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A Splendid, Long
Complete
Sehool Tale -

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

B T o

CHAPTER 1% ¥ Nob much gaood refusing,”’ said IHerries, You geo,

% Railton’s House-mastor, and he's got old-fushioned notions
Arthur Augustus Remonstrates. about having his own way, without consulbing the juniars,'

i S”‘.}E‘,I't“'“h!?"' to stand it1"” “ Pway don't attempt (o be funnay, Hewwies, We pet
e e 5 : : enough of that: fworm  Lowthah, 1 shall wefuze to stand
: £ Pway don L argue about the mattah, Blake. 1 anvthin' of the sort.” .
.uh‘u‘ I}\\-(-.m.(:‘lln stand it ! “Then you'd better go and tell Mr. Raillon 0,!' grinned
But—— lij;;i»_\’.

1t i3 quite useless to talk about it, Dig. T wepeat that

: * Vewy well,”!
I shall wefusq to stand it Vewy wc

“ Here, hold on!" exclaimed Jagl: Blake, in alarm, ‘as tha |

1
i IE“"“_ ; R 2 : awell of 8t, Jim’s turned towards the door, with the evidont w’
Pway don't pursue the topie, Hewwies, deah boy, For intention of going divect to the Houseomaster's study, ** Dan®y |
the last time, I shall uttahly wefuse to stand it.” Be an ase, Yl'lltl Temar ) I‘
And Arthur Augustus I'Arcy, the swell of {he Hchool “ 1 wofuse to be called an ags, Blake. T am goin' to My, {
House at St Jim's, jammed his monocle into his eye, andl Wailton's study ="’ {
serewed up his brow into an expression of determination “1 tell you——""
worthy of Ajax when engaged in defying the lichtning. ST wogard it as my duty to-wemonstwabe, There is un |
“But it can't be helped, as6,"” said Jack Blake, ** Wa old maxim about welistin® tho beginnin’s, If we atand this, ‘
don't like it any more than you do. Tt's rough on ugs=-—"' we may have othah things to stand. I am net goin’ 1o
" .

1 wepard it as uttahly wuoff, and I wefuse—— talea it ivin' down, at any wate."

1

ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TONA_!VMERRY NEXT THURSDAY, |
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“You follows had better come with me,” said Arthur
Aungustus,
tact and judgment is wequired for that gort of thing.
you can back me up, you know.”

“1 feal more like knocking you down al pregent——"

“ Waeally, Blalke——"

M You can’f go to Railton. He would sling you out, or
give you n hundred lines for your check. Now, don’t be an
uss, Gussy, if you can help it,”’

ST wepeat that I am not goin’ to stand it, and there is
no wesource but fo wemonstwate with Mr. Wailton. Youw
can come or not, as you pwefer, deah boys.*

“And  Arthur j\uguul.u.‘s D'Arey marched out of Study
No. 6, very much on his dignity.

Blake & Co, looked at one another helplessly,

‘I guppoge it'a no good arguing with him,”
Herrigs, " I'l} mean a hundred lines.”
** Borve him right ' gfowled Dighy.

nsso§——"" ; ¥

“ Clomo on!” sald Blake.  ** We'll follow him, anyway.”

The chumsg of the Fowrth left the study after D’Arcy.
Arthur Anguetus was poing down the corridor with long
strides;  Ile was in deadly carnest.,  Tom Merry, of the
Shell, called to him on the staivs, but he did not even hear,
He mavched on towards the study of Mr. Railton, the Houge-
master of the School Houge.

S Hallo 1" exclaimed Tom Merry, sta¥ing at Blake as he
camo.by, ‘“ Anything wrong with Gussy?” .

Blake grinned. 7 i

“¥Yeq, he's going to lecture Railton, and we're going to
,bring the pieces away when Railton has done with him.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!? 5

Blake, Dighy, and Herries hurried on.  Arthur Augustus
vachod the door of the House-master's study, and raised
nd to tap. :
op . it, you ﬂhriekin{; agg!” said Blake, in a shrill

I e, ;

* You ¢an leave the talkin’® to me, as a fellow of
But.

grunted

“Of all the obstinate

hiur Aupustus opened the door and marehed in,
% Railton, the Houscomaster, was itting at his table,

ol botween fourteen and fifteen was standing on the
up, and the House-master had heen speaking to him
the tap came at the door, e was u slim—aor, rather,
oy, with a thin face and prominent eheck bones,
dark keen coyes, and curly hair. o was & stranger to- St.°
Jim's, wnd this was evidently his fitkt interview with the
School Houge-master, but there was no lack of selfipossession
in his manner. 4 :

Arthur Augustus D’Avey, however, was too preoccupied
to notice the presence of the stranger.

Ho walked up to the House-master’s table, and M.
Ruailton viewed the signs of excitement in his face with some
astonishment.

‘“ What is it, D’Arcy? You are interrupting mo,”

“1 am extwemely sowwy, sir, to intewwupt you,”

“Well, state your business, pfo;!.-'s{-."

‘T bhave taken the liberty, gir, of comin' to eee you, to
wimonatwates==-"" X

et

Yo wemonatwalte, siv,’’ said D'Arey firmly,  “1 have just
heavd from Blake, gir, that there is a new fellow comin’
into the Fourth Form at 8t. Jim’s——"

“That is correct.’ S

“ And he is put into the School House——"

A I;Euitn 80"
‘* And Bluke informg me—1I could searcely ewedit my ears,
pir—=that ho is to be shoved into Study No, 6, sir!”

* Txactly.? !

“ May I point out to you, sir, that a new boy has alweady
beeh put into No, 6 this term? Wae are four there alweady,
ancl l.lhe quartahs are vowy cwowded with four. Young
Ballantyne micde five, und it was too many.”

* Really, D'Avoy——

“ Yaus, wathah, sir. Now, young Ballantyne has gone,
gir, ahd it's all wight again. Now here comes a new

~ boundah—-—"!

CD'Arey ! - ; ; 4

‘¢ And he ig to be put into No. 6, I appeal to you, sir, as
o sportsman.  Oughtn't some of the other studies to be given
o turn first?"”

ST Aroy 1 S

“1 am quite aware, eir, that No. 6 is the largest study in
ihe Fau’rtlln, but there are four chm]m in it alweady, and
Hewwies 18 a big one. The new fellow could be put into
Mallish’a study, ~ Mellish is_wathah a wottah, but there’s
woom in his atudy, Weally, Mr. Wailton, I am quite aware
“that this shovin’ of an outsidah into our study 1s an ovah-
gight.  But I appeal to you g have it ect wight.”

“THE FEUD OF THE FOURTH.”

“D'Arey, you will take——"" .

“*Yaus, sir!”

“You will take a hundred lines——"

** Bai Jove " ;

“ Ior impertinence,” said Mr. Railton aternly,
you ray another word I will double it!”

* Bai Jove !

' Two bhundred lines !’
“ Now you may go.”

 Yaas, air, but-—s-''

Mr. Railton glanced at the door.
Dighy were lookers-on at the seene. My, Railton signed to
Blake to come in,  Blake entered gingerly cnough. A
ipmor going into the House-master's room felt n great deal |
ke Damiel must have felt going into the lions’ den.

** Blake, I have alveady informed you that u new boy in |
the Fourth Form would share No, 6 Study with you——"

* Yos, sir,” said Blake meckly. ’

*“Thig iy the new boy. Clyne, this is Blake, the head hoy
in your study.’*

''he new boy looked at Blake coolly enough.

There was none of the shyness of the average new boy
about him, and theére was something in hig extreme self-
confidence that ivvitated Blake. ;

“ Will you take Clyne to Study No. 6," said Mr. Railton,
without looking at the crestfallen 1’Arcy, ** and show him
about the Houee, Blake. I have told him that you will look
after him at first,””

“ Yes, sir!” murmured Blake.

** You may go, boys, Go with Blake, Clyne. He will show
you your quarters, and tell you anything you wizh to know.’*

* Thank you, sir!”’ said Master Clyne x

The juniors left the Haouse.master's Arthur
Angustus D'Arey lingered behind.

“You'may go, D’Arcy,” said Mr. Railton very istinctly.

“ Yaag, sir] DButee=

' GO !‘!

“¥Yans, but——""

“ One word more, siv, and ¥ ghall cane you."”

“Yans, wathah! A

“Hold out your hand!” thundered Mr. Railton, rising {o
his fest, W, ey 7

* Woally, sir——"* &

But the Houge-master looked #o dangerous that Avthur
Aungustus thought that he had better hold ont his hand, Ie
received o severe cut that made him wish he had reflected a
little more before coming to remonstrate with Mr Railton.

But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's nose was very high in the
air as he followed his chums down the passage. i

CHAPTER 2,
: What is the Secret?
. H'M getting fed up with thie sort of thing,” prowled

“and if

said the Houee-master eternly. |

Blake, Herries, and

study.

But——

Jack Blake, looking round for sympathy. ** Blessed if
/ they don’t seem to tuko me for n blessed dry nurso in
this school. 'This is the eccond helpless duffer

I've had

dropped on' my hands this term.’” i
“Tt's rough,” snid Herries. ** But tha worst of it is that
he's coming into the study. I don't see how we can stand

“ Ii's hawd chieese,” gaid Dighy,

They made these remarks with the charming eandour of
schoolboys, regardless of the new, boy, who stood listoning
to them.

But Master Albert Clyne did not seem at all discomposed. |

Ho only grinned, aned np[lleamd to be amused by the situn-"
tion more than anything else. Iis grin wus very irritating
to the deeply-injured chums of the Fourth. They had hacl
Study No. 6 to themselves for go long that they had comol
to look upon the place as their own private property. A«
Blake, who had been to America, remarked in American
phraeoclogy, it was rough having one's claim - jumped in
this way. i

“ It wouldn't be so bad,” went on Blake, much incensad,
“if it were a decent chap coming into the study, ingtead of
a grinning monkey with o faco like a kite,”* *

' Just s01” agreed Dighy. ‘' 8till, if he grina at ue, we’ll
jolly soon change his face for him."” ;

‘ Better bump him to start with, just to teach him
manners,” remarked Herries, :

** Yans, wathah!? said D’Arcy, comin u{a. “TI havé
just weeeived a vewy sovere blow fwom Wailton, and it ia
all thwough this new benst!
capah to bump the wottah!”

Tha new hoy retreated a pace.

“Ifold on]’” he exclaimed. “Pax, my sons! You ara
not going to bump me. As for your old study, I don’t want
to come into it.”

“You'va
immediately. i

By MAHRTIN CLIFFORD-

I ‘wegard it as the pwopah

been tfo school before!” exclaimed B]aké'_.:l-

A Tale of the Boys of 8t, Jim’s. |
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“You're trying to bother Railton becanse he is run down a
lazing cyes, Clyne shrugged his shou!ders;

The new boy nodded.

" ¥Yes, rather!”

*“And why did you leave your old school?”

A faint trace of red came into the new boy’s cheeks.

“I6 didn't suit me,” he answered, *and my guardian
took me away. That's why I've coms hera—''

“Well, you wont find this school euit you if you don't
mind your P's and Q's,” said Blake svarningly. * As head
of the Tfourth Form——-" | -

‘“Woally, Blake——""

' Shut up, Gussy! As head of the Fourth Form, I have
to look after you youngstars, 1 don't stand any cheek from
any member of the Form, If you're going to be in our
study you'll have to be quiet and civil—awfully civil—and
make yourself useful. You can cook, I suppase?”’

LY lf’llfl‘ say I could, if I liked.”

“And clean a cornet?’ asked Herries, with intevost,

** Poasibly,”

Y And look after white mice?’ asked Dighy.

* Shouldn't wonder,”

** And bwush a silk toppah?”

*Certainly I

“Well, perhaps we sha'n't mind your coming into the
study, then,” gnid Blake magnanimously. 1 can get on
with a chap who likes to be useful and obliging, We shall
geo! This iz Study No, 6. Come inl”

Thoy entered that fomous apartment,

A junior was sitting on the corner of the tabla swinging
his legs. He looked round and grinned as the chums eame
in,

But Jack Blake did not return his grin, e did not like

Mellish, of the Fourth. He stared al him with grim
inquiry,

NEXT
THURSDAY:

“You ought to be a deteetive ! he sneered.

“THE FEUD OF THE FOURTH.”

A I L TR : RS 2 g
nd you think vou ¢an 6ol him ! "’ sald Tom Merry, with |
; |

|

“What do you want here?”’ he demanded,

“Yans, wathah, Mellish deah boy. We bah bounduhs in
this study, you know."”

‘“Oh, rata!” said Mellish, “I hear you've gol a new
chap coming into this study—chap named Clyne—Albers
Clyne."

**¥Yaas, wathah!”

“1 wanted to see him,
nama, and-—"

*“ Wall, hara he is,” snid Dighy.

Clyne followed the chums into the study., He starvted az
he snw Mellish, and the colour enme into his chacks,

Mellish, the cad of the Fourth IForm, looked at him with
a slow emile,

*By Jove! Clyne!” ;

*Bo you know him?’ anid Blake, * Blossed if I see why
you ehouldn't have your old friend in your study, [f you
askod Railton, he would very likely give youn permission,”

' Yaas, wathah! And we would back you up, dosh boy.
We object to havin® this stwangah thwust in upon us, you
kknow, It ian’t only that the study isn't large enough for
five, but the pwesence of a stwangah distwacts me in my
new studieg——""

“*Blessed if 1 know what you're talking about!" gsaid
Clyne, who was looking very uneasy. “I've never maot that
chap bofore.”

Mallish lnughed unpleasantly,

“Haven't you? 1 ean recall the circumstances to your
memory, if you like, I had a cousin at Redelyffe when you
weare there.” -

Clyne turned scarlet, Mellish's shot seemed to atrike
home, and the ¢hums of the Fourth looked on in wonder.
It \\llﬂ’l'].ﬂﬂr that Mellish knew something about the new

I used fto know a chap of that

A Tale of the Boys of &t. Jim'=.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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** Bai J'nvo, there geems to be a mystory here!” waid

S Arthar Augustus D'Aray, looking from one to the other
»

through his G;Y-eg-lp.su. I weally considah——

HOh, it'e all right 1 said Mellish airily. “T know this
chap, that's all. L had a cousin at his old school, and when I
visited my cousin ona dujy, 1 happened to find out that——""

0h, shi, up I" said € {rm.

All right! T say, I'll have o stroll round with you if
ngclllk«b,””szud Mellish, “T'll show you round St. Jim’s"
100

i

‘And the two left the study togathor.

. Blake & Co. looked at one another in pmagzement.

“Bui Jove, deah boys, I hardly know what to make of
that, you know!”’ remaiked Arthur Augustus, ‘" There
Ae8my to be some gecreb betwoon Melligh and that now kid,”

" Bomething that won't bear the daylight, T axpoct,’’
grunted Blake, Clyne looked nervous when ‘he waw
Mellish.  8till, it’s no business of ours,”

‘' No, wathah not, but——"

“Tf we can manage to shift off the new chap into
Mellish’s study it will bo all O.K.1" eaid Blake, ' We'll
Ury, at any rate,” 1

Y Yuas, wathah!  The pwesence of a slwangoh distwaots
me in the pwactice of my singin’'—"

“ Your which?

YT have alweady told you, Blake, that I have discovahod
that I have a voice—m-""

*You've told me #o,” safd Blake, in a tone which implied

that he had strong doubts on the subject, all the amme,

“ Weally, Blake, T do not want any wibald wemarks on
the subject. My Aunt Adelina told ‘me once that I sang
lika o bird,” '

“What kind of a bird—n raven or o erow !

“I uttahly wefuge to be compared with a waven or n
owow I'' said 1’Aray, with dignity. ** You fellows have no
taste.  You ought to have weecognised the fact long ago
that I have a wemarkable tenah—" - :

A tenner!” exclaimed Blake, “My hat!  Come to
m){ armal  We'll have an outing to-morrow afferncon, with
a lunch-baslket—-"" :

" Ham-and-tongue and rabbit-pies,” said Dighy.

“And sausage-rolls, said Herrvics,

" Weally, deah boys—"

" You told us jyou woere. expecting a fivey from your
provernor,” suid Blake; *'buf o tenner is rippiag! = When
did pou get ity - ‘ gy e

1 weluse to heliove that you are weally undah a mis-
umlws']e}mnamn, Blake, 1 am woferrin’ to o {eneh voice,”
S Oh :

1 have o wemnrkably sweel and eleah tenah, deah hoys,
and 1 have decided to sing at the opewah whon 1 gwow up.
Meanwhile, I am goin’ to twain.”

" You're not going to train in this-stady,” said IHMarries.

" Why, yen abjected to my bulldog here becausa you said
he was noisy.”’
. Weally, Hewwies, I twust that you do nok mean to
ingbitute & compawison between my tenah voice and the
gwowl of your wotten bulldnui-. I wegard it as a duty to
cultivate my gift, It is difficult (o pwactise without o
musical instwument——'"

“Oh, if you mean you'd lile ma to accompany you on my
cornel, I don't know that I should mind.” ;

“1 don’t mean anythin' of the kind, Hewwies, I ehall
twy to obtain My, Wailton’s permish to use his piano, and
in the meantimo I have purchnsed a tunin’-fork.”

* What on earth are you going to do with o tuning fork
demanded Blake, : :

D'Arcy smilod the smile of superior knowladge.

“That will enable me wlways to sing in tune, deah hay.
Flwinstdnce, I am taking up Waltah's song in the first act
of the * Moistorsinger’ as a start—"

“My hat! Why don't you try something like ‘Bill
Builey* ¢!

“1 should uttahly wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort! T
should wefuss even to considah the suggestion!” said
D'Arey frigidly. “1 like Wagner’s musie, and I considah
Waltah's songs quite up to my ahilitieg—r"

“Ye-a-e8, bul are your abilitics up to the songai”!

“As I have a wemarkable tenah voice, T wathah think
0, donh boy. Now, I have a tinin'-forl that gives tho A.
W'n]luh’e gong is in D, ec T have only to go up the scale

fwom A to D to geb into the wight key. Seof”
“Yas, it's as clear as mud ! i
“Then ns the _50'11; commences on the medinnt—the third
note of the seale,” explained D’Arey patronisingly, **1I
have only to wun up [wom D to F, und there’s the note to
start on,. Saef” ;
“Oh, yes. What a good wheeze 1"’ said Blake patiently.
“* Now, I'll- show. you." I’’Arcy jerked a tuning-f“k out

]
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- boy which the latter was fir from willing should beconia :

of his waisteoat-pocket, and struck it on the nearest articla,
and the fork gave forth a deap-toned A. *“That's A, Now
I am goinq to sing——"

' Mercy |

Disregarding that appeal, the swell of 8t. Jim's remorsa-
lessly proceeded :

“ Now, wegardin' that A and the “doh ' of the tonie sel.fa
fcale, T have only to wun up to ‘fa’ and I've got the I,
That’s the key! Sea?”

thil heJ,i,cvo I'va got an appointment in Tom Merry's
study—— 3

L f‘wuv wait a minute, deah boy——""

But Blake was gone.

" Now, you see, I'm in D,” gald D’Arey to Herries ani
Dighy. **That’s my key. Now, for my first note I want
the medinnt—that's F. " T just wun up fwom D to e
Where are you goin’, Hewwios?” »

*“1 mm going to run, too.”
“ Pway hold on o moment. I am expluinin’. Now, I've
got I"——" . And Arthur Augustus sang I, . Fe had the

note correctly onough, but as for the guality of the voice,
that was o matter of individual taste. It pleased D'Arcy,
anyway,

“There you are, deah boys! There's my note. Now 1
will ging the song in the cowwect ley, just to show you——
Pway don’t wun away, Hewwieg)”

But' ** Hewwies ?” had ** wun away.”

*“ Aftar all, Dig, you are n much more musical chap than
those silly asses,” said D’Arey, placing himself between
the unfortunate Digby and the.door, “ Now listen, and
you will-gea that T am in the cowweot Ley,”

And Arthur Augustus sang:

" tAm stillen Herd, in Winterzeit,
Wann Burg und Hoff mir eingeschnelb—-’

“ Pway don’t buzz off, Dig. I will sing it in English, if
yon pwefer it,

“ ! By silent hearth, in winter-time,
hen town and hall in snow were hid—""

Arthur Augustus consed singing all of a gudden. Dighy
had made a rush to escape, and Arthur Augustus received
u ¢harge fthat bowled him quite over, e’ sat down on the
carpet, and his tuning-fork flow into the grate. It strick
the fender, and sont forth a musical A unheaded.

Arthur  Augustus  loeked  round  him  rather  dazedly,
Dighy was gone, and the musical junior had the study to
himsalf. He roro to his feet and brushed the dust from his
trousors,

* Bai Jove!” he murmured. “It's vewy hard on a chap
to have to live among o lot of feahfully unmusical duffuhe.
But I weally thinl T had bettah cultivate my voice as n
mattah of duty., I dare say Cawuso had to contend with
diffieulties when he was my age, and he sings now quite
as well ag I do.”

And, comforted by the reflection, the amateur tenor
picked up hia tuning-fork and vesumed practice.

Py .

CHAPTER 3.

A Lender in Evil.
ALLY D'ARCY, the younger brother -of the one
W and only Augustus, came nlon(i the l"ourthl Form
passage - whistling  shrilly. Waolly was in  his
usual state—untidy hair and soiled collar and inky fingers.
The conbtrast between Wally and his major was always
painful, Once or twice D’Arey minor had attempted to
reform, and had been eeen, for the spuco of two or three
Livurs, in.a clean collar. But then there was certain to be

# buckaliding.

Wally’s ghrill whistle rang through the passage, and »

roup of juniors standing at tlie corner turned angrily to
ﬁmk at him, They wero of the. Fourth Form and the
Bhell, and the cheek of a Third-Former, in sauntering
along the passage with his hands in his pockets, and whist-
ling like o locomotive, naturally raised their ire.

“Shut up!” yelled out Gore, of the Shell,

Wally fu.ncad at him, cocked one eye mockingly, and
~whistled.

If Gore had psked him eivilly, Wally might have left
off--posaibly—but anything in the shape of bullyingalways,
ng D' Arcy minor expressed it, put his hack up. -

The group of juniors glared at him. They were Gore's
set—Sharp and Mellish, of the Fourth, and Crofton, and
the now boy, Albert Clyne. Clyne, though his first meating
with. Mellish had not been exactly friendly, seemed to have
chummed up with him and his friends very quickly. It

" A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim's.
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was only his second day at 8f. Jim’s, and he was already
admitted to the full honours of a member of Gore & Co.

Clyne, in-fact, had made his mark already in the lower
Forms.

