin’, Tom Mewwy. We can’t weach
the ceilin’ fwom the flooah.” T’ll go and discovah a plank.”

And he, too, left hurriedly. -
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Every Thursday.

CHAPTER o.
Skimpole, Paper-hanger.
F 17 N hanging wall-paper,” said Skimpole, hastily running
H his two-foot rule aecross a recess, ‘ you must be
methodical. It is absolutely necessary that you be
woth methodical and correct. What is the sum total of nine,
, and ten, Merry?”’

“ Between twenty and thirty; ass!

up to, Skimmy?”’
r"Don’r interrupt me, please! There, I have it exactly!

€

=

Here, what are yeu

f I cut this one piece of paper into three it will cover this
de of the room. Pass the paste across!”

“CGo and eat coke! I'm doing the paper-hanging!”

* Excuse me, Tom Merry 2

$,hu_';- up, Blake, unless you particularly want a thick

¥ There are four sides to a study,” said Skimpole. “1I pro-

pose we do one side each.”

** No fear!”

“ Yes, we will!” exclaimed Jack Blake, as he jerked one

-f the extra brushes from Figgins’s hand. ¢ Skiramy, that’s

= first sensible idea youw've ever had. Shove the paste in
centre of the room!” :

~ ““Hear, hear!” said Figgins, kecping a firm grip upon the

last of the extra paste-brushes he had just brought in.

* Merry, you'll have to use your hands to shove the paste

ca with, Pass me some paper !’

~ The four juniors took possession of the four walls respect-

ively, and aiter a growl or two the others began to paint.

Digby and Fatty Wynn were at work on the door. Dighy
was slashing away at the upper panels, while the fat Fourth-
Former was on his knees attending to the lower part of the
door. There was a sudden and terrific bump outside, and
the door flew open so suddenly that neither junior had time
1> get out of the way.

Dighy yelled as a freshly-painted panel biffed on his
, and Fatty Wynn gave a gasp as he was bowled over
backwards. There was a paint-pot close behind, and Fatty
Wynn hadn’t time to avoid it. He sat in it, and there was
2 horrid squelch.

“Ow! Greooooh!”

* Oh,” gaspad Dig, “my nose!”’

“Ow! My trowsers!” -

“Bai Jove, I'm sowwy if I startled you. deah boys!”
exelaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as he marched in with
« heavy plank, six feet in length, under his arm. “ I’ve got
the plank, you see.”

“ You utter ass!”’ S

“Taggles wefused to lend me the plank, and I had to
abstract it fwom the shed when he wasn’t lookin’, I weally
considah that I managed it wathah neatly.”

“ You shriekin’ idiot !”

I wefuse to be alluded to as a shwiekin' idiot, Wynn.
Pway what is the mattah, and what is Dig so excited about?”’

* Look at my nose!” yelled Digby.

“ Bai Jove, he’s been paintin’ his nose!”

“Look at my trousers!”

“Gweat Scott, he’s been sittin’ in the paint!”

“ You utter ass!”

** Weally, deah boys, it's not my fault if you sit in the
paint, and if I were payin’ for it, I should insist upon your
rot wastin’ it so wecklessly.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, it is not exactly what I should
czard as a laughin’ mattah, a chap spoilin’ hiz twousahs.”
id D’Arcy. ‘“Of course, as a mattah of fact, Fatty Wyun's
twousahs were a ghastly fit. They had no cweas o speak
of, and I am quite willin’ to give him the addwess of my
zailah for the next pair.”

“* You—you—you——->7>

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, Blake——" D’Arcy turned towards his chum,
d of course the plank under his arm swung round with
“Weally—— Bai Jove, what’s that?”’

“That’ was a roar from Skimpole, as the plank caught
m on the shoulder and hurled him to the floor.

D’Arcy swung round again quickly in alarm, and the other
=d of the plank swept Fatty Wynn off his feet, and he
went over with a yell

“ Bai Jove!”

“Dear me!” gasped Skimpole, groping for his spectacles.
~ I—I have been overthrown by a sudden terrific shock. I
i+ possible that the terrible earthquake which has lately

svastated Italy is visiting this country, and that Sussex 1s
= the throes of a =

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
nnake, it was only D'Arcy’s plank.”
“Lemme get at him!” yelled Fatty Wynn. P

- Y\:al ly, Wynn—-"?

B

“ 1t wasn't an earth-
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D’Arcy backed away, and the end of the plank went
through the window. There was a crash of breaking glass,
and a shattering of small pieces on the ground below. The
swell of St. Jim’s swung round in dismay, and Figgins gave
ﬁ ﬁgndish yvell as the plank simote him on the side of the
head.

“Bai Jove!”’

D’Arcy was growing quite bewildered by this time. He
turned from one to another, apparently unconscious of the
havoc wrought by the iong plank turning round with him
in the narrow study.

Few of the amateur decorators escaped a bump from the
plank, and when they rushed upon D’Arcy to seize him, they
veceived more bumps. But they collared him, and then he
was bumped in his turn. He went down, with two or three
excited juniors sprawling over him, and the plank was
wrenched away. 3

“Got it I’ exclaimed Figgins, as he tore it from D'Arcy’s
clutch, and let it bump down on the floor. * Hallo, Lowther,
what are you yelling at?”’

“Ow, ow! -You dropped that on my toe!”’

“ Ha, ha !—I mean I'm—ha, ha l-—sorry.”

“Pway don’t be so beastly wuff, deah boys!’ gasped
D’Arcy. “ Weally, you are uttahly wuinin’ my clothes.”

“Bump him !”

“Tread on him !”

“ 8it on his head, Fatty!”’

“Ow, ow! Don't! Anythin’ but that!?

¢ Sit on him!”’

“Pway don’t be such wottahs!”?

“Kick him out!”

D’Arcy staggered to his feet at last. He was looking
considerably the worse for wear. He jammed his monocle
into his eye, and glared at the gasping juniors.

“I wegard you as a set of wuff wottahs. You have
wumpled my hair and pwactically wuined my clothes. I
wegard no one here as a fwiend except Skimmay.”’

“ And I regard youw as a howling ass!”’ groaned Skimmy.

“ Weally, deah boy——"" :

“ Look here, Blake, you ought to keep him on a chain,”
said Tom Merry. ¢ Herries keeps his bulldog on a chain,
and he’s not half so dangerous as Gussy.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“If T weren’t in another fellow’s study,’
““T’d punch his beastly head !”

“Weally, Kerr,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity—
“weally I shall have to wegard that wemark as personal.
I don’t weally wish to thwash any of you——>"

““You've mearly killed most of us as it is, you shrieking
idiot "’ =

‘“Then I wegwet it.”’

‘“Oh, let’s get on with the washing, you fellows!” laughed
Manners, who had escaped D'Arcy and his plank. “I
rt(}houg}‘}‘.t’ it rather funny myself. =~ What's the plank for,

ussy ¥’

“Mo whitewash the ceilin’, deal bay.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha! How are you going to whitewash a ceiling
with a plank, kid?”

“ Mannahs, if that is meant for humounah, I wegwet to say
that it is weally wathah flat. I am going to whitewash the
ceilin’ with whitewash.”

“If you could make it convenient to cut, cut, and don’t
mind us,” said Lowther.

“Wathah not. I am going to stand on the plank, deah
boy. Ha, ha, ha!”

They all looked at Arthur Augustus gravely, Tom Merry
placing the fingers of his right hand cone fashion on his
head, while Jack Blake stroked his chin as he gazed reflec-
tively at the floor. e e

“ Going to stand on the plank, deah boy. Ha, ha, ha!”
muttered Lowther. ‘ Going to stand on the plank. Going
to stand on——"

All turned and looked at Arthur Augustus with the excep-
tion of Skimpole, who was sti'l measuring, then all looked
at one another.

Then suddenly Tom Merry burst into a roar of laughter,
and it was instantly taken up by Herries. Jack Blake
waited a moment or two, then rolled on the sofa, and two
seconds after that Lowther and Manners doubled up.
D’Arcy screwed his monocle into his eye, and viewed them
all in turn with withering scorn. -

“I am going to stand on the plank,” choked Tom Merry.
* Ha, ha,-ha !’

‘““Ho, ho, ho!”

¢ Your hand, Gussy!”’

¢ T wefuse to shake hands with you, Tom Mewwy. I wefuse
to allow you to shake hands with me, Mannahs. I wegard
you as @ set of wottans!”

And he turned his back on them. He arranged a couple
of chairs back to back at a distance of about five feet apart,
mounted the plank on the top rail of the chairs, and hoisted

3

muttered Kerr,
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the huge pail of whitewash upon the plank. Then he care-
tully tested the arrangement with his hands, and gingerly
clambered up himself. In this position he could reach the
ceiling easily, and in a silence which was both dignified and
chiily he began to whitswash. .

Tom Merry glanced at the form of the whitewasher, and
winked solemnly at Figgins. Figgins looked at the chairs,
which were already showing a tendency to overbalance, and
winked back; then Skimpole’s voice broke the pause.

“Talking of Socialism, you chaps——"

“ We weren't!”? 5

“Lie down!”

“Talking of Socialism,’
“reminds me. 1
egoism, Merry

‘“T say, tsn is" paste jolly messy,” said -the hero of the
Sheil. .“T’ve jusi got some in the eye.”

* Do you coansider it possible to disprove the-premises that
it is impossible to be i
pt your own existonce
What's that, Skimmy?”’ :
anyone be certain that anyone else exists but him-

:

continued Skimpole calmly,
What is your opinion oa the doetrine of

3

3

do.

*“Could you proye it?” >

*“Yes, you ass; I can hear you jawing yards of undiluted
piffle, can’t I? That proves vou exish.” :

“No, Merry; no, I am .afraid I cannot agree with you.
How do you know I am talking? You do not know it. I
may. not be talking; you may merely be imagining that I
am.’

“My hat!” And Tom Merry turned to stare at thé
speaker.

The brainy man of the Shell was on his knees on the floor,
vigorously pasting the back of a long strip of wall paper,
his short-sighted eyes blinking rapidly behind his huge
£ .. Tom Merry laughed.-

“Well, all I've got_to say is that if you only exist in my
imagination, I must be having a nightmare,” he eaid.

*“Ha ~ha; hal?

“You may laugh, Blake,” said Skimpole, looking up over
the top of his spectacles, ““ but you cannot prove that I exist
any more than Merry can.”

’: I could pull your nose and listen to you yell, kid, couldl_z'é

Z

“You could not prove that you had pulled my nose, for if

I exist only in your imagination, my nose also exists solely
in your imagination, and the yell I might or might not give
would——"" 5 *

“.0Oh, lie down!” growled. Manners. 2

“Yes, to the uncultured mind T can easily see that the
doctrine of egoism must necessarily present many mental
obstacles,” sald Skimpole, warming to his task. ~ “I will
cven go so far as tasay——" . e

“Well, don't.”

“Or if you do, go further, and step over the saying.”

* Yaas, wathah! I considah, Skimmy, old man, that you
are wathah an uttah ass, you know. Wotten! I've got
some whitewash in my eye !’ :

- *‘ Here, Gussy, lend me that plank, and if I don’t prove
to the satisfaction of all that Skimmy exists, call me a New
House rotter.”

*“ What's that?’ said Figgins quickly.

“T mean, call me a silly ass, which i ame thing.”

At that moment Blake passcd the fer, and passed 1t so
kilfully that it hit Skimpole on the shin. Skimpole forgot
his new theory, and rubbed his shi

‘“ Really, Blake, you are clums

“ Oh, that’s all
can’t be hurt.

“A few inches higher and it would have damag
kneecap, perhaps for life.”

“Reot! You haven’t got a kneecap ; no one has kneecaps.
They don’t exist, I don’t think. I say, I'm blest 1f T can
get this paper to lie fiat, Tom Merry. You must have chosen
roften paper.”

“You want to squeegee i
of practice mounti
well.”

ed my

’ said Manners, who had a lot
phs, “and use your hands as

s well you covered up the carpet with
g a beast.of a mess.”’

1a, ha, ha! ot much.” =
“Well, weally——— Ha, ha, ha! ho, ho!*

; ho!
swell of St. Jim’s

And, to the surprise of them g
stopped to look ab

went in howls of laughter. BEvery
hitn, Skimpole appearing indignant.
“T wish, D’ Ar

¥, you wouldn't make.that absurd noise,”
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;
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he said: “I was in-the  middle of a great thought. It
occurred to me almost the moment you spoke that &

. “Ha, ha, ha! Bai Jove! Well, weally, Skimmy-—-=-Ha,.
ha, ha!”

“ 1f you are laughing at me, I must regard——"’

“ Look!” yelled Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ Look, deah boys!"’

And lock the fellows did. What they saw was staggering,
especially to Tom Merry & Co.

“You dotter!” yelled the hero of the Shell. * You utier,
&msummam, silly ape!”

‘Kick him out!’ shouted Manners. “I
ked out before. Kick him out!” 5
Really, Manners, I must say—-""

*“You shrieking ass!” howled Lowther.
idiot, you've hung the paper upside down !’

At that moment, the study door opened, and the inky,
cheerful face of Wally D’Arcy intruded itself round the
corner.

o 1 s

vou've ever heard,” he began.

wanted him

“You prize

v, chaps, I’ve got some of the most rotien Jnews
‘(I

—— Ha, ha, ha!

PR s

CHAPTER 4.
Towser Makes Use of His Opporfunities.
4 EAR me!” muttered Skimpole. ‘ Extraordinary!
How could that have happened ?”’
*“Why, you howling jackass,” exclaimed Tom
Merry, “you put it upside down, that’s all !”’ e
“I wanted him kicked out before,” said Manners. I
congider this is your fault, Tom Merry. You ought te
have kicked him out!”
*“Bai, Jove, Skimmy! Ha, ha, ha!”
Ha, ha, ha!?

““Oh, dry up, Gussy!”
T wefuse to dwy up ! ¥
“It’'ll have to come down, Skimpole, you idiot!” said

Tom Merry. And at that moment Arthur Augustus himself

came down.

The two chairs which supported his plank. tipped over
towards one another, and, with a yell, the swell of the School
House dropped. So did the whitewash pail, and if Skim-
pele, who was on his knees again, had. not remained in the
way, it is more than probable that Tom: Merry’s carpes
would have suffered, despite its covering of newspapers. As
it was, however, Herbert Skimpole’s face disappeared.

Manners looked as if he would have been pleased, too,
had not Gussy  thrown the whitewish brush in- his face.
while Jack Blake had been doubled up with laughter until
one of D’Arcy’s artistically-shod feet caught him in the
small of the back and doubled him up still more. The only
man who seemed to thoroughly appreciate the turn affairs
had 1taken,~ though, was Arthur Augustus’s younger brother,
Wally. -

*“ My only Aunt Jane, you old fogies aren’t half having
a time. Why didn’t you take a gate? Ha, ha, ha! I
comes of not asking me to the circus!” 3

% Cut !77

“Clear out!”

““ Not much! Look out; Skimmy’s choking !’ :

‘“No he isn’t!” groaned Jack Blake. *‘Skimmy doesn'd
exist; he told me so himself I”’

““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. * Yes, that’s a fact. It's
ail right, Skimmy ; you haven’t got any whitewash in your
eyes. You only imagine you have.” ;

“ Dear me!”’

“ It doesn’t matter an atom about Skinipole,” said Tom
Merry. “ He deserves to be boiled in whitewash—in oil, I
mean! What are we going to do about the wallpaper,.that’s
what I want to know 7"’

“Pull it off again!”

“We couldn’t, Manners !’

“Oh, I expect I could.
it comes off all right.”

And while Skimpole was trying fo squeeze whitewasch
from his hair, Manners successfully peeled the paper from
the wall. He did it really well, and when the green baskets
had taken a more orthodox position than the one Skimpole
had given them, Tom Merry had to admit that the paper-
ing ought to have been left to Manners, after all. .

“Bai Jove! It’s wathah fortunate I had done the ceilin’,
deah boys, because Skimmy soaked up all the wotten white-
wash. 1 considah T ¥ ?

And I consider, too,” said Skimpole. : ““ I consider youz
are an idiet, D’Arcy |” Ll R AR

*~Weally, Skimmy i .

*“I do. I consider you have proved yourself to be entirely
dnvoid"of intelligence.” In fact; I will go as far as i@

He’s put it on so badly. Yes,

L

Oh, let’s get on with the washing I’ said Tom Merry.
““What are you doing, Manners?”’, ;
“ Relling out the -creases you idiots have left

in the
paper.”’
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“Cood! T must say you are improving Blake’s blessed
1 more than a little.” Yes, he is, Blake! I say, though,
doesn’t look half bad, does it ?” .
4 & But’,I say,” said Wally. “ But about the rotien news
have !
_ “Oh, never mind about your rotten mews!” exclaimed
Wynn, “Let’s clear up and have that feed Tom Merry
omised us all!”’ ;
~ “TFeed?’ said Wally, brightening up. “Did he say
2ad, Tom Merry ?”
“Yes; but what is this news, young "un?”
*Oh, never mind my news, as Fatty said!
he feed. I’ll tell you then.”
“No; tell us now!”
“ Better wait for the grub,”’ grinned the younger D’Arecy.
~ You might forget to give me an invite, if I told you
frst. It's pretty rotten news, though! What’s Fatty up

Let’s have

“I'm going to lay the cloth while the others clean up
“Le voom,” said Wynn. “ You wouldn’t believe how huugry
f am. I think it must be the smell of the paint. I say, we
2all have to be pretty careful not to rot about, though.”

“Yaas, wathah! o you think, Tom Mewwy, that I

‘»ul}d have time to change my clothes and put on a clean
mwlilah ?

“Nevah mind, though,” he said, after a bit. I wmight
you waitin’. I am in a fearful state, but, then, so is
amy. I wathah think I can do with some refweshment,
“ynn, deah boy.”

“Yes,” agreed Fatty Wynn, taking the table-cloth from

> drawer; “1I always do say, and [ always shall say it,

sre is nothing like this cold, February weather to make

fellow hungry. Perhaps you won’t zelieve it, D’Arcy,
sat T have felt so hungry all the afterncon that once 1
sought I was going to faint. Let’s see, Merry, where did
~ou say the provisions were?”

“In that cupboard, of course. We thought it better to
it em there instead of in the bookcase. Well, T must say,
ussy has astonished me. He’s done the ceiling Al.”

“Yaas, wathah !”’

“ And that door would be a credit to a Turner,” went
n the hero of the Shell. “Yes; I reckon we have done
sllv well, considering we had to put up with having that
¢ss Skimpole in the room.

**Really, Merry!”

“Well, you aré an ass, aren’t you
“No,” said Blake; ¢ there isn’t a Skimpole, he’s only a
ghtmare !”’

“Oh, I say—— Ow!” =

Everyone in the room wheeled about, and everyone in
12 room saw nothing but Fatty Wynn standing before the
‘t»’l open cuphoard. The New House junior was tearing

s heir.

* Look—look, Tom Merry !”

“ Why; what’s up?  Gof fatty degeneration of the brain
s last, Wynn?”

“Towser—Towser, the rotten bulldog, has wolfed——
Vhere is Herries? Let me get at Herries!”

iferries and Tom Merry arrived at the cupboard at one
snd the same time, and then both saw Towser. The bull-
loz was on the first shelf, sitting amongst the wreck of
= nat once had been a prospective spread, and he was quistly
f=amolishing the last of a pork sausage—a Quarry Farm
susage such as Fatty Wynn loved. It was too much for

s New House fellow. He sat down.

“You ought to be flayed alive, Herries, you and your
=astly dog as well!”

‘I wanted 'em kicked out,” said Manners pessimistically.
~ “Look! The brute’s eating the ham now. Call him off,
Herries, call him off I’

Before the bulldog owner could reply, Towser began to
srowl, and Herries promptly shut the door and stood with

s back to it.

Towser doesn’t like being looked at,” hLe said. “ It
¢ Who put the brute

99

s ways riles him.”

T'll rile him ! c¢ried Tom Merry.
= the cupboard?”

I did,” said Herries.

Well, then, take him out now! He can’t have eaten
sverything.” 3
I expect he has, old man.”
Take him out and see!”’
No, Merry! No, I shall do nothing of the kind. Towser
=sn’t like to have his food taken away from him. Besides,
: natural for a bulldog to eat.”
So it’s natural for me to eat;” said Fatty Wynn. “I
all i!‘r. wicked waste, and—and I believe I am going to

_~ Well, what are you going to do about the maiter,
erries 7’ asked Skimpole. “I detest overeating morve
n anything, as I have often pointed out to Wynn, but a

ertain amount of food is required per diem to keep
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“Oh, dwy up, deah boy!” said Arthur Augustus.- “I
pwopose my youngah bwothah wetiwes for his dog and
allows Towsah to see *him. Towsah always chases Pongo.”

“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!” said Wally. * Catch hold
o’f“t-hg l;)};ute by the collar and haul him out, Herries!”

“¥ will then !”
And, to the surprise of them all, the scallawag of the
Third pushed his way to the cupboard, caught the growling

h‘{"\-! Ewis .

Dudley looked up, stiil supporting Walily’s head i!
above the surface, and treading water. He could §
|
i

see the rope dam 1in§Lnot more than six feet above
his head; but how to reach that rope?

Towser by his collar and coolly yanked him out into ths
Toom.

“You've had enough, old man!’ he grinned. “TLet
someone else have a go. My only Aunt Jane, he hasn’t half
walked into this little collection, and no mistake !”

Towser growled again, but as Wally took not the slightest
notice of him, got up on the sofa and settled himself for a
snooze.

Tom Merry looked at Herries intently.

“ Do you mind letting me know what sort of an ass you
really are?” he asked politely.

“Yaas, wathah!”

¢ Oh, don’t you begin, Gus!” cut in Wally,” “I say, theve
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is one 1)e§’cket of sausages here untouched. That’s something,
anyway.

Fatty Wynn brightened up.

“Quarry Farm sausages?’ he asked.

“Yes; and there is one cake and sardines. Tt might
have been worse.”

“But not much,” said Lowther. . “One cake, a few
sausages, and a tin of sardines won't go far amongst eleven,
with Fatty Wynn one of the number.”

*“ No, that they won’t,” said Manners. < I propose Skim-
13010, the two D’Arcys, Figgins, Wynn, Kerr, and the three
Study No. 6 rotters be booted out ‘at once.”

: Hear, hear ! said Tom Merry.

‘Good idea,” agreed Lowther. “T’l do. the booting in
‘rh‘e case of HerMgs myself, if you don’t mind.”

‘Yes, T don’t think,” grinned Herries. * I’m jolly sorry
zg(bout the grub, you chaps, but it can’t be helped. What
(zu‘ssy proposes is better than your idea, Manners.”

** What was my pwoposal, deah boy 7"’ asked the swell of
the School House. ‘‘I was under the impwession that I
nevah spoke.”

l“I thought you asked the honourable council now assem-
bled into Study No. 6 to help you out with that ripping
hamper they sent you from Cleveland Lodge. My mistake,
though.”

*“ No, Hewwies, no, it's a wipping ideah !
wetire at once.”

* Hear, hear !” said Fatty Wynn.. “You are a jolly good
sort, Gussy, and I shall have much pleasure in drinking
your health. Shall I bring the sausages and the sardines
along, Blake 77’

‘*May as well. I say, what is this news voung Wally is
dy‘x‘ng" to tell us? What is it, Wally 7"’ < 2 =

I’ll tell you during the spread, kid,” said the ‘“Infant’
of the Third. “T know you old fogies. If I told you now,
you m}lght forget to press me to stay and help you out with
Gussy’s hamper. I say, though, some of you won't half get
up on your hind legs when you hear!” ~

I pwopose we

CHAPTER 5.

) The Challenge.
O you mean to stand there—sit there, that.is—and
tell me Kildare has refused to play the Wan-

- derers? Rot !” >

¢ Piffle 1 > -

:fYou are talkin’ wound your hat, Wally !

‘ Very well, then,” said Wally D’Arcy, ©“ don't believe me.
Pass me some more of the ham, and get on with the
circus I

"Ir‘om Merry rose to his feet.
ot If there 1s anything in this, you chaps,” he said darkly—
“if there is anything in it, Kildare has—has exceeded his
authority I’

‘“ Hear, hear !

‘ Speech, Merry !"?

““Speech I”?

“So he has! Here young Wally tells us that a challenge
arrives at St. Jim’s—not addressed to Sixth Formers only,
mind-—a challenge to St: Jim’s, and Kildare, Lefevre, and
thﬁ others coolly refuse it. But you are rotting, Wally "

> ")x,faas, wathah; you must be wotting, Wally I

Well, I'm not. I thought it would stir up you old
fog‘be,e, t‘hough: Hair-curler, isn’t it, Gus?”’ >

*1 wish, Wally, you would not use those wemarks, I
considah——"’ ;

“Ring off, Gus!” said Tom Merry. “Look here, you
chaps, what right has Kildare or anyone else to refuse 3
challenge——"’ :

€ None E:

“Of course he hasn’t! Like his cheek, I say!”’

“Of course it’s like his cheek,” went on the hero of the
Shell, bringing his fist down on the table. ““When a
enallenge' 18 sent to a school, the majority should decide
whether it is to be accepted or not. And whoever heard of
St. Jim’s refusing a challenge?’

** My hat, no!”

:: The Wanderers—who are they?" asked Skimpole.

- A touring Rugby fifteen,”” explained Tom Merry.
* Public school men—those who are just leaving, and that
sort of thing; having a last flare-up before they begin life.
Why, the local paper has been full of them! They've
played heaps of matches in the county.”

" And won most of ’em, too,” said Jack. Blake. “What I
propose is—-"

“1 propose——"" s

My idea is that we—"

Tom Merry, Figgins, and Jack Blake looked at
another,

one
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3 I would suggest—""

* Suppoese we——""

. “1If you fellows will only let me get a word in edgeways,
P’ll explain my idea 12

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus— weally,
we aren’t gettin’ on with the washin’, deah boy !” .

1“.It 71’5 these silly bounders——  Order!—order for the
chair I’ o ‘

“ Who is in the chair, if I’'m not??

“¥ am——" ; =

“The fact of the giddy matter is,” said Wally D’Arcy
coolly, *“most of you kids are off your respective rockers.
1 you will only keep cool for a minute, I’ll soon settle this
matter for you.”

* Weally, Wally—" "

“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! Tom Merry, when he has
his steam up, is enough for one afternoon; and as for Blake
and Figgins, well, the brook isn’t in it with them. The idea
iz: Ought this challenge to be refused?”’

None of the Fourth-Formers and Shell fellows spoke, but
they one and all glared at Wally as if they expected him to
suddenly foam at the mouth.

Wally went on cheerfully:

“You want a cool head for this matter.

Well, I’ve put

it to you. Ought this challenge to be refused? Of course
it oughtn’t! What remains, then? That it must be
accepted——"

© Weally, Wally, I must considah your wemarks out of
place 2

‘“Order—order!  We have decided that the challenge
must be accepted, and the point now is how to get Kildare
to ‘accept it. I’m waiting for ideas!”

“You are asking to be booted out, you mean!” said Tom
Merry. 3
“Yes; only I can’t see the fellow who could manage it,
old son. Now, how are we to induce Kildare to accept this
giddy challenge? I propose a deputation from the Third

be elected to interview him.”

‘“ And whom shall we appoint to sweep up the bits after-
wards? Just you dry up, kid, or there’ll be trouble,
think it is agreed that I conduct this matter—"’

CWats 1

““ What rot!”

“I don’t think!” said Jack Blake.
allow me to speak——" -

“You are talking, aren’t you?’ asked Wally. “It isn’t
our fault that you can’t say anything worth listening to.”

There was some commotion as the question arose as to
whether Wally should be turned out or not, and it was
terminated suddenly by Tom Merry.

“ My hat—my only hat!”

“ What’s it now?”’

““What’s up, Merry?’ :

“T’ve got it—I've got the very idea! If only you fellows
would show the foresight to leave these matters to me each
time, and——"

“Oh, dry up!”?

“Yaas, dwy up, Tom Mewwy!
explain what it is, and we will considah——

“Qut with it, kid!” said Blake. <

“Why can’t we _accept the challenge ourselves? Why
can’t we write and contradict Lefevre’s beastly letter——"’

‘“‘ Because there would be such an epidemic of thick ears
afterwards that we shouldn’t recognise each other—that’s
why, duffer!”

“Don’t you believe it—I mean :

“ And what would be the good of accepting the challenge
if the fellows wouldn’t play them? My hat! Do you mean
that we juniors are to play them?”’

“Of course I do!”

“Well, what’s to stop it?’ went on Tom Merry. ‘ Surely
some of you muffs must be able to play Rugby? Jack
Blake, for instance. . He comes from Yorkshire, and I never
knew a Yorkshireman yet who couldn’t kick a Rugger
ball 2

I have played a little. And there’s Fatty Wynn, too.
Every Welshman can play Rugger as soow as he’s born, you
know.”

Fatty Wynn grinned.

“ Yes, rather!”- fr

“ But Kildare wouldn’t let us take them on—the digniiy
of the thing——"

“ Weally, Blake,- I cannot agwee with you there. In
mattahs of dig. I wathah think—" e v

““Oh, you ring off, Gus! I say, I don’t think ii could be
worked, Merry. We haven’t any goalposts or anything.”

“Soon get those—borrow ’em somewhere; or, if it came
to that, sub round, and have some made. I tell you, 1t's
as simple as Skimpole.” 3

““Would the doctor let us play, though?”’

“If you will only

If you have an ideah,
kR

t2 ]
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Tom Merry did not answer, so Figgins added his con-
tribution to the discussion.

“Why ask?’ he suggested.
just now.”

“ But he would have to know, ass!
played on our ground.”

‘T mean don’t mention the matter until it's all fixed up,”
returned Figgins, looking as if he were troubled at Tom
Merry’s simplicity. ““If only you people weuld let the
New House settle these matters—" :

* Hear, hear!”” chimed in Wynn and Kerr heartily.

“Suppose we eend a letter to the secretary of the
Wanderers,” said Tom Merry—“I know where they are
staying—and they happened to agree to play us, how are we
going on? There might be a row, and than we should have
to get out of the compact on our necks.”

T don’t see why,” said Blake. I don’t see what should
make the Head stop us playing Rugger for; and you know
i- would just show those blessed seniors up. They’d be on
their necks—not us. The question is: How about the
ground ¥’

* Oh, that’s all right, as it happens,” said Tom Merry.
“Figgins and I had booked it for a practice Soccer game

“He has a lot to worry him

The game is to be

“ Like your wotten cheek, bai Jove!”

“Trust Tom Merry for cheek,” said Blake. ‘‘ He wallows
in it. Still, if we have got the ground, I don’t see what can
vrevent the Rugger match coming off.  Just think of i,
vou fellows! The first Rugger game played at St. Jim's,
excepting the game we had in the class-room once when
Fatty Wynn was showing us how they played in Wales!”

“Right!” said Wally. “From the chair I propose ‘that
a letter be written and sent to the sec. of the Wanderers
offering them a game. We can settle the minor points
afterwards. Let Gus write the letter. Of course he wili
have to explain that we are juniors. I say, though, one or
two of the seniors may like to play!” TR

“If we’re short I may play one or two,” said Figgins;
and though Blake and Merry glared at him he did not
appear embarrassed. ‘‘ Get on with the letter, Gussy!”

** Yaas, wathah! What shall I eay, deah boy?”

““That it has come to our knowledge that the Wanderers
are without a match for Saturday, and though St. Jim’s is
a Soccer school we shall be very pleased to give them a
game. Then add that we shall be composed principally of
juniors, and ask them to reply by return.”

“Deah sir—— Keep the wotten table steady, Wally, or
I shall weally have to give you a feahful thwashin’!”

* Shut up, you chaps!” said Tom Merry. °‘ Let the one
and only go ahead. Now how are we to send the letter?
It won’t do to drop it in the school box, Blake.” - —

“Not much! We ean send young Wally to express it at
the post-office. There’ll be just time enough if Gussy
doesn’t go to sleep. I say, this is something like a wheeze!”’

There was silence in the study for a few moments, then
the letter was handed round. It wasformally approved of by
all, sealed, and handed to Wally.

Wally took it and grinned.

““ Nice mothers’ meeting you'd have made of it if I hadn’t
Leen in the’chair!” he said. ‘“So long!”’
And he slipped off as hard as he could go.

CHAPTER 6.
Wally's Chum.
s ALLO, Dudley!” sang out Wally. * Going for a
H constitutional, my son?”’
Dudley, a big, loose-limbed fellow, turned. He
Lad rather a heavy by no means brilliant face, which some-
Low always seemed to wear an expression of discontent, but
there was nothing in the least striking-looking about him
except, perhaps, the untidiness of his attire and the great
sze of his hands, which latter characteristic had earned for
Limi the name “‘ Paws.” But for their mutual untidiness he
and Wally contrasted in almost every way, and judging
from appearances—a not always reliable method—the con-
trast was all in favour of the younger lad.
“1f you've nothing on, come down into the town with
me,” went on Wally. “I'm taking Ponge.”
“ I don’t mind.”
“Good! My hat! There isn't another fellow in the
college Pongo takes to like you—bar myselfs of conrse.”
“He’s a ripper!” said Dudley, putting his hands into his
vockets, and looking enviously at the rough-haired little
mongrel. ‘‘I wish you’d sell him, D’Arcy!”
* Go on wishing, then, my son!” -
I suppose you wouldn’t exchange him for that fishing-
fackle of mine?”’ -
“Not for two motor-cars and some yachts,”’ grinned
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Wally.  “If it came to giving Pongo or Gussy away, I
believe I’d have to tess up.”

Dudley laughed, teo.

“I wouldn’t exchange him myself if I were in your
place,” he said. ““Got any lines?”’

“Two or three hundred—not many!”’

*1 got five hundred this morning, you know.”

“Yes, I know,” chuckled Wally, ‘Like your giddy
check, telling Selby you thought Virgil rot, and that it
was waste of time doing the stuff. Mind you, I jolly well
agree, Dud, but I'm bothered if I'd have had the cheek to
explain my views to Selby.”

1 don’t like Selby.”

“ My hat, neither do I! When are you going to do tha
lines, though? I thought they had to be shown up before
brekker to-morrow?”

“ So they have, an’ so they will be, Wally.”

‘“Good man!Got a store of the things?”’

Dudley laughed again; but it wasn’t quite such a
pleasant laugh this time. There was a harsh note in it.

*“ Not exactly a store,” he explained. ‘Do you remember
the five hundred Selby gave ms last week?”

“Yes. Ha, ha, ha! For letting off crackers in class,
wasn't 162

* That’s the lot! I'm showing ’em up again; it'll save a
beast of a lot of time!”

“ Showing up again? Don’t follow, kid.”

“Why, I gave Selby the lines in the corridor one day,
you know, and as he was just going out he couldn’t destroy
’em. He s¢rawled his name along the bottom, and gave
‘em back to me.”

Well?” said Wally, looking up.

“Well,” answered Dudley, looking at the younger lad out
of the corners of his eyes—*‘ well, I have just cut Selby’s
name off the bottorn of the dose, and he shall have them
again to-morrow. Twig?”’ i

He laughed loudly, but he was still watching Wally
D’Arcy furtively.  Wally was looking down at the rain-
soaked road, flicking the few winter weeds at the roadside
with his stick. He did not answer just then, and Dudley
broke the silence which followed.

““Hallo! There goes Pongo after Farmer Hodge’s donkey
again! I believe the little beggar thinks Nicodemus wants
exercise. My hat! Call him off!”

Wally whistled his shrill whistle, and as the dog came
splashing through the mud towards him, turned to the big
Third-Former.

1 say, that isn’t quite cricket, is it, Dud—the lines, I
mean?”’

““What isn’t cricket? What do you mean?’

““ Showing up the same dose of lines twice.”

“Why not?”’ :

Wally thought. Perhaps he could not have explained wlay
it was not what he termed ° cricket,” still, it was not accord-
ing to Wally’s unspoken code of honour. Wally D'Arcy
was as strict a stickler about the ecricket of a thing as his
elder brother was in ‘‘ mattahs of dig.”

‘“Blest if I know,” he said at last, ‘‘except that Selby
left it to your honour to throw the lines away.” .

‘' What about Selby’s honour, anyway? I didn’t think i6
particularly honourable when he called you a liar before
the class because he pretended to think you kicked a foot-
ballnin his face on purpose, and wouldn’t let you explain

“Yes, and if you remember, I took myself away from the
coll. in consequence,’” laughed Wally. ‘ We came out quits
in that deal, because Selby had to climb down just as much
iu:;s ({”did. But that hasn’t anything to do with the lines,

ud.

“Well, Selby does a lot of things that aren’t ecricket,
doesn’t he?” ¢

“Y-yes! Yes, I suppose he does from our point of view.
“ Still, two wrongs—oh, bother it all, it hasn’t anything to
do with me! I know I'd burn those lines myself, that’s all.
I say, where is Pongo?”

He whistled again. The call was unanswered, and the two
juniors Jooked anxiously about them.

“There’s a caravan coming up the road!’ exclaimed
Dudley. * Ten to one he’s gone to have a look at tha -

¢ Or slipped back to give Nicodemus some more exercise !”’

“Well, he's all right if he has done that. I believe he
is down by the caravan, though; isn’t that him slinking
along by the hedge?”

Wally nodded and pelted on ahead. Pongo was a dog
who possessed many good points, but he had at least one bad
one. If theve was a chance for causing a row and getting
himself into trouble, Pongo was the dog to rise to the
occasion. He scemed fo have an undying hatred of a
monotonous life.

It had ceased to rain now, but the road was fearfully wet
and greasy, and run as hard as they could, the two juniors
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were unable to reach the caravan before Pongo had effected
what it was obvious had been his intention. :

He had crept along by the hedge until he was level with
the caravan; then he sprang out suddenly, and began
barking at the horse’s nose.

The horse reared—a most unusual thing for him to do—so
unusual, that the swarthy, gipsy-looking mun seated on the
shafts was not prepared for the manceuvre.

With a yell he toppled backwards, and Wally and Dudley
arrived on the scene just as the gipsy rolled in the mud.

** Collar Pongo!” panted Dudley, but it was too late.

The gipsy was on his feet again, his dark, drink-inflamed
face glowing with rage.

The next instant he had caught Pongo by his collar, and
was thrashing bMm brutally with his short horsewhip.

“Come on!” yelled Wally. “You coward! Come on,
Dud 1?

. But Dudley had already flung himself at the gipsy, and
11" was as well for Pongo that he had.

l.'“ Let 't.l"xe dog go!” muttered the big Third-Former. © Let
an go b

He had his arm round the man’s neck, and was attempting
%o prevent the heavy whip being used on Pongo. He
succeeded in this for a moment or two, then the gipsy
suddenly spun round, bowled Dudley over, and flung Pongo
into the caravan. After that he slammed the door fo.

“Now I'll attend to you, my lad,” he growled. No, my
young shaver; the dog stays where he is—— s

“Let him out at once!” exclaimed Wally.
don’t; 2 3

“He stays there until you hand over half-a-sovercign for
damage done,” said the man, leering. “ That’s the verdich
up to the present.”

Wally and Dudley were standing a few feet away now,
perplexed. It was obvious to both that the man had been
drinking, and it was also obvious that the odds were about
a hundred to one against anyone coming along that muddy
road on such a dreary afternoon as that one was. The
question was, what was there to be done?

. “Anyway, I'm not going to square him,” caid Wally
;11d1011al)t1y, ““not to the extent of half-a-sov., I mean. If
the brute hadn’t been half-tipsy, he would not have fallen.
I say, you there, let the dog out and promise not to touch
him_again, and I’ll give you half-a-crown i
 Half-a-sovereign, my lad.”

“Rats! Look here—"

“ Don’t argue with him, Wally,”
won't understand verbal arguments.
m:‘; 1(111‘:gef!”

_ -nd before Wally had grasped what was going to happen
the bigger lad had flung himself at the g}angagain.leié
fist shot out and it got home, sending the man staggering
against the caravan; and before the gipsy could counter
Wa ’II‘Siljo’med in. . :

‘That’s it!” muttered Dudley. ¢ Pepper away, and I'll
let Pongo out. All right, you b}ru‘-:e T 0 < =

Dudley had no idea at all of the art of boxing, he had
never had a pair of gloves on in his life ; but he had a big
arm and a bony fist, and he could hit sledge-hammer blows
until further orders. Only about one in three reached home
on that occasion, but they were blows the gipsy did not
forget for a Iong time. Still, the man was a gocd deal more
than a match for the two juniors, and he removed Wally
from the fight early on with a blow which sent the younger
scion of the house of D’Arcy into the hedge and almost
stunned him. That seemed to affect Dudley in a curious
nnIz_il}lefr. e =

tiis 1ace flushed, and his eyes sparkled as if he had suddenly
gritted his teeth, then he began lashing out with all his
strength. Wally remained lying in the hedge, dazed and
badly shaken. He had a vague idea that Dudley was
fighting someone, but it was some moments before he re-
covered enough to scramble to his feet again. In those few
moments it was all over.

Gradually working his way round the gipsy, Dudley so
arranged matters that he presently found himself between
the man and the caravan. Then he acted in a way which
showed fear of physical pain was no% one of his faults,

He struck a last heavy blow at tife man, then wheeling
round, sprang up on the shafts of the caravan. The next
instant he was fumbling with the latch, endeavouring to
epen the door. With a shout of rage the gipsy saw his
chance. The whip was still near him, and he picked it up in
a flash. Then came a few seconds which Dudley was also
long in forgetting. 2

Quite beside himself, the man lashed the junior as he stood
on the small platform before the caravan door, and with his
hands engaged in attempting to open the door, Dudley was
incapable of defending himself. i

Time after time the lash curled about his legs and body,
ge}usingk him the most interse pain; but Dudley stuck fo
s task. s

SSRE you

said Dudley. “He
This sort’ll appeal to
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Bui the dcor seemed to have caught in some manner, and
try as he would Dudley could not get it open. The whele
thing could not have lasted more than a few seconds, for at
the end of that time Dudley suddenly sprang forward, gof
his shoulder to the door, sending it inward, badly splintering
it. .

‘““Pongo !'* he gasped. ‘ Come on, boy!”’

And the mongrel responded to the call in a flash, the lLitle
fellow and Dudley springing down to the road together.

Dudley knew the dog would be all right now, for Pongo
was not given to being caught twice by the -same man, and
so_he rushed round to the other side of the caravan. He
saw that Wally was already on his feet, looking dazed and
white, but otherwise unharmed.

“Hook it, Wally!” shouted the bigger lad. ‘ Through
the hedge—anywhere! Pongo is all right!”

Then, after waiting until Wally was safely through the
hedge, Dudley and Pongo tock to their heels at a pace which
caused the gipsy to give up pursuit after about ten yards.

The two juniors met again at a gateway in the hedge,
over which Wally climbed stifily.