According to his own account, he had been, what he
called o " coughdrop " at his old school, and had carried on
pretty much as he liked there,

He would tell thrilling yarns ol masters japed and pre-
fects defied, prefacing them with, * When 1 was at my old
school, you know,"”

The 8t. Jim’as juniors helieved as much as thoy choso of

his narratives. But if half of them were true, it was clear
that Clyne was an accomplished young blackguard for his
age.
“ What good there might be in the boy it was not easy to
soo, He had no scruples about lying, and he was addicted
to all the petty vices of the worst class of fags, such as
amoking in secret, washing only the parts of his person
that met the public eye, and playing ilil—nnlurml tricks, of
which ‘ho usually contrived that the blame should fall upon
innocent parties.

Ilis influence was wholly bad on others. But thorough-
ness is a quality that always appeals to boys, and Clyne
was, such o thorough young rascal that he was cerfain
to have an admiring following. Mellish and Gore wore
the two worst boys in the School Ilouse, probably; but
they seemed only bunglers in the arts in which the new
lltly was n ]JIJ[N!I”‘. -

Clyne looked at Wally now, and then at his companions.

“When I was ab my old school,” he remarked, ' we
didn’t ‘stand cheelk from a fag in the Third Form."

“Oh, didn’t you?" growled Gore, feeling that hiz dignity
ng a Shell fellow was assniled, * Well, i;dﬂn’t either.”

“We should have rocked him,” said Clyne.

“What do you mean by rocked him ?" asked Gore, eager
to learn something new in the noble art of bullying.
# That's now here,”

“Collar the young cad, and I'll show you!"

“ Right-ho I’ :

Wally was surrounded in a moment. Gore and Mellish
collarod him. Wally was only in the Third, but he was a
mgilist of dreaded skill among the Infants, and he had a
lathnndm that was known and feared. Clyne had the
pleasure of making ifts acquaintance now, Wally's left
entohing him on the point of the chin and sending him with
n crash against the wall. e bumped on the wall with
what o noveliat would deseribe as a sickening thud, "and
slitl down to a sitting posture, looking somewhat dazed,

Wally. struggled furiously as the others grasped him,
but he had no chancé against the odds.

He was pinioned by Gore and Mellish and Crofton, and
Clyne staggered to hia feet, with a face like a demon,

*Iold him!" he panted. * Hold the young cad!”

“ We've gob him 1"

. “Now we'll rock him fo sleep !
his wrists to his ankles |”

“ Hua, ha, ha!”

“Hold on!" muttered Sharp. “ You ean’t work that in
the open passage. You'll have a prefect down on you
when he begins to yelp, Bring him walong into the box-
room "

“ Good |

Wally was dragged along the passage, his bools scraping
on the linolenm. He was too proud to call for help, and he
was not given much time, The lower Form bullies Had him
in the box-room in-a few seconds, and the door was shut.

“ Now, then,” said Clyne, his n‘\'éauglmming. “Tie him

Sit him down, and tie

up ! IHis necktie and hanky will do.
“ Look here " hegan Vally.
“Shut up!"

‘T won't shut up!
onds !

“(rive us o licking all round, won't you?” sneered Gore,
as he proceeded to cnrry out Clyne's instructions.

The new boy lent him aid. "He was evidently an old
hand at the game, . Wally was foreed into a cramped
sitbing posture, and his arms were crossed, his right wrist
being secured to his left anlle, and his left wrist to his
right ankle, A more helpless and uncomfortable position
could hardly be imagined. ITe set his teeth grimly to
endure it. He knew ‘that he was ““in for it,”" but the hero
of the Third Form was not " soft.”” o was tough enough
to stand a great deal.

“(food I"" said Clyne. “ Now we'll rock him to sleep.”

“ What's the gume?’” said Gore.

“You stand round him and shove him over, and shove
him back, and keep it up as long as you like,” grinned
Clyne, ‘' Not your hands, duffer, your feet!'

“I see! Ha, ha, hal"

Rocking to HfCBp wag evidently a name applied in irony
to this peculiar form of amusement.

I'll make you sit up for this, you
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Wally was certainly rocked, but it was not to sleep.

The first push of Clyne's foot sent him over helplessly
hackwards, and his head bumped on the floor with a crack
that made him see stars.

The gasp he gave brought a yell of laughler from the
bullies. d

Clyna hooked his boot behind the fag’s neck and righted
him with a skilful twist. And so the game proceeded,

Every time Wally went over backwards, he knocked the
back of his head, and so he soon learned lo remain up:
right, as far as his confinement allowed him.

Then the real fun commencod,

Every shove of a hoot sent him reeling, and then another
shove would send him back, so that he was “ rocked ” in
every possible direction, till every bone was aching, and
his senses were swimming.

It was bullying—the real thing, common enough in some
S!il){i() schools, though to this extent little kuown at 8t

im'’s,

Wally hardly knew whether ha was on his lhead or hie
heels. He had beon bullied before, by Gore and hig set,
by Knox the prefect, by Hefton the bully of the Now
House. He had been kicked and cuffed and pinched and
knickled.  But this was quite a pew experience fo him,
Ile had started with the detormination not to yell; but
after five minutes of the rocking process his determination
faded away. He yelled, not for niercy, but for help,

Clyne chuckled,

“Thought he’d soon start,” he remarked,  “This i
where you jam your hanky into his mouth.”

And Gore promptly did so.

Wally's yells were muffled now, and died away into
gaspa and equeaks. And all the time that dreadful rock
ing went moeroilessly on,

“My word!” said Sharp, at last, as he saw two big
tears roll down Wally's cheeks—cheoks that had not beon
so wolted since he came to 8t Jim’s, * ITe’s had enough.
Lot him off, now.”

Clyne sneered,

“If you're going to be a mollycoddle, Sharp——-"

* The junior flushed red,

“I'm not, You can go on if you like, After all, the
young cad deserves it. Give him some maore [

And Sharp, by way of showing that he was not a molly-
coddle, gave Wally an extran brutal shove with his hoot,
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‘euly a lesson.

gtopped  suddenly, The handdome, cheerful face of!
Sgell y

‘Goro flushed o dull red#

'“,'“1 the junior of the MThird erashed over backwards, and
his hand Lt'xmpocl on the fleor.

“That's enough I suid Gore uneasily. 5

“0h, all right!” said Clyne, with a grin. “ You ain't
thovough-going here, Wa used to,make ‘em squirm at my
old sohool, We'va kept it up with a fag like this for an
hour in the gym., you know, and then we used to make
om ‘sing * Rula Britannia’ at the finish. We'll make this
young cad sing.’

Hep jerked the orammed handkerchief from Wally's
mouth, b

you young whelp, are you gorry you . were

cheaky 7" i
"““No!” howled Wally.

“Oh!  Not had enough yet!

Will you sing ‘Rule

Britannint’ "’

#No; I won't 1"

“(tive him some more " Y 3
“ Ilare, hold on ! snid Sharp. .
“You shut up!™® said Mellish,
Rock him !
wad rocked, S
Ho yollod in good earnest, and, the handkerchief was
thrust back into his mouth, . ITis efforts ta epit it ouf, nnd
Nig gasps and squonks were greatly diverting to Gore &
Uo, They yellad with laughtur. as they prodded the un-

“Wo'ro tanci1ing- this
And Wall

torbunate “Third Former with their boots, and sent him

spinning to and fro, ¢ ) o s
Tha handle of the deor suddenly turned, and the ]nuqiiitet‘,
oin

Mm‘rf, of the

o

, looked into the room.
allo, what’s the row ' asked Tom Merry. .

Then, as his glance took in the scene, hig expression .

changed, o .
I1ia eyes blazed as he strode forward.
U CHAPTER! 4,
a Catehing It—Hot ! “

* Tom Merry: - Wally lay' on his gide dusty and
~ dishovelled, and gasping for breath,
painful silence in the box-room. . .
Tom Morry’s eyos seomod ts be on fite.
There wns not one of the bullies who did
comfortably from the anger and scorm-in his
“ You-you onds " sni

@(}RE and hib friends looked: at ene another and at

There was a

. lance.
Tor, in measured tenes. *“What

are you doing to Wally ¢ :

“ Mind ﬁmur own business " maid Gore,

““Who the dickens are you to interfere here 7'’ said Clyne,
who did not yelr know Tom Merry. *Clear out, can’t

you !”?

Tom Merry looked at him.

Then, without o word, he let oul his right, and Clyne
went heels-over-head into a corner of the room.

Tom Merry's flashing eyes challenged the bullics.

* Any more of you want some ¢’ he demanded.

There was no reply.

“ Bot Wally looge I'!

They did not move, Tom Merry's voice was imperious,
ST see you hanged first!"” he stommered. * 8et him
ldose yourself 1"

** Bot, him loowe 1"

Mallish benl, and untied Wally.

'The hero of the Third steggered to his feet,

He looked a sorry object. IHis clofhes were
dust, his gollar was loose at one end, his hair wildly towzled.
’" Thank you, Merry "' ho gunsped. ** I'm—I"m done up, or
I'd '‘muoke these beasts squirm mow! I'll make you sit up
yet, Gore, you coward !

The Lower Form bullies made a movement towards tho
door, Tom Morry promptly planted himself in their path.
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“Hold on,” he said quietly. * You're nof going yet."

“Whe's going to otop ust” demanded Gore fiercely.

g £4:0 08 L e

The words were quietly gpoken, but clenched” fiste and.
flushing eyes hacked them up. And there was no one there
who cared to attempt to rush Tom Merry. ; i

“You'll stay here till I've finished,'’" said Tom quietly,
“ You've been bullying young Wally. I'don’t care what
he's done, or whether he’s done anything at all.” You have
bean bullying him like & set of cowards and cads. This sort
of bullying has gone on in the Upper Forms, till Kildaro
stamped it out, gl‘\-u heard so, at }o.unt, but it was hefore b
came to Sf. Jim's, But it hasn't been. tried in the Lower
Forms, Whose idea was it?’

+ Oliy rate ! said Gore.  ** I'suppose you're not our father-
gonifessor, Tom. Merry? Mind your own business.’

“Whose idea waa it?"” ) ‘

“ Find out!”

“I'm going to. Whose idea was it?” ’

- Clyne staggered up, Iis nose was swollen, and his eyea
looked watery.
“Why don't you go for him?"
to one.”’ 4 ;

Tom Merry luughed scornfully, iR

He would not have feared to encounter the four of them
single-handed, Ho wag the fincet ¢thlete in the Lower
Forms at Bt, Jim’a, and Gore & Co, were all more or less of.
sluckers, TPom Merry would have given a very goud account

Y
he snarled,  “ You're four

of himself against the quartette, %
“Why don’t you?” snarled Melligh,
“Whosa idea waa it 1o bully young D'Arey like {hig?” -
repeatod Tom Merry, - ] Ao
“Wall, it was Clyne's, if you particularly wani to know,"”
ﬁ?id Cro’[tun. ‘1 don't see that it's any business of yours,
though.’ J g
e the business of any decént fellow to put down bully-
ing. s e
“If you're going to set up as w moral reformer——'
Gore, with n sneer, ; AT i
“T am going to put a stop to caddishness like this, T've
noticed that young rotter already "-<-with a glance towards
Clyne. ‘* He'a a cad who oughtn’t to be let into any decent
?('Jmnl.] Ha's put you up to. this, and he's going to smart
or it ; ]

paid

*“Yiook here——--""

“¥You can come infe the gym. with me, Clyne, and put
the gloves on, or he :

“iale a follow yousiown size,” said Clyne uneasily.

“Waell, T'm not much bigger than you are, and you've got
to take a licking, anyway. But it's all right on that "mmL
'l speak to Jack Blake, and he'll take it -on willingly
enough. You cun have a at-and»uim fighrt, or you can bo
rocked s you've been rocking Wally. Take your choice.”

“What business is it of yourst”

“ Never mind that. Take your choice,”

Clyne cust o hunted Jook at his friends.

They did not geem inelined to bucl him ap.

“Took here, I'm not going to fight,”’ he said, “*“T'm not
a boxing man. 1 wasonly putting the kid through it a bir.”
< Amirnow yvou're going to be put hhrml%h it yourself,”

“Oh, draw it mild "’ said Gore, feeling that he waa culled
upon to say something Gore, bully as he was, was nob
without o cortain amount of dogged courage. ‘‘You're not
going to rag Clyne, We're all together in this.”

“Then you can all talke the sume gruel,”’ said Tom Merry.
“ 111 eall Manners and Lowther, and the three of us will be
enongh to wipe up the floor with you five.”

“(Oh, come on!” exclaimed Gore. '“We've had enough
of this gas! Rush him I*

The juniors rushed forward. They.didn't like the task
much, Lm it was eafor to settle with Tom Merry before
Munners and Lowthor arrived on the acene.

Tom Merry faced them withont flinching, his fists i ¢ |

But before the combat could commence, a stern voice
rang out: :

“8top 1

Mer. Railton, the master of the School House, was looking
in at the open door of the box-room.

The House-master’s usually calm and good-natured face
waa dark with anger. i

Tom Merry swung round, his hands dropping to his sides.

Gore & Co. changed colour.

From the House-master’s look they could gee that he had
heen o spectator of the scene for some minutes, and that he
“knew alll that had been going on.

My, Railton advenced into the room.

“vyou have done quite right, Merry,” he eajd. ‘1 am
glad you interfered here. But the maiter is serions enough
to be taken into my hands. You hoys have deliberately
bullied a younger lad, and udopted one of the eruellest
forms of bullying in addition. You will follow me to my
study, You may go, Merry, and I’Arcy minor,”

A Taie of the Boys of St. Jim's.
. By MARTIN GLI_EF_Q;“J_.
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Tho House-master walked away, and the amateur bulliea
of the Behool House slowly and unwillingly followed him.

D'Arcy minor grinned.

1 rather think they’ll eateh something now,” ha ra-
marked. “Sorve thom jolly well right. I sy, that new kid
in the Fourth ia a rofter, isn’t he?

“ Yes,' said Tom Merry, with compressed lips.

They left+the box-room. The five delinquents ware going
down to the House-master’s study. Their faces wars
docidodly lugubrious, Mr, Railton entered the study, and

turned round to fix his eyos on the quintette as they
reluctantly followed him in, He zelected a thick, strong
Cune,

“1 need not enlarge upon the cowardies and the brutality
of bullying a younger boy, espeeinlly with o many of you
aftacking him at once,” he said. I think, upon reflection,
you will realizo that, I hope the punishment I am about to
mflict will help you to realisa 1t. Hold out your hand,
Gore,”

Gore received six scvero cuts, and left the study with hia
hands under his arms, squeezing them hard in o vain
attempt to assuago the pain.

Mellish, and Orofton, and Sharp had four each, and they
alzo geemed to be seeking to fold themselves up like pen-
knives as they loft the study in turn,

The new boy waa left to the last.

He was looking nervous and unsasy, bub there was a gleam
of impudence in nis oyes at the same time, which the Houge-
master was not alow to observe,

“T have loft you to the last, Clyne,” said Mr, Railton
quietly, “because I wish to speak fo you. You are a new
boy at this achool. You seem to have learned some customa
at your provious schoel which are not in accordance with
our traditions Ycu will understand that you are not to
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impart thiz valuable knowledge to your associates here. I
shall keep an eye on you, sir. As a warning, I am about
to inflict a punishment more severs than that awarded to
those you bave led into following your own evil example,”

I you please, sir—"

“Not a word! Take ofl your jucket!”

Clyne startod.

* My jacket, sir!"’

“Yea. You requiro a sovore losson, and you are aboul {o
recoive it, 1 intend that this punishunent shall be a wurning
to you.'

Clyne hesitated. The House-master repeated the order in
a voiee of thunder, and then the jacket came slowly off,

Then followad a punizshment which Clyne was not likely
to forget for some time.

Mr. Railton took him by the collar, and gave him a
caning across the back that made him writhe.

The customary cuts on the palm wers nothing to if.

Clyne wns hurt, and he filled the study with his yells.
IHis face was white, and his oyes glittering like a ral’s with
rage and pain when the Houso-master lmgimd him away,

¥ You may go!”

Clyne struggled into his jacket, and went. The look on
hia face was not pleasant to sco, Te gritted his feoth
envagely ns ho went slowly and painfully down the passage.

CHAPTER 5.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, Tenor.
% AAB, let mo like a soldier fall b
ir‘ '*No objection, as far ag I am concerned,”

" Pway do not intewwupt me, Blake.'
“1 thought you were speaking {o me,"
cently, " Was it Dighyt”

snid Blake inne:

A Tale of tho Boys of 8t. Jim's,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.



E MT've no objeetion to his falling like a soldier,” said
|| Dighy, * Blassed if 1 care whether he falls or not.”
[ “Weally, Dig., you are perfectly well aware than I was

nob addwessin® you.”

*Oh, was it me?"” grunted ITerries,
full like n goldier, if you're set on it.
cughion to fall on.”

“* Wenlly, Hewwicg—--""

The three chums had just entered Study No. 6, and they
found Arthur Augustus D'Arey standing in a pathetic
attitude on the rug, with o tuning-fork in his_hand.

Fe had just started on the song of Don Crsar in
“Muaritana,” and really, he was not singing so bedly; but
Bluke & Co. choso to tuke it all in a humorous spirit.

(o it,” said Blake. ** Where are you going to fall?
You've got full permisaion from everybody present.’

‘1t 18 vewy hurd for a chap to study singin' with a lot
of howwid unmusical boundahs awound him,” said Arthur
Augustus,  ** On gecond thoughts, I find that the song in the
' Meistersinger ' does not suif me go well as the Soldier Fall
fywom * Muwitanah,’ xo I have changed ovah, T weally think
I pet this tenah vewy nicely, Of course, Tt'e hard 1o sing
without an instwument——"

‘Y Oh, that scconnse—-'’
ki “If that is meant as o dispawagin' wemark coneernin’ my

|| voice, Blake, I hurl it b:wL in your heastly teeth. ¥ am
|| perfeetly vonvineed that T am a wippin’ tenah.  OF copree, |
| am not yet the equal of Cnwuse,” : ;

* Don't be too modest, Gussy. ~ You were getting an effect
then that Tamigno never got.” = !

*Yapa, wa.i‘-hnil! But 1 shall Wequire some more pwactica
before I am weally fit to go on the opewatic stage,” spid
[ D'Arey. “Just listeh to me while I show you how I =ing

Don Ceasah’s song. Yaus—ynas—yaass—— Bai Jove, L've
logt the note! The heastly thing’s in C. you know, and it
begins on the tonic—the fonic’s the first note of the scale,
you know,” D'Arey explained patronisingly. ““If T had a
tunin’-fork to give the ¢ it would be easiah, and I think
pewwaps I had bettal get one.”

“ (food. And vou can put off the practice till you get it.”

“Not at all, denh byy. This is an A fork, so 1 have only
to wun up-——:""

b s S G ;

“No, desh boy. € is sharp in the seale of A" said
o D' Arey, with the condescenson of supstior knowloclize

“And 1 find it vewy i i

intervala. I shall got the € by tweatin® this £~
* What; A2
“Mhe tunin’-fork A, duffah. T shall twent it as the “lah’
in the tonic sol-fa, and wun up to ‘deh,” and the ‘doh’
will bie the ¢ 1 want.'
‘ Ripping." : f
“You will ohserve,” aaid Arthur Augustus, with quite the
{ wir of o professor, ‘1 stwike the tunin’-fork. Thut gives
il f}——-l}lt’ﬂ\', lah, te, doh! That doh is'C, and the nate I want.

e’
ey ey £ T see. Good wheezo for beginners.’

i “ Well, I have only besn studyin' singin’ for thwee doys,

[l &0 I suppose I am weally o beginnah,” said Arthur Augustus

[ modastly, “It was the discovary that I have a fino tenah
voice that aet me on the twack, you know,”

‘o it, Caruso 11!
ingly.
| “Now I'm on the €. ¢

O your rocker?” asked Herries, staring. T was under
iho impression thot you were ashore. Think you're siill on
the Iithiopia?”

“Woenlly, Hewwiage——"" o

“Ive often moticod  that chaps ywho take up singing go
rocky in the crumpet,” said Ierries, looking round. “ 1
this sort of thing grows on Gussy, he'll have {o change into

{ I another study.”

ik ““Flewwies, I wogard you as an uttah asa. The C I am
[l alludin' to is the C on the piano. I am on the C now, and
| that is my firsb note. Pwuay shut up,”

And Arthur Augustus started again:

“Well, T'll let you
1 should recommend a

On the bawl!” wid Blake encourag-

“Yaas, let me like a soldier full,
Upon some apen plain,
This bweast expandin’ for the ball,
To blot out evewy stain——""_

‘“Ha, ha, hal’ X i :
Arthur Augustus broke off with a glare of indignatiou.
A dusty and dirty face was looking an al the door. It
belonged to Wally, wnd it ‘wae he who had given vent to
| that irresistible burst of merriment,
‘ “ Weally, Wally—=" 3
“a, ha, hat” roared D'Arcy minor. * Horry; but L
couldn't help it. 1 con imagine o chap who wus going to be
shot singing likd that, T don’t think!”
“1 wegard it aa extwemely wealistie.
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Ckge up aorow here instead of coming to

“1 dare say a good ma
. snme day,”’ J}x:wk ﬁllako:

difficult so fah, to sm;';_uh,\"'mn-’tliti:_

“THE FEUD OF THE FOURTH.”

“Well, it's realistio in one wuy—it's apl o make your
1earers wish they were shot instead.” 3

“T wefusa to listen to such wibald wemarks, And, by the
wiy, what do you mean by thwustin' such a dirly face into
u wespectable study? I have nevah seen even you in such
a disgustin’ state before.”

Wally chuckled.

“Ti'% not my foult. Voeur precious mew study.mate and
his friends have been ragging me, and gvolu h-uve been kick-

elp.
“How was I to know they were wag in]‘k soudtt o, 3

“You might have heard em if you hadn’t been kioking
U i

“T wefuse to have my singin’ alluded to as Kickin' up a
wow. [ have discove that I huve a wemarkable tenah
voico, and T am thinkin' sewiously of givin' & sewies of
weeitals at 8t. Jim's,” J 2
47 Ha, hes e :

“There is nothin' to cackle ab i that wemark, Wally.
1 should take it ns w perzonal favah if you would kintlfy
wetire, and wendah yourself a little more wespectable befors
commig here.”

T wae coming to epeak o you when those rotbers collared
me.  Jumeson and Gibson have gat their birthdays this
weal,’ :

“Weally, T am not wesponsibile for a get of Third Form
fags havin' birthdays."