¢ Pretty warm, that,”” he grinned.
Pongo free?”

“ Opened the door.”

“ Good man! What was the gypo. doing while you were
at it, though?”’ ;

“Taking some exercise with his beastly whip,” said
Dudley. “ However, Pongo is all right, and that’s the main
thing. I'm glad we got Pongo out of the brute’s hands!”’

“Glad you did, you mean. Jolly ripping of you, Dud.,
and I'm sorry I couldn’t help. The beggar caught me one—
I say, I shall have to hurry if I’'m to get this letter off and
back again in time for tea!”

“Oh, we shall do it!” said Dudley slowly. ¢ Look here,
I want to call somewhere. Suppose you go on down to the
town and I'll wait here for you after I’ve made my call?”’

“Why can’t you come on down with me and make the
giddy call on your way back? How long will the call last?”?

** Not long, but—" == =

“Then mine is the wheeze,” said Wally. ¢ That is, if it
doesn’t make any difference to you?’

“No, it doesn’t make any difference, only—well, that
doesn’t matter. I’ll call as I come back, then!”

And Dudley was unusually silent during the rest of the
way to the post-office, a fact which Wally failed to notice.
He could always do talking enough for two. =

— o

CHAPTER 7.
A Question of Precedence.

& ALLY—Wally, you young wascal—~"’

W And Arthur Augustus sprang to his feet. It

was about fifteen seconds after Wally had left

Study No. 6 on his way to the post-office, and the eagerness
of the swell of the School House to call him back staggered
the others. :

“Sit down, Gus,” observed Tom Merry; “sit down and
cool !”?

“ Wally—call the young wascal back,

“How did you get

Mannahs—

‘Wally——"

“Oh, sit down!”’ said Jack Blake, yanking Arthur
Augustus back into his seat. ““ That’s all right; if you have
forgotten to cross a ‘t,” it doesn’t matter. The Wanderers’
secretary won’t be able to read your scrawl in any case.”

“1 wefuse to have my handwiting chawactewised ag a
serawl, ]?;Ial:e! Figgins, deah boy, wun aftah Wally and fell

him. :

“You wish to dot an ‘i’?” suggested the head of Figgins
& Co. ‘“Yes, certainly—I don’t think !”

“Was there anything wrong with the letier—the address.
or anything like that?”’ asked Jack Blake, springing up.
(13 If ”»

“ There was nothin’ w’ong with the lettah, deah boy; but
I wish to wemonstrate with Wally. If you persist in wefusing
to call him back, I shall weally have to wegard your
action——"’

* Oh, ring off —"

“1 wefuse to wing off—-’

“Then wring your own neck instead,” suggested Lowther,
the humorist. “ We can’t waste valuable time because you
refuse to wing off. You are a silly ass, Gus; and there’s no
getting away from it.”

Arthur Augustus screwed his monocle into hiz eye and
looked at Lowther. The action was effective and chilling
until Lowther solemnly winked, then Blake laughed.

“Anyway. I don’i see what you have got to sit on Wally
this time for,”” he said. ‘“I know he’s as cheeky as a
wagon load of monkeys; but then, he always was, and
always will be. Fancy a young beggar from the Third
daring tc pretend that he fook the chair at a meeting of
Fourth-Formers and Shell-fish !”?
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« Where arc the lads going?” The two juniors had turaed off into the ,

| dirty-looking public-house—it could not be dignitied by the name of inn.

1? | By Jove!” muttered Kildare.

, = SR

al

‘ T did not wish to wemonstwate with Wally because of his

cheek,”” said Arthur Augustus coldly; ‘1 wished to wemon-
stwate with him on quite another mattah, deah boy.”
_“Oh! About Dudley ?”

¢ YVaas, wathah, about the wastah of the Third, you
Lnow. I consider as an eldah bwother that Wally—"

“YWell, why didn’t you consider all that when has was
hera?’ asked Tom Merry.

“Because the mattah slipped my mind—-"

“Yes, it would!”

“Qure your mind didn’t slip its cable instead 7' asked
Lowther. = “ It might have, Gus!” .

“1 consider you a silly ass, Lowther, and I considah Jack
Blake and Tom Mewwy also silly asses. As I said, the
mattah slipped my mind, and now you have pwevented me
callin’ the young wascal back. I have been looking for him
21l the aftahnoon, and when I discovah him——"

“The matter slips your mind—exactly!” laughed Tom
Merry. “ Let it slip the mind again so that we can get on
with the washing, Gus; yowll be able to kick_him when he
comes back. Though, mind you, old chap, I'm with you
when it comes to nipping this matter in the bud. Dudley
is a waster, as everyone knows who has ever thought about

Still,

him, and a waster is exactly what young Wally is not.
that will keep for half an hour.”

1 considah——"" $

“ Ves, and if you will consider in silence, you'll find you'll
wot on twice as well, and we a hundred times better. Now,
ook here, Blake, my proposal is that we at once form a

. NEXT
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commiifes to run this Rugby game. There is an awful lot
to do——" :

“If you left the matter entirely to me, old man—-"

Y should be an ass, shouldn’t I? No, a committee is the
idea. and as we fellows started the wheeze, I reckon we
needn’t have anyone else to help us in the selection. What
do you say, Skimpole?”

“ That, perhaps, under the circumstances, it would be ad-
vantageous if—"’

“ Exactly! You see, Skimmy is with me, which shows
that he is only partially insane. Now, who i3 to be on the
committee—the fewer the better!”

< Jack Blake!’ shouted Digby and Herries.

“ Yaas, wathah——""

“ Tiggins!” exclaimed Kerr.

“Yes, Figging,”’ said Wynn who was usually a trifle late
in most things. ‘I vote for Figgins—" ;

¢ And Tom Merry,” said Manners and Lowther.

There was a pause, which Tom Merry broke with a laugh.

< Of course, it would be ripping if we could elect all the
lot of us,” he said; ¢ but it would be too much of a crush.
Still, three isn’t many. Suppose we decide on five?”

“ Well, that’s all right.”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boys!” said Arthur Augustus.
pwopose that I be elected——"

)

SE

“Fh 7"

’”

Wuggah iz a game——
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: ‘ft¥ou don’t say so!” said Lowther scornfully.
is it ?”

“ Well, as no one else is proposed,’”’ exclaimed Jack Blake,
‘I propose D’Arcy has it.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.
of ass.”

“ He’s an ass, all right, but I don’t know about being
harmless. Still, he ought to -be selected seeing he wrote
the letter.”

*“ Heah, heah!” said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘I disagwee with
a lot of Lowthah’s wemarks, but——  Heah, heah!
wegard your twying to cwy me down, Mannahs, as beastly
bad form!”

“Xa ha; ha!”

“ And I considah——"’

“D’Arcy has it,”” announced Jack Blake.
fifth man. What price Skimpole?”

“ Twopence,” said Tom Merry; ‘“‘and jolly dear.
says Skimpole?”’

** Really, Merry,” began the brainy man of the Shell—
“really I must refuse to sit——"

*“ Stand, then. T’ll use your chair for putting my feet on.
Those in favour of Skimpole?”’

** Merry, I must insist that my name be withdrawn, as I
have no knowledge whatever of the game, and because——"

* Skimpole is elected nem. con. Oh, shut up, Skimmy!
You and Gus are like cackling hens!”’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“The first committee mceting takes place at once,”’” said
Tiggins. ** Clear out, you other asses!”

* Here——"

“T’ll see you——

*“ So long, and shut the door!” said Figgins coolly.
the idiots out, Blake!”

*“Of all the blessed cheek!” gasped Digby.
we’ve put them on the committee, too!”

“Out you go, my son! Good-bye, Herries!
You want to punch my head
Digby’s instead.”

*“ Yass, deah boy, you have my permish.!” said Arthur
Augustus loftily.

“ T look upon your objecting to leave this room after the
committee have respectfully requested you to withdraw,”
began Skimpole severely, *as a breach——"

“ Don’t waste words on them,” interrupted Figgins.
“Hoof ’em out if there’s any oxing about. Like their
cheek not going when we told them!”

The other six withdrew, stopping a few moments in the
doorway to express their opinions on the matter. Then the
door was slammed.

“ Good!”” grinned Tom Merry. ““ Nothing like a firm hand
unless it’s a thick head. Speech, Blake. Now, as I happen
to be sitting at the top of the table, I propose that I be
duly elected to the chair.”

The others stared at him.

“Good! That being settled, I propose we get on with the
washing. I suppose Gus is to go on with the secretarial
work?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”’ said D’Arcy.

“ Good! All you have to do now, Gus, is to keep your
mouth closed and take notes!”’

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“Yes, weally. Now, what about Skimmy playing the part
of treasurer?”’

6 Yes l’)

“ Good idea!”

“ But really,” said Skimpole, “I cannot conceive why I
was chosen to sit on this committee. As you know, I take
life too seriously to trouble about games, and though I can
urgﬁerstand my advice on committee is of great value,
still——"’

*“ Oh, it wasn’t for your advice we selected you!” laughed
Tom Merry. *‘ It was because we couldn’t have selected any
of the others without raising Cain amongst those who were

‘“ A game,

“He’s a harmless sorb

“ Now for the

Who

“ Tarn
“ And after

What’s that?
There’s no time; punch

left out. Ivery one looks upon you as an ass, Skimmy, and
so there was no jealousy. - You don’t mind my mentioning
e

“Ha, ha, ha! I wegard that as wathah funnay!”

“And it was the same with Gus there. Now, the most
important point of the whole thing is the election of the
captain.”

The chairman glanced round the room. There was a dead
silence—a solid, determined sort of silence, and it did not
look like being broken. Tom Merry coughed.

“ Ahem! Although I say it——" :

His words tailed off. Even the head of the Terrible Three
had not the courage of his convictions in the face of that
steady stare. The silence was continued. 2

““P.perhaps a secret ballot is the correct thing?’ sug-
gested the chairman, after a bit, * Those in favour?”
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They were all in favour. Arthur Augustus began tearing
a sheet of foolscap into five pieces.

“ Wite distinctly, deah boys,” he said,
secwetawy I shall have to wead the names. There must be
no altewations, you know. Should a mistake be made,
wequest that anothah votin’ papah be given you, and——"

“ Ring off, Gus! Have you all got papers?”’

They had. They all turned to look at Skimpole, who was
slowly tearing up his slip.

““Not knowing the respective merits of the other candi-
dates, and feeling.that I, myself, am not qualified for the
post, having never played the game of Rugby, I must
decline to vote,” said the brainy man of the Shell. ** Neo,
Merry, it is useless your winking; and I do not understand
your signs, Figgins.”

Figgins and the chairman blushed, and Jack Blake looked
indignant. :

“ You ought to vote, Herbert,” he said almost affection-
ately. ‘“You really ought to vote, if only to punish Figging
and Merry for attempting bribery and corruption——"

“ My mind is made up, Blake.”

“ But, Bertie——"

‘ No, Blake; I must decline to vote.”

“ Then I can’t think why we were asses enough to elect a
wooden-headed idiot like you on committee!” said the leader
of the School House jumiors tersely.  Your proper place
is in a padded-room. I say, Gus,” he added, in a whisper,
““It ought to be all right, though. There are two of us
Ttudy-fellows in the room. For the honour of the study, you
know !’

And he, too, winked.

“ Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur
honouah of the study!”

ffAnd. he returned the wink, losihg his monocle in the
effort, ;

Then ecach of the members of the Rugby committee began
scribbing on the voting-papers, and when finished, folded
them up in neat, deliberate fashion.

“Drop them in that camera case,” said Tom Mermry.
“ Haven’t you finished, Gus?”’

“ Yes, deah boy!”

“Throw it amongst the rest, then. Now shuffle em up
so that the secrecy of the ballot is maintained—good word
that !—and let us know the verdict.”

“ Wight-oh!”” said Arthur Augustus.
know who is the winnah, though——"’

“Dry up. Get on with the washing!”

Arthur Augusius bowed, and solemnly unfolded the first
slip of paper which came to his hand.

“<Blake!” ”” he read aloud.

¢ Ah! Mo—ch?”? said the leader of Study 6 of the School
House, starting a little. “ Fire ahead, Gus, old man!”

“ Yaas, wathah! ¢ Figgins!®”’

“ Figgins!” exclaimed Blake, looking surprised.
it says Figgins?”’

“Why shouldn’t it say Figgine?’ demanded that junior.
“1°d lile to know if there is a better fellow in the room to
captaia the team than myself, although I say it.”

“Ves, you are about the only one who would say it, aren’s
you, Figgy? Let her rip, Gus!”

“The next papah is for Tom Mewwy, deah boys!”

“Tom Merry !

“ Yes: and a rattling eensible vote, too!” said the chair-
man heartily, “If you'd all have shown as much sense as
that voter—— What are you grinning at, Blake?”’

“ Nothing!” said Jack Blake; but he grinned all the more.

There was only one voting-paper left ip the camera case,
and knowing what he knew, the leader of the School House
juniors could have declared the winner before ihe vote was
opened. It was all right now. Study No. 6 would supply
the captain. Jack watched Arthur Augustus unroll the slip
with a bored expression.

““ Who has it?”

““ Well, undah the circs., Tom Mewwy 4z

“ Who has it, ass? Never mind about the cires.
1?,)

“ Well, I wathah think——""

“To0k here,” exclaimed Figgins aggressively, “ what we
want to know is what name is on that paper!”

1 am afraid there has been collusion,” said Skimpole.
“It seems to me——"

¢ What name is on that paper, D'Arcy?”

“ The name on the papah, deah boy, is Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy,” said the swell of the School House coolly; * and.
weally, T musi say I am wathah surpwiced that the name
did not appeah before——"

“D’Arcy!” gasped Tom Merry.

¢ That ass——"’

“ Weally, Blake——""

“That dummy——""

“ because as

Augustus.  “ For the

“T wathah fancy I

“ RBure

Is it

By :
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% Rot!” exclaimed Figgins., ¢ What rot!”

* Weally, Figging——"

“ What™ D’Arcy has said is quite correct,” put in Skim-
mole severely; “and I regret to say that it seems to me the
Eandwriting——"" :

* Shut up, Skimmy!” said Figgins, Merry, and Blake in
one voice; and with one grab they seized what they took
2o be their respective voting-papers. |

However, it happened that each gof someone else’s paper,
and in the next instant Tom Merry knew that Figgins had
oted firmly for Figgins, while it dawned upon Jack Blake
that Tom ' Merry had plumped for himself, and Figgins
was just going to tax Jack Blake ‘with also having voted
for himself, when Tom Merry hastily gave a turn to the

onversation, . .

It seems that we all have one vote each, which is—er—
curious.”

** Yes, wathah!”
_““Oh, you ring off! And so I, as chairman, have to decide
the matter with my casting vote.”

“ Your casting—what?”

¢ Casting vote, Blake.”

“I don’t think! Gussy, you ought to have your head
punched !”’

“ Blake, I wegard an expwession like that as diswespectful,
znd must wequest——"" :

“Well, what is to be done?’ said Figgins. ‘I refuse to
agree to Merry having a casting vote, for one.”

*“ I should just think so!”

“Why??’ asked Tom Merry innocently.
don’t think——"

““No, we don’t think—we’re certain! Your giddy con-
nce wouldn’t let you vote for anyone but yourself. What
is it, Skimpole?”’

“ As a committeeman I wish to offer a suggestion,” said
71 take little interest in your games, and none
which I consider both rough and

““ Surely you

Skimpole.
whatever in Rugby,
brutal——"

‘ Beastly wuff, deah boy!”

“ Never mind what you consider; let's have the sug-
gestion I

T propose that you four toss up for the captaincy.”

“ What do you say, Merry?’

“ Well, as chairman, I really ought to have the casting
vote; otherwise what is the use of a chairman?”’

“None whatever,” said Blake. “I'm agreeable if you
others are.”

Figgins said he was, and Tom Merry was over-ruled.

< Of course you haven’t a casting vote,” said Jack Blake
indignantly. ¢ You ought to think yourself lucky that you
Eiaven,’,t been cast out of the study as it is. Odd man out,
then!

And four coins spun in the air.

CHAPTER 8.
Arthur Augustus Fails to Meet His Brother.
- AILS, dear’boy,” said Arthur Augustus. “I wathah

think :
- “Heads!” sang out the other three, and Jack
Blake laughed.
“ Serve you right, Gus, for being an ass! You are out of
31V

~ “SoIam. Well, weally, it doesn’t mattah a gweat deal,
hecause I have suddenly wemembered that I could not play
undah any cires next Saturday.”

“Can’t play?”’ )

“No, wathah not! I'm expectin’ an invite to a party at
Cleveland Lodge, and—"

“Then why on earth didn’t you think of that before?”’
=aid Jack Blake. “If you had—oh, you ought to be boiled
in oil! Heads, Merry!”

“So am I’

“Tails!” growled Figgins, and he also retired from the
contest.

“Qhall T toss?’ laughed Tom Merry, and the other
nodded, calling tails.

“Then you have lost,” laughed Tom Merry, “and the
Rugger fifteen has the very best captain—ahem!”

Jack Blake grinned ruefully, but it never occurred to him
o take the trouble to glance at the coin as it lay on the
‘arther end of the table, out of sight amongst the plates.
The rivalry between the leaders of the Shell and the Fourth
was as healthy as it was pronounced, and it would have
sccurred to Blake to suspect Tom Merry of under-hand deal-
ings just about the time it would hdve occurred to Tom
Merry to practise them, which time had certainly not yet
come to pass.

“ Anyway, good luck to the fifteen, Merry!” said Blake,
pouring out another glass of lemonade. ‘‘ Here’s to a
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ripping game and to a win for the first Rugger match at St.
Jim’s: You can rely on Study No. 6 if you want any of us.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” .

“ Rather!” said Figgins. ¢ Just let me know if you want
any of the New House fellows to play, line, or do anything.
They’ll be ready!”’ :

“Thanks!” said Tom Merry quietly. “We'll try and
make a decent show somehow, though form will be something
of a prize packet. I suppose you really have played, Blake?”

£ 1—}7 little,” said Jack, grinning. ““So has Figgins, haven’t

5 : ;

“I know the rules,” admitted Figgins, with wunusual
modesty., “I'm not a Gabe or Gwyn Nicholls. But Fatty
here can give ’em as good Rugger as they can give us,
can’t you, Fatty?”’

“ 711l do my best,” said Fatty Wynn modestly.

T must wetire and meet Wally,” said Arthur Augustus,
rising from the table. ‘I nevah thought of that, you know.
It is weally the very thing, because if I meet him as he
comes up from the village, he can’t very well wun away or
dodge me, bai Jove!” :

“Oh, can’t he?’ laughed Tom Merry, as the swell of St.
Jim’s began putting on his overcoat. ‘ He could roll you
in the mud, though, couldn’t he?”’

“ My youngah bwother will, I hope, show propah wespect
to me,” said Arthur Augustus, with dignity.

“Oh, you can cut! I don’t see that we can do anything
more than we have done about this Rugger game until we
are certain the match is on. T’ll let all you fellows know
when the next meeting is, which will be when the answer
to Gussy’s letter arrives. So long!”

“There’s Kildare! You’d better ask him for a permit in |
case you are late for tea. Sprint!’ | :

“Yaas, wathah; good ideah, deah boy!”

And the swell of St. Jim’s pelted off as hard as he could
run.

Kildare, the college captain, heard him coming, and
stopped, with a laugh.

¢ Hallo, youngster, where do you think you are off to this
time?”’

“T want to meet my bwother Wally.”

“But you can’t! He has gone into the town, and you
would be late for tea!”

“That does not mattah in the least, deah boy, because I
have had tea. I want to see Wally on important biz, and if
you would give me permish. to cut tea I'd be awfully .
obliged.”’

Kildare looked at the junior curiously. The St. Jim’s
captain had made rather a study of Arthur Augustus, and
saw a great deal in himiwhich escaped less experienced eyes.
He saw now that something was worrying Arthur Augustus.

“ Well, as a matter of fact, D’Arcy, I am going into the
town myself,”” he said pleasantly. ‘If you care to walk
down with me until we meet your brother, it will be all
right.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Good, then!”

They walked out of the college and from the grounds in
silence—an unusual state of affairs with Arthur Augustus
present—and once again the captain glanced at his com-
panion.

“ Nothing the matter with young Wally, is there?”

“Well, as a mattah of fact there is.”

¢ Anything serious?”

“ No—no, I don’t think so, deah boy!”

And Kildare could see that that was all D’Arcy was
going to say on the matter.

Arthur Augustus felt that it was a distinct point of honour
not to explain, although he had been ready enough to talk
about the friendship Wally had shown for the waster of the
Third. with his chums of Study No. 6, and with Tom Merry
& Co. But they were juniors, and that made all the
difference. In Gussy’s mind seniors were without the pale,
and had to be kept at a distance.

The two walked along the muddy road, chatting about
football. Presently Arthur Augustus peered ahead in the
gathering gloom, a puzzled expression on his face.

“Jt is wathah stwange that we haven’t met young Wally,
Kildare,” he said. ¢ He ought to be comin’ back fwom the
town by now, I considah.”

¢ Perhaps the goung rascal took to the fields?”’

“Ya-as! Is there anyone ahead, deah boy?"’

They had almost gained the village of Rylcombe by now
—in fact, were almost upon the cross-roads. It was jusi
where the main road was intersected by a lane that Arthuz
Augustus thought he had caught sight of some figures.

_“Yes, there was someone there, all right,” agreed the
captain of St. Jim’s. ¢ Looked like a couple of juniors, to
me; they turned down to the left.” 7

“Then it can’t be young Wally, because that woad doesn’t
lead to St. Jim’s.” : s

By
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Kildare hurried forward. He gained the cross-road, and
peered down the lane, then he laughed. 5 = y

“It certainly looks like your brother, D’Arcy, he, said,
“ theugh what on earth he is doing down there I can’t say.
Who's with him, by the way ?”

¢ Dudley, of the Third.” = X 0

“Dudley?’ exclaimed the captain, raising his eyebrows.
¥ Humph !’ = 2

The fading light was much stronger in the lane than it
Ead been in the main road, for there were no trees there to
£dd to the shadows, and Kildare and D’Arcy could both see
the Third Form boys distinctly as they plodded through the
mud. "Arthur Augustus would have turned to go back to
the college, for he wished 1o see Wally alone; but before he
could make his excuse to the captain, Kildare caught him
by the arm.

“By Jove!” he muttered.

“ Weally, I cannot-say—— :

Arthur Augustus stopped dead. His brother and Dudley
were turning from the centre of the lane. Then they stopped
before a dirty, red-bricked house and peered both ways.

Kildare and his companion were well in the shadé of the
trees, and neither Wally nor Dudley saw them. They turned
at right angles and deliberately walked through the open
doorway of the dirty, red-bricked building.

The place was a public-house—it was not countryfied
encugh to be honoured with the name of an inn—and was,
in addition, held in bad repute even by the rough farm
iabourers of the district.  In fact, the place was on the con-
demned list, and would cease to exist as a public-house at
all when the next licensing committee sat at Rylcombe.

“ They went into the public-house, D’Arcy !”

“ But weally, Wally wouldn’t entah——

Kildare did not answer, but strode down the lane towards
the public-house, his lips set firmly. Arthur Augustus
followed, but he did not speak again. There were times
when it was not policy to argue with the captain of Sty
Jim’s—times when it was as reckless as it was useless to
attempt to turn him from the path he had decided to
follow. Arthur Augustus followed the captain without
attering a word. : :

he light was rapidly fading, and by now it was as dark
and gleomy in the lane as it had previously been on the
but it was still just possible for the pair to

“Where are the lads going?”’
2 .

main road;
distinguish a couple of figures leaving the public-house.
This was when Kildare was less than twenty yards from the
evil-smelling place.

“D’Arey!” cried the captain. “Dudley !

Hardly had the words left his mouth than the two figures
Hashed across the lane, leapt the hedge together, and dashed
off amongst the trees. The captain rushed forward, calling
again,

“ Come here, boys! Stop!”

ut no sound answered him, and Kildare hesitated. There
were several courses open to him. He could attempt to
follow the lads, or he could make inquiries at the public-
110\1}1:?9; but somehow neither of these alternatives appealed
10 him. E

“ The ruffian has lost his licence already, and T shall only
get lies from him,” he thought; “and I stand about as
much chance of catching the young rascals as I do of flying.
D’Arcy, that was your brother?’

The last statement was half statement, half question.

“I don’t know,”” said D’Arcy.“ I didn’t actually recognice
Wally.”? .

‘“ Are you saying that to screen the young fool?”’

Arthur Augustus turned and faced the captain of St. Jim’s,
his monocle screwed deep in his eye. -

“F'm sorry, D'Arcy,” said the captain quickly. “I didn’t
quite mean that.”’

. Don’t mention it, deah boy. As a mattah of fact I
didn’t wecognise either of the pair.”

“But you think it was Wally and Dudley?”

Arthur Augustus thought in silence for a moment or two.

"(_}Ta»as;” ‘he said at last; “ya-as, I wathah think 1
t “Well, don't say a word about this, see; not until I
give you permission.”’

Arthur Augustus hesitated. He
able as he had ever felt.

\

felt about as uncomfort-
He was not at his ease with

Kildare, perhaps for the first time during his stay at St.

Jim’s.
i Kildare saw that the
He waited.

“ Well, D’Arcy, what is it?”

“ What are—are you goin’ to do, deah boy, about the
matter? 1 mean, if the doctah hears of it, young Wally
stands a chance of gettin’ sacked, and as he is my youngah
bwothah El

Arthur Augustus stopped lamely, but the captain went
on for him,

junior wished to say something.

“And as he is your younger brother you would rather
that did not come’to pass, eh?”’

“Ya-as, wathah!”’ :

“ But you wouldn’t have me hush the matter up in young
Wally’s case, if I should not do so for anyone else, 1
take it?” - ;

Arthur Augustus thought for a moment or two.

‘“Under the cires. I don’t see that I can pwevent you,
Kildare, though—I suppose you ought to do what you con-
sidah the pwopah thing!”’ : .

“Yes,” said Kildare quietly, placing his hand on the
junior’s shoulder. * You are a sportsman, D’Arcy, and to
relieve your mind, I’'m not going to report what we have
just seen—at least, not till I have thrashed the matter out,
A moment. Has your brother been with Dudley lately?

“Ya-as, I am wathah afwaid he has.” o

“Ah! Then I think I know who is the -principal
offender. I shall speak to both-6f the lads myself.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah! And you have my permish., Kildare, to
give young Wally a feahful thwashin’. "I considah the uttah
young ass deserves it!” :
~ And Arthur Augustus began his walk back to the college,
looking -a good deal more thoughtful than usual,

CHAPTER 9.
_ Dudley Tears Up Some Lines.

2 Y only Aunt Jane! I wonder if they saw us?”
3 M panted Wally.

It looks as if they did, as they called out both
our names. Who were they, do you think?” :

‘*Kildare, for one. And I shouldn’t be surpriced if the
other were my young ass of & brother, Gus. Pretty narrow
squeak, wasn’t it?”’ R

“If -they saw us,” said Dudley quietly, ‘“they might as
well have caught us. I mean, it will be reported to the
Head, and then the fat will be in the fire. I've brought you
i for something this time, Wally 1"’

“Not you,” said the scallawag of the Third Form cheer-
fully. ‘“Besides, if I remember, you advised me not to go
into the heastly public-house. I've landed myself, as a
matter of fact, and you have landed yourself. " The point
now is, how are we to get out of it?”’ 2

‘1 shall explain as soon as the row comes on.”’

Wally whistled coolly to himself. X

“No, you can’t do that,” he said, at last, turning to the
other. “If you start explaining, Dud., there’ll be the very
dickens of a flare up. I expect you'd get sacked if you did.
No, my son. the game is lie low, and say nothing !”

‘“How do you mean?” :

“ Well, we can tell the doctor we didn’t go into the public-
house for a drink or for tobacco, or for anything else he’d
get his back up about, and then we can refuse.to say any-
thing else. As racks and thumb-screws are considered bad
form nowadays, even the Head can’t make a fellow speak if
he’s made up his mind not to.”

‘“The Head won’t believe us—about not going in for to-
bacco or anything of that sort.”’ -

' The Head will believe me,” said Wally, looking up.

Dudley coloured. He knew well enough that very few of
the masters with whom he had come into contact would
believe him, and because the big Third-Former was no fool,
he did not blame the masters. Dudley was ready to admit
that it was a fellow’s own fault i his word of honour wers
not taken after he had been found out in lies of various
sorts. 2

The two juniors walked on in silence for a few minutes,
then Dudley spoke again.

“I say, your brother knew you were out, Wally ?”?

Of course. I came out to post a letter for him.”

“Then, perhaps, he and Kildare guessed who we were,
and never really saw us. Kildare faw me leave the college
earlier this afterncon, I know.”

“ My hat, yes, that may have been it! The captain only
called us by our names once, and because we did not stop,
he may think he made a mistake. It was jolly dark, too.”

“We couldn’t recognise them, and so it's likely enough
they didn’t recognise us. Anyway, it’s a chance.”

“Yes.” Still, I don’t sce what geod it will do us, Dud.”

* Why, man, we needn’t say anything about it !’

‘“No, of course we needn’t—until Kildare romps in one
of his straight questions and asks us outright if we were the
fellows. When Kildare asks a straight question, you have
to give a straight answer, and jolly quick. There’s no beat-
ing about the bush and talking of the weather, or pretending
to be deaf with the skipper !”

Again the elder lad looked queerly at Wally; then he
shrugged his shoulders.

“ No, you’re right!” he growled.
it on that tack,

’

‘“ There’s no way out-of
My idea wouldn’'t work!"”
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‘ Dudley flung himself at the infuriated gipsy.

~ “Then it’s a case of lying low and saying nothing,”
laughed Wally. “I shall enjoy it if Selby is the man
Kildare reports to. I say, I believe that brute of a gipsy
knocked you about. You are limping no end!”

*“ Oh, that’s all right!” -

The two juniors hurried on now, for they had nof much
time to spare if they wished to gain the college in time to
escape an imposition, and they hardly spoke again until
they were once more within the walls of St. Jim’s.

*“ Another five minutes, and there would have been a row,”
zrinned Wally. ‘ Where’'re you off?’

“I've got something I want to do!”

_““Right-ho, then! Remember, lying low and saying no-
thing is the game. See you later, old man!”

And as Wally walked coolly towards Study No. 6, Dudley

turned and almost ran towards the Third Form class-room.
o great room was almost in darkness. The gas had been
ned low. But there was light enough fer Dudley’s pur-
Heo opened his desk ,and began rummaging amongst
:he untidy papers and exercise-books it contained.
A few minutes later he hauled out some sheets of foolscap,
osely written and sigred at the bottom with Mr. Selby’s
ature. Dudley glanced at the sheets. They were in-
cact, and numbered exactly five hundred lines.

Then the junior tore them slowly across the middle, and
hrew the halves into the waste-paper-basket, and sauntered
‘rom the class-room again.

“There’ll be time to do Selby’s lines after prep.,” he
mused—*“that is, if I buck up.”

And he went in to tea, a little puzzled at his own action,

“Let the dog go!” muttered the big Third Former; ‘‘let
him go!”

CHAPTER 10.
Fom Merry's Telegram.

< ALLO, Taggles!” sang out Tom Merry. ‘It is
H Taggles, I suppose, and not another nightmare?”’

“Which it are not, Master Merry,” said the

orter, entering the dormitory where the fellows were dress-

ing the following morning. I ’ave a telegram for you!”

%For me, eh? Cood egg! I say, Monty, perhaps it’s
another invitation to uncle’s ranch at the other side of the
Rockies! My kat!”

“ What’s up?”’

“Good!” exclaimed TomuMerry, waving the telegraph-
form in the air. “There’s no answer, Taggles. Kids, the
Rugger match is on!”

‘“Really?”’

“Yes, really,” grinned the chief of the Terrible Three.

“The Wanderers’ sec. says they will be delighted to play’
us, and will be on the ground in time to kick off at two-
thirty, Saturday next. Rather ripping, I call it. Aren’t
those my braces, Manners?”’

“ Qo they are. What’s the hurry, though?”’

“T must get my fifteen as soon as possible. Why, we
should be massacred if we went to the field in the raw state.
What we want is practice.”

“VYes; and it wouldn’t be a bad idea if we got permission
from the doctor to play the match, would it?” said Manners.
“J consider that ought to have been done first.”

. ““Not much; but I'll set your young mind at rest now,
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though. T’ll tackle the doctor just as soor as he is down this
morning.”

. It was some time since rising-bell had awakened the Shell,
and so, in any case, they would have had to hurry their
respective toilets along. However, on this occasion, there

“was a double incentive, and when Tom Merry found himself

in the corridor, there were still twenty minutes to go before
he would be required to attend call-over.

_ “Good!” thought the Rugger captain. ‘“Now, I wonder
if th,g’ doctor is down yet? Soon settle that question, any-
way !

He pelted along the passages until he came to Dr. Holmes’
room; then, as a cheery invitation to come in answered his
knock, he coughed and obeyed politely. Five minutes later
he came out grinning, and absentminded for once in his way
—so absentminded that he ran violently into Kildare’s chest.
Tom Merry rolled off the sturdy form of the captain of St.
Jim’s gasping.

* My hat, Kildare, you might look where you are going!
I say, do you play Kugger?”’ s

“Eh? Rugger! What on earth made you ask that?”’

“ Oh, only because St. Jim’s are playing the Wanderers
next Saturday,” said the junior coolly. I want to get the
best fifteen I can against them, and someone told me you
were a ripper at the game.”

““The Wanderers! What in the name of goodness are you
talking about, youngster?”’ exclaimed the captain, looking
puzzled.  We aren’t playing the Wanderers.”
~ “Excuse me, Kildare, but you are a trifle behind the
times—you are what Gussy would call a back numbah. We
are playing the Wanderers, and it is our modest intention
to put them through it, my boy!”

i BL‘.’t“"‘—”

“Oh, I can’t stay here arguing all day, because I’ve the
team to rake up. The fact remains that some weak-kneed
seniors—no names mentioned—funked meeting the
‘Wanderers, just because St. Jim’s happened to be a Soccer
school. The fellows of the lower Forms thought differently
on the matter, and so took the matter out of the afore-
mentioned weak-kneed specimens’ hands, and the Rugger
match is very much on. But I must go now

“No, you don’t!” said Kildare quickly. ¢ What do you
mean by the match being on? The doctor——"

¢ Has just been discussing details with me, old man,” said
Tom Merry coolly. ‘‘Everything is arranged, but as yet I
cannot give you any details. If you play the game, and
Wo,\fld care to have your name entered as & ~possible,’ say
50.

“1 don’t understand a word of what you are saying, but,

‘of course, ,I7 shall be pleased to play if the doctor has

decided
“The doctor,” said Tom Merry severely—‘ the doctor ht%s
Where do

you play?”’

‘ T-three-quarter; but—""

_ “T-three-quarter; Kildare t-three-quarter. I'll let you
know whether you are selected or not, later on. So long!”

i And the Shell junior ran off before Kildare had recovered
from his surprise. The next fellow the Rugby captain met
was Arthur Augustus, who looked as if he had not slept well.
. “Hallo, Gussy! Still at large, then? I say. the Rugger
match is on all right!”’

i “The Wuggah match! Ah, the Wandewahs have accepted
our pwoposal then, deah boy?”’

“Of course they have! Do you, or do you not play the
game, Gus?”’

“Yaas, I should wathah think I do!
semethin’ of a dab at Wuggah, Mewwy !”

“Hum! Is there any reliable information knocking about
as to what unbiassed people consider on the matter? Siill,
if you play, I may as well put your name down.”

‘“Imposs. deah boy. I wegwet that I shall be unable to
bhelp you in the match, but I wathah expect to weceive an
invite to a party at Cleveland Lodge for Saturday, and,
undah the cires.—"’

“Oh, never mind the cires. You'll play, kid, if you're
good enough, but as it is about a thousand to oneyou aren’t,
don’t worry about it.”

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy—""

““Yes, weally. Now, where is Blake?”’ ;

“In our woom. I do not wish there to be a bweach in
our fwiendship, Mewwy, but I must wegard your wemark
about my not being good enough. as wank wot. Undah the
circs., Mewwy Tom Mewwy !’

But Tom Merry was gone.

The news the telegram had brought to 8t. Jim’s was re-
ceived in Study No. 6 with loud applause and enthusiasm.

“Ripping ! exclaimed Blake * Topping! I must say
that my idea of accepting the challenge was—well, quite up
to the mark—"

#Yes,” said Tom Merry pointedly, ¢ it would have been if

I considah I am
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the idea-had been yours. But to come to the point. How
many of you kids play the game?”’

The three Fourth-Formers looked at one another, and
after a moment or two Jack Blake winked slightly. = It took

another moment or two for Herries and Digby to under-
stand, then they winked back.

As a matter ©f fact, Jack Blake, after due consideration,
and even before, had come to the conclusion that a great
mistake had been made in the choice of captain, and the
breasts. of Herries and Digby still rankled at the instanees
of decided mental aberration which had been the cause of
excluding them from' the newly-formed Rugby commit#se.
From that foundation it was by the simplest of reasoning
that the chums of Study No. 6 came to the conclusion that
Tom Merry was suffering from a swelled head.

After that it was wonderful that Blake’s unspoken idea
should communicate itself to the others through a no more
expressive channel than one solitary wink.

“How many of you play ?”’ repeated Tom Merry. “ Don’t
all speak at once, please! I know you do, Blake.”

“I’m not a nob at the game, old man; nothing like your-
self, you know.”’

[ Eh f/”

“Yes. I can kick a Rugger ball, and I know the off-side
rule and how to barge a three-q. into touch. I once scored
a try when the other side were three short.”

‘“ Whom do you play for at home?” asked Tom Merry
suspiciously.

“ Only a potty little team. Put me down for three-quarter.
Digby and Herries are both forwards.”

““But not Cartwrights, either of us,” said ¥lerries. *In
fact, compared with you, Merry o

“ What'’s that ?”

“ Compared with you, old man, I expect to be something
of a rabbit!”

“VYes,” said Digby. “1I personally hardly like playing
with you, Merry. To tell you the solemn truth, I—I hardly
like even having my name put down on the same page of
your notebook !”’ A <

Tom Merry glanced at him sharply, but Dighy’s face wore
an expression which was the essence of innocence.

“Well, it’s sporting of you to tell me what to expect.
Dig,”’” he said coolly. I half suspected you of being a
rabbit before. Anyway, I shall soon be able to drop on the
right fellows after we've had a practice or two. IT'm sending
Pinks’ down for a Rugger ball as soon as I can drop on
him.’

“Good, kid!

Will there be a punt about this afternoon ?”’
* “Yes, rather! I say, though, did it freeze last night?”

“TLet me see. Yes, I should say it did.”

“It did,” said Herries. ‘“‘The puddles were covered with
ice when I went down to feed Towser just now.”

‘“Then there won't be a punt about, after all,”’ said Tom
Merry disappointedly. ¢ The doctor only gave his permis-
sion for sthe Rugby match on the understanding that we
didn’t play if the ground was frozen. Seems he knows a bif
about the handling game, doesn’t it? Still, there's plenty
of time before Saturday.”

“Yes, of course. Where are you off to now?”’

“To hunt up Figgins & Co.”

And he hurried off towards the gvm., where he rightly
guessed Figgins & Co., of New House fame, were to be
found.

The long-limbed Figgins greeted the Shell leader cheerily.

“Cheer-ho! We were just coming across to the School
House to sece you. Has an answer to Gussy's letter come 7

“Yes, and the game is on.”

“That’s- the style! Getting the team?”

“Well, I'm jotting down the ‘possibles,” old man, and I
can tell you it is not easy work.”

“Ah! If T had been elected But fire ahead !”

“Yes; and a fat lot more you could have done than T
have already done myself !” said Tom Merry indignantly.
‘“Here I have slaved away—— Do you think I can help
Blake and his rotten set being muffs at the game?”

“ Muffs! Jack Blake a muff at Rugger?”’

“Well, that’s what he led me to believe—all three of
them, in fact, kept on saying something silly about-not being
as good as I am. What are you grinning at, Figgins?”

“@Grinning ! Who was grinning ?”

“You were!” 2

“Was I? Still, T can quite understand Blake saying Le
wasn't to be compared with you at the game, Merry.”

“‘\Yhat on earth for? None of you have ever secen me
play.

! ““N-no. No; it’s a fact, we haven't.
you talk, old chap!”

‘“ Heard me talk?”’

“Qf course, in your casé, we know it wasn’t swank; but

Still, we've heard
.
€

“Swank I exclaimed Tom Merry, closing his notébook-
with a snap. ‘“You've heard me talk{ Why, I don's

By :
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believe T have said a word about actual play since I mooted
the idea! If you are trying to be fuum, Figgins—— But
no more rotting! Can you play?”’

“I know the rules, but, as I said before, Merry, I'm not a
’\ICI‘OU:: 2

“I know you are not !"’

‘“And he isn’t a Merry !” said Kerr thougntfulh

“Hallo! You still about, Kerr? Do you play?” |

“Yes; but McLeod didn't retire because he was afraid
he nnghtL lose his cap to me, old man!”

““What about Wynn? But I needn’t ask whether a
Welshman plays Rugger.”’

““Oh,. he plays, only he’s a bit run down just now !’
grmnnd Figgins. ‘“He never seems to get cnough to eat—
do you, Fatfv")”

““Well, I certainly consider another meal a day wouldn’s
hurt anyone, especmllv in this February weather. Still,
don’t put me in the fifteen if you can gel anyone b(,ttu,
Merry.”

“Don" vou let that chance worry you.
suppose ? You've got some welght anyway.”’

* Well, T admit I weigh a bit.”

“But not more than a ton—eh? T'm afraid there won'
be a practice to-day on account of the frost, but to-morrow
we'll all turn out, right enough.”

“Then you must take us in

““Yes, rather ! said l‘lgvum
Did yeu pldy for your county

Forward, I

hand, Merry, and coach us.
last season ¢

“Do you pretend to be a silly ass, or are you only one
by 11'1turo asked Merry, after a moment’s thought.
“You're a success cither w ay, Figgins !”

And he left the gymnasium, trying to call {o mind some
cause which would explain the manner in which his team-
elect had anwered his invitation to play.

“It's not like 'em to be modest,” he mused—*not a bit
Iike them !’

Then he shrugged his shoulders, and went to look for
Kildare again,

—_———

CHAPTER 11.

Kildare Makes Inquiries,

= A, ha, ha!” chuckled Figgins, as Tom Mcrry di.\“-

H appeamd ‘“ Hear me smile, Kerr? Ha, ha, ha!”’

“But what’s the joke?” demanded the SCOLtI\h
partner in the famous firm of Figgins & Clo.