“They both come on the same day,” said Wally. *“1t'a
a eoincidence, isn’t it#" ;

_paoslle have birthdays on the
rked. ** T suppose they must,
#a there are more than three hundred and sixty-five people
in tha world, Do you want ike remarkable coircidence
inserted in *Mom Merry’s Weekly’ ? If so, you'd better
go along to Morry's study.” v
“Vaae, wothah, and let me geb on with my pwactice.”
“QOh, I don’t know about that,’’ said Blale,  ** ¥ou

¥

1 pee——

“ Weally, Blake—=—"" ; ;

“But T must speak to yon about i, said Wally. Yo
aue, it's awfully curious fwo birthday$ eoming on the sagbs
day; and there’s another coincidence, too—neither Jam ]
nor Gibson has'any tin to keep it up with.” &

« 4 fPhat’s loss surpsising etill,? saad Blake:  * You fags s
never. do have wny tin a coupls of days after you recoivs
your weekly pocket-monoy, I believe,” e d s

“ Yaas, wathah!", ) fa - S

“Well. Jameson . and Gibson put it lile this. Ti's theies
birthdeys, and so it'%s up to me' to stand & feed,” said Wa ly.-
“I'm broke——"" : e

 Your usual state; I believe.” ; L

“Waell, I'm stony mow, anyway, and T thought Gussy
\\'nll];l be willing to stand the feed for the henour of the
family.”

“ T decline to do anythin® of the sort.” \

“ Now, look here, Gus, I've practically promized for you.”

“I wegard it as cheek on your part, Wally. I lent you
five ehillings on Monday.”

“ That went towards @ new footer.”

“¥ou had a new footer only a fortmight ago.”

“ Ya-es, but Pongo got hold of it in the Form-room, you
know, He's shocking rough on a football.!

“1 have pweviously wecommended yon fo dwown that
wotten beast, Wally.’

“Took here, Gus, if you like to make it half-a-covereign
oy

“T wogard the wequest as uttahly unweasonable.”
“ Five bob, theun.”
“ Watal"

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman can obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER. ’

To overy reader who writes at once a copy of this bool
will bo sent free. ;
Address: No, 17, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,
STRAND, LONDON, W.C.
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- wasn’t any reason o vag him like that,”
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© #Jalf-a-crown, eaid D’Arey minor despevately.

* Mora wats!” *

“Well, of all the mean monkeys,” said Wally, T think
you Fourth Form chaps take the giddy biscuit, It's a bit
up against me, having a brother in the Fourth., The Third
Form don't like it, but Jameson and CGibson have been
very decent about it."

“Weally, Wally—

“0Oh, scat! I say, you chaps, how much tan you stand?”

“T think we've stood about as much as we can stand,”
gaid Jack Blake sweetly. * Wa can't stand too much from
a Third Form fag. Outeide!”

i BuL_“_’l i

“ Outside I

And Blake, Herries, and Dighy gently placed the Hero of
the Third in the passage. }
proceeding with approval.

“Vewy good,” ch remarked ; “mow I can wesume my
pwaetice.”  And he struck the tuning-forlk,

Blake, Horries, and Digby looked at one another, and
then, like the hunter of the Snark in the ballad, they
#guddenly, silently vanished away,”

i
CHAPTER 6.
The New Boy's Scheme.

IVE sore and smarting juniors gathered in o deserted
class-room, and groaned in chorus, Mr, Railten,
when ho was in carnest, knew how fo lay on with

ithe eane, and he had been in earnest that time, Gore & Co.
svere hurt, and greatly inclined to revile the new boy, who
had: lod them into that unfortunate adventure.

Clyne made the least noise of all, thotigh he was the most
hurt, There wuas an evil glitter in his eves, Lowever, that
spoke volumes. It wad plain that all ‘the hatred and un-

1"

. charitableness of his nature was groused, and that thoughts

of vengeance wero passing in fis mind, He dooked nt the
groaning quartette with a sncer on his face,

“ Blessad lot of row you're making!” he snecrad. " You
haven't had half what T got.”

(tore scowled at him eavagoely,

“It'g dall “your fault we've got anything,”” hoe snarled.
“ After all, young D’Arcy hadn't «one mueh, and there

“When I was at my old echool ¢4

“0h, blow your old school! Wa've heard enough of that.”

“ Rah, there’s nothing to whine about in this! Wa used
to get lickings that nenyly fetched the skin off, and Jaugh,
You are a pretty soft set here

The impuotation of being " soft” is never an easy one for
a boy to hear, Tven among these ‘‘ wasters' there was a
littla pride left, and they resented if.

Gore loft off groaning, and there was a poraeptible
slackening in tho chorus of anguish from the others.

‘At my old echool,” said Clyne, **weo shouldn't have
whined about a licking, We'd have made the master who
licked us sit up.” .

“1 suppose yon can't jape a Houseanaster.”

“Why not? " U've japed the Head wl my old schoal.”

The others looked at him with awed respect.

“The Head ! said Gore.

“Yes, What do you think of laying u booby trap for the
Head, -and -upeo‘ttmg a pail of whitewash over him.”

“My hat?

“ Well, I did that=I and others,” said Clyne coolly. *Of
ocourse, there was a Tow ; bet never mind that. A chap's
nover caught if he's careful. I could tell you-——"

“Vou've told us a good many things wlready,” said Gore
rudaly; ‘“but suppose you o anmatﬁ?ug. for a change, to
show that it’s not all gas.’

“Good! I'll make ﬂini-lton sit up for licking us.'

“ You ean’t do it." ;

T {]nl‘ly soon show vou. Look here, will you back me
up?”’ satd Clyne, raising his voice, ‘' 1've gol a good wheeze,
and I've ssen it worked off before, and it went like a clock.”

“What is ib, firat?"’ y

“T noticed that Reilton was lookiog rather overworked
and worried,” chuckled Clyne; ithat maekes it all the
casior, of course., If vou fellows will back me up, we ean
pub hint 't-h-mug"lr a courgd of surprises that will make his
hair turn grey.”

Tho complaint of the sufferers died awsy af once, All
wore eager for a chance of avenging their injuries, if it
could be done in safely. :

y “Go it!"” said Mellish. “I'm game, if there’'s a chance
or us. .

Tt will meed merve, that's all.”

“Trye got plenty of nevve, for owe,’ sanid Gore sullenly.
Y Railton 1s alwaye «lown on me, and I chould be glad of
a chanee of getting even.”

0wt with 11" said Shorp

A Well, ¢his is tho wheezc.

It has to be worked by a
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numbor of follows, but I think five will be enongh. I'll' do
the first bit of the work, to show you how it's done.. Weé'll
begin to-morrow.”

“Begin what?'

“Tha whoeze, This is the idea. I march into Railton's
gtudy to-morrow, and show up fifty lines of Virgil he's set
me.’"

“ Has ho set you any lines?" &

“Nao, he hasn't: and that's the scheme," chuckled Clyne,
“ o'l think he's suffering from abzentanindedness, loss of
memory, and so on. He'd never dream that a junior would
do lines he hadn’t had given him,”

“True enough, Buf—"

“Wait a tick! Then later on he discovers you, Gore,
waiting for him in his study—when he's been out some time,
you know. You tell him lie sont you there to wait, and he
won't remember it,"”

[ 1 —— “

“Phan Mellish stays in the elass.-room till alx one mjonil‘lifp
and explains when called upon that Railton ordered him to;
calls Crofton to witness, and Crofton awears he heard
Railton tell him."

“ My hat!'"

4 ¥Yau seo the iden now? Tn the long run we ¢hall make
Railton think he's really gomg off his rockor.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

U1 saw that worked off on o French master fill Lie went
nearly dotty,” chuckled Clyne. ‘' Railton. will ba o huarder
subjeot, bub we'll fix him.” It's only o question of baying
nerve enough to do if : and now he's in @ worried state ok
mind is just the time.”

“Gaood!”

“Pat, in cass of suspicion, we mustn't be soen foo much
towether,” went on Clyne, ** We can meet in the atudies of
outb of doors, but in tho common-room and the passages we'd
better appear o bif stand-offish, In fact, we might as well
work up a quarrel for-the public benefit; and stop apeaking
to one another.” it

“ Ha, ha, hal" 3

“ By George, you do think of things; Clyne ! said Clrofbon
admiringly,

The cad of §t. Jim's chuekled.

“ At my old scheol we had a good many japes that you
chaps have never heard of,” ho snid cnnelewsly, * Ll tell
you some mora lator, We'll jupecthat chap Merry next, for
itiashiselcdn interfering with us, We ean fix something on
him that will make him look small before all the Houss,
Bui we'll finish with Railton fivst.” v

“(ood " said Mellish. * You chaps go out first, and T'll
follow with Clyne, and wo'll keep our distance in public."

Gove, Crofton, and Sharp left the room,

Clyne looked quickly and suspiciously at Mellish, evidently
not liking the private interview with the ead of the Fourth,
But Mellish's manner was very friendly. 5 4

ST haven't given you away,” he remarked

“What o you menn?” growled Clyno

Mellish laughed unpleasantly.

“ 1 mean about your being expelled from your last seliool”

“ Hush, you fool "

“ Well, you agked me. T guessed it was you when L heurd
that it war Albert Clyno coming here, as 1 happened fo be
at Redeliffe to sea my cousin the day you were——""

“ Hang you! Shut upl”

“ Cartninly. I'm your friend,”

“ Well, then, leave that subject alone. Homebody might
hear you,” M

“And that would be awkward,” smiled Mellish, * Dr,
Holmes would never have allowed you to onter St Jim'a
if he had known that you were expelled from your previous
sohool, especially if he had known what it wus for, Yonr

“people must have kept it dark very carefully.”

o1 suppose Lhey did.”

““You, and if it came out now-——"'

“1 suppose L should have to leave Ht. Jim's. I never
dreamed thet anybody here would rvecognise me,” mnarled
Clyne.  *“But I don't seo why you want to harp on it,

Mellish, W{\{{Et on prelty well together ; you're my sort,’” « 0

1 know. o' re welcome at Bt, Jim's, s far as 'm con.
But one good turn deserves another, you kuow,

o

cornod,

Can you lend ine n half-crown
“Tlent you two bob yesterday."

T know you did, and I want you to lend me o hall-crown

to-duy,” smiled Mellish, T will let you have both baolk

next weelc—if I can.’” ‘

Without & word Clyno drew a coin fiom his pocket and -

passed it to Melliah, :
¢ Thanks,” said Mellish, as he slipped it into his poclet.
“ It'a lucky for o chap to have rich people, En't it, Clyngs
jolly lueky in some ways.” )
And he quitted the room, ;
A Tale of the Boys t, Jlm's,
BY MARTIN CLiORD.
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Clyne’s face wag not pleasant to leok at as he staved after
Mellish, Hig teeth enme together with a sharp click,

“Just wait a bit!” he murmured.  ** Wait till we've
carried out this jape on Ruailton, and then you'll be in it
as «deop as 1 am, 1t's expulsion for the lot if we're found
out, and then—then I'll settle with you.™

I'rom which it will be geen that Mellish, cunning as he was,
was hordly up fo the form of the new boy at St. Jim's in
that peculiar line:

CHAPTER 7.
A Fearlul Thrashing.

“Tonly ask of that pwoud wace,
Which ends its blaze in me,
To die the last, and not disgwace
Ita ancient chivalwy——""

“ My only maiden aunt!” eaid Clyne, as he cams info
Btudy No, 6. *“What's that ghriek? What the dickens are
you doing, D'Avey ' ’

Arthur Augustus, tuning-fork in hand, was gtanding on the
rug, getting the second verse of the ** Boldier KFall”’ off his
sanly chest, He ceased, and glared at the new boy with a
glave that should have frozen '}Iil'ﬂ- :

* Wedlly, Clyne=-—" : £

 Anything wrong?"” asked Clyne.
mind going ?or a doctor,”

ud am not ill.””

“Is it a sudden pain, then, or the tooth-ache?”

“Tt is not a sudden pain or the toothache,”

“Phen you ought to be quiet.’”? .

‘1 was singin'——"' &

“Oh, don't bo funny, you know.”

“1 was singin’,” said Avthur Augustus deliberately. 1
have o wemarkably good tenah voice,”

Y More rats!”

‘1 cannot expect an unmusical ass to weecognies that fact,”

fuid the swell of St. Jim’s quietly, ** But I have a wight to
ﬂx]]wct o certain amount ‘ﬁf courtesy, especinlly fwom a new
follow. whom I eannot but wepard as an intwudah in thia
studay. I think you hud betinh apologise for your wude
wemarks, Clyne,' N ;

'“Oh, ratal” o

“ Othahwise, T shall hove no alternative but to administah
p fenhfal {hwashin'.” o

(o and eat tintacks!"’

Arthur Augustus slipped the tuning-fork into his pocket,
and pushed baelk his cuffs. IHis cuffs wore the whitest in
the School House, or in the whole school for that matter,
But he was willing fo eoil even them for the sake of uphold-
il his  dignity==a most important point with Arthur
Augustus D’ Arey.

Clyne watched this proceeding rather uneasily,

He was not a fighting man, wl].’mn he could help it, usually
contriving to wrealk his little spites and revenges in under-
hand ways that did not call for pluck or personal exertion.

He hucl certainly not imagined that Arthur Augustus
I)'Arvey was a fighting man, either, or he would have been
a little more careful in his mode of address,

D'Arey, judging by appearances, was about the last fellow
in the world to be taken for a fighting man, and Clyne in
this case had judged by appearances.

But, like many other persons at various times, he wus
daceived in the swell of the Hchool House,

D'Arey carefully pushed his cufis back, and came towards
the new boy.

* T wegurd your pwesence in this studay,” he remarked,
in messured tones, ** as a beastly bore and an imposition.
have wemonstwated with Wailton in vain on the subject; and
for tho sake of courtesy to a stwangah, T have made up my
mind to gwin and beah it. At the same time, I eannol help
wemarkin’ that yon are a wotten cad, and unfit to entah any
decent follow’s studay.”
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“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Clyne.

“You are a bully!” said D'Arcy. * You bully smaller
boys, and at the same time you ewinge in the most disgustin®
way to big fellows.”

Clyne turned red.

D'Arcy’s words were quite true, and he knew it; but it
was not exactly grnlilymf to have his little weaknesses
stated in such plain Engligh. ;

Heo looked at the elim, graceful swell of 2t Jim’s, and then
down at his own much bigger limbg, and his manney beeamao
more truculent, It seemed impossible that he should not be
able to lick this elegant youth, who was younger and gmaller
than himself. 3

“1 have aleo observed,” went on D'Arcy, in the same
tone, ** that you are a feahful pwevawicator. I will not use
the word linh, but if I could bwing myself to uttah that
objectionable werd, I should certainly chawactowise you a4 o
feahful linh. I have heard you tellin’ yarns about your old
school that I know cannot be half twue; and, if twue, they
only pwove you to be a wank outsidah and a feahful young
blackguard!” ?

1 suppose you'ra looking for a thick ear?” Clyne re.
marlked.

“ Moreovah,” resumed D'Arcy, ‘‘you are a beaetly
wactical jokah, and you let the blame of your wotten jokes
Rlll on ofthahs. I am convinced that it was you who thwew
the inkball in clags this mornin’, and sat there sayin' nothing
while young Hancock was caned for it

Clyne grinned, 3

“ 1t is not a laughin’ mattah, Undah the circs, T have
alweady turned ovah in my mind whethah T ought not to
give you a feahful thwashin’, as & warnin’ to you. Now that
rou have added personal wudeness to your other offences, I
wave made up my mind, I wegard you ag a wottah!”

* Oh, ring off I said Clyne. ** You go on like a gramo-
phone.”

“ Will you pway take off your jacket?' :

“ Yaeg, Tather; and I'll wipe up the floor with you,
(lyne.

“ Vowy pood, Pway go ahead, deah boy.”

And Arthur Auguetus stood waiting while Clyne rolled
his jacket off, S .

Thea the new boy rushed at him, .

Clyna was not o conrageous lad—courage does not often
go with meanness and treachery. He would as soon have
fought a tiger in the jungle as Jack Blake; and ho was vory
cureful toigive Dighy and Horrice a wide berth. But ho
knew very well that a suceessful fight would give him a better
footing in the study, and Arthur Angustus gpemod a aafe
gubject. ;

Never was a fellow mora deceived. . 4

His rush at Arthur Augustus did nol sweep the swell of
St, Jim’s off his feet,

I’Arcy stood like a rock .

Clyne's fists were knosked up and aside, he never knew
how. and hia face came into contael with hard knuckles,

His own impetus gave most of the force to the blow.

He realed back from D’Arey’s fist Wi.“'l a grusp of surprise
and pain, and went down on the floor with a bump,

There, with his elbows on the carpet, he panted, and
gtared up at the swell of St. Jim's. :

“Pway allow me to assiet you to wise,” said D'Arcy, ex-
tending & hand politely to lis fallen adversary. :"l: wen I
ghall have gweat pleasure in knockin' you down again!”

Clyna glared at him and gritted his teeth, He imagined
that his fall was & fluko, and he wus not finished yot.  He
graeped 1’ Arcy’s extended hand to rise, and as he rose he
brought his other fist round with a swoap, and caught Arthur
Augustus on the side of the head. (

It was the foulest of foul blows, and D'Arcy, who'nover
dreamed of treachery, was taken quite unprem_nmd.

He realed, and fell against the table, and glid to the flooy,
““with his head singing and buzzing. : '

Clyne’s eyes glittered. Mo leaped straight at the recling
junior, and went down on top of him, pommelling hard

$Vou—you coward "' gasped D'Arcy. ‘' Pway allow me
to wise, [—=— Ow! Ow!”

But the new boy was punching away as hard us he could
go, and the fallen junior had no chance.

There wae a sudden shout as the study door wag flung
open, Jack Blake rushed in, his eyes ablaze.

“ You—you cur! Gat off I )

Blake's boot in Clyne’s ribs sent him recling off D'Arcy,
and he rolled on the carpet, Blake helped D'Arcy to his
feat, The elegant junior was looking very rumpled and
dusty and dazed. £l

“ Bai Jove, desh boy!” he graped. TI'm glad you cama
in. He was hittin’ me when I was down, you know— the
howwid wascal!” J
: “ And now yowll hit him when he's up!” said Blake

? gaid

T f the Boys of St. Jim's.
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! “Dear me !’ gasped Skimpole. “I-J——!" An 1 uppcr cut from Fh ne nnd a body-blow from 1 Ale mqu
Ry Skimpole ut t he snme moment, and he rollul on the earpet. MHlis peace- lnﬂlﬂlll was abruptly finished!

grimly. 'Yuu re going to fight this out, Clyne, with me to
ace fair play.' -

Clyne staggered up, leaning l;l(‘nﬂllesxh against the table,
o had puniehéd D'Avey pretty soverely Bofore his coware dly
altack was interrupted.

;\rillul Augustus unexpectadly shook his head.

‘T am afwaid this can go no furthah,” he remarked,
rubbing his nose,

Blake staved at him,

" What do you mean? e was pommelling you like fun,
You've gat to give him a lickin®, or T'Il jolly well give you
one !’

| ghould uttahly wefuse to be licked, Blake, T J,f'n‘r]f
that that wotten ead desorves a feahful thwashin’, and it was
my intention to give him ona ) e

‘ Well, go ahead, then !

“Upon wellection, T foel that T eannot go ahead. Tt is
fmworthy of a gentleman to soil his hands upon such a
wottah |?

Clyne sncered. He did not know the little idiosyncrasios
of the swell of St. Jim's, and he jumped to the conclusion
at onoe that I’ Avey was afraid,

“Look here, Gussy—'"

“Wonlly, Blake, T am afwaid it eannot go any furthah.
You soe, the wottnh stwuck me o foul blow, and then hit
mao while T was down. e is not fit for a decent chap to
inll(h I feel that I cannot lay hands on him \‘-]”it'lll| m
sowious infwaotion of my dig. T h\uql you soe the point.’

“1 can gec thaf youre an ass !t

¥ Wonlly, Blake—

“Iia's afraid 1M Hnoorml Clyne.

““Bai Jove, if you pul it like that, T think I shall have ne
u]:n rnative bub to adminiatah a f:\ui:[ul thwnshin' 1" said
W' Arey, with a gleam in his eyes. **It nevah occurred to
nn that the ead would doubt my personal couwage. Yet,
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upon \1'Bﬂntﬁan. what does the opinion of such a low wottnh
mattah to me?’

“The other fellows will say the same ! hooted Blake.

S0 gholl wegard their opinions with pwopah contompl}
Besides, as they ave decent chaps, 1 shall have no ohjeotion
to fightin® them, to show that I am not afwaid 7 }

“ Ha, ha, ha ! Look here, Guasy, you're going to lick this
]u,r, or I'm going to lick you! Mv Aunt Mutilda ! ['ve got
it! You sea your hatbox thero?”

“Yaus, wathah!”
~SWall, i you don't start licking Clyne before T've counted
five, I'll jump on it !"

T uttahly wefuse o have my hathox Jllln]uﬂ onl I
cmzhuns 1y Sunday toppah !

fOne !

W -all\

L Two I

“Tndah the oires., (Ivnn, I havedecided to forgo wny
considewations of Jumotlul dig., and I shall give you that
thwaghin', nfluh nl]
S Three !

f (Come on, you woltah "

And Arthur Augustug denced up to the ead of 8t
brandishing his fists,

In o mmnnnr more they were al it hammer and lmu.»J
Y ood I exelaimed Blake, *“CGo it! On the ball!”

“allo! What's the row ! ‘exelaimed Horries, rmnmg
into tho study with Dighy. “huuﬁv on the \'mr]mihi

“1 am thwashin' o wuiluu cad, deah boys " suid I Arey,
lon]\mg round, “““Ow !’

Blake—"

Jim's,

Clyne's fab erashed into his eye na he looked round, as @

might only have been expoected. The juniovs roured.
“ Look out, you asgs !’
* Bai Jove !"

And D'Arcy gave all his attention to the fight.

A Tale of the Boys o!’ 8t. Jim's,
By MARTIN GLIFFDRD.
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The exclamations of the juniors and the trampling of fect
attractod other fellows from up and down the corridor, Tom
Merry lopked into the study, and Manners and Lowther
looked over his shoulders, Skimpole’s spectacles blinked
ovor Lowthaer's shoulder,  The crowd thickenad,

“Dear me!” exclnimed Skimpole., A fight is going
on!"”

“(io hon 1" said Monty Lowther.
you to find that out?” ’

“Really, Lowther, this is very brutal! As o singere
Socinlist,” I am opposed to all personal violence,” said
Skimpolo, the geniug of the Shell, and a firm believer in
every “ism” he had over come into contaot with, “1I
cﬁ:uuml‘ but consider it my duty to separate theso misguided

oys.'’

“Hun, ha, hal”

“A display of brutal fistioal foree and rancour is nq
laughing matter, Lowther ! I must observe that I am sur-
prised ot you !

‘* ITa, ha, ha!”

“ Pray ullow me room to pass, so that I can put an ond
to this brutel digplay 1

The Terrible Three grinned at one another, and mada room
for the amatour Socinlist of St Jim’s to pass, Skimpole
rushed between tho combatants.

“Ilere, sheer off 1" shouted Blalke. SR

“ As a sincore Socialist, Bluke, I oannot sheer off;” it s
my duty fo appose violence in overy shape and form !"