“Oh, it's some rag Blake and his set have got up)
returned Fxg(nm ““and it isn’t up to New House fello“s
to ~pml a rag! It certainly did get his wool off, didn’t
it?

“T6 looked like it.”?

“Then I vote we pass it along to Lowther and Manners:
they’ll be game enough for anything after the way Meiry
turned thewn out of the committee-room. I'll slip off at
once and find Manners, and we can_get full ]mrtluﬂarq of
the wheeze from Blake later on. I—~— Hallo, Kildare!
Don’t say it’s me you want !

“Is young D’Arcy in here?”

“Wally 7 No, he hasn’t been here ver,

"‘Dud16y of the Third, then?”

Figgins Jooked up Tefors replying. Why should Kildare
\‘vdllf/ Wally, and if not Wally, Dudley of all fellows?
u iggins remembered what Arthur Augustus had said abous
his young brother the previous night, and the chief of the
New House juniors began to wonder. There secmed to be
some link, then, between the scallawag and the waster of the
Third, after all.

“ Have you seen either of them, Figgins?”’

“'m o ) No, Kildare, I haven't;
been here !”

Kildare nodded, and walked off briskly. He went into
the School House, looked in at Study No. 6, then went down
to the Third Form class-room. Neither Wally nor Dudley
was there, and with a frown Kildare turned into the
corridor again. He almost ran into Arthur Augustus.

“ Ah, D’Arcy ! - Where is your brother 2’

“I;I(f)f‘}‘l.ﬂh(‘d i T know, deah boy; I am lookin’ for him
myvse

“Did you see him last night 1"’

“ Not to speak to, and

“1 am glad of that, I want to drop on him suddenly.’

& H'ﬂlo" exclaimed a cheery voice from behind thvm

““ Who is that you want io drop on suddenly, if I may ask?
Not Mr. Selby, I hope!”

And Wally sauntered up, his hands in his pockets, and a
rather more inky collar than usual round his neck. Arthur
Augustus groaned at the sight of the collar and uncon-
\uously turned away when ho noticed that his brother had
obviously overlooked doing his hair that- morning; but
Kildare did not netice this kind of thing.

they haven’t
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One Pennvy,

“T want to speak to you,
“Come into my room, please

“Right-ho! Any help I can gne you about the footer—=
You look pretty solemn, Gus

“I considah, Wally—

“Oh then that, of course, accounts for it!
Gus!

And the cheekiest fag of St. Jim’s followed the captain

into his study.
“ Shut the door!” said Kildare Dbriefly. “SLL down!
What

my lad,”” he said quietly.
ITard luck,

Now. my lad, I want to know what it all means?”

“Thanks, Kildare! No, thxs chair will do Al
does all what mean, though?”

‘“Don’t you know 77

Wally coughed.

“Ahem! I don’t see that a fellow is bound to commit
himself. In.fact——"

“You can drop that, D’Arcy, and at once! This is a
serious matter—a very serious matter—as you will very
likely discover before long. I want to know everything
connected with a visit you and Dudley paid to a filthy,
ovxl smelling public-house yesterday afternoon. Out with
it !

“ Well, but—"

i § nmy as well tell you at the beginning,” said Kildaré
quietly, but with the kind of quxetness which is more awe-
inspiring than any outward anger—‘1I may as well tell you
that unless you give me a voluntary account of your action,
and one that is entirely satisfactory, I wash my hands of
the whole affair, and the matter is reported to Dr. Holmes.
I lhxn t you know what to expect then.”

‘A sporting chance of the sack, I suppose?”’ said \Val]v
some of the ja mtmvsq vamshmg from his face. SUH
stuck to his guns.
added, *“because I can’t properly explain, Kildare.”

“ Why can’t you?”

Wally thought for a moment or two.

“I can’t even tell you that. I didn’t go in the 10..1&,21
place for tobacco or—or anything like that, anyway.”’

“What did you go in for, then—not to play cards 01"
games? But you weren’t there long enough for anything
hl\o that.”

“It wasn’t to play games. Look here, Kildare, I can't
say Why I went in, but it wasn’t for any of those things we've
mentioned. In fact, I'll give you my word it wasn’t for
dﬂVﬂlxl]h' vou or even Selby would get his back up about.
There! That's about all I can say !”

“ Nonsense, D’Arcy!” exclaimed the captain. “You
know very w ell what the masters would think. /Did you oe
Dudley suggest your going into the place ?”’

Wdlly did not answer, and Kildare rose to his feet.

“Your silence answers my question,” he said. “If you
had been the leading spirit, I think I know you enough to be
oixhun that you would own up. Dudley took you into the
slace

“1 haven't said he did, and I don’t think it's
of you trying to catch me tripping !”

“You don’t think it quite fair of me! You silly young
donkey, D’Arcy minor, what on earth do you think I am
taking all this trouble for, if it isn’t for your owm good?
Wouldn't it be a hundred times 51mplcr for me to report
the matter, or easier still to let it drop? I thought you were
a sharper \ounwstor than that.”

Wally coloured. .

“T am not going to visit the place again,” said Wally.
“T'll promise you that. I—I think I can even promise you
that Dudley won’t, either.’

At that moment the door of the study was pushed open,
and Kildare turned round.

“Who is 1t? Hallo, Lefevre! I'm busy now,
Il gome to your study later, if you like.”

“Qh, it’s nothing !” answered the Fifth Form fel low, in
tones which thrilled with indignation. “ But what do you
think ot young Merry’s cheek? Isn’t it too—too rich for
words 7

“ About the Rugger?

“You don't know ?
Seott, Kildare, what is the  school coming to?
are buc\ —?

“Yes, T really am, old man. T say, do you mind stepping
i'nto ”f‘hc Third Form-room and sending Dudley along
2ere -

* Certainly !
A little cad!’

The door was shut again,
Wally.

“You see what 1he seniors think of your friend Dudley ?*?
he said quietly. ‘“ A slacker and a cad!”

Wally bit his lip, and was silent.

“You said you eould almost promise me that Dudley
\"ould not visit the public-house again. = Then you admit

that it was he \\ho,i_\ook you there?”

quite fair

old man,

I don’t know about cheek.”

But if you

Dddley, a young slacker, that’s what I say.

and the captain turned fo
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< No. T don’t”

* But it was,” persisted Kildare. “You, a fellow who
leads to some extent the lads of your Form, is, in turn, led
by a cad, a slacker who does not play games, and led by the
nose, too!”

“1 wesn't!”
rot !” ;

“ But facts speak for themselves, my lad. You admit the
public-house was a rotten place, and yet you were weak-
minded enough to be led into it by one ‘of your own fellows.
Oon}qy in! Yes, I want to see you, Dudley. Lefevre sent
T Yo

¢ Do you kunow what T wish io see you -about 7"

cried Wally, colouring furiously. *It’s all

Dudley glanced at Wally, but before he had had time to

answer, Kildare answered his own question.

“T'L tell you what I am going to do, Dudley,” the
captain said coolly. “I am going to thrash you for taking
D’Arcy into a public-house. - Take off your coat !”’

And as he spoke, he took down a section of an old fish-
ing-rod, which looked as if it would prove useful in the
captain’s hands.

Wally was on his feet again, his face flushed. It really
did appear as if Kildare were going out of his way to make
Lim feel small!

CHAPTER 12,
The Captain Surprises Wally.
¥ AKE off your coat, Dudley!” said Kildare again.
“I'm not in the habit of giving juniors from the
- Third Form orders twice over i'’

*“ He sha’n’t!” almost shouted Wally. “ At least, if you
make him, yowll have to thrash me as well. -He didn’t
fake me into the rotten place.”

¢ Dry up, Wally !” :

“I'm not going to dry up ! We went in together, Kildare;
in fact, Dudley didn’t want me to go in at all.”’ : :

- “¥es [ did, only I didn’t say so. You're right in think-
ing it was all my fault, Kildare; it had nothing to do with
D’Arcy 1

*“Ah! T’'m glad to hear you say that.”

¢ Anyway, it’s-true enough.”

And the waster of the Third pulled off his coat. Wally
was about to rush forward, for what purpose he did not
know, when he suddenly stopped. Kildare had stopped,
too, putting the section of the old fishing-rod down on the
table. In slipping off his coat, Dudley’s unlinked cuff had
{allen back, laying bare his sturdy arm.

 What is the matter with your skin?”

It seemed to the captain that the flesh was one mass of
Wwheals and scars. Dudley pulled his shirtsleeve down.

“That's all right,”” he muttered. * You needn’t take any
notice of that!” :

““ Who did it? Good heavens!”

The senior had caught the lad by the wrist, and, with a
guick movement, exposed the whole length of his arm. It
certainiy was in a very ugly state.

¢ The gipsy !” cried Wally. ‘“The gipsy did it, Dud !”’

Dudley nodded. £

“ But you needn’t take any notice of it, Kildare,” he said
toolly. ‘I can stand anything you're likely to give after
this.”

. “The pgipsy? What What does he
D’Arcy 77’ .

* Why, a beastly, half-drunken gipsy, who looked like
killing my dog Pongo for barking at his horse !”” exclaimed
the scallawag of the Third. ‘“If it hadn’t been for Dudley
I believe he would have killed him. You're a brick and a
vipper, Dud, a jolly fine beggar, and I don’t care what the
whole school says.”
¢ Put your coat on!” said Kildare shortly. “I suppose
this ruffianly gipsy horsewhipped you?”

“Ves; and I believe he could have saved himself if he
had left Pongo in the caravan,” said Wally, whose eyes
were sparkling in a way they seldom sparkled. ‘“The gipsy
had thrown the dog into the caravan, you see, Kildare, and
then he landed me one which almost stunned me, but I can
understand what happened. - You yourself said the door
wouldn’t open, Dud, so I suppose you stood there while the
cad was lamming into you with the whipy My hat, his body
mus} be as bad all over as his arm, I should say!”
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“He did catch me-a bit, but it wasn’t enough to blub
about. I dare say I could have stuck all that rotter could
have managed. -Don’t be a fool, Wally !I”?

**1 don’i care what I am. I reckon you must have been
a rattling brick to have stood all thaf and said nothing.
Iif anyone is a fool, it’s Lefevre for sayving what—what be
did.” . :

* What did he say, then?”

gipsy ? mean,
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“ Never mind what, Lefevre said,” put in Kildare, *and
never mind what D’Arcy says now. Of course, I cannot
thrash you in your present state, Dudley, but your having
got into trouble with a gipsy who ought to be in prison
cannot influence me in the serious matter of the visit to the
public-house. Dudley, I am going to put a question to you
which I do not think T should have troubled to have put
but for those scars, though. I am going to ask you to
explain why it was you led D’Arcy into the public-house,
and so save this younger lad from the very serious conse-
quences which are bound to follow if you refuse. I am
putting you on your honour, mind !”’

“I'll explain.”

““No_you won’t!” interrupted Wally. “He sha’'n’t ex-
plain, Kildare, and you haven’t any right to make him in
—in that way. T don’t care if I'm sacked for it, he isn’t
going to explain!” = :

’

“Shut up, Wally! :
I’d rather be sent to the doctor a

¢“No, you sha'n’t!
hundred times after what he’s done for Pongo!”

Then Kildare, the captain of the old school of St. Jim’s,
acted in a curious manner.

“You can both go now!” he said.
over and—shut the door!” :

And they went, speechless with amazement.

“Think the matter

Kildare

~ waited for the door to close, then carefully put the fishing-

rod section back in its place.

““Confound it !” he muttered. ¢ Those scurs are just about
the worst things that could have-happened, quite the worst,
I should say!”

The senior was thinking of the strange influences which

-spring up in school life, of the striking instances of hero

worship which thrive amongst fellows who have yet to gain

senior- ranks, and it struck him that the most important

ﬁ‘etail connected with schoolboy hero worship is the choice of
sro.

Dudley was one of the least successful pupils in the Third
Form—a ““ waster” even to the fellows themselves, let
alone the masters and prefects—and just when he, Kildare,
had been endeavouring to nip this friendship in the bud,
this had happened to strengthen it.

‘ Accidentally, though,” thought the captain suddenly.
““Dudley hadn’t told D’Arcy about them!”

That was one point, at least, which might be remembered
in making up the credit side of Dudley’s shady account,
and then there were the scars themselves.

It must be a curious sort of fellow who could be
thoroughly contemptible, and yet go through what he had
evidently cheerfully gone through for a chum’s dog! That
struck Kildare, too, and Kildare was given to acting upon
his ideas at once. He left his study, and paid a visit to
Mr. Selby’s room. He had a little discussion with that
gentleman about Dudley, and when he had learnt all there
was to learn, he tackled the House-master and all the other
available masters with whom Dudley had come in contact.

After that he went into breakfast, but he continued his
investigations afterwards, for he looked up all the Third
Form registers for the last term or so, examined meost of
the undestroyed detention books, and at the end of it all,
had to come to an unpleasant conclusion.

There could be no two questions about the matter.
ley’s record was a disgrace to any St. Jim’s fellow.

“8till, he was ready to own up for D’Arcy’s sake,”
mused the captain, more than a ‘trifle puzzled, ‘“and at
some cost to himself, I should say. That was cricket what-
ever anyone says. Humph! I wonder what would happen
if I took no further steps in the matter 7’

The unspoken question interested Kildare. Perhaps the
juniors would think he had decided to overlook the affair.
But they could hardly think that because he had expressly
said that he should not do so. Perhaps Dudley would come
in and own up when Wally was out of the way !

Kildare liked #he alternative. It was giving the junior
with the black “Zcord a chance of proving himself better
than they all thought him to be, and great things might
come of a chance like that.

1‘1‘ Yes,"’.—thought the captain suddenly— yes, that is what
I'll do?’ i

And he went into his morning’s work, uncertain as to
whether he was pleased or otherwise with the turn events
had taken.

Dud-

-

CHAPTER 13.

Dudiey Pays Kildare a Second Visit.
< SUPPOSE you two fellows play Rugger ?”’ said Tom
Merry, bursting into the Shell Study as soon as first
school was over. “I know you do, Lowther.” 2

 Y-yes, I play, old man; nothing very great, you know.”

Tom Merry looked un.

“I didn’t expect you were anything véry great. You
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aren’t the sort of chap who looks as if he were very great
at anything, except playing the giddy goat; but if you don’t
think yourself good enough to play, say so, and I'll find
someone else.”

“Oh, I'm good enough to play, thanks,” said Lowther
hastily. ‘I was merely comparing myself with you. Be-
side you, of course, I shall look a bit of a rabbit, and so
will Manners.” ¢

““That’s a fact,” agreed Manners.
had played for your county, Tom.”

** Then someone’s a—— Someone doesn’t speak the truth,”
said the chief of the Shell, with rising anger. * How do
you know I play at all, duffer 7”?

“Why, you've told us so! My hat, old man, if you can’t
play after what you've said! But it’s only bluff and
modesty on your part.”

“No, it isn’t bluff and it isn’t modesty, you shrieker, and
I haven’t said a word about being able to play. Look here,
has Blake or Figgins been into this room ?”’

“Has Blake or Figgins been into this room--have they,
Lowther 7 : :

‘“Blake or—— Yes; I believe Figgins did just look in,
now you come to mention it.”’

“I thought so. Nice cheerful sort of a last word you
are, aren’t you? But it’s my candid belief you are all a
set of rabbits and can’t play Rugger for nuts!”’

“We can’t, compared with you, old man,”

‘“Some one said you

admitted

Lowther. * Come in, Skimmy !” =
__““Ah, thanks!” said Skimpole, who had just left Jack
Blake, and, unknown to himself, was well primed in a

certain direction> ‘‘ How do you do, Merry?
ought to offer you my congratulations, although

‘“ Congratulations? ~ What for ?”’

* About—about the cap you won,” explained Skimpole,
blinking vaguely as if he were not quite certain whethes
it was a cap or a bowler hat which was supposed to have
rewarded Tom Merry’s prowess. A Rugby cap, I believe
it is called.”

‘“A—a what?”

. ““Rugby cap,” repeated Skimpole. “Yes, I am certain
1t was a Rugby cap someone told me you had won, although
at the time I'll admit I was not struck with the value of
the prize.”

*“ Someone told you I had a Rughy cap ?”’ almost shouted
Tom Merry. “ Who was it, Skimpole? Tell me who it
was, and I’ll see that he is slain at once.”

. ‘I shall certainly give you no information, Merry, if it
is likely to cause ill-feeling between you.”

“1ll feeling—eh? Look hLere, what is it, now, Reilly?”

*‘ SBure, and ‘nothing to get touchy about, me bhoy !’
grinned the Irish junior of the Fourth. “It's about the
Rugby.”

*“ What about it, then?”’

“TFaith, and now you mention it, I don’t think there's
anything about the foine old game. Someone told me you'd
toured with a fifteen in Oirland, and I'd like to know if you
played at all down Munster way.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther and Manners together.
o, ho, ho 1% ; :

And the expression of wrath on Tom Merry’s face was 5o
startling, that Reilly decided to leave, and did so as hard
as he could run <

*“I thought it was » rag as soon as Blake spoke,” he
chuckled. * But you don’t catch an Irishman speiling a rag.
Faith, though, T’ll give Tom Merry a woid berth after e

TomMerry had also left the Shell siudy, the laughter of
his comrades being unsuitable to his present frame of mind,
and it happened he met Kildare before the end of the
corridor. The captain stopped him.

““Of course, you aren’t thinking of having a practice this
afternoon, Merry; the ground is much too hard.”

“8o I'm afraid. We might try a little scrum practice in
the gym., don’t you think?”’

“Yes, that's a good idea. It'll get the pack into some
sort of shape. Three o'clock! I’'m afraid some of us will
show up rather poorly by you, you know,” added -the cap-
fain, laughing. “ You've played a lot, I understand?”

“Well, I haven’t; I've hardly played at 2ll, and it’s that
howling ass Blake who’s setting the wheeze round that I'm
2 dab at Rugger. I was just going to his study to break his
neck—I mean—-""

“Ha, bha, ha!” laughed Kildare. ‘‘Yes, Blake certainly

led me to believe you were a great gun at the game, and
that none of the others were any good. First time I've ever
known you to be really “roubled with modesty, Merry, or
any of you juniors, in fact,”
,And the captain went on, still laughing. Tom Merry
shook his fist after him, then also continued his way, vowing
vengeance upon Jack Blake of the Fourth. However, he
had only gone a few steps, when he found himself face to
{ace with Dudley. >

Somewhat to Tom Merry’s surprise, the big Third-Former

I suppose I

5

i
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stopped, for the two had scarcely spoken more than a dozen
words to each other all the time they had been at St. Jim's.

*“ Have you seen Kildare pass this way, Merry?” -

Tom looked at the other narrowly.

“VYes,” he said; ‘“he’s just gone into his study.
thing up?”

“No.. I want to speak to him, that’s all.”’ o

And Dudley pushed by, entering the captain’s study with«
out hesitating. Tom Merry whistled. = ;

“Phew! I must say I agree with Gus. Wally has a rund
taste in chums. I—I wonder if I should have helped things
along at all if T had spoken to the waster about it?”’

But he answered his own question with a shalke of his head.
Better leave things alone for a time; no doubt Wally would
soon get tired of a fellow of Dudley’s stamp. =

And by the time Tom Merry had gained Study No. 6, he
had forgotten all abou’ his resentment towards the leading
spirit of that select den, and at once plunged into a thogght-
ful discuesion with the Fourth-Formers about young Wally.'
They were still engrossed in their subject, and just as far
away from any useful solution, when the bell rang announc-
ing the second half of the morning’s work. -

“ Bother!” muttered Digby. ‘I don’t believe Taggles
can tell the time. How’s the glass?” = : :

Terries tapped the old barometer and shook his head.

‘“No change, you chaps. I—I believe this frost is going
to last the week out; I do, really.” : .

¢ Not it, kids!’ said Tom Merry cheerfully. ‘“Don’t you
worry, the Rugger match will come off all right All we've
got to do is train hard. Three o’clock in the gym. for
scrum practice, mind.” :

“Yaas, wathah!” == =1

“Hallo! That ass Gussy has turned up again, then !

“Tom Mewwy, I must wegar 5

“Yes, do, old man !’ said the hero of the Shell pleasantly.
“1 would if I were you. See something of you before
dinner.” And he, too, made his way into class.

Te any«

—

CHAPTER 14.
Arthur Augustus Speaks His Mind.

g T weally is wathah stwange that Kildare hg\sn"t sax;}
anythin’ about young Wally and that public-house,’
thought Arthur Augustus; ‘“very strange indeed.

I wondah if it would mattah if I were to tackle Wally

about it?”’ : : :

But even as D’Arey put the question to himself, he knew
that there was only one answer. Kildare had expresely
told him net to speak to his young brother until he—Kildare
—gave him leave; and as yet the captain had not said a
word on the subject =

““And it’s two days, bai Jove, since he had young Wally
in his stady !’ mused the swell of the Schocl House. “If it
were not entirely a mattah of personal honah with my young
bwothah, I wathah think I should take Jack Blake into
my confidence. It’s vewy wemarkable.”

““ Hallo, Gus! Cheer ho, my boy!”’ 2 :

“Stop, stop, you uttah ass! Tom Mewwy, I wish you
wouldn't hit me on the shouldah; it wumples my beastly
clothes.” =

“Ha, ha, ha! By the way, you haven't seen the study
since the paint dried, and all that, have you?”’ =

“No, deah boy; I haven't been in your woom since the
aftahnoon we 2

“No, that you haven’t,” grinned Tom Merry
mind, there’ll be some invitations knocking ai
but mum’s the word. Coming into commitiee?