* Shut up 1"

“Tmpossiblo! A sincere and esrnest Socialist never shuts
up ! Companions awd schoolmates, I entreat you fo cease
this brutal display 1"

Blimpole's companions and schoolmates did net cease,
They were hitting out as if they mistook one another for
punehing-balls, and they did not even hear Skimpole. Dub
»}ikimmy was not to be denied, Ile rushed between, Hammor-
ing blows fell on him from both sides.
towards D'Arvey, and D’Arcy
towards Clyne,

“How long did it take

Clyne knocled him
knocked him bock again

“Ia, ha, ha " roared the juniors. “ o it!"

“Dear me!” gasped Bkimpole, S I—I—"

An upper-cut from Clyne and a body blow from D’Arey
caught S[kimpule at the same moment; and he rolled on the
carpat,  His peace-making was abruptly  finished; the
subsequent proceadings interested him no more.

D'Arcy and Clyne were fighting hard. .

But the new bo i discovering that his sdversary was in
enrneat, and that 1’ Arey was really not wanting in concage,
weikenoed from that moment. A ‘coward only needs to
confrontod with eourage for all his bluster to desert him,
Clyne would have given several weeks' pocket-money to be
woll out of the combat, And at last, when D' Arcy knocked
him down, he refused to rise.

“Um done IV he gasped.

Jacle Blake shook his head,

“No, you're not,”” he replied coolly; “T'll tell you when
you'ra dona ! You'll go on till I give the word !

“T won't 1

“ere, hold on!” exclaimed Tom Merry.
expctly playing the game, Blake "

“Mind your own busginess "

“Loolk here—"

““Oh, go and eat coke!"” exclaimed Blake, considerably
rullled by the suggestion that he was not “ playing the

ame.”” “¥You Shell follows can bunk! This 18 a Fourth
form affair ] Seoot [

Y Vea; but——"

“Pway don't let your angwy passions wise, deah boys!
Tom Mewwy is undah a misappwehension! This wottah
is only malingewin', Tom Mewwy !"

“Yeos; bul a chap eught fo be let off when he says he's
had enough.”

“Ho wequires a fonhlful thwashin® for educationnl purposes,
IHo stwuck me a foul blow and piled on me when I was
down " 4

“Oh, T didn’t know that! Gé it !

T won't go on!” groaned Clyne.

“Yeou, you will " said Blake., “If you don't get up, I'll
h()lrlj,;,‘uu up by the back of your collar while Gussy lathers
you

“T could not stwike the wottah undah those cires., Blake !

“Vory well; I'll do it myself, as you're so particular!
Give me your dog-whip, Herries|”

“Tlere you are!”

“ et him alone I called out Mellish, behind the erowd.

Blake looked round. ~

“1f you want to interfere, Mellish, come in!
there for Mellish to eome in !

The fellows made room, but Mellish did not come in. He
walked rather ciuickly down the passage, instead.

“This new chap has come into our study and disgraced
1) 3

Mdke room

us,” said Blake. ‘““If he stays here we're going to educate
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him. He's going to fight now till he drops, or I'll give him
a dog-whip licking that will take his skin off !"

There was no doubt that Blake meant it. His eyos were
blazing, Clyne saw it, and he staggered to his feet,

“Come on!” he muttered.

And he followed that with a word that was not usually
heard among juniors, and which showed that he had learned
to curse, among his other accomplishments, at Redelyflo.

D' Arcy's eyes giittered‘ and any hesitation he might have
hod vanished, The swell of 8t. Jim’s was good-natured to
a fanlt in some things, but there were somo he could nof
stand, and swearing was ono of them. As he explained, it
waan't only the wickedness of the thing, but it was such an
offence against good form, you know, !

* Yans wathah, I'll come onl"” said I)'Arcy grimly.

And he came on, The way he wired in then was
revelation to the joyful and admiring spectators.

e sailed mumi and round the oud 0} 8t, Jim's, knocking
him right and left, and getting hardly a tap in return.

1’ Aroy with his blood up was a new D'Arcy, and not a
safe person to encounter with or without gloves, s

Clyne fought like a eat, but his punishment was severe, and
at last he went down again, and this time it woas clear even
to Blake that he was done,

“ Gentlemen, the performance ig now over!" said Monty
Lowthor,

And the Terrible Three went down the passage.

Blake looked contemptuously at the wretched junior on the
oarpet,  Ho could always pity o fallen champion, but in the
case of Clyne his disgust was too greaf,

“You'd botter eut nlong to a bath-room " he said,.  “ You
don't look pretty 1"

Al ma.km you all smart for this some time!"” groancd
Clyne, as he went anateadily out of the study.

Blake laughed scornfully,

“Bad Jove, he's an uttah wottah, you know " said I’ Arey.
“1 have given him that feahful thwashin® for his own good,
and he seoms to be a worse ead than evah!”

“ Have you seen my speciacles 7"

It was Skimpole who asked the question. Blake picked
up his spectacles from the corner they had rolled into,
jammed them on his nose, and pushed him out into the
corridor. And the amatour Socialist drifted away, fecling
that perhapa, upon the whole, he would think twice before he
noted the gentle pence-maker agoin,

“And now,” said Dighy, “how
batweon you and Clyne "

"“Heo wudely intewwupted mo when T was pwaotisin® my
tenor solo, If vou fellows would care to hear—-—-*'

‘“ Thanks, no !’

“T will wesume, and give you the second verse of ‘Soldiep
Fall,” T should like your opinion on the A in the third
line. That's the highest note, you know, and T think I get it
pwetty well. I—"

“ You look jolly dirty and untidy,” said Blake.
Wally were to come in and see you now,
him in his untidy ways, and 2

“Bai Jove, you're wight; and it's vewy thoughtful of you,
Blake! T will buzz off at once!”

And D’Arcy hastily loft the study. And Blake, Herries,
and Dighy chuckled.

did the ftrouble start

*Buppose
It would encourage

CHAPTER 8.
The First Blow—Law and Order.

¥ LYNE! What do you want?"
Mr. Railton looked up rather wearily. ™ There
was a great deal of work upon the House-master's
shoulders just then. It was mid-term, and at any time a
House-master had plenty to do. In addition to his own
work, however, Mr. Railton was doing a_great deal for the
Head, who was indisposed, with a slight but troublesomae
attack of the * flu.” Mr. Railton was a strong man and a
hard worker, but even the keenest worker is not immun®
from fug. And the House.master at the present moment
was feeling tired, and had, in fact, had a tired fecling for a
weok past,

Clyne had tapped and entered the study with an air of
great meeckness and respect,

His face showed very clearly the signs of his late combat
with Arthur Augustus D' Arcy, and Mr. Railton’s eye did not
fuil to note them.

His brow grew a little severar; but, as a rule, the House-
master did not take notice of fighting among the juniors,
unless the case was a very flagrant one, and so he made no
remark upon that.

He asked Clyne what he wanted, and the new boy agsumed
an expression of surprise.

“You told me to gome, sir.”

It was Mr. Railton's turn to look surprised then.

I «do not remember tolling you to come, Clyne.”

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jin's
Bv MARTIN CLIFFORD
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© Vau glr. Tt was for fighting with D’Asey, siv.”

The late circumstunces had led Clyne to modify his
original scheme somewhat. Mr. Railton looked more and
more surprised,

%1 do not understand you, Clyne. Iave you been fight-

_ing with D’Arey? Did I tell you to come here "

“Yas, sir.”

“ 1 gertuinly do not remember.

Mr. Railton might have suspected that it was a-* jape'';
but it seemed inconoeivable that a junior should come up
for punishment without heing compelled by direst necessity.

“ Vag, sir,”” said Clyne meekly.

“When did I tell you, Clyne ?"

“In the passage, sir-—about an hour ago.”

Mr. Railton passed his hand over his brow. He had cer-
tainly come along the passage about an hour ago, and ho
remembered having spoken to Tom Merry there. Ho did
not remember having even noliced Clyne.

“Well, I do not recall the circumstance, Clyne,” he said.
¢ You can go.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Clyne, with resl relief. He was
willing to take u caning for the purpose of enrrying out his
scheme, but he was glad enough to escape it. He left the
sludy.

Mr. Railfon leaned his head upon his hand, and his
puckered brow prew very dark and troubled. :

“ T it possible that I am becoming 4o absent minded ! he
murmured, " That was mever a failing of mnine. I have
not the slightest remembrance of having told Clyne to coine
here, yet it is ovident thet T did so."

There wos o tap af the door. Mr, Railton was too -
mersed in thought to hoar it, and the tap was repéated, and
the door npmmﬁ.

Tom Merry looked in.

HMorry 1”7 Mr, Railton came to himself with a start.
“ Vos; come in, What is it 7’

“ My lines, sir.”

“ Yoyr—er—lines?"

Me. Ruilton looked at the imposition Tom Merry laid
before him. The hero of the 8hell looked a little surpriged.

Vg, gir; my lines—the fifty from ‘ Virgil.’ &t

“Ah yes!” said Mr. Railion. ~ “T had forgotton. I
remomnber now, . T gave you fifty lines for aliding down the
bunisters, to the danger of your limbs.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“ Phove wasn't any danger, sir.”’ | ¥

“H'm! Theto are two opinions about that, evidently.
Von may leavoe the lines, Merry.”

Tom Merry left the study.

My, Railton voss, and paced the room.

“ Thera is no doubt about it,” he mutteréd. T suppose
it is o oage of brain fag. T had forgotten giving the lines
to Merry, though I now recall the eircumstance. In the case
of Clyna, I cannot vecall it yet. T must be careful)”’

Tom Merry left the study, feeling a little troubled in his
mind, Although Mr. Railfon sometimes came down on the
juniors with a heavy hand, the House-master was vory
popular in the 8chool Ilouse. And Tom Merry could seo
that he hod something on his mind.

“ Railton” looke i1, he remarked, in reply fo a query
from Monty Lowther, as to whether ho was practising for
w funeral mute,

¢ Yas; I've noticed that,!! said Manners. . “Buppose you
write to your old gaverness for some medicine, Tom1?”

“ (tood wheezo."'

@ On, don’t be funny I said Tom Marry. Tt isn’t-as if
it wore Rateliff, of the New Ilouse. Railton is all right;
and I'm sorry he's seedy.'’

Qo are we,' said Lowther seriously, * We'll make an
agreoment, if you like, to bar all japes il he pulls round,
and keep the othor chaps in order —excopling rows with the
Now Ilouse, of couree.” f

“lood ! 'Wa'll atick to that!"”

1t soomed n good ides, though the role of peace-makers
and guardians of law and order came rather strungely. to
ihe Torrible Three. As a rule, there was vary litlle mischief
wont on in the Hchool House without Tom Merry and his
chums having some sort of a hand in it, Bub the role haxl
the attraction of novelty, at all events, and the chums of the
Sholl toole it up quite keenly,

It was surprising the amount of dizorder n follow could
find in a house when he wus really bent on finding it and
pulting it down.

The Terrible Three had finighed their prep., and nothing
sasmod more advisable than to make a tound of the house,
to see that the other follows were quiet and orderly.

A sound of souffling from the Third Form room attracted
their attention at once, and they hent their steps in the
lirnction of the row, with the praiseworthy intention of

i
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remonstrating with the fags, and, if necessary, licking them
ull round, in the interests of order and peace.

Thae row grew louder as they neared the Form-room,
whore the fags ©f the Third were wont to foregather alter
lessons.  They proferred it to their share of the junior
common-room, and fellows of hoth Honses gathorved there,
to work or Plu_v or fight, as their humour moved {hem.

“ (et up! Cot off my chest, young Jameson !

“Hallo! That's young Wally's voice!” said Tom Merry,
grinning, as he pushed open the Form-room door. There's
o rift in the lute!” }

“ Rats, young D'Arey |”

“ Keep that ink away from my face, Gibson, or Tl jolly
woll mash your features when I get up !”

“ Rats, young D'Arcy !"

S Grer-rerer '

Wally D'Arcy was extended on his baclk on the floor.
Jameson was silting on his chest, and four fags wore holding
him by the wrists and ankles. e was abeolutely helplass,

and could only glare at Curly Gibson, who was tilting o
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bottle of ink over his face. The inlk had jus comeanced to
flow whon the chums of tho Shell looked in,

“Hallo! What's the row " g

“ Mind your own business, you Shell-fish 1" gadd Jameson.
“What are you poking inta here fort Bub if you wynt to
know, ity o rag. D'Arey minor hos fuiled to plny the
game.”’

“P've done my best,”

“ Bilenco, D'Arcy minor!

¢ Look hore, Jime " {

« Oh, don’t: telk to me! To-day's my birthday, and young
(3ibson's birthday, and there's not the ghost of o sprodd on
the double occasion !’

“ Boastly 1" said Gibson.

G We're stony ! said Jameson indignantly. HANd we
veliod on you to stand something., The Form expects it
You haven’t played up.”

“But A

“ Your father's n duke——

“He ain't, He's only a giddy lord 1

“Well, T don’t care whother he's a lord, or o cduke, or a
millionaive, 1 know jolly well he's got lots of tin, and you

' ashamed of you!”

i
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oughl to be able to utund u Form-room brew on the oceasion
of a double birthday.”

S Ow ! Btewdy with that ink, you }uung beast, Gibgon !
" Berve you rlu‘hl D’ Aroy minor! You're lmrred by the
Form, unless "

Y1 blued all my tin on & new footer.
45 mine.’’

“That's all very well: but you've got o brother in the
Fourth whe's rolling in filthy luere I’

“Tve tried—"

“Oh, rate! You ought to have mude o raise. You can't
wy that wa haven't tronted you decently about him., Lots
of fellows would have cut you deéad for having o brothes in
un upper Form, and you i;now it,  Wa've taken it hnully,
wndd never sob 16 un againgt you. We've looked over it.

1 know you have; onlv

o .t\ml now you can't atu.nd o Formiroom brew on the
ronsion of o double-- .

“0w! Keep that :nk away, you beast!”’

Wally struggled desperately, wnd the fags of the Third
and the ink-bottle were mixed up on the floor in an inky
sornmble.

The Tervible Three ware laughing heartily; but the din
was L}rowmg groat, and they remembered all of o nudd«-u
thut they were the champions of law and order. A

“Here, this won't do!” exelaimed Tom Merry
l.lmt, vou kids! We're keeping the Houge m order,*

“Vah! Who's mada yoi. prefactst’’

“Don’t you ask rude quaahons, kid ~Stop that mw["

YRats ! Get outl” .

AT
Y Boo '”’\

.”‘Thls Inuka like & onse of sua*wn,

SPila iV
They piled in,

Threo steardy fellows in the M:ddlu School could account

for o host of fags. Wally & Co. were knocked right and

left. Wally was freed from the raggers, but, curiously
cnongh, he did not side with the rescuare. Torm fecling:
wae too strong.  He placed himself at the Head of the Third

: m 2 dosparate vesistance,

T YLine up 7 shricked W .“I(n()f-kd em out! TDown
wnth_ the Bhellfish! We'll iﬁac}x em to como and pLay at

" being prefecta here 1?76 ,,;

. Tha moide the faxs had ben Ueas conandemb!e
'l‘hc noise that 1'osu]ted froin the eﬂ"mta of tha champions of
law andd order wus terrifie.  But it wes all i in the good eause,

An angry face looked in ab the door. Tt bt.[umgu.l to
Kildare, of {he Sixth, the captain of 8t Jim's.

i Stop ihat row " lie roared.

“Ih? What's the matter, Kildare?”

“What do you mean by lcic'king up this hullaballoo 7*?

“Wa're—wa're keeping the fags in order, Kildare.”

Y 1F you don't stop it, then, I'll keep you in order.”

$ Look heres-.""

Get out of the Third Form-room "

The Tervible Three looked ut one another with sickly
expressiong, and left the Form-room. The dusty fags sorted
themselves out, Kildare gave them three minutes of fluent
abuse, and vetired. Wally chuckled.

T all right, my sons "

“1s it nll right 1" ﬂromlud Jumeson.
mind to finish that rnm.‘lru;

“Hold on! T mean it's all right about the feed.”

“Oh,-I sea !l What—-"

“1've pot 0 wheeze!”

No mora was needed. When Wally announced himself as
heing equal to an occasion, his friends knew that it was all
right, zkml the late raggers, dropping all hostility on the
spot, hugged= Wally, thereby transferring a contiderable
amount of ink from his |u~awm to their own, and D'Arcy
minor explained his * wheeze.”
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1t's as much yours

- suid o Merry.

“I've a jolly good
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‘don’t you

CHAPTER 9.
Wally's Wheeze,

ONG !
[[? Pong!

".My ouly Aunt Jane!” murmurved Wally, as he

drew near Study No. 6. * What on carth’s that?”

Pong !

Pong ! i " ¢
Leh, te, doh! CGob it! That's my C,"” came the voice
of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. * Now for a little pwaclico
while thosa llllllﬂlblcll.l wut.tu.]zs are in the gym., and I sha'n’t
Lo mt«’-wwuplul

Wally grinned., The pong was the A of the tuning-fork,
assisting Arthur Auguvftua D’Arcy to find his key.

“Yaas, let me like o soldier fall,

‘ Upon. gome open plam.

o U }ns bweast expandin’ for the ball—-— Weally, Wally.
1 wish you would not come twampin' into the study just as I
wm on my top note!”

“It's all vight, Guag—->"

“It is not all wight, That note is an A, and I am not vewy
stwong on the top A's. 1 was gettin’ that one beautifully

“when you came wushin’ in like o W ed Indian.”

* That's just what struck me, Gus.’

S What stwuck you, Wally?”. asked D’Avey, lcoking at
i,

- “What a ripping top A you have,” said W uﬂy unblueh-

'ugl{ “1 wish I could sing us you do, Guesy,

dare say you do, Wally. Tt i=n't evewy f(“lluw wha iz
born with a wemarkable tenor voice:
“Bub you oughtn't to keep it all to yourself, Gus Wiy
rive a sing- ong, you know, o the fellows?"

“Tram thinkin' of givin’ o concert,’

“Good! Then perhaps you “,ruldnt mind giving us n
sort of rehearsal in the Third Forai-room,” m\phﬂmml Wally,
“ That's what I was thinking of.  You see, we've got a
lot of musical chaps in the Third, and we never get a
chanee fo hear any good music. 1f you dl eome and sing (o
us in the Yorm-room, it would be e good as—as hearing
Caruso."”
el Weully, Wally, you are impwovin' vewy gweatly in some
wespects,”’ said the uu‘wu-spu ious swell of the School House.
“T am glad to see it did lwt notice before that the

“Third Form were at-all mus:cu]

“Oh;, yes, they are you know, awfully! You should he(u

~young Lhbson deing the Bridal Chorus fwm ‘ Lobengrin ' on

the paper and comb.”
"1 have heard him, and I wegarded it as a feahful wow.’

“ Well, perhaps it was,” assented Wally, who was unusua]]\y'
docile; *“ but it shows a taste for murslc, doesn't 167 Lots of
follows wouh.l be buzzing * Bill Bailey ' instoad of the ‘Bridal
Chorus.’

* Yaas, there is somethin’ in that.”

“If you'd give a little singing entertainment in the Form-
room, Guzsy, the l‘lmd would appreciate it. You eea, if
you're thinking of giving a concert, this would be a nwmu,
goold practice—a sori of prclnnmuw canter, you know.

“ Yaas, wnthah If you are weally desiwous of impwovin®
your minds—"

“That's it, nuw[ly You see, we want to improve tho
whole TForm-—give 'em lessons in taste and—and musical
feeling, All the fellows who :Lmr want to como mush o
mmlo to gome and listen, That’ 5 the idea.”

“ Yaag, but how are you goin' to make ‘em come?"

“Well, young Jameson thought that if there wag a bit of
a feed, they'd all come, and then wo could bung the singing
at them, and they wa]ly couldn’t help themselves,  They
wouldn't leave so Jong ws the grub lasted.”

* Yaas, wathah!"

“You think it's o good wheeze?"

“ Yaag, certainly.”’

“There's only one difficulty in the way--—

“Pway allow me to wussist you in any way |w'5~.'
Arthur Augustus, 1 an only
musical tone of the coll.”

“Waell, it's about the funds,”
stony, lunl 1
rlll"l -—

* Oh, that's all wight;

i}
gaid
ton anxious to waiee thoe

gaid Wally ‘glibly.  “1'm
st of the fellows are on the rocks, Ii we could

I can lend you n soveweipn,”
“Good I excluimed Wally, delighted. **Then I'll munoge
it nll right.  What time will you come ulﬂng?"
“ Any time you like, deah boy! I've done pwep.”
“MThen we'll 20y half an hour, and that' “ give me time 1o
gel the feed g{rmu; We'll have the music wlong with the
grub, you know,”
Vewy good.”
*The Third Form-room, then, in
Wally; and he quitted the study.
He ran to the Form-room like o whirlwind, and burst into
it, and seized Jameson and Gibzon round the neck, and

half an hour,”” said
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"“Gu up'
i

ns he pualu.

L-t.: ofl my chcst you j]_l-unv—on LM llullu that's _\,mmg Wn\lya vmu.! 'num I‘mn ﬁ[u‘l) grlnnh:g I
npun the Form-room dum i

*There's a rift in the lute !

waltzod- them round the room Llll they crashed into a form,
mul wont rolling on the ﬂr)m
*You raving- ]uuutn, gasped Jameson
“TIt's all right””
(] \\Imt. 5 all right?”
*The foed.’

“Uh'

“What the-—=""

Il'wf‘

Made the

*You, 'The only ti mh]u is that Gussy's gumrr to sing fo
but it'a worth that for a birthday feed.”

‘You bet! Ha, ha, ha!

*Ha, ha, hat”

\ml the heroes of the Third were guickly busy

in prepar-
ing for that birthday feed.

CHAPTER 10.
The Plot Progresses.

L HAT is it, Gore?”
Mr., Railton asked the question in o slightly
ll[li lllll‘ tone. (J(”' 5 manner, as Ill carne ]IIifl

ihe House-master's study, wus very respe v'!ful but there was
it cmu)u. lmlunrr |.l||umu in his eyes,
My lipes, sir,
ot \'mn'-—ynul‘
“Yes, sir,
\ml Gore laid a carefully-written imposition on the table,
Mr. Railton laid dewn his pen, and looked steadily at
lmn\ The ead of the Shell met his glance without finching.
1 gave you this imposition, Gore?”
'Yes, sir.’
‘When?"
! .!awt after afternoon school, eir,
“Indeed! I had quite forgotten. Tou may go
Gore left the study. Mr. Railton took up the impot.

lines?"”

1]

and

looked at it. ‘There were ﬁfi) lines from Virgil, well written
out. Mr. Railton knew the lines almost by hearl, but he *
stared at them now, as if they were a ghastly and startling
sight, Then he pressed his ])lunl to his [l)l(lliOlL(.]