“Undah the circs., deah boy, I am afwaid I cannot.
ree——"

“1 see that you are one of the Rugby committee men,
and as such have to sit,” said Tom Merry., ‘‘Come along,
Gus ”?

“T must wefuse— ;

“TIt’s down this corridor, up the next, and through a door-
Way. e

“Let go my arm, Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus coldly.
¥ must wequest, you to let go my arm.”

“Right-ho, Gus; coat collar’ll do quite as well. I eay,
Figgins, here’s one of our committee men trying to shirk
hie duties.” 2

¢ Rotter 1 > s

“T wefuse to be termed a wottah, and T considah Figgins
beastly wude. Let go my collah, Tom Mewwy; let go, or
I shall have to give you a feahful thwashin’!*’ -

Figgins caught hold of Arthur Augustus’s arm; then,
with the swell of the School House between them, they
started at a trot towards Study No. 6, chatting about the one
absorbing question of the hour at St. Jim’'s just thes, the -
forthcommmg Rugby match. =

The frost had lasted in the most exasperating manner—
not a severe frost, but just enough to cause the football

“ Never
und soon
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pitches to exhibit signs of a decided “bone.” The doctor's
verdict had been announced ounly that morning—Friday—
that if the frost still held by breakfast the following morn-
ing, a wire would have to be sent to the Wanderers' secre-
tary scratching the match. -

© And now it's freezing harder than ever,” said Figgins.

“ There are three degrees, Tagglés says.”
“ Wescue! Wescue! Let go my ibeastly collah, Tom
Mewwy !

5

_“ But it may be the last lap, as it were, Figgy,” said Tom
Merry hopefully. ““I shouldn’t be at all surprised myself
if it thawed to-night ; I shouldn’t, really.”

* That comes of *)eing optimistic, kid.”

“ Wescue, Blake! Blake, deah boy!”

¢ Hallo!” came Blaka’s cheerful voice. ¢ What's the
matter? What are you doing with Gus, Merry?”

* Yanking the slacker into committee, oldeman.”

“I wefuse to be chawactewised as a slackah, you wuff.

wottah.’

“Yes,” added Figgins; “he said he wouldn’t come at
§irst, so we're press-ganging him.”

“Wescue! Flooah the wotten boundahs, deah boy!”

“Good egg!” said Jack Blake. ‘“Can’t have slackers
wonnected with the Rugby set of 8t. Jim’s. Shall I push
him from behind?”

Aund to D’Arcy’s utter disgust, Blake put his head down
and “scrummed ” the swell of the School House all the way
down the passage. In this fashion they arrived at Study
No. 6, where Skimpole was already seated in lonely state.

“Good ! said Tom Merry. “1I’'ll take the chair, as usual.
What's the matter, Gus?”’

I intend to give you a feahful thwashing.”

“Good man! Now, I propose from the chair that we
seftle all the unimportant biz. first, then I'll tell you my
team for to-morrow.”

“Yes, if there’s & match.”

“0Oh, there’ll be a match, Figgy, old kid! I believe it's
thawing already. It’s as warm as toast.” :

“Yes, in front of a fire.””

“Don’t croak. Now, Skimpole, how goes the financial
part of the concern?”’

“Well, Merry,” said Skimpole, opening his motebook,
“the financial state is somewhat precarious; in fact, I will
go as far as you say—"’

“Oh, cut the cackle, and let’'s have the details. How
much have we in hand?”

3In hand? As a matter of fact—"

“Oh, dry up!” groaned Blake. “ How much have we in
hand?”

““Yes, how much have we in hand?”

“TLet us have it in round figures, Skimmy.”

“In round figures,” said Skimpole, looking up over the
tops of his spectacles—‘‘in round figures we have in hand
the sum of mipus five shillings.”

“Minus! My hat!”

“No, Mewwy, deah boy, minus five shillings.

Ia, ha,

ha!” chortled Arthur Augustus; but the effort passed in

silence. %

“Five bob out—eh?”’ said Blake. ‘That means a sub.
round. Is everything paid up, Skimmy?”’

“Yes. I myself paid the carman for carting the goalposts
the Rylcombe people kindly lent us, and I decided to award
Taggles the sum of sixpence as honorarium for helping to
put ‘the aforesaid goalposts up. Then there was——"

“That’'ll do for the present,”” said Merry pleasantly.
““We've gobt some important business on hand, so we'd be
obliged if you ring off, Skimmy. We'll have a whip round
afterwards for the five shillings. Two-thirty the match
starts, Gus?”’

¢ Yaas, wathah ; and if it weren’t for the invitation I am
expectin’ fwom Cleveland Lodge for the party, I should be
vewwy pleased to be a membah of the team.”

“ Ah!” grinned the chairman. ‘ Somehow, Gus, I can’t
quite see you playing Rugger.”

“No, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus languidly; “ib
is a wottenly wuff game.”

“J don’t think! Now, look here, you.fellows, I've got
my fifteen bar two. I'll read them from the forwards—
Kerr, Manners, Lowther, Fatty Wynn, Digby, Lefevre,
whom I believe is pretty warm, Herries, and young Reilly.”

“That sounds useful from a Soccer point of view, any-
way,” said Jack Blake thoughtfully. “I mean, they’ll be
able to do some dribbling when wanted.”

“Yes, that’'s what I thought. For halves, T can’t think
of anyone but Monteith. He has played, I know, and he
has promised to turn out for me, which is rather decent of
thim. TFor the other half T haven’t the faintest idea where
to go; ”rhe»re doesn’t seem to be a second Rugger half in the
college.”

“Tel's leave that open, then. What about the three-gs.?”

“ Kildare, Figgins, you, Blake, and myself. Kildare may
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carry us through on his back;
that.”

“Kildare?’ said Figgins, in pronounced surprise. * We
are all looking to you to do that for the team, Merry. After
the way you have talked 2

“Oh, dry up; that gag is as ancient as the Rockies.”

“Sit down, Merry,” said Skimpole severely—‘‘sit down
at once! If there is any sign of a disturbance, I shall have
to withdraw. I am surprised at you, Merry!”

“Oh, go and pick flowers! T can’t think of a full-back
at all, unless we ask Selby or Taggles.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

Arthur Augustus turned round, and screwed his monocle
in his eye with a deliberate sort of twist.

“I wegard your laughter as a sign of vewy low intelli-
gence, Figgins,” he said.  There is nothin’ humowous in
Tom Mewwy’s suggestion, although, undah the cires., I shall
be unable to play, because I am accepting an invitation to
a party.” :

“Hang Cussy’s invite; let's get on with ‘the washing,”
said Figgins. * Surely there must be someone in the coll.
who can play full-back.”

“Tt's wathah a wesponsible posish, deah boy,” said Arthur
Augustus. “In fact, I should wegard it as a vewy wespon-
sible one.”

““Of course it’s responsible. [t’s no good going to any of
the lower Forms for a full-back, you know, Blake. A Third-
Former might manage as a half because he could make up
for his lack of weight with nippiness, but you must have
beef at back. I'm blest if I know what to do; and there
you have it!”’

“My only- Aunt Jane, yes! Fancy there being only
thirteen fellows in the coll. who play Rugger!”’

“ Well, it's a Soccer school, you see. What do you say
if we leave it until to-morrow morning?”’

“ Right-ho!”

““Then let’s get on with the last biz,”’ said Tom Merry.
“ (entlemen, I propose we have a run to-night to get fit.”

““ Get stiff, more likely.”

“Not much! I don’t mean a Marathon; just a knee-
loo%enigg trot out towards the quarry, only of course mol

he has a knack of doing

so far.

“ Yes, that isn’t so dusty.” .

¢ What about permish, deah boy?'

“T've got permission, Gussy, and Kildare and Lefevro
have promised to comw with us. Start at seven.”

“Good I”

“ You had better come as well, Gus.”

“ No feah, Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
shudder. ¢ The woads will be beastly hard, and there’s a
wotten wind. Besides, I must wait for the post to see
whether my invite to the party at Cleveland Lodge awwives.”

““ Hard cheese! Well, there’s nothing more except the
whip-round for the five bob.”

“That's s0,” agreed Blake, looking at Skimpole severely:
“ but before I consent to such a course of action, I should
like to move that a vote of censure be passed upon the
treasurer for the simply rotten way in which he has
squandered the money of the club——" =

“ Really, Blake——"’

¢ For the ruinous manner in which he has granted awards
without our consent——"

“ Really, I must protest!” said Skimpole, getting up. “1
made no awards whatever except in the case of Taggles,
and even in that instance I offered him twopence before I
consented to sixpence.”

% Ha.-ha, ha !>

“1 did, but Taggles would not accept. Then I offered
fourpence, and he still refused to do the work, so what was
i=c him the sixpence he demanded?”

“Did you off=aim fivepence?” asked Blake severely.

¢ N-no.”

“ There! You sce, gentlemen, how the money has been
squandered !”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

¢ Well, really, a penny isn’t——"

“From the chair,” said Tom Merry solemnly—* from the
chair I propose herewith that Herbert Skimpole be de-
capitated, and his remains be hidden in any selected chimney
in the school.”

“ Yes, Skimmy,” said Blake; “and the only thing that
has saved you is the fact that you do not exist. You told
me you didn't, yourself. Hallo! What do you want, young
Wally?”

¢ Nothing,” grinned D’Arcy minor—*‘ nothing, young
Blake; only I heard Merry wants a stand-off half for to-
morrow.”’

“Yes, Ido.”’ :

¢ Then take an old man’s advice,”. said Wally, “ and

’
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plump for Dudley of the Third.  Straight tip: honour
bright !’ :

And he vanished before the words had sunk home. But
almost as soon as the door was shut again there was com-
motion in the room. Arthur Augustus sprang to his feet
quite angrily.

“ I pwotest!” he said indignantly. ¢ If Dudley is picked
I wefuse to have my name connected with the game !

* Ring off, Gus, old man, for a minute:”’

“I wefuse to wing off. Dudley is a wotten cad. Only
thwee nights ago he took my youngah bwother into a
beastly—he got my youngah bwothah into sewious twouble.
Dudley is a wank wottah, and—and I wefuse to have any-
thing to do with a team which includes him as'a membah !*’

And Arthur Auglstus sat down again.

All the others in that room had seen D’Arcy upset many
times before that occasion, but never quite so earnestly.

Most of them knew, by now, that there was some link
connecting Wally with Dudley, the waster of the Third, and
it was obvious to all that Arthur Augustus was worried
over the matter. Tom Merry rose to his feet.

“ Don’t get into a stew, Gus,” he said. I sha'n’t worry
Dudley to fill the place at half. T’ll play anyone before him.”

And nodding round the room, he sauntered out into the
passage.

ot e N

CHAPTER 15.
The Waster of the Third.
« SAY, you chaps, Kildare isn’t coming, after all !’ sang

H out Tom Merry. “ He’s going to work, or some-

thing.”

“ Hard luck !’

*“ Lefevre’s just coming down.”’

The clock high up in the St. Jim's steeple was striking
the hour of seven, and nearly a dozen of Tom Merry’s fifteen
were assembled before the gymnasium doorway, clothed in
running shorts and light sweaters.

The moon was shining faintly through the frosty atmo-
sphere, and the roads were hard and dry, an ideal night for
a run. But the same hardress of the roads was not greeted
with enthsiasm.

“Blessed if I can see what makes you think it'll thaw
just to oblige,” grumbled Jack Blake. ‘It locks to me as
if the frost were-going to last to about Easter.”

** Not it, kid. Youwll see, we shall play the Wanderers
all right. Feel fit, Wynn?”’

*“A little faint; but, then, I've had nothing to eat since
tea, not counting a little snack of a few sandwiches just now
and some apples with Figgins. Are we going to stop any-
where for refreshment?”’

*“ My only hat, no!”

“Ah!” murmured Fatty Wynn. And he reflectively
tapped his sweater, which was bulging suspiciously at one
side.

At that moment Lefevre hurried up, and then the word
was given, and the run commenced. The last of the bunch
was hardly out of the grounds when two figures crept from
the gymnasium. They were also in running things, and be-
side them trotted Pongo, the mongrel.

“ Give ’em time to get well away,” whispered Wally’s
voice. *‘ We mustn’t be seen, Dud.”

** Blessed if T can see any sense in the wheeze at all.”

“ Of course there’s sense in it. You are going to play
half with Monteith to-morrow, aren't you?”’

* Not if Merry doesn’t want me.” -

* But he does want you, kid. Tom Merry isn’t a bad sort
for an old fegey, and he wants the best men in the college
for hig giddy fifteen. He may think he doesn’t, but he does;
and you’ve admitted you are a Rugger man.”

Dudley nodded.

* Anyway,” he said quietly, “ I'm not going to ask for a
place in the fifteen. You can make up your mind to that,
Wally.”

* Of course you are not going to ask. I'm going to tackle
Gussy after this run and give him a jolly good wiggin’.
He’ll see who ought to play half all right. I should think
we might start now.” =

Dudley growled a little, but he followed the younger lad’s
lead, and started off down the road at a good, swinging trot.
Wally knew the direction taken by the others, but was cou-
fent to follow without overtaking them.

“ P’r’aps we'll finish up with a sprint with them,” he
thought. ~ * I’ll think that over.”’

Two or three miles were covered almost in silence, then
presently Wally turned off from the main read.

* They’re bound to have taken the short cut, Dud,” he
said, “and we may as well do the same. I don’t want to
make you stiff.”

* Where are vou going?”

NEXT
THURSDAY:

.“THE GEM?” LIBRARY.

"“THE SON OF A SAILOR.”

One Peany, 2

-

*“ Past the old farm—cut across the grounds, you kuow,
Look out for the ditth!”’

Wally neatly jumped the wall, and made off towards the
deserted, half-ruined old farmhouse. Dudley followed. He
was still a long way from seeing the use of the run, for he
had made up his mind not to offer his services to Tom
Merry.

“ And I reckon Merry has made up his mind not to ask
me for ’em,” he thought, with a short laugh. “I don’t
Imow that I blame him, all things being considered.”

They were almost across the field by now, Wally some
dozen yards or so ahead, when suddenly Dudley was startled
by a yell.

*“ Look out! Oh!” .

And it seemed to the big Third-Former that his chum
had vanished into ‘the earth. Dudley sprang forward, his
face white. The sight of the black cutline of the drum of a
windlass on trestles standing out black against the moonlit
sky, sent a thrill of horror through him. The old well!
Wally had fallen into the well!

Scarcely realising that such could be the case, Dudley
flung himself down on his knees at the brink of the crumb-
ling well mouth, and shouted down into the evil-smelling

epths :

“ Wally! Wally!”

There was no answer except that Dudley’s own call came
vibrating back to him by echo. -

Dudley’s face went deathly. ¥e knew that the farmhouse
they had just passed had been untenanted for years, and
that, in consequence, the well was never used now. Perhaps
it had run dry, and in that case Wally would have been
killed. That seemed the likely conclusion, seeing that not
a single sound came from the dismal depths.

Thoughts of this nature only togk a moment or two to
flash through-the junior’s mind. Then he noticed the wind-
lass above the well again. From the drum of this hung a
rope, run out to its utmost limit. It looked old and rotten,
but Dudley did not think twice of that. It was the one
chance of rescuing Wally, provided there was still water in
the well, for it had occurred to him that his chum might
have injured his head against the side in falling, and was
now drowning in a five-foot circle of water!

Grasping the rope with his strong hands, Dudley began
to lower himself with desperate speed. Hand under hand he
descended, calling Wally’s name loudly. Suddenly Dudley

was forced to stop. In lowering his left hand over his right

he had discovered that there was no more rope, that he was
at the end, with his feet still dangling in mid-air

How far he was from the water, if there were water,
Dudley did not know. He tried to calculate by means of
the time it had taken him to descend, but that was useless.
IHe had no idea how deep the well was even.

“ Wally !”” he called again, the perspiration starting to his
forehead. ‘ Wally, old chap!”’

His own words rebounded from the well sides moncton-
ously, echoing again and again until they were lost in the
open air above. Dudley set his teeth hard, and let go the
rope.

He knew that there would be little chance of his gaining
it again, however close the bottom of the well might be,
and he had even thought of the remoteness of the chance of
a passer-by hearing shouts for help; nor was he certain that
his voluntary fall would not land him on the bottom of a
dry well with a broken limb or two. But Dudley had risen
to the occasion in a way not one fellow at St. Jim’s would
have believed it possible for him to do.

Down he fell=<le a stone, but it could have only been
for a few feet, for he felt himself plunge into icy water
almost immediately, and the pale moon above the mouth of
the well vanished from his sight.

“Phew!” choked the junior,
again. ‘“Phew!? =

He was almost frozen by his sudden immersion, but his
mind was clear enough. One singls overarm stroke carried
him to the opposite wall, another half-stroke and he was
off again at a different angle, then he felt his arm brush
against some half-floating object.

“Wally! Is that you, old man

1t was Wally: but the younger lad did not answer. With
a muttered exclamation of relief, Dudley held his chum’s
head high above the surface of the water.

His eyes were geiting more used to the gloom in the well
by ‘now, and as the misty moon happened to be directly
above them, he could distinguish Wally’s features. At first
he thought he was dead, so white was his face. Then he
saw that a stream of blood was trickling from the side of
his head. Dudley put his hand over the other’s heart, and
with a thrill of joy he could distinguish the rapid beating.

““ But I couldn’t have been much too soon,” he thought.
“A few seconds more and I dare say it would have bLeen
all over with him. My hat, I am glad, though!”’.

coming to the surface
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His relfef was 50 intense that it was some moments befors

5 began to think about their position, and even then it
was a melancholy how! which attracted his atfention.

“ Pongo! Hallo, Pongo! It’s all right, boy! Humph!
Is it, though?”

Dudley looked up, still supporting Wally’s head above the
surface, and treading water. He could see Pongo looking
down at them, and he could see the rope, dangling not more
than six feet above his head. But how to reach that rope?
1t seemed a simple proposition in a way, and yet Dudley
could not puzzle out how it was to be done. By raising him-
seif in the water and stretching out his arm he could reduce
the six feet of space to something not much over three; but
how to reduce that three?

He swam to the side, feeling with his running-shoes for
any projection which might serve as a foothold, but the
well side was overgrown with moss, and as slippery as rocks
at low tide. Dudley began to get desperate. Presently it
dawned upon him that they would never get out of the
well without outside help, that he would be able to keep
himself and Wally above water until he became numbed
with the cold, and then they would sink, and perhaps not
be found for months afterwards.

The minutes slipped by slowly and terribly. Wally came
round, and when Dudley had given him a brief account of
what had happened, desperately cudgelled his brains for
some means of escape.

“ But there must be some way out, Dud,” he said, gritting
his teeth. ¢ Look, the rope is only just above us!”

“Yes; and if you can reach it, you’re smavter than T,
- that’s all. T've tried all I know.”

““Try to hoist me up a bit. No; that’s no good. My hat,

Dud, this is awful!” : i

The other nodded, and for some moments there was silence.
Dudley broke it.» : g

“ Anyway, I'm glad Pongo didn’t topple in with you,”
he said. “ Do you know, I thought at first that the little
beggar was going to jump down to us——"

** Like you jumped down to me. I reckon that was a silly
Yrick, old man. What was the good of both of us getting
into the mess?”

¢ What ought I have done, then?”’

“ Stayed up above. What was the good—""
~ Dudley laughed, and there was silence again. They
watched the light clouds—signs of the longed-for thaw, Wally
thought—soud past the moon; then the cold affected them to
suoh an extent that their thoughts came slowly, and in con-
fused condition. =
~ How Jlong they remained in that semi-conscious stats,
_Taechanically keeping themselves above the wa ter, they never
knew; but 1t scemed to Wally that the end of it all wast’t
Qar off, when a series of echoing, excited barks startled him
dnto wakefulness.

« “Pongo! Dudley, old Pongo has come back !**

* What good can he do—"°

Bat Dudley stopped speaking.

: The little mongrel both
fellows were so attached to was jumping about at the weil-

mouth, in the last stage of excitement, occasionally running .

away, only to come back again in a moment's time. Then
the two juniors in the well heard the pleasantest sound they
had ever heard in their lives—Tom Merry’s cheery voice,

- But, hang it all, Fatty, something is the mafter!”

A rat in the well, per;’xa. 12

Instantly Wally yelled one of his deafening yells:

. “Merry, quick! We're down the well! Hoorav!
ap, Dud! Hurray!” :

And Dudley caught him by the arm again because he
1hought he was going to faint.

The rest was easy, with Tomn Merry directing affairs from
above, for the hero of the Shell did not waste much time.

“ Unfasten that rope from the windlass, Figgins; they
can’t reach it. Rip off your belts and sweaters, and tie 'em
together. That’s the style. Can vou stick it another minute,
Wally?” :

“ Another half-hour now you fellows have come,”
back a somewhat exhausted voice.
were here?”

‘ Pongo brought us. We met him a mile or mors along
the road, and he's bitten. Wynn, Figgins, and Digby for
trying to capture him and take him back to the coll. We
thought he had escaped, and got lost, you know. Yes, tie
the belts on to the rope, old man! Is it strong enough?”’

“ Yes, but will it reach?’ asked Figgins.
touch the rope now, Wally?”

“Another inch! My hat, yes!

ud !’

“ Yes; after you,” said Dudley quietly. ¢
the water longer than I have. Don’t bo an ass!

And up \V:ﬁly went. A few moments afterwards Dudley
was also hauled up from the well.