“ There 1s no doubt about it,”” he multered, '‘ my memory
is ;mmp: Is it a cape of mental fag—or wWht?  Worse,
pt_'lilup-, 3

The House-master’s look grew almost haggavd,

To a man already in a worried and nervous frame of mind,
it was terrible to discover that he could no lenger rely upon

i
g
/|

his own faculties, that his mental powers were folbtering in
the balance. |
Thera was A tap ab the door.
“Come in,” said Mr, Railton, in a hollow voice.
Sharp entored the room, :
He was looking a little nervous, having nol the gift of
nerve that Gore and Clyne rejoiced inj but as jusiors ofben
looked nervous—and with renson—on entering - a Houge-
master's study, there wis nmhm;r 1o oxoite suspicion in thatb.
“ Well, Hllulp, \\hui is it 7"
“My lines, sir.
Mr, Railton almost jumped,
“ Your what{" $
“My lines."”

Shurp laid an imposition on the table, as Gore luul done,
Mr. Railton looked at him, and signed to him to go. e;
realized that it would not do. o hutuw humsell 1o a |||nmr.i
But his c\||nmsmu wias sufficient to show the boy how th
plot was working, snd he felt a poang of remorse as ho lef
the study,
Gore; Clyne,
vorner of the

and Mellizh
PRESIEE,

wore waiting for him ab th
They grinned gleefully as he cami
up. :

“Well,

how did he take it, Shorpey?”’



o took his worl seriously, and To

L

“Ho looked knocked into a han\}},” said Sharp uneasily,

“~T say, you chaps, I—L don’t half like this.”

“What's the mutter?”’ demanded Clyne. *It's going to
be all vight, jsn't it?"

¥V ase.08, but-—but——-"'

" (Oh, you're gotting frightened?”

Sharp turned erimson,

- I'monot getting frightened, only- only—well, never mind.
I'm game if you are. 'l stick it out.”

“OF course you will!"”" said Clyne, sneeringly.
too doop now for gliding out, my pippin !
Ahrough with it.  And it's safe enough.
Hair turn grey hefore we've done with Railton.”

*Oh. will yon?” said a voice at hig clbow, ag Tom Mercy,
Manners, and Lowther came round the corner, ** What's the
little game?”

L Clyne was baken aback.

Y EhY 1 dido't know you robters were listening.”

Tom: Maorry flushed

“ We woren’t listening, and you know it,””" he said sharply.

“Wa're in
o've got to go
We'll make his

| “We couldn’t help hearing what you said. You've golb rome

gamoe on, I can sec—something up against Railton,”

* Nothing to do with you."

YQuite w mistake!" drawled Lowther. “ Railton is secdy,
andave're looking after the law and order of the Housa to
save him worry just now,” y

“ Progizely,” said Mauners, with a nod. S g

“50 you zoe,’ went on Tom Merry, * whatever your little
wame is, you've got to drop it. Rauilton is not to be ragged
while he's off his form.”

“Mind your own business!™

“Haven't we told you that we've made this onr business?
fodon't know what game: you're playing, but I can guess
that it's something beastly mean, 1 warn you to drop if.
We've got our eye on you.”

And the Terrible Three walked on,

Gore & Co. looked at one another uneasily.

“Thut wos beastly unlucky,” said Clyne, with a short
laugh:  ** Btill, they haven't found anything out. Il they
did it wouldn’t matter; they couldn’t sneak of us without
being sont to Coventry by 'tKe House.””.

Pt l%l'g“ht enough. It's  DMellish’s  furn  next.
Mellizh,”
“Better leave it for a hit?

Go  on,

“ Yow're not going to funk it,"” said Gore. “Ive-dung a

bif, and now you're going to do yours.

“ Yas, buf—-"

“Now'll go straight to Railton's study, or take a licking.”

0h, it’s all right; I'm going."

And Mellish went. Ile pasted Manners and Lowther in

the passage. They were standing at a window looking out.
Tom Merry was not with them, The cad of the Fourth
tapped at Mr. Raillon’s door, and enteraed, with a meck
and smug expression on his face. e sturted a little as he
saw that Tom Merry was in the study,
. Tonu waa at the table, with a Latin exercise before him,
upon swhich he wus evidently asking Mr, Railton’s advice.
The House-master was always willing to help any lad who
Merry was one who
worked hard g5 woll us played linrd.  Mellish would gladly
huve left hisTerrand over till Tom Merry was gone, hut
that was impossible. Mr. Railton had pushed the exercise
aside forsn moment to attend to the newcomer.

S What is it, Melligh 7"

“H’ you plense, sir, have you done with my Ffountuin-
pen.?

The House-master ataved at him,

* Your fountain-pen, Maollish "

S ¥on, v

“What do yon mean? Why should you suppose that T
lknow anything obout your fountain-pen? ‘r\’llmt‘ are you
bullcing about, Mellish " :

Mhe junior looked umazed.

“ ¥Yos, gir. Don’t you remember you borrowed it this
morning, sir?’’

1 certainly do not remembor !

“Why, thero it is, sir, on yonr inkstand.’

The House:master turned white,

Y Ye-o-os—yes, Mpllish!  Tuke ib, by all means, and
thank you. Stay o moment! T do not quite remember!
When did T borrow it, and where?"

S ATter first lesson,: gir,” said Mellish glibly. - * You
}‘r*n;gltocl to write something, and you told me to ask you for
it

“T do not remember!  Was it-in the class-room ?**

Mellish hesitated o second. He meant to sy " Yon!
but he wished Tem Merry had not been thera. Tom's eyes
wore fixed steadily on his face, with a glance that Mellish
did not quite understand, and which alarmed him a little.

But he remembered in a moment that a Shell boy could

& ngr :
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not possibly know what had -passed in the Fourth Form
raom after first lesson, and he regained courage.

! 'Yos, sir.”

The answer cdme out withont a tremor, )

“ Ah, yes, no doubt you are right. I had forgotten, You
may go.’ ' ;

Mellish slipped the fountain-pen into Lis pocket, and left
the study. Mr. Railton st silent, lost in painful thought,
and Tom Merry was quite still, not caring to interrupt
him.

The Houseamaster came to himself with o sudden start.

“Ah! T was for el:tius your Latin, Merry. T am grow-
iué_r very forgetful ﬁth!]y. 4 ;

‘Don't let me bother you now, sir. [--—

“ Nonsense ! We will finish.”

And the exorcise was gone through, Then Tom Merry
thanked the House-master and withdrew. He canght a
glimpsae of the master as he closed the door, and he saw
that Mr., Railton’s face was white and ulmost haggard. His
heart was heavy as he rejoined Manners and Lowther.

“There's some underhand business going on here,” he
said. “Those cads have a plot of some kind up againsl
Railton, and they're bothering him. I 1;u.sxt; heard Mellish
at it, and T am almost certain he was lying.”

And Tom Merry oxplained what he had heard, and what
he suspected. Manners and Lowther wrinkled their- brows

"

coovay 1

t.
“Blake ean tell you,” said Lowther. * He will know
whether Mellish was lying or mnot. But—but what could
be his motive if he was lying?" £

Tom Merry shook his head. ; i

“1 dou't quite catch on to it,"" he confessed. * But it's
n mean game, I'm certain of that, and that mew fallow
Clyne is at the bottom of it. A8 guardians of the law and
order of the House—"" : .

‘““Ia, ha, ha!" e :

“ Don't start cackling on a serious subject, Monty ! Apart
from joking, I think we ought to look nfo this, Railton’s
soody, and if those eads have got up.any dodge to bother
him, we ought to put a stop to it.”

“ Yos, rather, that's all right.” g

“T'1l ask Blake, anyway, =~ Como along and look for
him,”

CHAPTER -11.
The Top B Flat.
ACK BLAKE had just come in from the gym., with
Q]] Dighy and Herries. They were looking very healthy
and rosy after ardvous exercise, when the Terribla
Three met them near the door of Btudy No. 6. Btranga
sounds were proceeding from the atudy. At any other
time the juniors might have supposed that someone was
being cruelly nnd remorselessly slain, and was gasping oub
shrioks for mercy. But as they know that it waa the swell
of 8. Jim's practising his top notes, they were nol
alormed.
“1 say, Blake, do you remember—- ; :
“Certainly,” said Blake immediately, and without wait-
ing for the rest of the question. ** Ah, distinetly I remem-
bor, it was in the blenk December, and——"'
““Oh, don't ba funny now. e :
“T'm nob being funny, T'm practicing my recitation for
D'Arey’s show, 1Y’Arcy is going to give o selection of
tonor  solos from  Wagner, Puccini, Berlioz, Gounod]
Wallnge, and Dan Leno[”
“Ha, ba, ha!”
“T'm not quite sure, but I think I've got the list abouf

right. We're going to back him up. T'm recifing * * The
Rayen! *Ah, distinctly I remembor, it wns in the bloalk
Docember, and each soparate dying ember wrought its

ghost upon the floorl” That's the style. You don’t ofien
hear ‘The Rawven® recited like that!™

“No!” said Lowther. “Praise be!”

“ Took ”huro., Lowther! " If you don't like the way I
recibe— :

% 0Oh, it's ripping,” said Tom Merry hastily, © But—"

tyou wait till I make the raven croak,’ said "Jack
Blake confidently, “T'll make the audience shudder {hen,
T tell you. It comes in this vorase: '
25 Thoup{h thy crest be shorn and shaven,

Thou,’ I said, ‘ark sure no raven.

Ghastly, grim, and ancient raven, wandering from the

nﬂ;hlﬁ‘ shore, .
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the night's Pluio:
nian shoroe.”

Quoth the raven, ‘Never more!’"”

Jack Blake brought the * Never more!” out in a desp
bass voice, and Lowther gave a dramatic shudder.

“Good 1" he said. ‘Iz that what you call making the
raven oroal ¥ -

A Tale of the Boys of St Jim's.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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“That's it.”

“ Bhouldn't wonder if you malke the audience croak, too, .

if you do much of that. .

Blake glared. Lowther was using the word “eroak’ in
its slangy sense, as an equivalent for the verb ‘‘to die.”

LIt P‘uu came along here to be funny,’” said Blake, T
can only say :

“We came to ask you a question,’ said Tom Maorry.
“Don't mind Lowther; he was born like that. Do you
remember—""

‘“ Ah, distinetly I—*

“(heese it for a minute! Do you remember in the
Fourth orm-room this morning, after first lesson, Mellish
lending his fountain-pen to Mr, Railton?"

Blake, Herries, nllLE Digby stared blankly at Tom Merry.

“ What the dickens are you getting at?” demandéed
Blake. ‘“Is that a conundrum?”

“No, it ian’t, I want to know, It's important.”

“Well, he didn’t! Railton waa taking the Fourth Form
for first lesson, s Lathom has made it a special point to
cateh the Au and get laid up. But I didn't see any
fountain-pen business. Mellish never did anything of the
sort, as a matter of fact. Mr, Railton wrote a note to
the I'rench master, but he used a pencil he borrowed of
young Hancock.”

“ Yes, I remember that,” said Digby.

“ Well, I just heard Mellish tell Railton he had borrowed
his fountain-pen to write a note after first lesson, in the
Form-room.”

“ Then Mellish was—maellishing I'"" said Blake, inventing
a now word on the spot. I always knew he was a fearful
{1rc31'nricat0r, nlso n wonderful fabricator, not to say @
eastly liar; but I'm blessed if 1 can see where thera was
any use in telling that fib to Railton. What's the game?”

“But his fountain-pen was lying on Mr. Railton’s ink-
stand, just as if Railton had laid it there absent-mindedly."”

“ Well, Mellish could easily have put it there himself, I
suppose, when Railton wasn't in the study, some time?”

" Ya-es, T suppose so.”

“That was it,”" said Lowther. “Now, the question
arises, my beloved hearers, what on earth ia Mellish trying
to mystify Railton about it for?”

* Blessed if I know,” said Blake.

“That fellow Clyne is at the bottom of it,” said Tom
Morry, with conviction. * We eame upon them-~the whole
gung—jawing over something they're pfot.tinx up against old
Railton. This is part of the wheese. It's zome plot to
worr;{ the old boy, and he's so run down just at present
that he's easy game. See?"

*‘ Beastly caddish!" said Blake,

“Wa're going to stop it,” said Tom Merry, his hrows
coming together in a straight line. “It's a dirty trick.
I wouldn't play a game of that sort even on a rotter like
Ratty of the New House!”

“We'll look into it, if you like?” said Blake,

“Don’t trouble; we'll look into it,” said Tom Merry.
“This is a matter that requires fellows older than you."

“Two manths and seven days older!” jeered Blake.

““ Well, yes, counting by the calendar, but years and years
alder if you go by experience and—and wisdom,” said Tom
Merry loftily.

‘And gas,” suggested Blake.

“ Ah-a-p-n-a-p-p-n-a-a-sen-ah

Tt was u prolonged note from Study No. 6. The Terrible,

Three, stopping their ears dramatically, walked away
awiftly. DBlake kicked open the study door, and the chumsa
of the Fourth wént in.
Arthuy Augustus D'Arey wae standing with his mouth
wid open ,and a top note was st l‘nu.!uing forth,
“i\h-u-u-a-u a-a-a-a-a-a-a-ah 1"

“What on earth are you doing ?” roared Blake, “ You'll.
alarm the house !”

“ Pway don’t intewwupt me!"”

“What do you mean by shrieking like that? You'll

have fellows come along to ask if we're slaying you,”

“ And we shall have to_truthfully answer *Yes,'' said
Dighy darkly.

‘Ha, ha, hal"

“Your wibnld laughtah intewwupta me feahfully,” said
D'Arey, serewing his monocle into his eye, and regarding
the ehums with an icy glare. * I should be obliged if you
would wetire, T am due in the Third Form woom in a few
minutes, and T am pwactisin’ my top B flat."”

* Your which 7"

“My top B flal, T am goin' to sing the ‘Flowah Song'
fwom ‘Carmen’ to'the fags." ’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“There is nothin’ whalevah to excite your laughtah,
deah boys. Wally has wepwesented to me that the fags
have musical aspiwations, which I can encouwage by
singin’ to them.” 5 ¥

“ He was pulling your leg."”
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“1 wefuse to admit the possibility of anythin’ of the
sorl,  If there are any musical fﬂlfaws in the Third,
wegard thom as worthy of encouwagement, I am goin’ to
sing the ‘Flowah Song. fwom *Carmen,'”

“Ha, ha! In I'rench? "

“No, Out of congidewnlion for the pwobable lack of
Imm&;!edgn on the part of the fags, I shall sing the twansla-
tion. .

*“There'll be a row!”

“Wenlly, Blake!”

“Keep off the top B flats !” said Blake, with » warning
wag of the head. * Suppose you were to burst a boiler, or
somothing ¢

“T enn get the note quite simply. I have been pwac.
Lisin' it. Unfortunately, I have not studied long nnoulgh
to have yet attained the aconwnte piteh without the aid of a
musical instrament or n tunin’-fork. It is only lately that
I have discovahed that I have a wonderful tenah voice.
But by stwikin’ A on the tunin'-fork, and tweatin' it as the
‘o' of the tonio soldn, I get to B flat without difficulty, Ax
far as pitch is concerned, 1 meun, of course, It iy wathah
difficult to get weally good pwoduction on top notes af
first, I am not yet a Cnwuso.”

“No—no, I don’t think you are—quite."

D’Arey struck the A forls, mu} the usual
resounded. e sang “Ah!” to the mnote, and Blake,
Herries, and Digby staggered against the wall. Then he
went up o semitone, and sang the B flat, andatha three
juniors sank to the floor in attitudes of great agony.

YArcy glared at thom indignantly, but proceeded to
practice hin B flat regardless of their contortions,”

“Phat’s Cawuso’s top note in the ‘Ilowah Bong,’' he

said triumphantly.
gaid Blake fecbly.

«

‘pong "

“ Wonderful I’
sing like that.”

“Do you weally think so, Blakef"

“Of course! He's dead, you know,”

‘' Weally, Blake-—"

“If you're going, to work off that B flat on the fags”
enid DBlake, “T caM only sny that there'll be a row—in a
double sense.” |

“If you fellows like to como along——'

“Not much! We've stood it once, but you never know
how it might turn ouf if we went through it again.”

“71 wegard your wemarks ae uttahly wotten and
{wivolous,” said D'Arcy. *“T huve no time now, or I should
pwobably give yoit all o feahful thwashin’. I am goin' to
the Third Form now, where I am cagahly expectad. They
don't find a wemarkable tenah to aing top B fluts to them
evewy day.” '
dAm Arthur Augustus left the study and slammed tho

oar,

“Tamagno couldn’t

CHAPTER 12.
The * Flower Song ' from ' Carmen''—with Variations.
RTHUR AUGUSTUS was certainly expected in the
R Torm-room, but perhaps not exactly with eagerness.
The Third Form had received the newa of the feed
with eagerness enough, When they were informed that
1’Arey, of the Fourth, would ba singing tenor galos at tha

same time, they cheerfully nc?uiesced. It wasn't a very

high price to pay for a good feed, and, as Jameson said,
they ecould stand it.

‘" Besides, he may be late,” said Gibson,

“ And then the fesd won't last so very lﬁngl," added
Wally, “We sha’n’t be bound to listen to anything that
isn't got through while the feed lnsts,”

“Oh, we ean stand it,”’ said Baker III.
he'll be late,” ;

D'Arey was late, His top B flate detained him in Study
No. 6 till the feast had been in progress for nearly ten
minutes, and a very considerable diminution wue apparent
in the supplies.

The feed was at its height when the swell of the School
IHouse appeared in the doorway of the Form-room with
tuning-forle in his hand, and a roll of music under his arm.

* There he is!" 4

* Comae in, Gussy!”

*You can eing !’ "

Arthur Augustus entered the room. Thare was o becom-
ing blush of modesty on his face, Mo turned his oyeglass
on the fags with a benevolent expression,

“T am vewy pleased to come and sing to you chaps,” he
said. I hope it will be the beginnin® of a new ewah in
the histowy of the Third Form. T am vewy pleased to
find that you young wasculs are musical. Shalespeare has
wemarked-——"

* Pass the sardines.”

“ Bhaleepeare has wemarkad

* Jam this way, old chap.”

“Only let’s hopé

EEl
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Y Bhalkespeare has wemarked that the man that hath no
mugic in his soul is fit for tweasons, stwatagems, and spoils.
e furthah wemarks—

“Where's the pickle-jar?’

“Tla furthah wemarls *Tet no such man bo twusted.”
My deah fellahs, you will usually find in this world that o
man who cares for music is a much more decent chap than
a mun who doesn't,.and therefore I wepeat -

“Bhova nlong the crenm-pulls, you young pig..”
‘ : ;
‘T owepeat that I am pleased and flattahed by this

invitation {o sing to you.
Bong' fwom * Carmen ’-—

" Coffee this way,"

1 do nof wish to stand wpon cewemony,” said D'Arcy.
“I will aing just where I am, but ns there is no nccom-
panigt, [ will ask your permish to use my tunin'-fork to
get my note,”

“Go dhend,” said Wally.

The ‘Third-Formers were going ahead, and Arthur
Augustug could not help noticing that more attention was
paid to the feed than to the faunder thereof. But that
was all to be changed when the singing commeneed, of
cowrae,  Then he would see the fags forgetting sardines,
and strawberry-jam, and curvant-wine, and listening open-
mouthed (o the song—perhaps,

The tuning-fork ponged, and Arthur
severnl fnlse starts, found his note.
with both hands, he started:

e

See here, thy floweret treasured well,
Its odour checred my prison cell—""

[ shall begin with the ‘Flowah
1)

_Augustus, after
Holding up the music
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This picture depicts an amusing Incldent in the grand, long, complete school tale of Harry Whavrton & |
Co., by Frank Richards, in “THE MAGNET" LIBRARY, now on sale. Price One Haltpanny. f

‘“ Pnsa the marmalfide.”
" Open another bottle, will you?”

“The! withered, dead, the chevished flower,
Ita perfuine kept its magio power LR,

“Took here, young Dalker IIL, dou’l
ream-puffs! Give a fellow a chance.”

** Oh, you go and eat coke!”

T jolly well give you a thick ear if you don't pass the
eronm-pufls!”

you wolf all the

“ *Next my heart it softly reposed.
And how oft, with ayelids half-closed,

1"

I drunk its porfume with delight——"""

“Jf you drop your volten sardines
tronszers, young D'Avcy minor, I'll jolly
down your neclk!”

over my otten
saon bung the tin

“ ¢ And saw thy smiles illume the night.

Sometimes I cursed the hour T mef thep—="'"
“ Jolly «lucky for you your Form-misster ain't here,
D’Arcy major, 1 say, D'Arcy minor, your brother's

swearing 1"

**And tried all vainly to forget theo.
Bometimes 1 asked, in senseless wrath,
Why did fate bring her in my path?*

A Tale of the Boys of St Jim's,
. By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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“ Blessed if I know, D'Avey major!
ahout ¥ ;

“(Give it up! It must be Cousin Ethel.”’

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Or the girl at the draper's in Rylcombe.”

‘“ He, he, he!?

* Oh, let him rip! Pass the pepper,”

“ Weally, deah boye, I don’t see how I am to sing il you
keep on intewwuptin' me with wematks that I ean only
chawnctowise as  wibald,” exclaimed Arthur = Augustus,
breaking off at last, i

*Oh, that'a all right!”" said Wally.
you know, Keep it up.” 2

** That’s right. On the bawl!”

" Go it 1"

“Vowy well! But weally—-"

“ Any more sardinea?”’

““No; they're done.”

‘“ Any more tartd?”’

‘“All gone.”

** Any more anything?"”’

‘* No, apparently not.”

*Then I'in off 17

“ Herve, wait and hear the reat of the song!” said D'Avey
minor. “Don’'t be a ead, you know, Gusay's stood the
feast, and so it’s only fair that we should stand the song."
e Weully, Wally, if you put it like that—"

Who's he talking

= "0}’!'. po ahead, Gussy; you're improving our minde, you
(oW, .

“Oh, all right! Let him improve our giddy minds
Prggtiraimo, (ussy, please.”
FVery welll 1 will bogin again at the beginning——"
‘Bore was o yell of protest.
o! CGo straight on!”
Finish vour innings!™
S XKick off, do!"
TYowy well, T will go sbwaight on, but I considah—"
“Co ahead!” :
*“On the balll”
#Then, my curse recalling with shame——=""
“1 ghould think so, D'Arey major! Where were you
brought up?’
¢ Fandly, tenderly breathsd thy namo,
And felt—"" &

““Why, there's that young villain Baker III. got his
jm:;l?;:l, stuffed withsecones! Roll him d&ver, and have 'em
out

The remainder of D'Arey’s solo was lost in the din as
Baleet Tertine was forced to disgorge. But the noise died
away as Arthur Augustus sailed on to the climax, and
reached the famoua top B flat.

48« on, my Carmen!
My life, my soul be given to thes!'’

-

On ‘“thee!”—at any time an awlkward word for & fop
note—I)Arcy came to the B flat.  The Third-I'ormers
liatenad, and stared, and shrieked., Then, with one accord
they huih}.d for the door,

Iugthe twinkling of an eye almost Arthur Augustus was
loft alone with the remaing of the feast. He lowerad his
musie, nnd stared round hini.

“Bai Jove!”

Slowly and aadly he lelt the room. TITe conld not help
realising that he had been done, and that the Third Form
at 8t Jim's was, after all, as nnup!:n'eniuiivn of really good
music as it had ever been. 1n Study No. 6 he found Blake,
Herries, and Digby, roasting and eating chestnuts,

o “Plebw, deah Boy, will you tell me weally and twuly
what 5:rfu.thml{ of my top B flat?" asked D’Aroy seriously.

“Erl old chup!” said Blaka affectionately, * It would
hurt your feelings; and, besides, there's no words in the
]'_:ngzli_sh language to expresy it

IV Arey looked thoughtful.

* Upon the whole,” he remarked, presently, ‘I shall let
Cawuso's songs alons for the pwesent, and stick to easy
things like the * Soldier Fall' T ean get the A all wight,
1t's wemarkable how much difference a semitone makes at
the top of the voice. You think I get the A in ‘Soldier
Fell* all wight, don’t you, Blake?”

“Oh, ripping!” said Blake, *Good enough for  the
Fourth Form, anyway.”

And with that rather doubtful commendation D'Arey had
to be satisfied,
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CHAPTER 13.
Arthur Augustus Issues Invitations.

o) LEASE, & : y
H? Mr. Railton stoppad, as Clyne spoke in Lig

meelest and most submissive tone, Tho House-
master, with a cloud upon his face, wis coming away from
the Sixth Form-room. Mz, Railton’s face had rarcly been
unclouded for the past faw days, .

“Ves, what is i, Clyne?”’

' Pleare, sir, may 1 Eenvo my lines till after pm{)., as 1
want to go down to Rylcombe {o get my new football boots,
gir !

Mr, Railton stopped short, and stared at Clyno, the
harasead exprossion intensifying upon his face, 1lis featuras
looked very worn in the morning sunlight,

“What fines are you referring to, Clynet"

“The hundred from Horace, air.”

“Did your Form-master give them to you?”

Clyna’ ﬁoo]md astonished,

“ My, Lathom, sir? Oh, no, sir!l’ You gove thom to mel
Don’t you remember, sir? It waa for 5{y]a‘rlcing in the
passage.” BEig s -

“You may leave them till after tea,” said the House:
master.

““Qh, thank you, air!” said Clyne.

Ho scuddad off, The lines wore an invention of his own,
and he felt pretty certain that Mr. Railton would never ask
to ses them, so he had committed himself to nothing.

He strolled out into the quadrangle, and stopped sharply
as a heavy hand fell upon his shoulder. e turned lo geo
Tom Merty and Manners. It was Tom who had ¢aught him
by the shoulder with o graap like iron.

Clyne loked at him defiantly.

“What do you want, Merry 7’

“1 want o word with you, you cad!” |

Clyne wrenched his dmuld}or free, and was inclined fo
walle away; but Tom Merry looked ag if he meant businass.
Clyne did not want to come to blows with the hero of the
Shell if he conld help it. He had had enough of that kind
of thing with Arthur Augustus; and Tom Merry was
more redoubtabla adversary than the swell of the fHehool
House, !

“Well, you can go on,” suid Clyne, with a snear,

“ T heard what you just said to Railton—:»" ;

“ Listening again !’ sneored” Clyne, i

The blood rushed into Tom Mervy's face, Dut he mude no
reply to the taunt. He went on very quietly. T

“¥You were lying te Mr. Railton. T have been walching
vou lately—ever since 1 knew you and your friends were
plotting somathing against our Houseanaster. Mr, Railton
never gave you lines for skylarking in the passage. Tts s
lie—und Mellish was lying to him yesterday abouf the
fountain-pen, You are planning all this to bother him,
boeause he's run down, and you think you can fool him.”

Clyne shrugged his shoulders,

“ Vou ought to be a detective,” lo remarked.

Tom Merry clenched his handa.

“JIsn't what I've said true?”

“ Porhaps.”

“You cad! You know it izl”

“ Are you going to turn sneak?’ demanded Clyne. “Can’t
1 jape & mauster if I like, if I choose to thlko tho risk?
\\'IJmt business is it of youra?”’

“It’s different, japing a master,
and no decent fellow would play it.
if hoe weren't led on by you." >

““ Any more to say on the subject?’ asled Clyne, yawning.

Tom Merey's eyes blazed. He had hard worle 10 keep hia
hands off the sneering, mocking face before him.

“ Vg, he said, * You've got to stop it—all of youl"

Clyne laughed.

Tom Merry made a step towards him, und his laugh died
away. Manners passed hig arm throng]) Tom’s, and Clyne
wallked away. Tom Merry was breathing hard.

“The cad!” he muttered, ‘1 shall I»ulwrise him yet!
He ought to ba kioked out of the school!” !

“Tom Mewwy—" : 3 2

“Hallo, Gua!~ Are you up to pitch this morning " asked
Tom Merry cheerfully.

Arthur Augustus D’Arey had his tuning-fork in his hand-—
in fact, he was seldom seen without it now, Ilo was benm-
ing with emiles, too. :

“Vaas, wathah!" he replied. “I found my top B flat all
wight when I wose this mornin’, All the same, I am goin’
{o keep the * Soldier Fall® for the picce de wesistance this
evenin’, The top note is A in that, you know."”

“ What are you doing this evening, then?” agked Manners.

“1 am givin’® a sort of wecital to the fellows. Only an

ir——

This is a cad's game,
Even Clore wouldn’t,

informal sort of thing, you know,"” explained D’Arcy
modestly, '“No charge for admission, and mo  tickets
wequired.”
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it door.”
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“ 1 see-—we just roll'up in our thousands, and roll in.”

“T am afwaid thers wouldn't be woom for thousands,”
eaid D'Arcy. **Vou see, I'm givin' my little entertainment
in Study No. 6. We're bowwowin’ chairs fwom all quartahs,
and I amn to stand on the table for a platform. 1 slmll ain,
balf a dozen tenor golos. T mustn’t wun the wisk of tiwin
my voice, you know, Tenors have to be awfully careful
with their thwoats,”

“ Yoy, | suppose so. Only half a dozen?"

“ Yaas, \\:athu!ln! And Blake, and Hewwies, and Dig. will
fill n]!w the intervals. Blake is goin’ to wecite the * Waven,”
you know, and Dig. will give a cake-walk. T wegard a
gnke-walle as wathah vaworthy of the evcusion, but Dig.
won't give nne(thm' else, and he says he'll wofuse to support
mqla on any othuh terms. Hewwies is goin' to give a cornet
solo,

“Very much golo, I expect,” grinned Manners.
won't be anybody but Horries there at the time.”

i Wall, weally, T anticipate somethin’ of that sort,” said
D'Aroy confidentially, *eo I have put Hewiyies last on the
pwogwamme, Heo has been pwactisin' to-day, and I admif
J’lt t],»:'smnethm’ feahful. I couldn’t hear myself singin’ B

atb,

“There

* Then it must have been awful.”

Y He's at'it now,” said Manners, looking up at the window
of Study No. 6, from which strange, weird sounds were pro-
ceading, * Awfully lils a steamer’s syren, isn't it?"

': Yaus; the wesemblunce is weally quite stwilkin',”

" What is he playing—'"The Lost Chord,” or ‘We Won't
Go Heme Till L\&)m'niug e .

“He is playin’ ‘On the Ball,” awwanged.as a cornet solo,”
explained D'Avcy. I know, because he told ma; othah-
wige, 1 ehould nevah have wecognised it, I advised him to

lve 1t 0 new name, and pwetend that it was an extwact

wom gomothin® vewy classionl, and then the audience would
maluwally expect to have a headache, and wouldn't gwumble,
Bub hovonly said wude things, But I stopped to ask you
chipa if you were comin’ to the show aftah tea.”

3 ‘.\%mte sure Herries will be last?”

“Yauns, wathah 1" 4

“And nembers of
bofore the finish?”

“Yans, wathah "

“Then you cun rely on us”

Y Vowy good, Bettah come early and avoid the ewush.

“Ma, hel Cortainly ! We'll be among the first at the

the

andience are allowsd to leave

\;"I wathah' think you will be surpwised,” said D'Arey,
with much satisfaotion; and, with a graceful nod, he walkéd
AW

His courso luy acrosi the quad in the direelion of the New
Hopzo,  Figging, Korr, and Wynn were sunning themselves
in the porch there, and they looked ap as the swell of the
Sehool Hlouse bore down upon them.

' Whon did you got outt" asked Figging cheerfully.

“Bai Jove, Figging—— :

“And how did you dodge the keepera?’’

ST did not come hore to bandy wude wemarks,' said
D'Al:,c-.y, with dignity, "I came to exténd an invitation to
you.

Fatty Wynn pricked up his cars at once:

“ We have tea in No. 6 at five sharp.”

Y Good," said Fatty Wynn, ** We don't mind!
awfully hungry in this gpring weather,
in our atudy, too, when we get back,”

£ We hove tea ab five sharp, so s to get it ovah—="

i Ol‘ !?J ‘ i

“And allow time for the little entertainment T am givin',
There will be half a dozen tenor solos, beginnin' with * Lot
me like a soldier fall,' fwom *Mawitanah,! There will be
othah ibtems—"

“Any preparations made in case of casualties?” asked
Figging sarcasticully.

*Weally, Figging——"

“1 think I ought to go,”” ramarked Kerr. *‘I've learned
firat aid to the injured, you know, as a boy scout,”

“Weally, Korr——"

S And there isn’'t-u blessed feed,” snid Fatly Wynn in-
dignantly. * We're asked to go and listen fo a chap
aquedulling, without anything to eat at the finish! My
word |

“ Weally, Wynn-——"

“T'd be jalf:{ glad fo come,” said Figgins, winking at
apage, * But I've got to see n man aboul a dog, you know.
I'll look in after the tenor solos are over, if possible.”

‘1 shall instwnct the stewards to wefuse admittance to
any New Iouse boundah whatsoavah,” said Arthur
Angustuz, with great dignity ; and he marched off with his
nose very high in the air, leaving Figgins & Co. chuckling.

i

1 get
We can have tea
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CHAPTER 14
Exit Clyne.

o HAT ghall T dot"
W Mr., Railton muttered the words feverishly,

He was pacing to and fro on the short turf in
tha Head's garden. Ile had gone to that quiet spol to
think out his problem. To the worn and worried master of
the School Flouse it seemed certain that he was losing his
mental balunco—that he was on the verge of a nervous
breakdown, He had been hard driven by his work, and
additional work, of late, Once or twice ;ﬁ@ hud forgotten
things, though usually a most methodical man, Now he had
taken to forgetting things without being able to recall tho
circumstances at all-—a much more serious mattor, .

What was he to do?

. The Head was only just recovering from an attucl of
influenza, and Mr, ndwm was still very unwell, Much
waqek fell upon the School House-master, but he did not
care for that, Te was a keen worker. But what if he were
in no fit state to do the work? Matlers scemed 16 be going
from bad to worse, What was he to do?

The Ilouse-master's face was worn and worried, e was
trying to think things over—to pull himsell together, Bui
the mere feeling that he no longer had full control of his
fuoultios was enough to unnoerve him, He had been thore
half an hour, or more, pacing on the grass under the trees,
silent, his footsteps mulicing no eound. Suddenly, throu
the still quietness, came the sound of a veice he' knew-~the
voice of a junior of his own House.

“Clyne! I've been looking for you, you skulking cad !’

Mre. Railton smiled slightly,  He knew Tom Merry'a voice.
The juniors were on the other side of the fence, ‘and only
the palings and a mass of rhododendrons were between thém
and the House-master, Ly

“ What do you want?" }

Clyne’s voice was sullen, with o trace of fear in it, *

“I want to speak to you-—about Railton.'

Mz, Railton started, .

Ha had been about to walk away quietly, not caring lo be
the heaver of, perhaps, some private matter between the

juniors, Now he paused. Was it possible that the juniors,

had noticed his peculiar staté already?

“Oh, keep oft that!” said Clyne,
yours,"

“I'm making it my business. You're not %uing to bother
old Railton any more, You can see how ill ho's been look-
ing Iately, and if you weve anything but an utter cad, you'd
let him alone,”

“I'm not the only one.””

“Gore and Mellish and the rest would stop if you did.
You know jolly well that youn're the ringleader,”

A strange look cume over Mr. Railton's face. He walked
quiotly towards the gate, to pass the fence and reach the
spolt where the two juniors were speaking.

“Perhaps 1 am,” said Clyne, little dreaming whos=a' ears
ware tuking in his words, “ Perhaps I am not, Railton
was rough on usg——""

* Because you were bullying a fag.” .

“ Anyway, we'ro going to do as we like, without bein
dictated to by you. I you were to sneak, you'd be cut deag
by the whole House, and yvou know it.”

Tom Merry gritted his teeth.

" Perhaps so. I don't mean to eneal. You're going to
stop this cowardly game without my sneaking. I can o
now what you're driving at. You'll make Mr. Railton
think he’s loose in the head—that's your little game, e

“Tt's no business of

" ian't the kind of man to suspect fellows of lying wholesale.™

i}

*“1t's a good jape.’ :

“You'ra going to stop it. I'm nol going to sneali—don't
be afraid of that. But if you don’t drop this game, I'm
going to thrash you within an inch of your life!’

Clyne drew a quick, hissing breath,

“1 won’t! I tell you I won't!"

“Thon take off your jacket!”

“T'm not going to fight you!”

“You are, or I'll ask Blake for that dog-whip.”)

Ulyne panted. y

“ Hang you—you—you bully! I i

“Will you take your jacket off, or will you fight az yon
a.e?’ asked Tom Merry determinedly.

“Hang you! I won’t fight! I—I—-"

Tom Merry struck him in the face.

““There! Now will you come on?"”

Clyne turned quite white, But even then he did not
accept the challenga.

“Hang you! I——"

¢ Btop that,” said Mr. Railton, quielly coming’ through
the gate. I will deal with you over this matter, Clyne.”

Tom Merry turped pale,

L Ohaivl -

“ You need not apologise, Merry. You have ‘acted like a
decent and right-minded boy. As for this wretched lad, 1
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Thope he wili never experience the (rauble he has canzed me
in the paat few days. I have had a long experience with
hoys, but I thank Heaven I have never come nerass so much
haseness in one so young before. Fallow me, Clyne!”

Clytie reeled 'against the wall Tom Merry sprang to-
wards him, for the wretched boy looked as if he were going
to faint,

Clyne muttered & savage word.

* Don’l fouch me! This is all your fault!”

“ It’s all your awn fault. I'm zorry Mr. Railton heard us,
but you've only got yourself to thank.”

Tom Merry walked away without another werd. — Clyne
followed the House-master with a sullen face and a elow, ro-
luctant step. In the House-master’s study, he stood with hig
eyes on the floor, and n sneer on his lips. ‘Mr. Railton re-
gurded him long and steadily.

“You have treated me in a cowardly and disgraceful
manner Clyne,” he said quieily. '‘ I have ohsarved already
that you are a boy of evil influence, and this last discovery
proves eonclusively that. you are not fil to agaociate with
decent boys. It is impossible for you to remain here. I
ahell not punish you myself. T shall lay the whole facls
before Dr, Holmes. Meanwhile, pleasa tell me the names of
your asgociates in this matter.”

(lyne wae silent for a moment. A rag of henour he had
left made him hesitate to betray his friends, and [rom
bravado he was inclinad to refuse to reply. Then he thought
of Melligh, and grinned,

“ There was Mellish of the Fourth, sir,” he said.

“ And the otherst”

Y I'drathor not say, eir.’!

Mr. Railton was silont.

“Vary well,” he suid, at length, *“if you have u shred of
solf-respect left, T will not tear it from you. Let the others
go, 1 have a protty clear ides s to who they are, but 1
know they wera little more than your dupes,  Mellish, how-
over, was probably almost as bad as you were, He shall
angwer your charge.” -

And the House-master called o fag in the passage, and
sent him for Mellish. The easd of the Fourth entered the
shudy a fow minutes later, looking somewhat scared. Af the
sight of Clyne, with sullen and downcast face, and of Mr,
Railton's stony brow, his knees knocked together, it

“ Yon—y-you sent for me, sir,” he stammered

“Yea, Mellish, I have discovered thé plot against me,
and Clyne names you as his accomplice.”

Mellish eaught at the table for support,

[l —ee  He=he—— It'a & lie, sir—I—I mean ii's not
true, gir. I—I knew he had been expglled from his last
gchool——"" X

* Txpolled '

“ YVap, air! He—=

“Ta that true, Clyne i

Clyne shrugged his shoulders. He knew that there was no
hape for him, and his impudenee stood by him to the last.

Y Yaa, air, it's tege. I don’t care!” he eaid carelessly.
" Mellish i lying, He was backing me up all the time, ile
extorted money ?rum me for keeping my secret.”

“Oh, sir] I=I—=" ! f

“ T eannot but balieve Clyne's statement, from what I have
observed. of your charseter, Mellish,” said Mr, Railton
sternly, “ Yet on his word alone I cannot eondemn you. I
would not condemn a dog on the evidenee of a boy like
Clyne. I shall not punish you, Mellish. m}cmlly tell you to
take warning by the punishmeant of thig boy., He will be
expelled from the sehool.  You may go—and remember that
1 have my eye upon you.™

Mellish staggered rather than walked from the study. ITe
knew that he had been within measurable distance of ex-
pulsion, and he was thoroughly seaved. ;

Mr. Railton fixed a stern glance on the sullen Clyne.

“You will go up and pack yonr box at once, Clyne,” he
said, T will not allow such a character to mingle a minute
longer with the hoys of my House. I only hope that you
have not suceeeded in sowing corruption too eflectively
alveady.”

Angd without a word in reply, Clyne went. For a quartar
of an hour after that Mr. Railton was shut up in the i—l’muf'ﬂ
study. Home of the boys noticed a box being taken down
and put into Taggles’s trap. But only Mellish knew what
had ecenrred until the Fourth Form went into class that
aftornoon,  Clyne’s place was empty.  The truth gradually
dawned on the juniors of the School House. :
_ There had been no public expulsion; but the cad of St
Jim'y was gone, and the school never saw him again,

g1
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CHAPTER 15.
° D'Arey Like a Soldier Falls.

£k AAS, Tet me like——""
Y “ Hallo! Tuning up alveady, Guasy "
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"" ;

“ Bap the front seats!” said Tom Merry; and the Termbld
Three rushed into the study.

“ Hold on!" exclaimed Monty Lowther. “ Remember. the
tenor solos! On an occagion like this 1 prefee fo be moadest.
I'll take a back seat.'’

“ Wenlly, Lowthah——""

“ Qreer, you Shellfieh I exclaimed Blake. * None of your
Shell rowdiness here, This is.-a respectable Fourth Ferm
study, Hare they come, Gussy—in thousands! I never
thought recitations were éo popular in the Sehool Houge,”

The fellows were certainly coming in, taxing the accomma-
dation of Study No. 6 severely, D'Arey jammed his manoele
into his eye, and Jooked af Blake with a great intensity of
gaze.

“ Weally, Blake, if you imagine that the fellows are comin’
here to hear a wotten wecitation, you arg—==""

“Well, what the dickens do you thinl they'ra goming
for?”

“(Gussy’s vight,” broke in Dighy, before Arthur Auguatus
could reply, * Recitations arve veally only a tst‘ullurum you,
know. \k‘hui‘ fellows really like ia a lively calie-walk™

* Weally, Dig—="" ! .

“Now, when I do ‘Come and Kiss Me, Honey,’ you'll
sep——""

“ I wegard you as an aes !
in forse-—" l 5

G My cornet golo,” said Herries,  “ I've been thinking
about that, Gussy. One cornet solo nin't much to compensute
the chaps for listening to all the pifile you three fellows are
palming off on them——"

“Weally, Howwies——"' : .

“ Bo guppose you shove down three or four? I shouldn’t
mind! T can do ‘On the Ball, and *Waltz Me Round
Again and the World is Mine, "’ ! ;

“ Ha, ha!” roared Blake, ** That sounds rather mixed.™

“1 mean——"" i

‘1 wefuse to considah any such fwivelous suggestions,
The follows are comin’ here to listen to o wemarkalde tenuh
voide——" g ! j

“ Hallo! Any room left?"” démandad Figging & Co., with
one voice, shoving themselves in at the erowsed doorway,

“ Yuh! Get out!

“ New Honse bounders, not admiited.

* Ratal i

The felldtve wre weally comin’

2

We're here by special invitation. We want to
gee Gussy full like a giddy soldier!” LR

“Tle eame over to the New House to invite us,” gaid
Korr, “ We're coming in.”’ [ )
“T hopo there's rafreshments in. the interval,” gasped
Fatty Wynn, aqueezing his ample proportions info tha
crowded study, shoved from behind by Figgins and Kerr,
“Ow! Go easy, Figgy, old chap!”

' Houge fulll” 'Imwfe(i Jacle Blake into the corridor, along
which fellows were coming thickly. ‘* Standing room only!
You can stand in the passage.”

“ (Gentlemen, pway be quiet!
commence,’’

(1o it, Gueay !

“On the ball—or on the tahle, rather.' :

“ Owin’ to the unavoidable absence of a pinno, there will
he no musical accompaniment.”™

“ Hear, hear!”

“ A genileman pwesent has offahed to nocompany the songa
on a cornet, but in the intewests of the audience the lind

The conceri is about to

offah has been wefused, ™

“Hear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, hal"!

‘ Hilence 1

Something like silence waoe restored.  Arthwr Augustns
made a prominent figure on the table, which was the only
available platform. here was no cion_vinF that the swell of
the School House made a handsome and slegant figure in
evening-clothes. His {rousers looked as if they had jueb
come from the press, his white waistcoat fitted him like a
glove, his shirt-front showed n snowy expunse of white, from
which gleamed a diamond stue, ﬂthia tio was tied ag only .
Arthur Angustus D’Arey could tie a dresstie. His collox
wae the highest and whitest ever geen in the scheol, not aven
his desive for top B flats being sufficiently strong to make
Arthur Augustus content himself with o loase collar,

Y Hilence for Gussy!”

* (o it, Caruso!”