Tom Merry and the others listened to Wally's explanation

Chieer

camse
“ How did you know we

Hooray! Up you go,

“ou’ve been in
1
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as they walked hurriedly back towards the college, but thsy

id not say much. They glanced at Dudley in turn once or
twice; but the waster of the Third took no notice of them.

e was playing with the dog Pongo most of the way back.

““And he actually let himself fail into the well when he
knew there was mo chance of getting out, Wally?” said Tom
1\}’Ierry, in a low voice. “ You mean to tell me Dudley did
that?”’

““ He did, Merry; and he saved my life, if ever one fellow
saved another’s in this world!” :

Tom Merry did not-reply. He was puzzling over many
things, and one of the many things was that it has to be a
very bad fellow indeed who hasn’t some good in him.
By the time they gained the college grounds the hero of the
Bhell had turned the idea round a litfle.

“ It has to be a jolly good fellow who hasn’t a little bad
in him, more likely,” he mused. ' 1 should have thought a
bit before dropping in the well like that myself.”

Aud Figgins, Blake, and the others were thinking much
the same.

——

CHAPTER 16,
Tom Merry’s XV.
o \ 7 BEALLY,” soliloquised Arthur Augustus, aboui five

W minutes before Tom Merry and the others gained

the college gates with Wally and Dudley—
“weally, I must say I considah it .wathal wotten that I
should be left in suspense about young Wally! If Kildare
has weported him to the Head, I wathah think I ought to
have been told.”

Arthur Augustus rose to Lis feet, and hegan pacing Study
No. 6. As a matter of fact, he had not joined Blake and
his chums on their run because he was worried about his
brother.

“Yaas, wathah! I considah Kildare ought {o have told
me what he has done—I do, weally, bai Jove !”’

An idea had struck Arthur Augustus, a very simple idea,
which somehow had not struck him before.
_““Yes, bai Jove!” he exclaimed aloud.
mountain won’t come to Mohammed——
wequest Kildare to explain?”’ :

There seemed no logical reason why he should not, and
when once Arthur Augustus made up his mind, there was
no unmaking it again. =

“T'll wun and intahview him at once, bai Jove !’

And run he did. A cheery invitation to come in answered hix
knock at the captain’s door, and Arthur Augustus entered,
te find Kildare at work at the table.

*“ Ah, D’Arcy!” he said pleasantly. ‘‘ As a matter of fact,
I was coming to see you this evening, only I understood yoit
%nad j’oin-ed in this run. Yes, of course, I know why you are
1ere. " :

" About my young bwothah. I considah——"

“Yes,” said Kildare musingly. “ Well, I am not going to
i'ak@gnnyur her notice of the affair, D’Arcy.”

“Bai Jiad

“ The reason I have is this. You know I had your brother
into this room the morning after the visit? = I eent for
Dudley, too. Dudley came; but before that Wally had
refused to give me any details whatever of the wretched
affair. But with the arrival of Dudley on the scene a change
took place. Dudley wished to explain, but your brother
wouldn’t let him.”

blank

“Weally?’  exclaimed Arthur
amazement,

** Yes, really! And Dudley said it was all his fauli.”

‘Bai Jove!” =

“ And then something that I hoped for, and half expected.
happened. It was a second visit from Dudley. Dudley came
voluntarily to this room two hours after the first interview,
and explained that it was he who took your brother intec the
public-house.”

I knew that, deah boy.”

* Yes, so did I. But I didn’t know that the reason for the
visit was connected with an attempt to turn over a new leaf.
It seems that Dudley had been in the habit of making bets
with a certain unknown rascal who frequented that public-
house, 8nd that this same rascal used to send him tips.
Dudley went into the publie-house to leave a message for the
man telling him he was done with betting, and that no more
tips or lelters were to be sent to him, or they would be
hatided _over to me. That was the reason of his visit,

Arcy.”

Arthur Augustus screwed his monocle into his eye, and
{ried to grasp matters.

* And you are not goin’ to weport the mattah?”

“No! I'm going to give Dudley the chance he has proved
he is willing to try to take.”

“ Bai Jove, yaas! I considah, for a wastah, that Dudley
has behaved wathah decently, In fact—""

“If the beastiy
Why shouldn’t I

Auvgustus, in
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But at that moment the study door was fung violently
cpen, Tom Merry and about a dozén other juniors bursting
into the room.

Of course, everyone tried to speak at once, all pushing tho.

grinning Wally and the somewhat embarrassed Dudley into
the centre of the room, and so it was some time before
Kildare understood what had happened at the well.  When
at last he had induced Tom Merry. to explain, without Blake
and Figgins chipping in, he turned to Dudley carelessly.

“ That’s the style!” he said. And he never spoke to the
Third-Former again on the matter. ;

But Arthur Augustus did not quite follow his lead. He
rcse to the oceasion in quite another direction.

*“ Dudley,” he exclaimed, ““ I should considah-it a honouah
it you would let m® shake youah hand, deah boy! I must
admit that I have always considahed you a wotten wastah,
but ,Z’[ now look Wpon you as a wattlin’ bwick. I considah

*Q“ 5 .

“Yes,” said Kildare; “only do you mind all taking
D’Arcy outside while he considers? Thanks!”

Dudley was, of course, lauded to the skies, the utmost
glpights being gained when Tom Merry suddenly turned to
him.

; ‘1"']7’4’901{ here, old man, will you play for me toc-morrow at
nali?

“I'd like to play, if you want me.”

“Good! That only leaves the full-back position open.
Gussy, you'll have to turn out, after all, I'm afraid.”

“ Well, under the cires., and seein’ that the invite to the
party hasn’t awwived, I wathah think I will.”

“ Good again! TI’ll shove you somewhere in the pack,
’whclz{rrjz’ you can’t do much harm, and put one of the eight
hack.” - .

“Tom Mewwy,” said Arthur Augustus witheringly, ““if I
play, I play at back. I always considah that is my place,
deah boy.”

© Oh, very well, then—for the first half, anyway. =~ I'd
rather have a team of rabbits than one of Internationals
who weren’t sportsmen, any day of the weck.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” agreed Arthur Augustus.
count on me, deah boy!”

“ Right-ho, then! All we want now is a gentle thaw,
and I believe it’s coming.”

And come the thaw did, for when the fellows awoke the
following morning the sun was shining quite brilliantly, and
the wind had veered round to the west. The excitement was
intense, reaching a tremendous height when at last Tom
Merry took his men on the field.

The Wanderers were already out, punting about, and look-
ing what they were, a neatly-built * fiftcen” of sportsmen.
The Wanderers’ secretary held the whistle, and he brought
the players into their respeetive places punctually on time.

“Well kicked, sir!” :

The ball had been sent well down the ground, within a
few yards of touch, and Fatty Wynn and his fellow-forwards
were following up in the approved style.  Howeyer, the
Wanderers' left-wing three-quarter got in his kick all right,
and he made a great effort to find touch. Right over Tom
Merry’s head the ball sailed. and he spun round to find
that Arthur Augustus had fielded like a Winfield.

“ Kick—kick, old man!”

*“Yaas, wathah!”’

And Arthur Augustus found touch almost at the other
end of the ground. A beautiful kick. :

" My hat!” muttered Tom Merry, following his forwards
up for the line-out.

One of the Wanderers had taken the ball from the throw-
in neatly, and was coming up the wing like the wind. His
partner ‘was following up not five yards away. But Blake
knew the game. He went for the man with the ball, collar-
ng him low, and bringing him down with a thud.

Almost as he fell the Wanderer parted with the ball, and
parted well.  But there was something wrong from his
point of view, for Tom Merry had flashed past, intercepting
the pass just at the right moment.

Down the field he went, feinting and dodging smartly.
Then, when he had drawn his men, he threw the ball to
Figgins. The long legs of the New House junior carried
St. Jim’s still further into their opponents’ territory before
he was collared.  The resulting scrum was exciting, the
spectators shouting themselves hoarse from the touch-line.

“Have it out, Saints, at the left—have it out!”

And with a tremendous shove, Fatty Wynn added the
‘ast straw in gaining just those few inches of ground
which enabled Lefevre to heel into Monteith’s hands.

The opposing half was rournd the scrum in a flash. But
Monteith was too quick for him. Straight for Dudley he
thiew the ball, and, with a beautiful waist-high pass, the
Third-Former set Jack Blake going. -

Running “straight,” Blake made a beeline for the goal-

’

“You can

NEXT
THURSDAY’

“ THE SON OF A SAILOR."

: : g
" One Penny, 23

posts, . dashing full into a three-quarter’s arms before he
passed the ball to Tom Merry, and the next th ;
spectators saw was the hero'of the Shell lying on the
over the line, and the score was 3 points to nil.

Kildare took the kick, but it was a difficult one with a
greasy bail, and it just failed to add the major points. But
that did not matter in the least. St. Jim’s had drawu first
blood.” That was the main thing. :

After the punt out the next thing of note to happen wag
a clean breakaway on the part of the Wanderers lefs wing.
Clean through the three-quarters they dashed, passing
beautifully, and, with only Arthur Augustus to beat, it
seemed a thousand to one the scores would be equal. But,
as Blake had said, there was no telling with the swell of
the School House. 5

Straight for his man he went, veered off at the exact
moment his opponent passed, and coolly rolled himself and
the recipient of the pass into touch. -

“Sowwy, deah boy,” he said.
there was nothin’ else to do.”

“Ripping, Gus!” panted Tom Merry. ‘“My hat, if you
hadkle,t me stand you out of this, I'd have jumped on your
neck !’

** Weally, deah boy——""

‘“Look out!” :

But Arthur- Augustus was looking out all right. He
defended his lines during the next few minutes—perhaps
the warmest few minutes of the game from his point of view
—like a Trojan.

The game wore on—a splendid, clean, British Rugger
game. Just after half-time the Wanderers got over, and
so levelled the scoring—their kick also having failed. The
pace became evyen faster. -

But the defence was always too good for the attack with
the greasy ball, some of the tackling being really of a
high-class order. Dudley, the waster of the Third, perhaps,
sparing himself less than any of them. But try as Tom
Merry’s fifteen would, they. could ‘ot add to their total, and
as time went on it looked as if the first Rughy game at
St. Jim’s would prove a draw. ;

““Buck up, deah boys!” kept repeating Arthur Augustus.
“On the ball! Well cleahed, sir!”

And he himself was kicking and tackling in brilliant
style. But tackling would not win the game for St. Jim’s,
and Arthur Augustus knew that. 3

“I wathah think a dwop at goal would be bettah,” he
mused. ‘“Nothing like a dwop at goal if it’s stwaight.”’

And the next time the ball came his way he did not kicl,
but rounded his man, and made for his opponents’ territory
like a three-quarter.

“Kick—Kick, sir!”

“Pass!” yelled Tom Metrry. ‘ Here you are!”’ :

I wath“edthink I'm going to dwop,” murmured Arthue
Augustus. And suddenly wheeling round, he dropped the
ball, and kicked.

‘Straight from the ground and his toe rose the ball, at
an angle which reduced the chance of a ‘“charge down” to
a mininum. Then there was a moment of breathless sus-
pense.  Would the ball sail between the posts? At fivst
Tom Merry thought it would not. Then a terrific cheer
went up, and the score was one try and a drop goal to one
try, and the game won and lost.

There is not much more to add except that, perhaps, the
excitement which followed that game was more intense
than anything of its kind experienced at St. Jim’s before.
But that was only to be expected. : ¢

*“ Splendid I’ gasped Tom Merry, as he led his meu from,
the field of play. “‘Jolly fine!”

“Yaas, wathah! What I call a wippin’ game !”

“I should just think it was ripping!”’ chipped in Blake,
as they all hurried for the bath-rooms. ¢ Ripping is only
a weak word for it!”

““Yes,” agreed Fatty Wynn. “ And you wouldn't believe
how hungry it has made me. There is nothing like Rughy
to give one an appetite. But that is all right, because Tom
Merry very wisely gave me a free hand in arranging a
feed for to-night, and I rather think you fellows will bhe a
bit surprised when you see the spread.” :

And surprised they were; though it was a pleasant
surprise, and one of the most enjoyable spreads ever given.
in the, Shell study passed off without a hitch. This havpy
state of affairs. Wally . D’Arcy accounted for by the. fact
that, though uninvited, he kindly consented to attend. and
politely insisted on taking the chair. .And. the first Rughy
match at St. Jim’s was ‘““replayed”’ over amnd over again.

THE END. e
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
. The Greyfriars School Cadet Corps, commanded by Captain
Sam Villiers, scout, are standing about in small groups, talk-
ing anxiously, when the clattering of hoofs is heard, and a
. young farmer from one of the homesteads on the cliffs comes
galloping in on a sweating horse, and reins up hastily.
#The furriners are on us!”

he cries. “There’s a whole fleet o' tugs an) barges an’ ships
o' war headin’ in for Frinton Gap, wi’ thousands o’ men
aboard! They’re Germans, an’ they’re goin’ to land!”

Captain Sam Villiers was at his side in a moment.

““How far off are they?”

¢ Four mile out when I left, and comin’ in fast. I've tried
to send messages at the telegraph-offices, but none can’t get

through. They tells me all the wires is cut. Let me go! 1
must push on!”
. . L o * . -

Nearly all the boys are killed or captured when the first
German column attack and capture the school.

However, Sam Villiers and his brother, Steve, manage to
escape and gain the British lines.

General Sir Sholto Nugent manages for a time to keep the
Germans in check.

At last Sir Sholto Nugent has enough men to fight a
decisive battle, and makes a glorious victory of it.  Bad
news, however, comes from the north. There the British have
suffered a terrible defeat. : :

The British army, entire, retreats on Harlow in order to fight

a d“gk‘\:ive battle—as the German forces have commenced their
ma  on London.

T. opposing artillery open fire at night ; and Sam and Steve
get ol together to capture a German gun-—holding a position on
the X der of Epping Forests

E . tting fire to the dry bracken and gorse, the two boy
scoul . rive the German gunners temporarily away. Limber-
ing u, the deserted gun they drive off at a mad pace.
Away they go—right through a Prussian infantry regiment,
the officers of which take it for ons of their guns,

(Now go on with the Story.)
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Lost—A German Gua.

“1 never thought we'd get through ’em!” cried Stephen
exultingly. “ 1 s’p'ose it'd never enter their heads that any
Britishers could be up here—with a German gun, too. Where
for mow, Sam?”’

“We've got to lie up till we know where wc're goin’,”’
replied Sam. “ We'll be safe in the old Hazel Bottom for
a spell.’

He turned down a dark, deserted road where there was
no sign of any soldiery, and taking the gun along at a walk,
he presently wheeled along a mossy ride, and pulled up in
a small dell fringed round with thick trees.’

“ We'll be out of the line of 'em here,” he said, descending
from the limber and tending the horses. ‘* You see, once
clear of the forest, we shall be in the thick of the Germans,
an’ it won't do to go blunderin’ ahead right into 'em.
We've shaken off the others, an’ it ain’t likely any of ’em
guessed we were anything but the gun’s proper erew. .Ii
they did, I'd back em not to find us now.”

“¢Tost, in Epping Forest, one twenty-pounder gun,””’
said Stephen, grinning, ‘* ‘marked with the Kaiser’s crest,
an’ answerin’ to the mame of Billy. Anyone bringin’ same
back to Commander Von Krantz will be rewarded.” He'd
better shove that in ‘ The Daily Mail’ to-morrow.”

“Ile may get her back without that,” said Sam, wiping
down the horses’ legs. ““We've got through the forest in
the dark all right,"but that’s child’s play to haulin’ her ncross
the open to the British lines. Won't do to back ourselves
too soon. Any oatmeal in those boxes on the gun? The
horses could do with a whack mixed with water.”

“o0surse not,” said Stephen; ‘“they don’t keep if. By
gum, here’s plenty of shells. though!” he added. “All
packed an’ wadded an’ all.”

“ No good tq us,” growled Sam; ““only dead weight. We
can’t use 'em. Beiter chuck "err out.”

“They look comfortable where they are,” returned
Stephen, shutting the box.  “I don’t sce any reason ta
monkey avith “em.” :

- By .
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¢ here, then, while T go an’ reconnoitre,”’ said Sam.
he disappeared down the entrance to the dell.

shen sat on the limber of the gun, and -made himself
e with the horses. It was lonely enough in the dell,
e decidedly preferred his own company to that of any
ans. ‘It seemed to him that Sam was away an inter-
> time, and he was beginning to wonder anxiously
ing had happened to him, when his brother returned
tly as he had gone. ¢

s a pretty tough job, but there’s one direction we shail
sv= a chance of gettin’ through,” he said. =~ Up with

o]

*What a dickens of a time you’ve been!” said Stephen.

‘I had to find a route. You can’t trundle a captured
aty-pounder an’~four horses about, as if you were takin’
! in a pony an’ trap,” said Sam, picking up the reins.
“ Well, it’s pretty. ncar daylight, I reckon.”

“ 15 can’'t be!” said Sam, startled.

** That’s what T make it,”* grunted Stephen, as he mounted
¢ near leader. “We've done a lot since we left,” an’ you
sre gone two hours an’ more.”’

“ We*ve got to push on sharp, then,” muttered Sam,
i the gun out of che dell; it’ll be up against us if
> don’t clear the lines before full daylight.”

H on found that Stephen’s warning was only too
cect, for as soon as the road was reached it was plain
at the stars overhead were growing pale, and the east was
ready grey. It was lighter outside the forest than in if,
curally; and Sam, after a cunning use of the byways and
s which he knew would lead him clear without passing
v German pickats, at last drew clear of the woed,
1d the cold twilight of dawn was showing up the
u U‘):idQ.

He had covered 2 good distance undewshelter of the forest,
== the British lines were now well away on his right front.
sa of the German troops that he could sce were mostly
hind him, save for one or two outlying battalions, and
w16 companies of German sappers, that lay almost directly
is path. These he meant to make a detour round, hoping
ngers would be sent to question the drivers
solitary gun. :

w for it he said. “ We've got to do the job at a
and-gallop, Steve; it's no use goin’ slow. If no
5r ambushed tréops are in the way, we may do it.”
ight, provided some interferin’, goggle-eyed German
7 officer don’t spot us with his glasses, an’ send a squad
© Uhlans in pursait,” said Stephen drily, starting the horses
| ter “That seams to me the likeliest game.”
nter grew to a gallop, and away went the gun along
1t, narrow lane bebween high hedges. Though it
ewhat oub of his way, Sam kept in it as long as he
nd, as there was barely room for the gun to travel
was a case of forward or nothing. The boys’ spirits
¢h as they reached the end of it without mishap.
With the first streak of dawn a heavy fire had opened from
rman front, and their batteries, all along the two-mile
poured a rapid shell-fire across at Lord Gethin’s

The Britich guns answered smartly, though they
h tclassed in both weight and numbers, and soon a

werful fire of musketry and machine-guns added itself to
“se din. As the brothers swept out of the lane with their
sd gun, the boom and crash of the firing kecame
ic.

The busier they are the better for us!” shouted Sam,

“ring his horses along up a rise of ground. ‘ Sit forward,
Save, an’ ease that beast of yours. We shall want every
of stayin’-power they’'ve got in ’em.”
ey reached the crest of the hill, and there they met
outlook that fairly made Sam pause and hesitate. The
were screaming overhead, there was a corps of
an Engineers away on the left, and a battalion of
antry, with two machine-guns, a quarter of a mile on
“e right, and directly ahead of them, not four hundred

rds away, was a company of Saxon riflemen, taking
~over and firing at the British regiments.

Right away beyond these, far ahead, and answering the
-erman fire, were the boys’ old friends, the Fusiliers, whom
“hey recognised even at that distance by the uniforms of
e officers standing up behind the men who lay in the

ing-line. “At that short range they were exposed to a

v heavy fire from the German guns and riflemen.

“ By gum, the Fusiliers are gettin’® it hot!” cried
~rephen. * Which way, Sam? Those Saxons in front are
ght in our route.” :
* There’s only one way—slap through ’em !” shouted Sam.

RS
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“8it tight, an’ ride like blazes! . They’ll get us, but it’s
better than bein’ captured an’ shot!”
- A thrill ran through every nerve in Stephen’s body as he
realised the desperate venture his brother was about to
dare. He saw no possible chance of getting through alive
if they ran into the very thick of the Saxons. But he saw,
too, that they had no choice. :

To right and to left the armed sappers and the Prussian
infantry barred their way in still greater numbers. A
little troop of Dragoons were cantering out on their flank.
Sam’s only course was to follow his nose and drive the
guns till horses and’ drivers were shot, and he did not
hesitate for a moment.

Once over the crest of the hill the gun thundered down the
slope in great bounds, and the horses galloped with their
bellies to the ground. There was little driving needed now,
and Sam held the reins in his left hand and drew his
revolver with his right. He determined grimly that it

~should cost the enemny a life or two before he lost his own.

Guiding the team, as well as he could, to pass just on the
rear of the Saxon riflemen, Sam crouched low on the limber,
and his brother bent forward in the saddle. A long shout
arose from the distant sappers, and Sam guessed they saw
what was wrong. The gun swooped down towards the
Saxons, who suddenly raised a hoarse, guttural cheer.

“Great guns!” thought Sam. ‘“The fools think we’re a
German gun, comin’ to support them !” :

It was less foolish than Sam supposed, for the driver and
rider were hardly visible in the dust; nor did any German
dream that a gun coming up from their own side could be
in British hands. But as the piece dashed .up they saw
khaki jackets, ‘and a cry of warning arose. The front rank
sprang up from their places at the word of command, and
the rifles were levelled.

At the same moment Sam swung his team sharply across,
and instead of passing clear of the company, as_his former
course would have taken him, he dashed straight at them.

Stephen feit himself nearly hurled trom his horse’s back
as it struck the first man of the rank, and like anavalanche
the gun and team crashed into thes company. So sudden
was the swerve that the gun was into them before a rifie
could be fired with any effect; and amid a spatter of blind
shots, and an uproar of oaths and shrieks from the Saxons,
the twenty-pounder hurled itself through them like a loco-
motive charging through a flock of sheep. One wild,
thunderigg rush and it had crashed through their sheltered
ranks ’J‘ﬁopcd over the rise of a grassy knoll just beyond,
and was gone.

¢ Crouch low !
a moment !”

“ By gum, we've done ’em!” yelled Stephen. * Ah!” he
shouted, as four horsemen came shooting out across their:
path. ““Look out! The cavalry!”

The swiftest of the troop of Dragoons, seeing what was
wrong, had spurred ahead, and were bearing down on the
boys as fast as they could force their horses. One cut
across too close in front, and was hurled down and driven’
over by the gun; another overtaxed his horse and fell
back; but the third—a huge man on a magnificent dappled
grey—galloped alongside and drew abreast the limber. On
him depended the saving or loss of the guns. i

Sam heard the drumming of the hoofs and the horse’s
laboured breath. He saw the big Prussian shoot up abreast
him, and the man whipped his long sabre well back over
his left sheulder for the blow.

Sam’s revolver cracked in the nick of time, and the
Dragoon pitched headlong out of his saddle. At the same
moment came disaster, for a stray bullet drilled the off-lead
gun-horse through the body, and down he went, head-over-
heels, like a shot rabbit. 5 .

“The leader’s down !”” yelled Sterhen, digging his knees
in and hanging on with all his might.

There was no need of the warning, for Sam was all but
jerked off the limber. The dead horse rolled ahead and
sideways, and in a moment was right abreast the off-wheel.
Then came a fearful lurch, and a tug that seemed to
wrench the gun apart.

“ Now we’re done!” was the thought that shot through
Sam’s brain as he saw the horse go down.

But nothing gave way except the coupling, and with one
mighty jerk the gun and its team broke away from the
dead off-leader, yanking it into the air for a moment, and
then dashed off, with only three horses, at a speed that
seemed more breakneck than ever. AR

“ Ave they after us still?”’ shouted Sam, jamming his
boots still more firmly against the bar.

He dared not any longer take his eyes from the team even
for one glance back.

“ Five of the Dragoons are!” called Stephen, catching
a glimpse of them over his shoulder as he rode. “I don’t
think they can catch us, though; they ride too heavy.” <

“It’s the bullets we have to fear,” said Sam grimly.

’

shouted Sam. “ We shall get a volley in
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"lWe’ll ve in full view of the Saxons before we clear the
slope.”

Another little hill lay in front, and as the gun charged up
this, just before it reached the top, it was in full view of
the Saxon company through which the boys had passed.

nly for a few brief seconds were they exposed to the
rifle-fire, but the rattle of musketry behind, and the storm
of bullets around'and overhead, was terrific. Sam’s jacket
collar was ripped clean off on one side by a bullet that did
not even touch his flesh; another shot raked his forearm,
making it bleed freely, and paralysing the limb for the
time, so that he had to change his driving-hand. The
bullets that tore up the ground and smacked on the iron
of the gun were gountless, but the big piece of artillery
itself was something of a shield for the boys, who crouched
as low as they could. Sam’s chief fear was that another
horse would go down, and if it did he knew no power could
save thoem and the gun.

Some wiseacre or another, in times of peace, has calcu-
lated that nearly a ton of lead is fired in war for every man
that is killed. However that may be, the two brothers came
through the ten seconds of exposure to the Saxons’ fire
nearly unscathed. One moment they were in the midst of
the whistling hail of lead, and the next they were over the
crest of the hill and thundering down the slope on the other
side, screened from the baffled Saxons by the rise of
ground.

¥ Great Cesar! They've bolted!” gasped Stephen, the
wind screaming past his ears as his horse flew onwards. :

“The gun’s running on ’em; they can’t hold her!” cried
Sam, giving the team a loose rein.

The three 'horses had no power to hold the gun back, and
ag it thundered down the long, steep slope they could only
just keep ahead of it by galloping as they had never
galloped before.

One slip, one stumble, meant broken necks for the team
and both riders.

*“As well one death as another!” muttered Sam grimly.
“I'd sogner my gun killed me than be shot against a wall
by Germans. Gum, but this is glorious!”

he wild speed and the mad excitement of that rush
down the hillside roused the blood of both the brothers to
fever-heat.

The pace of it left the pursuing Dragoons behind; but
once more the bullets began to fly, as distant troops saw
the gun in its mad career, for it was plain that the whole
German force on that side knew now that a gun had been
‘captured from their very midst, and was escaping towards
the British lines.
 _Half a dozen staff-officers in various parts were swearin
violently and shouting orders, as they watched the far-o
gxece of artillery through their glasses, and a couple of

eld-guns began rapidly pumping light shells after the
fugitives, bursting high avng wide before and behind.

“ Bang away, you beauties!” shouted Sam. *You'll
deserve the Kaiser’'s medal if you hit us, goin’ at this
pace. Glory! There’s the Fusiliers not six hundred vards
ahead ! If only these horses can keep it up—"’

““Look out!” cried Stephen, as a mounted corps on their
left came tearing after them. ¢ Uhlans!”

There was no mistaking the light horsemen, with their

“] am Homeless Hector.”
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swift mounts and long lances. They were gaining slowly
but surely, and the ‘gun-horses were failing at every stride.

“ Will they cut us off, after all 7’ muttered Sam, tighten-
ing his reins and calling on his horses for a last effort. *If
something don’t save us, they’ll be up before we get there.
Well, we’ve come off best with Uhlans before, an’ now we
want some help. By gum, we’ve got it, too!”

Out of the corner of his eye he saw two of the German
Lancers go down headlong, and their horses galloped rider-
less away, with stirrup-irons clashing and flying.

“ The Fusiliers are dustin’ ’em !”” shouted Stephen. ¢ TI’li
bet old Devine’s spotted us through his glasses!”

A sharp, rattling fire broke from the trenches away ahead,
where the Fusiliers and two other British regiments lay.

They had evidently seen the runaway gun was in the
hands of their own side, and the oncoming Uhlans were met
with a brisk fire.

Spurred by the need of recapturing the gun, the German
Lancers came on much closer to the British lines than they
would otherwise have dared.

They were not yet in a line with the gun, so that the
British fire was directed at them without risk of hitting
the boys.

It became a breathlessly close race, for if the Uhlans over-
took the tired gun-horses in time, their Lancers would make
short work of the boys.

On they came, now barely fifty yards from their quarry,
and Sam set his teeth, for the rifle-fire could hardly stop
all the troop in time.
~ The end scemed to be at hand, when suddenly a British
quick-firer, a long way off to the right, opened upon the
Uhlans with a vicious stammer.

Rat-tat-tat-tat—boom !

The deadly little one-pounder shells burst full among the
pursuing Lancers. It was an easy, end-on shot for the
machine-gun, and the Germans were devastated by the
sudden hail of shells.

A dozen men and horses were mown down in less than
thirty seconds, and the eight or ten remaining scattered
wide, as they ought to have done at first.

They made one last effort to reach the gun, but the pace
took them within a withering fire, and the last remaining
four wheeled and galloped off with all their might.

A rousing British cheer rang all along the line of the
trenches as the captured gun thundered up to them, the
tt\n'p,f:gakbclad youngsters, hatless and panting, stecering
It 11, - -

Sam saluted the officer of the first company, dashed round
the end trench, and wheeled his exhausted team round to

" a standstill, with the gun swung muzzle-on towards the

enemy.

Stephen slid from the back of the near leader, and Sam
dropped off the limber, fecling dazed and giddy.

It was not for some moments that he realised the whole
line was suffering a heavy crossfire from the German
position, and Devine, the adjutant, unusually excited, dashed
up to him ’

“ Well done, young Greyfriars! By the holy poker, that
beats anything I've seen in the whole campaign!” he cried.
¢ Where the dickens did you steal that pistol-on-wheels from ?
Here, nip into the trenches, or you’ll be shot down !’

‘“Hi! Gunners forward, here!” shouted Colonel Cray.
“ Where are those three gunners? Let them sece if they can
do anything with that piece !”

Three men in the uniform of the R.T.A., who had bcen
thrown out from a dismounted battery, came running out
of the trenches.

“TIs sho disabled?
the boys.

“Plenty in the side-boxes
Stephen dizzily. “I saw ’em. 3

“ Bring those boys to me !’ called Colonel Gray.

And the two brothers quickly found themselves in the
shelter of the trenches, before the Fusiliers’ coloncl, who
questioned them rapidly.

Leaving out the details of the chase, Sam told him how
they had saved the gun from the forest fire and brought i:

away.

¢ Splendidly done! A firstclass piece of work!”
exclaimed Colonel Gray. “‘If the gunners can use her it
may save us yet!” he added, under his breath. ‘ You boys
never fail to bring us luck. Gowith Devine, and get what
rest you can under the trenches. Youw're nearly dropping
my lads,” he continued aloud. “Don’t fear I'll forget the
service you've done us!” 1

Sam and Stephen took their places at the end of the firing-
line, and Devine, who was watching his men’s shooting, saw
how exhausted the boys were, and gave them some of his
emergeney rations, and made them swallow a little brandy.
which set them up again.

“I wonder they don’t put a price on the heads of you
youngsters,” said the adjutant, “ for the worry you give-’em.

Any shells with her?” they cried to

all neatly packed,” said

)
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X gun brought right through their own lines, by Jovel

i1 be sneaking a troop of Uhlans next!”
What a dickens of a Ere they’re pourin’ into us!”’ said
hen, listening to the continuous scream of the bullets
he drumming of the lead round the trenches. ¢ How’s
== big fight goin’, Devine? How are we gettin’ it?”’
‘ Hades—absolute blue Hades|” said Devine grimly. “I
it's worse along the other end, where Gethin is; but
retty bad here, and this is the fag-end of it. The
15 have combined their forces, an’ their numbers are
y swampin’ us.”’
“Is it as bad as that ?”’ said Stephen uneasily.
_ “Bad enough.. We're just the out-liers here, an’ those
Trussian regiments an’ batteries in front had got us fairly
ked; but it’s just possible that gun of yours may save
¢ little lot. Never saw the old man look so relieved as
d when you brought it up. Look, they’re making an
cement for it!”
‘ough the deadly cross-fire that the Germans were pour-
n, a detachment of the Fusiliers were slaving with
haste to protect the captured gun.
of earth were piled in front, and a proper emplace-
made, and though the men were dropping like flies
the withering fire, they worked as swiftly and coolly
they were at the Agricultural Hall. It is at such times
ese that the British soldier shows the stuff he is made

e ¢

en, as the three Artillerymen took charge, the gun was
ly loaded and laid. A “thrill of pride passed through
and Stephen as they saw their captured weapon make
rst shot at the enemy. .

It was a fine piece of artillery, a very mammoth to the

ol
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“ile company-guns that were all the Fusiliers had, and its
<+ shell whirred across the valley with deadly accuracy,
! burst full amongst the trenches from which the German
re came. ;
1e gun was loaded, and fired again and again, and with
< glasses the Artillery subaltern in charge of the gun saw
> havoc he was making.

‘By Jove, those two kids ought to be made dukes for
cingin’ us this!” he said. “ We're knockin’ spots off ’em!
fire’s slackening !”’ e
“Vour looted pop-gun is makin’ the enemy very sick,
:1 Devine to the boys. *The cross-fire’s stopped. We're
-ly gettin’ it from the left now, an’ we’re punishin’ that

T believe we can hold ’em off, for they don’t know

-+ weak we are here. If they knew—"

What then?”” said Stephen. z <

Why, they’d come down in full force, an’ simply wipe us
2! If every man of us could fire six rifles. at once, we'd
-ve no chance against ’em. It'd mean fightin’ till the last
n dropped, ‘an’ they’d turn Gethin’s flank. He can’t help

But they’re not likely to—" -

“YWhat are all those battalions movin’ out towards us,

-0 7 said Stephen, pointing straight ahead to a moving
s that suddenly appeared on the hillside. ‘‘They’re
Jin’ out of the trenches. An’ there’s a squadron of cavalry
= beyond ‘em.”’ : § .
Davine pub the glasses to his eyes, and whistled. A grim
i hardened round his mouth.

They’re goin’ to do it, after all!” he muttered. ' Well,
=1 v ‘em how a British regiment can die. It’s all

—_— i

The Hour of Shame.
i< they watched those grim, swiftly-moving battalions
g down upon them, Sam and Stephen realised, with
g hearts, that the adjutant’s words were only too
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Both of them had now played too long at the deadly game
of war to believe that it was impossible for the British-
colours to be lowered by foreigners. They knew well enough
that their little force on the right flank had no. chance of
beating off such a horde. They saw that they were swamped
by odds and, unless help came, they could do no more than -
die hard at their posts.

“They’ve got us, but they’ll pay dearly for it before we're
wiped out !”” said Stephen, between his teeth. “Give me a
rifle—I’ll account for one or two before they reach us!”’

There was no lack of weapons, for only too many were
scattered around, without' living hands to hold them.
Stephen quickly took a Lee-Enfield and a bag of cartridges
from a fallen Fusilier, and settled himself at the edge of
the trench. As quickly as he could load and fire, he dropped
man after man of the oncoming Germans at long range, his
teeth set hard, and his eye glinting along the black barrel,
buat his hand and nerve were as steady as if practising at
the Greyfriars’ butts.

Sam looked to his revolver, and watched grimly. Musketry
was not in his line. He saw the fronts of the advancing
legions crumple and thin out as they met the British fire,
but they filled and came on as steadily and swiftly. It was
like a huge, iron-disciplined machine moving, and they were
too numerous to be driven back by the rifles of the small
British force.

How the main battle was going round the shoulder of the
hill he could not guess. The din made by the Fusiliers’
rifles as the men poured in their heaviest fire, shut out all
more distant sounds, except the booming of the heavy guns
on the heights.

“1f Gethin’s drivin® the Germans back—which ain’t very
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likely—he may be able to send us help,” said Sam. “Ha
must see what a hole we're in!”

““ He’s most probably got his own hands full I” said Devine
grimly. ‘Those beggars will be into us in a minute, an’
then there’ll be Hades. We're punishin’ ’em on the way—
that’s one thing! By Jove, how your young brother shoots !
He’s got that tall chap that’s runnin’ with the Prussian
corps—their major, most likely.”

Behind them the captured gun was being served with
wonderful rapidity by the two remaining artillerymen, for
one of them had been shot. During the first part of the
enemy’s advance, it sent shell after shell into them with
deadly effect, one shot cutting down a full half-company
of Saxons, and laying them low, while two others made
terrible havoc among the Grenadiers. :

The loss the Germans were sustaining was tremendous,
but such loss is always expected in a frontal attack. They
had men enough to annihilate the British before them, and
they meant to do it. They spread out into more open order
as the gun punished them, after which the shells had less
effect, and they came on remorselessly. In another minute
the mass of men would have rolled down upon the Fusiliers’
position, when Devine uttered a cry of delight.

“The galloping M’aximsl” he exclaimed. “By Jove,

they’re just in time !’
~ Round the shoulder of the hill, flying along over the
broken ground as lightly as bicycles, came eight objects that,
at first glance, looked like small butchers’ carts. They were
the galloping machine-guns—light Maxims, with a single
horse and rider apiece, and a cheer broke from the men as
they came into view.

The distant German guns turned a rapid fire on to them,
and one was bowled over and done for in full career, but
the pace was so hot that the rest dashed up in the twinkling
of an eye, swung round, and the horses were scarcely
unhitched beforé the little guns opened their fierce, stammex-
ing fire upon the charging Germans. The front of three
Prussian corps crumpled like paper under the hail of lead.
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By glory, it’s the other way round now !” cried Sam—
“Not it! Too late to stop ’em !"” said Devine. **But it
gives us our chance. They’ll be so thinned that the odds’ll
be less when they reach us—an’ look! The Saxons are wiped
up !’
“They can’t go back now, any of ’em!” cried Stephen,
cramming fresh cartridges into the magazine of his rifle.
‘““They’ve got to keep on. Hurrah for the little spitfires
‘behind us ! Come on, you swabs—we're ready for you!”

The difference the Maxims made was enormous. Four
of them concentrated their fire on the two flanking regiments,
and so terrible was the punishment that both were nearly
shot into rags as they crossed the open ground in front of
the trenches, while a corps of Saxons fairly broke and
scattered in all directions.

Had the German commander expected the arrival of the
Maxim battery, he would never have ordered the charge.
Now he had no choice. He must go forward and storm the
position or be annihilated. But, even yet, great as their
losses had been, the Germans outnumbered the British when
the hand-to-hand struggle came.

‘“ Fix bayonets!” :

The order rang all down the line. There was one last
devastating hail of bullets from the Maxims, and then the
fire ceased. With guttural cries and loud shouts of  IToch !”’
the Prussians hurled themselves upon the trenches.

The two forces came together in a blind, stabbing,
thrusting melee. Bayonets and butt and sword were clashing
together, and the thick coughs of those who went down
with the steel through their vitals mingled with the harsh
cries of the Germans. The Fusiliers met them in grim
silence.

At the end where the boys were the tumult was terrific.
Devine's revolver cracked rapidly, and the men smote and
slew as the heavy Prussians rughed at them. A Fusilier
sergeant went down just in front of Stephen, his head nearly
severed from his body by the sword of a huge Prussian
officer, who then aimed a deadly downward blow at the

oy. :

Stephen, who had no bayonet, swiftly raised his rifle with
both hands to guard his head, and so powerful was the big
Prussian’s stroke that the sword shore through wood and
barrel between the boy’s hands, and Stephen staggered and
fell as the blade came home upon his shoulder.

Stephen felt the sting of the sharp steel in his flesh, a
loud explosion close to his ear deafened him as he fell, and
the big Prussian sprawled helplessly on top of the boy with

. a bullet through his forehead. Dazed and giddy, Stephen
.lay for some seconds crushed under the weight of the heavy
body, while the fight raged and stormed around him.

Making a frantic effort, he freed himself from the dead
bulk pressing him down, and tried to raise himself to his
knees. He saw the wave of dark-coated Prussians breaking
and rolling back from the trenches, like an ocean roller

. that has dashed itself against a beach.- He heard the hoarse,
wild British cheer, and as the scattered ranks of the foe fell

evine, watching, with his glasses to his eyes, the columns
~on the hill beyond. ¢ Th

- we're only a little hole-an’corner in the big fight. We've

‘the wall of the trench. “The next thing he saw was his
brother’s anxious:face bending over him.

‘“Steve! Where are you hurt, old boy? CGood heavens,
he’s done for! Here, Devine, quick ! :

A little silver flask was put to the cadet’s lips, and, as
the spirit revived him, he scrambled painfully to his feet
and leaned against the trench wall, despite his brother’s
orders to keep still.

“I'm all right—nothing to make a fuss about!’ he
panted.

And as he glanced down at himself he did not wonder
at Sam’s alarm, for his khaki jacket looked as if it had
been dragged through a shambles, and the cloth was sliced
through at the shoulder.

It ain’t my blood, Sam. The big Prussian there fell on
top of me,” he said. “He was such a weight, he crushed
the wind out of me. That’s why I couldn’t sit up. Some-
body shot him just after he cut at me!”

I got him with my revolver,” said Devine.
Wouncﬁed, youngster. Look here !”’

“Only a bit of a cut, not a finger’s depth,” said Stephen,
opening his jacket. ‘“The force of the blow was spent on my
rifle, an’ the sword only fell on me. Gum, I'd like to have
the fellow’s strength! He shored right through the barrel
an’ fore-end as if he were cuttin’ a turnip. You saved my
life, Devine; he’d have got me next whack. How the
beggars run !”

““There go the Maxims !" exclaimed Sam. 3

And Stephen forgot the mauling he had had in the
exhilaration of seeing the enemy in full flight.

Two more battalions had been sent down by the Germans
to support the charge; but, seeing the utter rout of their
comrades, they were forced to fall back also, and now the
whole German force on that side was dashing back for cover
as fast as it could, while the Maxims and the captured gun
hammered them with tremendous effect. The losses of the
Fusiliers had been heavy, but they were nothing to those of
the flying foe, and the battle-ground was heaped with dead.

“By James, we're turning their whole flank !’ cried |

“ But you're

J

ey staked everything on thas
charge, an’ now they’re weakened that gun of yours is
footing ‘em right out of it!”

Cheer upon cheer rose from the battle-stained little forca
in the trenches as the enemy were seen hurriedly leaving
their position and drawing in towards the main force, whila
the Maxims raked the nearer lines, and the captured gun,
with its last remaining shells, hurled its fire into the re-
treating companies beyond. Devine was right. The flank
had been turned, and the outlying German battalions on
that side were fairly beaten off and driven back.

“Then we’ve won the day!” cried Stephen, wild with
excitement. “ We’ve licked ’em! The victory's to us!”-

‘“To us, yes, on this side,” said Devine, smiling; “ but

done our little best, an’, thanks to the Maxims, we've come
out on top. But—-"

that the Fusiliers had held
their own. The charge was
.broken, and the Prussians

back and fled across the
“IN THE RANKS.”
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to the left.
Over the shoulder of
.the hill, a quarter of =

, the breastwork the enemy
turned and fled for their
lives, and a bare fourth

_of those who had rushed

mile away, came troop
after troop of scattered
rogiments, - and the boys
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