Paong'! : b

“ Yaae, lot me like a soldior fall,
TUpon some opén plain, :
This bweast expandin’ for the ball--—'

A Talo ~F **o Boye of St. Jim's
By i A Lt TIROR T,




The top A on the word * ball” seomiod to cost TV Arcy
dear, The audience rose to the occasion=literally ! i‘l.-;alﬂﬂ
& Co, mnde p desperato dash for the door  Bome of the
sichool” House juniors followed their example.
was rolled over in the rush, and lay gasping,

But Avthur Augustus was fairly startod now, The «lin waa
nothing to hine. 'T(lkl. the dying pladiator in Byron, he heard
it but [Tm heeded not,

hig eyes were with his heart, and that
was far awny,

“To blot out evewy stain ! !
Bwave manly heatts confor mi-y doom,
That gentlah one-e-e-04 may tall———

“ Bravo !

“On the haw! !

“ ear, hear!”

The cheers wave ironical, but hearty. Arthur Augustos had
nob taken lozsons in lumlhmp: for nmp,mg, and he was pretty
wall pumpod when he arvived at *‘ tell.”’  He was taking in
fresh supplies, and the audience scemed to thinlk that he
had finighed. * But little cared the ameteur Caruso.

“ Howe'er forgot, unknown my tomb——"'

e was going again!

‘Lhere was o chuckle in the room as two juniors wors seen
Lo rise from under the table—behind it, and behind D’Arcy.
They were Lowther and Reilly, apd evidently out for fun.

Blake jumped up.

“Tera, stop that !”’

H Qo ib, Cussy 1” e

CT like a soldier fell ! ;
Howe’er forgof, unknown my tomb!
1 like a woldier foll—
1 like a §o-0-0.0-0-0-0-0ldier foll——'
Y0w! Wow! Ow! Bai Jovel”
It was an unwritten and untraditional ending to the tenor
solo, but Arthur Auguﬂl ug could not help it.
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For just as he renched.* fell,” the two mischicvous juniors
tilted up the table, and the amateur tenor—fell!
Whether it was like a soldier or not, he certainly fell.
“Ow! Wowl!”
D’Arcy’s feet slid along the table, and he fell—and tho last
m.\‘t‘encawlu to o eudden and webbling conclusion,
5o

 Ha, ha, hal”

“ Bravo, Caruso IL.”

Arthur Augustus reclined mnul'ull_v upon the rog,  Ha
looked round him rather dazedly, The study was in a roar.

Slowly the swell of 8t. Jim's regeined his feet. I1lis own

‘dliums were yelling as loudly as the rest, and thero was

sympathy nowhere.  Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle
into his eye and glared round him,

“ Weally, T m'.llmlr— -

“Ha, ha, ha!"

o Woully, Weilly——"

“Ta, hp, ha!”

“He like a soldier fell!” gobbed Figgins,
pmdmp‘ on the tulll(\ he like a eoldier fell!"

II,a, ha, ha!"
]h‘mp munl\ hearts conferred his doom ! gasped Tom
Merry. t Howe'or forgot, unknown his tomb, he like—==""

“ He like a soldier fell1”

‘“Ila, ha, ha!”

“ I wegurd youn—-—"

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“1 wogard you as a set of unmusical asses, and I uttahly
wefuse to waste my wemarkable tenah™voice upon you,
hurdy-gurdy is aboat your mark! I’ shall wetire from this
geene of wibald mewwiment,”’

And Arthur Augustus retired, and shoolk the dust of ihe
atudy, so to speak, from his patent leather shocs, But down
the passage o roar of Homeric laughter followed him,

a, h, ha! He like a soldier fell !

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tis legs exs

»

THE END,

B rba dapadorfidabs-dotedotopodotedobotodoteled betatetetotnieteisictsistotell
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" BRITAIN AT BAY,” Another Grand War Story will commence Nexi Weck.
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BRITAIN INVADED

A Powerful and Stirring War Story.

ot e ey

THE FIRST CHAPTERS,

The Greyfriars School Cadet Corps, commanded by Captain
Sum Villiere, scout, are sta nding about in small groups, talk-
ing anxiously, when the clattering of hoofs is hcur({, and a
young farmer from one of the homesteads on the cliffs comoes
galloping in on a sweating horse, and reins up hastily.

= “The surrinérs are on us!”
ho cries. ' There's a whola-flect o tuge an’ barges an’' ships
o’ war headin’ in ‘for Frititon Gap, wi' thousands o' men
aboard! They'ré Germans, an’ they're gom’ to land!”

Cuptain Sam Villiars was at his éide in a moment.

“How far off are thayt"

“ Fotir milo out. when ¥ left, and comin’ in fast. I've tried
to send mossages at the telegraph-offices, but none can’t get
through. They folls me all the wires is cut. Let me go!
must push on £’ z

Nearly all tho boys are killed or captured when the first
German column attack and capture the school.

However, Bam Villitre and his hrother, Steve, manage fo
eseape and gain the British linea,

General Siv Bholto Nugent mdnages for a time to keep the
Germans in choeck,

At lust Sir Sholto has enough men to fight a decisive
battle, and makes u glorious vietory of it. Bad news, how-
ever, comes from the morth. There the British have
suffered a terrible defeat.

The British Avmy retreats on Harlow in order to fight
a decisive battle—as tha German forces have commenced their
march on London,

The battle opens, “and in spite of heroic efforts, the
Britishors are forced to retroat {x\fom the huge forca of the

Giormans, who later on in the day fight their wiy into
London, -
Tho British forces retroat south of the viver; but Sam

and Steve, the iwo

Boy Scouts,
with the assistance of half a dozen civilians, trap a pavty of
tho invaders. into a viverside warchouse. The building is set
o fire, nnd the Germang, who are in the top slorey, madly
appeal (o the Britishers for halp,

(Now go on with the Story.)
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The Barge and Its Cargo!

“It voa barbarisin! Ve shall be burned to death!”
screamned the German lieutenant. *“Ve vas helpless |
" “Why, yes, that's what T intended you to be,” =aid Sam,
“You are my prisoners. P'r'aps we'd better get to work,
us this old house is burnin’ faster than I thought.

** Ve surrender if you can get us oudt! But dere ie no
vay!” yelled the German, in despair.

“ You needn’t worry about surrendering; I've got you all
right, Now listen to me,”

“Ju,jal I vas listening,
hot "

* Nothihg surprisin’ in that, is there? You'll find & ropa
on top of the cupbonrd.” ;

The lieutenant disappeared with wonderful swiftness, and
his men pressed round tho window with scared fuces, lit up
by the glow from below. A loud crash was heard as the
whole of the first floor fell through,

“Got 167 called Sam,

“Ja! Here ho vas!”

“Then fix it on to the bars of the fireplace, an' let the
other end through the window. It'a long enough to reach
the ground. T should look sharp if I were you, unless you
want to bo frizzled up into a sousngo atew altogother.”

Y Betfor tie the knots fight, duckies,” added Biephen
cheerfully, “It'd bo o sad loss if any of you came down
flop.”’ :

With feverish haste the rope was made fast, and fung
oub of the window.. Il might iuwt\ taken a good deal in the
general way to make the German equad surrender to a little
knot of citizens, but the prospect (Ji' being roasted to death
was too much for them.

“You won’t eome to any harm if you keep your heads,
my giddy raiders!” called Sum.  * Ono ab a time,. pleate, an’
leave your weapons behind you, The first who plays any
tricks will be accommodated with a free funeral down here,”

The first of the Germans—a huge, beefy man, glid hurriedly
down the rvope, all the way to the ground, muking the

Be quick, for der floor he gels

t. Jim's,
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hiempen line quiver as he did so, He was received at the
bottom by the warehouse-owner, who grimly placed a riflo-
muzzle against his tunie, and marched him off,

“1 w'p'ose they sent you to try the strength of the rope,’
said Bam to the bulky German, “If it'll stand that it'll
stand anything, Shove him abosrd the lighter, an’ four of
Yyou go on her as prisoners’ guard.”

The dizarmed soldier was marched on to the barge, and
wb the same time another German came slithering down
the ropo with all the speed he dared. 1t was the officer of
the raiding-purty.

“This ain't etiquette,” said Stephen,
the end of his carbine.

" to lenve. Still, if

roceiving him on
“The skipper ought to be the last
: ou're satisfied, it's all the same to us
Escort-party, tuke him r&lwuril the barge, an’ handle him
tender, Tlo's a hossifer |’ z

“Go over 'em all for weapons.
eome in ugeful,” added Sam,

The Germans were coming down the rope now as fast as
there was room for them, and as each arrived between the
two armed guards at the bottom, he was marshalled away
quickly on board the lighter, where four of the warehouse-
men stood over them with loaded repeating-rifles, the barge's
woll being between them and their captives, Thy had no
possible chanco of attacking their urmmll guard, and, indeed,
moat of them were only too glad to have cscaped the fire,

Up at the window the remaining Germans were nearly
fighting for the turn at the rope, in apite of Sam's warning,
and the last two came down it together, putfing more of a
sirain on it than it could bear. Luckily for them it did not
@give way till they were within six feel of the ground, and
then both fell with a thump, the rope coiling down on top
of them like a lively boo-constrictor, They were quickly
boostad to their feet and hurried off to the lighter.

Keep any you find. They'll

b
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7ob the lot!" announced Stephen triumphantly, and as
the said it u warning call came from those who guurded the
alloy-way. ]

‘ Company of Germans comin’, sir, with fixed bayonets!”

A couple of shots rang out, and the sound of running feat
was heard,

“Cast off the ropes an’ shove out!” ordered Sam, spring-
ing on to the barge. ' Come aboard, the guard! Two of
Jou man the aweeps! Get hor out into the stream.”

Another brace of shots were exchunged at the allay-way,
and those who guarded it then came running up and jumped
on to the lighter aa she drew away from the quay.

The gquad of priconers, who had remained in sullen silence
up till then, now pulle(.f themeelves togother as they heard
their comrades approaching, and ware about to try a rush
in the hopes of overpowering their captors,

“The first of you who moves will ba shot down without
warning,” said Sam  cheerfully, “Tug away at those
gwoops, you chaps, Put your backs into 1t!”

The prisoners hesitated as thoy looked into the black
muzzley of the five rifles. Thoy could not nerve themselves
for the rush—the certainty of being shot was too great. The
ll%’htor had rapidly widensad the space between her and the
wharf, and was now fifty yards off, and driving along fast on
the flood tide as it awept her up the river.

Down the alloy cama a full half-compuny of Germans,
rushing on to the wharl, and canght sight of the barge and
her freight. Sam at once moved hi:s men along the lighter's
well till they were close to the prisoners, atill holding them
covered with the rifles,

How the Brothers H:1d BlacLfriars Bridge.

‘ Barge ahoy!" yelled the leader of the Giermans on the
wharf, as he realised what was happening. * Return in-
stantly, or we fire!”

His men levélled their rifles for a volley.
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“Tire away, my hearties!” called Sam, in the same
language, You’]f'bug more of your own men than ours,”

The officer danced with rage and helplessness on the wharf,
for he knew that Sam was right, It was too dark to dis-
tinguish friend from foe at that distance out upon the river,
and the lighter was now drifting along rapidly, outwards
and upwards.

‘1 shall fire if you do not return!” he yelled frantically.

“T'll leave it to' you ! shouted Sam coolly, helping to man
the aweops. ‘' Please yourself.”

“Only a bluff,” murmured Stephen,
Wouldn't got us back if he did.”

. The noxt few minutes proved the truth of Stephen’s words,
for though a volley bluzed out from the wharf, the bullets
all passed overhend. It was intended to scare the navigators
info returning, for the Germun officer dared not fire info the '
thiclk of his own men, and it was now too late to piclk them
out. A mocking laugh from the lighter was the only
rasponse to the volley, and a few moments later she was on
tho [arther side of a deserted timber-barque at anchor, and
out of reach of harm for the time, at least. The Germans,
having no boat to follow in, had to give it up.

* One, two, three, five, ten of ‘em,” said Sam, running his
aye over the prisoners; ‘‘the hossifer makes one more,
Countin® eight casualties in the street, an’ two at the baclk
door, that makes up the score, the lootenant bein’ chucked
in for luck. We've got a man with s shot through the arm,
but he's the only one hurt. Not a bad average, ¢h, boss?"

“ By glory. it's the smartest thing I over saw in my life|”
exclaimed the warehouse-owner enthvsiastically. *“ You two
kids ought to be fieldanarshals! I've got my own back now
-1 don’t care if it snows!"

“1 hape you don't mind our takin’ 'em prisoners instead
of shootin’ ’em all an’ bein’ wiped out,” enid Sam. 1

“Te daren’t fire.

*
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losses, :

* Rather not; this is good enough for mo!" said the owner,
looking grimly at the sullen knot of captivea. ** We've got
'om all safe as birds, an’ unhurt, You see, 1 only expected
to bag a few before they got us—never dreamed we could
scoro off "em.”

““Seoring off Germans is what you might call an acquired
habit,” said Stephen, ' Tt ain’t hulf so hard as it sounds, as
we've proved several times. It's oxtra pleasant to do it just
now, while they've got nearly everything their own way.
There's the little raidin’-party, anyhow, all shipped r<.~n(?y
for export,” .

“What ara we goin' to do with 'em?”

““Hand 'em over to headquarters as prisoners of war—
they'll do to balance up the prisoner account. They'll be
sent into the southern counties romewhere—we've got a good
fow already.” (%

“That'll guit me well,” said the owner; ‘it reconciles mo
to seein’ my old warehouse go up in smoke.”” Ie took out a
pipe and filled it. ** Now my occupation’s gone, I'll attach
mysolf an’ these chapa of mine to any sharpshooters’ (-urjpn
that's goin'. and challt up a few more marlks against the
Kaizor,”

“Good egg!" said Sam. ““If they’'d only organised the
chaps who were ready an’ willin’ to use ril'es months ago,
the Kaiser an’ his precioua troops would never have gob
hera at-all, Give way at those sweeps! Pul your weight
into it! We'll land at the wharves on the other side thoro,
an’ hand the prisonoers over.”

It did not take any great time to edge the barge acrosa
the river with the sweeps, and presenily they brought her
alongside a wharf, and Sam marshalled the prisoners ashore
with the armed escort round them. A crowd had collectod,
most of them furnished with any sort of weapons they could

et hold of, to meet the lighter, and when they learnad what
ﬁud happened threo cheers were given for the boys.

Sam, taking no notice, marched the men through, and the

you felt rather blood-thirsty about it after your

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim's.
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warehouse-owner announced that he wished to ses the last of
the raiding-party, o he accompanied the boys. Sam in-
quirad at once for the nearest military post, and Jearned to
his delichi. that Colonel Warren, with the second battalion
of the Busiliers, had been sent in to keep guard over the

ganth approaches to the Tower Bridge.

and their escort went af onca, and not till
ihe warehouso-owrer lind seen the squad of prisoners handed
ovér to the guard did he say farewell to the boys, whom he
thatkod enrnestly, and wished them the best of luck. Then
ho marched away with his men, to join the first freeshooters’
corps that offered. :

Sam and Stephen were admitted at once to Colenel
Warren's quarters; and he greeted them warmly.

“1 hayen't seen you gince the smash-up at Epping, my
lads,”" he said. “The old corps was almost the only one to
hold its own that day—thanlks to you and your looted gun.
CGrim work for all of us now, isn’t 167~ Where did you pick
up thoze prisoners?’ .

Sam reported whet had happened across the water, and the
old warrior, despite his worries, and anxioties, laughed till
his sides shook, at the recital, : ;

Y You young Tips ses all the fun!” he said. “We old
stigars have to plod away till we wear out. I’ll send those
prisoners south into concentration-eamp,at once—it’s not fair
feading Germans here when the poor citizens themsalves are
half starving. That was a very neat bit of ‘workequite in
your old style,. What are you geing to do now?" 3

“ We're all pretty near the big crisis, aven’t we, sir?’ said
Ham,

“Ven, Tt's Lion or Eagle now—an’ we’ro fightin' in the
Jast ditch,” said the colonel grimly. * Whoever wins the
next heat will be on top for good, o’'re goin' to beat ’em,
of ocourse, but—-— ]-llm\'m'ut, don’t  let's: talk about it.
Would you like to stay here with me? I'vo got four guns
here, and my battalion fo guard the Tower Bridgoe, We can
keep them off it, even from {his gide,, The bridge is hauled
up and open, but we can still control it, and lat it down when

IMither the boys

*wo lilke,  Of courde, there's always o place for you with tho

Fusiliers—or any other corps, for that matter.”

Ham hesitated. ) y

41 know what vou mean,”” nodded the colonel; *“it won't
baoxciting enoug?; here for you More .-s[»orf. farther west.
Well, I'll give you a tiE—Riplcy will probably want scouts
to nip over one of the bridges ontside the town, when thoy
ot l!l chance, to report on the enemy’s movements round the
onfskirts, ]

1 thinkwe- ought to offer, -sir,’ sxid Hum,  *That'a
where we can do most good,-if any. Thank you for the tip "

#Be off, then!’ :aid the colonel, shaking hands with
them warmly., *‘The siege of London has begun, and the
old Lion has taken hia last stand, He'd be a bold man who
would wager on any of ua meeting again once we part.
Good Tugk to youl”

The hoys départed jubilantly, but were prevailed upon to
stuy and feed with the Iusiliors’ mess, the colonel baing
called away just then. Devine waa there, and glad to
oxchange notes with the boys. They were tired and hungry,
and the: meal, rough as it was, was enormously welcome.
'll'h-oy f\'I:d full’ justice to their share befors thoy roze to
dapart, v

“ 8hort commone for all of us these days,” said Devine, as
he saw them past the sentries, “and 1t’ll be shorter yel.
Kaisar Billy thinks he’s got us—fancies it’s all over bar the
shautin’. He hasn't begun. yet to learn what the useful
Briton's like when you get him at bay. Goin’ west, are
you? Lucky kids! So long!”

I hopo we're doin’ the right thing,” said Stephen, rather
regretfully, as thoy walked away, **'The Fusiliers generally
contrive to be in the thick of it, whatever Warren: says.
Thara'll be hot. times here.”

“We've got to go whore we'ra most likely to be any
use,”’ replied Bum, "“and scoutin' an’ oubtin' out despatches
15 .what we're handiest at. Ripley won't snub ug, I think.
He won't. be sorry to f{!f. any imformation that's to be won
on the other side, an’ I fancy wo can gel him some. Bettor
go for our horses: it'a no great way, an' we may want ‘em
badly outside.”

Stephen was willinfc enough, and fhey made the bast of
iheir way at once to the place where the horses were stabled,
They found both mounts in fairly good condition, and very
fresh for want of oxercise, hut it took most of Bam’s
remaining cash to pay the bill for their keep.

“ That chap's on the make,” said Sam to his brother, as
thoy cantered towards the Borough. ' There are u good
many lilke him, who think of nothing now but how to skin
other people, now prices are up. I'd like to rub his nose in
it, Are you feeling fit for any work to.night?’ :

“I'm pretty well done up,' said Stephen frankly; ‘‘an’ I
should think there’s no chancg of our seein’ Ripley an’ get-
tin' a job till daybreak, anyhow, But I'm game to go shead
1f the need rises,”

. NEXT
THURSDAY

}

%THE GEM” LIBRARY.

The riskiest sort-of work, but just in your line.' s,

. “THE FEUD OF THE FOURTH.”

One Penny, 25

“Tet's get on and report ourselves, then,” said Sam,
quickening his pace. ‘ Wa shall both be the better for one
sound nigﬁt’s rest—-if wo can get it.”’

Tough ns the boys were, they were certainly unfit for
unother night’s' work; and, Iuckily for them, there was no
need of it. They foll in with a picket at the end of Toolay
Street, that had just marched down from headquarters, and
they learned that Lord Ripley and his staff were away on
some mission of importance. y

“Then il's no good reportin' ourselves there,” said
Stephen thankfully. **And I'm hanged if I'm sorry ! 1f we
don't et quarters somewhere now, I ghall go to sleep on my
horae ™ :

They. wero hoth rather sorry for having laft the Fusiliers,
But neither of them liked turning back; and as the picket
informed thom that a company of the Hssex Regiment wis
quirtered closo by, they went there, and fell among friends

Dead tived, the hoys turned in on some bales of straw in
the basemont of the house, and slept soundly till daybreak.

When dawn came, the great city was humming with life,
and engor erowds were afoot in all directions. Threo thinge
were culled for on all sides—food, news, and weapons, and.
they were all of them scarce,

The nerves of the swarming nullions of London were
strung up to breaking-point, and nobody knew what was
going to happen next, !

The day opened with the gound of heavy fiving on the
other side of tho river.

“ Hallo!  Mors fighting?” exelaimed Sam. ¢ Why, I
thought all o {roops wora over this side, and the Germuns
held tha other! What serap's going on? he called o @
Lancer subaltern who was cantering past, i

“he Cermans didn’t get beyond St Paul's yesterday !
callod the offcer in wveply. ‘‘ Two of our regiments and a
battory were hurried m from Acton, and held up the cnemy.
They lent *em back lagt night, an’ the fightin’ atoppedd till
daybreak.'

“ By gam!1” said Stephen, as the brothers rode on ru{w?d]r.
“We've scored a win there, anyhow! Can they hold out,
d'you think?"” :

“ Of course not! How can a couple of regiments an’ o
battery hold back an army?" suid SBam  *f They’re probably
doin’ their utmost to hold the Germans in chefl while we
get all our defences in order on this side. Wish we'd known
it—we'd have spen some fun.over there! But nobady seenis
to know juat where they are now."” -

“rphal firin® is semewhere ont HMolborn Viaduct way, T
think,” said Stephen. - =

And not long afterwnrds they ecame upon the southern

entrance to Dlackfriars Bridge, where Fngineers and
gunners were working st feverish speed in completing

defences and mounting artillery, Many civilians were lend-
in;]{ their aid to feteh and earry, and were slaving with o
will,

The heavy firing in the distance had ceased, and just as
the boys arrived, a cyclist seout was seen scorching over
the bridge at racing speed, his head bent down upon the -
Liandla-bars, and his logs driving like pistona,

He jammed his brakes on, and flung himself off, a¢ he
reached the guard at the south end,

¢ 8ond help for the battery I’ he shouted.  “They've haldl
off the enemy an hour at Ludgate Circus ! Our Riflenien dro
wiped out, and they're saving the guns! There's a com-
pany of Dragoony in full ehase, an’sunless you can send help,
the battery will be caught!” - )

G Out with thoke two Maxims—quick, there!” shouted
the officer in chargo of the bridge guavd.  © The Rille
company to go with them | Get across with all speed !

“They'll be too late, without horses!" panted the scout;
for noho ware available at the time,

And at that moment Sam, having heard the call, @purpid
forward as the Riflemen started fo run the two Maxims
neross by hand.

“ Horo are horses, sir!” cried Sam.  ‘“If the Maxims are
gallopers wo can yanl them scrosa in time, if yow'll laf uxl
Ve can handle machine-guns,”

“Tt's the Villiers pups, by gosh ' exclaimetl an Avtillery.
man, recognising the boys. A

And the officer jumped at the chance, for no other horscs
were to be had.

“ Hiteh them on quickly!” he. ervied.
chance! Double over there—the Rifles!”

In less than twenty seconds willing hands had hitched
the collars and traces to the boys' horses.  The Maxime
wero both geaved for horse traction, by pgood luck, and
away they both went at full speed, the two: young riders
straining every nerve to goi the ntmost pace out of ther
mounts, Sam’s black eharger had a slight lead, but Stephen

“It's our (m!'y
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ipurred along nob ten yards behingd him, and a rousing cheer
raso from those left behind.

The Riflamen, who had rushed on ahead, opened out to
let the Maxims pass through.

“* Btick it on 1" shouted Sam over his shoulder, as he heard
tho distant thunder of hoofs and whoels beyond thé bridge.
s oo mattor of seconds now 1

OF all the exploits in the campaign, none fired the blood of
the boys more than that wild rush wcross the bridge, with
tho horses’ hoofs striking sparks s they drummed on the
atones, and the turbid Thames flowing beneath.

Alrondy thoy canght sight of the flying batteries galloping
down New Bridge Streel, "They knew that on them wlone
the saving of the guns dependod knew, too, that unless they
themselves got clear of the bridge bofore the battery reached
if, the guns would probably crnsh right into them.

Thoy eaw the khaki-clad Artillerymen driving furiounsly,
the horses galloping almost with their bellies to the ground.
ancd close hohind the guns a full troop of Prussian Dragoons
were spurring af a breakneck pace, and gaining fast. 1t waa
touch and go whether {he battery would reach the bridge
before they were cut down.

Y Take the loft side!” yelled Sam; and, pulling his horse
as ho swung clear from the bridge, he came right round
with a sweep, halting with the stone buttress on the right
hand of {ho bridge facing north just behind him. Throw-
ing himsell off, he unhitched his horse in a twinkling, and
gripped the laver, ; .

Stephen, close behind, dashed sharply across to his left as
soon a8 ho was off the bridga, He nearly overturned the
gun.  Buf it did not take him many scconds to unhorse it,
and take his place behind the shield,

[The two Maxims were now on either side of the entrance
to the bridge, leaving the way clear between them.

,They were not a moment too soon. Right across the wide
apen space in front, threading betwaen the passenger-rests,
the flying guns came at o fearful pace, racing with their
pursuers,

There were but two guns, and their only hope lay in
apeed, and the Maxime, For field-guns to stand against light
cavalry at elose quarters was, of course, impossible, for
before fwo eshells could be fired, the horsemen would
naturally e on top of them.

The race had been a short one. The start the guns had
had was now covered, and the foremost Dragoons were
already drawing alongside the hindmest gun, and hitching
their swords to hand to cut the drivers down. '

‘“ Hold your fire till the guns ara through!” shouted Sam
to his brother. And af the same moment his own Maxim
opened with a whir and a rattle,

Sam knew that Stephen, though a fine rifle-shot, could
not be trusted to use the machine-gun when so little space
geparated friend and foe, for the least mistake would have
mowoed down the gun-horses or the drivers. He relied on
Stophen to help beat off the Dragoons—if it were posaibla—
when the guns wore theough. .

As the black muzzle of Sam's Maxim apurted its stream of
lead and fire, the six leading Dragoons alongsids the rear
gun went down-—horse and man—like shot rabbits,

A ringing shout broke from the British gunners, past
whosoe cara the rush of bulleta sang shrilly, and yat more of
the Prussians collapsed, and rolled over on the asphalt, their
mounta galloping on, riderless, Ten esconds later the two
pung thundered past between the Maxims and away over
the bridge, with o wild cheer from the drivers and those
beyond,

The troop of Dreagoons, checked for the moment, swervad
togother, and, with savage shouts, spurred ncross the open
apaco straight for the boys, and for some moments the fate
of the cadets hung in the balance

They might have mounted and fled acrosa the bridge, for
their horses were atanding near them, untended; but they
would not abandon the Muaxims. Cool and steady, their
oyos glinting along the steel barrels, they faced the troop.

Thoe momant the battery was past, Stephen turned his own
gun on the Drigoons, and both muzzlee now poured in their
deadly hail—one from either aidea.

On came the mounted swordsmen like o whirlwind, It
geemad as if no earthly power could stop such a rush.

But the wall of horses and men, while still sixty yards
from the boys, seemed to suddenly shrivel and collnpse, and
the front runl went down as though it had been tripped
up by n wire laicl across the road. The two Maxims, play-
ing steadily from side to side like a pair of hoses squirting
lead, mowed the Dragoons down in swathes, and none could
pass that invisible barrier, They fell in heaps, noarly all
ut the same spol; for even at that ehort range there were
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not men encugh in the troop to * rush” the guns, The
fow remaining Dragoons, swerving aside, scattered and flad,

A second troop, with another of Uhlans behind it, now
came charging down New Bridge Strasl, und at sight of tliem
the boys hastily co
bands of cartridges to their

guns, lknowing they conld

hardly hopo to atop the fresh force if the Dragoons and &

Uhlans made np their minds to capture the Maxims. i

Just as they opened fire again, however, the company of
Riflemen from the bridge guard arrived, and ewiftly formed
up between the two machine-guns. In double line, front
rank knecling, they poured into the charging troopers a
deadly riflefire that turned the scale,

Twenty saddles ‘woers emptied in a twinkling—the hail
from the Maxims did the rest—and the Germans folrly
turned tail and fled back along New DBridge Street as fust
ag their horees could carry them. The guns were saved, and
the enemy in full retreat.

‘“ Hitch up, an’ let’s take these little barkers hack I called
Som to his brother, deftly catching up the traces again
and mounting his horse. * They're only borrowed, but, by
gum, they've served their turn!”

Away trundled the two Maxims neross the bridge at an
easy trot, the Riflemen following behind, and the cheers
that went up as the boys rveached the guard again on the
southern c\m{j echoed up and down the Thames like a
musketry volley, while the crowds pressed round Bam and
Stephen as they rode through. The two rescued field-guns
were at a standstill, their horses panting and covered with
sweat, and the artillerymen swung off their caps and cheeréd
with the rest, : :

* Well done, my lads!"” said the officor of the guard en-
thusiastically., *‘1 mever thought you'd do it. As plucky a
piece of work as was ever done in the Army! What's your

“We're not really Army—only onfeiders!” said Sam
langhing, as he jumped down and cast off {he gun-traces and
collar. ** Cadets from the dead Greyfriars Corps.” ¥

“What? You're the young Essex scouts, are you? [No
wonder you pulled it off, then, if your former record’s any-
thing to go by,” &aid the officer, looking at them keenly.
“ Will you attach yoursclves to my guard liere? We'll be
glad to have you." : i 7

“1t's good of you, bub we have to report to Lord Ripley,™
said Sam, saluting, and mounting apain. *‘ Glad to huve
been any sorviee; sir; Yowll find the Maxims imorder.”

“ Wae're quite in demand to-day!’ chueckled Stephen; as
they both trotted off, anxious to escape the cheering crowd,
“ They seem to want Cadets at the bridge guards. Well,
that little encounter was short an' sweet, so it didn’t take
much out of us or the horses either. D'you know where
Ripley hangs out?" -

“Yes, If he's back we’ll go to him at once. I don't
suppose for a moment he'll want to ba bothered with us
himself, but if we ean sce one of his staff officers it'll be
good enough,”

“Think we can get a job, then?’ P

Sam looked across the river at the war-scarved buildings
of northern Londen, and shool his head gravely.

“ Can't sny. Heems to me the time for casual jobs is

paat. The Kaiser holds not only Fastern and Northern
lngland, but the bigger half of London as well, Wa've

been edged out step by step, and there's. no saying what'll
happen now. Parliament iz mecting at Salisbury.”

Stephen stared in surprise, and looked horrified.

“ What d'you mean, Sam? You don’t think they'll sue
render?"

“ Heaven forbid! But no man dare suy how we sband
now. There’s no news from the Fleet, However, thare's
no use our discussing it; we're all in the dark, That's
Ripley’s quartors shend, with the sentries outside, | [
rather hope we sha'n't see the old warrior personally, | A
great British leader beaten back by foreign invaders iust
be feelin’ pretiy sick.” d

“ Ho isn't beaten!” said Stephen indignantly. * Nonb of
us are! I'll bat my life we drive the Germans back into the
son, even now !

“1 only hope everybody’ll think as you do, Steve, [Ti's
Parlinment that manages these things, you know. Therojare
several amoniz 'em now who say we're in the wrong, an’
think Germany ought to be thanked for whackin® us.  '['here
are others who ave shoutin’ to have, the war stopped al uny
price, an’ 8o aro some of the people. If we get some covard
at the Lzad of things who says we're beaten, and decidas
to knuckle under——" :

“ By gum! The people’d haul him out an’ hang him on a
lnmppost, whoever he was,"” cried Stephen, *““an' go on
fightin' on their own !’ N
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believe you'ra right. Look, there goes Captain
Howard! He'll get ue in”*

Ham waved hiz hond, and the aide-<de-camp, who was
walking rapidly across the courtyard of the house where
Gieneral Ripley had taken up temporary quarters, caught
gight of the boys, A minute later he brought them in past
i|'l('-] gentries, and shook hands hurriedly but warmly with

ih, ’

" (Hlad to see you, young ‘una! We're up to our necks in
work here, an' 1t's an anxious time. Have you any report
to make?” 3

“Yes, if wo ean see Btovens or Cavendish,” said Sam, T
dan’t suppose Lord Ripley ean——"

He stopped short, as the famous general stepped out of
one of the doors and strode across the courtyard, His eye
fell on the boys, who saluted, and Lord Ripley, returning
the salute, motioned to them to follow him. A few momenis
later they found themselves alone with him in one of the
dnte-rooms,

“T have to thank you for the saving of the guns at Black-
feinrvs,” said Lord Ripley, ‘I have just received the nows
by telephone, A fine plece of work, and worthy of you.
r\nyl‘}'ljing more to report? You usually have some useful
news,

‘* Nothing important, sir,
Pruggian  riflemen,
Wiarren."

“VYery good!

excopt the capture of some
whoin we handed over fo Colonel

Don't fear that any of these matters will
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Quite a number of shops were open, and as many well-to-
do people still remained in the West End, unable to leave,
and able to pay highly for what they needed, frade seemed
quite brisk,

Hardly a window had glaes in it.  Smashed houses,
wrecked shops, streets blocked with fallen magonry, and
pavements darle with dried blood, showad how awful had
been the stress of the last few days; and everywhere, almost
in every etreet, the spiked helmets of the Kaiser’s soldiery
were seon,

They marched like machines, in small squads and com-
panies, behind their officers; and to judge by the uniforma,
London might have been Berlin after a big review.

Parties of Uhlans rode through the streets, and hoere and
there some Prussian or Saxon soldiers off duty swaggerad
along, laughing and talking. with native insolence, and
brushing the citizens off the pavement as they walked.

The whole city was teeming with armed men, all of an
alien race, snd all behaving us though the cupital’ of the
British Empire belonged to them.

And so, for the time, it did. They teok no notice of any
of the citizens, ].n:'ynmll treating them with contempt, and
hardly a glance was bestowed on the boys,

HSuddenly HSam halted in front of a huge printed placard
with the German Hagle at the tn[l), postad on a wall. Tha
boys perused it, and 1t read ag follows, in English
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b forgotten. You have wonderful luck, you two, as well
A8 !)I.Lll%i(. Bub yon must go now.”

" Can you give us a job, sir?” blurted out Stephen.

P'he old warrior smiled grimly.

“ Never satisfied unless you are risking your heads!” he
fuid, " You'll have to mark time for a day or two. I have
no work for scouta at present, and things are hanging in
tiw balance, The Goerman Commander-in-Chief will march
i to-day with his stoff and troops, and formally take
pesseszion of all London north of the Thames,”—a shadow

wisad over the general’s face— and a truce may ba called.
f vou choose o go over at your own rigk, you may.”

The boys saluted and withdrew,

" What a fine old chap he ig!” said 8tephen, * Let's aoe,”
he eontinued, » moment later, ** Von Krantz enters London
to day, now his advance corps have cleared the streets, I
sy, Bum, let's go and seo it We're eure to run against
gomething 1"

“ Right you are!” said 8am. * But if we're recognised,
it'll be a wall and a firing-party for usl We're still wanted
hadly on(mglu Bo, as it’a impossible to go in uniform, we
must go in eivilinn  clothes. Let’s sce about getting
clothes.”

There was no great difficulty about that, for evorything
oxvept food and weapons, was plentiful enongh. Within an
honr the boys were attired in everyday tweed clothes, and
started off. '.l‘he'y did not like the change, but thers was
nothing 86" bo gained by committing suicide, which was what

appearing in their cadet uniforms would have amounted to.

LThey erossed by Waterloo Bridge, after being challengad
by the guard, and onee over the water they hurried past-
“‘.""."t"" rather doubtful how far they would ba able to get.
o I'o their surprise, there Wera plenty of signs of life about.
thay had expected to find practically a dead city, save for
thu. presence of the enemy. But it was not so.

Thousands of Londoners, who fled to the westward when
the hbombardment opened, had now returned,

The shell-fira and the atreet fighting had ceased, and those
fled now proferred to take the risk and roturn to
thale property, rather than stay away and starve.

“THE FEUD OF THE FOURTH.

GERMAN LONDON.

IN THE NAME OF THE KAISER, let it be
known that all citizers living in the Kaiser's Clity
of London, north of the Thames, shall be free to
trade ar enrry on their business undor the protection
of HIS IMPERIAL MAJESTY WILHELM, subject
to the rule of his officers and agents.

I PROCLAIM LIKEWISE :

Military Law throughout the said City of
German  London,  Complete  submiesion to  the
Kuaisor's rule will be enforced, and any offence
against the German Arms, or the carrying of any
weapon after the appearance of this Proclamation,
will be punished by DEATH. Offenders will be
summarily shot,

By Ovder,

VON KRANTZ,
Commuander-in-Chief.

The blood of the two hoys hoiled ag {hey read it.  When
Le camo to the lnst line, Btephen, with a foce white with
anger, veached up and tore the proclamation right through
from' top to bottem, vending half of it off the wall, and
flinging it on the ground.

Sam laid & hand on his brolher’s shoulder, and hurried .
him away round the corner, luckily before any of the
CGerman goldiers noticed what had happened,

“1 sympathise with your feelin’s, Steve,” he said, “but
it won't ba any advantage to us to be arrested an’ excouted,
You precious nearly got us shot then, Are you abla to leeop
youreelf in hand, or shall we chuck goin’ to see Von Krants
ride in? If you give yourself away there, wo're done!"

“ No, I won't do it any more, Sam,"” said Htephen thickly.
“That benstly proelamation was too much for me, 1'll go
steady now.”

They turned down Cheapside, and as the Mansion Houge
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and Biank came in view the scene of the great fight of the
day bafore returned to them vividly.

The view was very different now., German sappers had
oleared away all the wreeled barricades, and the broken
puving-stones and eand-bags were piled aside out of the
way, The gutters were still dark with blood, but now a
dgund of Saxon riflemen were on guard before the gates of
tho Banl, and a corps of Prussian Gretundiers stood before
the Mansion House, drawn up in" double line as if for
parade.

A crowd of silent, moody-looking citizens of all glasses and
ages hagd gathered, and where too many came together in
ong plage they were roughly pioved on by the Germon
Gunrds,

Ona man, in the dress of a clerk, answered back when
sworn at by a Prussian.

His reward was a rifle-butt dashed against his vibs, amd
he replied by Lknocking the Prussian down by a straight
right-handad drive under the chin,

Hpo was instantly pounced aon
strugegling, by two soldiers.

“I wonder the brutes didn't shoot him on the spot!"
muttered Sam.  * There must be some reason for it."

Thoe bray of n bugle rang out somewhere beyond, and
from the direction of Moorgate Street the eclash of a
military band was heard to ﬁ*m tramp of countless boots
on tha asphalte.

“ By gum, it's Von Krantz!" suid Stephen.
ing in with his men!”

Louder and louder grew the musie, and the buildings
geamed to shake to the tread of the marching troops.

Suddenly the advance-gunrd eame into view, striding
down Prince's Btreet towards the Mansion House.  Theu
came six mounted Guordsimen abreast, on restive black
horses, nnd behind them the band.

The loud, erashing chorus from the trumpets rang through
the guiet streets.  The air was the national song of Germany
—“Dentschland, Deutschland neber Alles,” and the treops
marched to it with a steady, machine-lile tread.

A ruflle of drums followed the band, and a shorf space
behind, at the head of a full battalion of Prussiap Guoards,
came a great black horse bearing a tall, grim-looking fgure.

“Yon Krantz!" muttered SBlephen.

The Gorman commander-in-ehief wore his full parade
uniform, with enormous black cavalry boots, white gaunt-
lets, one gripping a naked sabre that was held point upper
most, A great winged silver helmet wag on his head, and
he looked a giant of o man.

A sharp order rang out, and the guard before the
Mansion fl"ou.w presentad arms smarctly as Von Krantz rode
into the apen space,

He swungr round and halted, the six lu'\"l!IIIN! guards draw
ing up behind him, and there he sat while the troops
poured in.

Thay came till it eeemed the place could hold no more,
and each battalion ewung

and dragged away,

“He's march-

4

ing, an' let them arrest him,
stout old chap !"' (e

The doors above the stone steps on the front swung o)
and o handsome, white-haired old gentloman, besring llﬁ-;.'
self as upright as a boy, strode out| betweer two ari
Grenndiers, e was brought before the eommander
chief, whose gaze he met coolly and fearlessly,

“Well, 8ir Lord Mayor,” said Von Krantz grimly,
have presented myself and my Emperor with the freed o
of your City of London. Here I am, with my troeps. A
non-combatant, you have nothing to fedr personelly, but |
will have to remain under arrvest,”

‘YAs you please,” said thie Lord Mayor eourbly.
remained at my post that your men might arvest me if 1o
chase. "My place is here, whataver befalls London.”

“¥ou ean have your parole, if you choose,' said ¥
Krantz,

rather than turn tail, i

“T do not nceept parole at your hands, I prefer
remain in custody. - My stay may yet be longer than yous
“Remove the priconer!’ said Von Krantz carelessly.

NOW -YOU'VE FINISHED E

- LEAVE ME IN A ’BUS! |
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The erect old gentletan was marched back info tha b
ihat had beon his own, and the commander-in-chief tir oo
in the saddle und spoke in a voice that carried far 5
wideé: B (e 3
_ #8Solliers of the Kaiser, you ha v borne yourselves |
men of our nation should. The defenders have been erusiic

and awept back at every turn, and the hour of wictory = =

withis !

As he spoke, the German standare
truck of the flagstaff on -the Mansion
of " Hoch ! echoed from a thonsand f

“MTo the wvictors the spoils!” co
grimly, ‘All resistance has baen ov
Kuiser's emissaries will’ présent to th
the terms of peice, and the price th
pay for it.  Hochl”

Again the cheers roaved out. i i i’

“ Lot all citizens who remain north bl the Thames aubs
peacefully to my rule, and they will receive no hurt, i
penalty for any misbehaviour is dmnl‘ql_”

Sam and Stephen moved qui

1 fluttered up to {1
cuse, and loud i
hroats. .

ntinued Von Kr
ercome. To-night |
B British Governvi
o British nation shy
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each other as they pa+

seadily  into  its allotted It Y TA Lite, thronghl the ef#ita.
:i:nt-imf. !N THE RANKS.” ‘::, Sﬂtﬁ"ﬂ%nfm’ﬁ#- JIT.'.{{AR':;. night had fallen gl}- iyt
The whele space between Now on Sale, Price Ong Halfpenny. REALgEae Lk :
the  Bxehange and Muap- - Bridge, “pml {the l.\u.,:
pin & }‘.-'oll'alr’ul'l«.m(upnrmm #g.O"Q.C‘.C”.O.C-.C-OOQO.Q.0.0QO.Q.Q.0.0.0* ::l"{::i".‘h\:r’:rmg away to 1
was packed with German rthward. ‘
1:\‘0('1;}1.‘ and uj:-q (':h?‘lﬁmn (a} = s S ]i&l)thhi'hanc'gf?fﬁﬁml)\lll\(
andd  Cannon Slroetb w0y rivor, of Brit bug
vanged farther than conld ("} c_)’(ow do you do .? ){ '}\.:;:;,,‘P(l)lgli?wn.l’%hq"g:\:aﬂi“
be  geely; M st Fost, b RERIRS |
: 3 £ 1 tha swarn|
It was well known, too, ¢ ek ) troopi and T
, lons  that  remaly
that all papls of North o millh G g ATy,
: ‘ 1 /i : acr 81 oy
Toudon were filling with o A A 7 Lk reross” thie wal
1I|‘:~‘1 (l)'iucuml nncd  Third 9 | WHOM TO WRITE TO: The Editor, y ad silont as the graye.
Cerman Army Corps O SGEM #  Library, 23-0,  Bouverle O van (s though tha Bri:
"(‘{rnm‘”;' A py bl ll ap-hig y | Streat, Fleet Streat, London, wlio will s | Tion ! had ~yeeeived
N et n A \ x. & | be pieased to hear from you, 4 dentlisvaumdy
j:lﬁ}'L'lI ]Jnuu[ Flm ]mlo_nu. g_f b r 5 L9 VolynarH . i
and said, in a loud voice: " y B T )
{ i has  Kngwii e his
“Ts the Lord Mayoer in ‘e HE FEUD F THE FOURTH " (2 e ot
; ! — ) vhenbthe king < boar
curlody, as” was raported 8 0 ; 28 whor
'”t:'ﬂ:‘ ],-H air,’” vaplied (he 6 Clifton Dane, a new boy, arrives at §t. Jim’s, and while 5 wounded ard b hoy: i1 '
golanel . of the ' Prussinn 5 he is welcomed by TOM MERRY & CO., Gore, the cad & nl-;h{xis ﬁtfur:x Ltm':;s;cmmn-
trenadiers  before  the and bully, makes a dead set against him, and does his best ( ' 1T o sl T
Mangion “““-““’« a5 1 5 to make Dane’s life a misery to him. (') corn RS
“Tot him be brought o % ;
before me !’ wae the reply. « BRITAIN AT BAY,” S , ;
“THE -END.
“MTho  old  boy might e ’ o | :
have cleaved out and s € : . ! ) 2 iy
saped  in  time if he'd @ 'I'l_n?’l th‘rill'iil:j’,n “alr stq:yrnlklntcrest to all patriotic § m(ﬂ;ﬁh&ht;%y&yﬂw
liked,” euid Stephen to & Britishers, will start mext week. : O of o Mtk at ,5,‘,#‘. g
hig brother, * But he pre- ? The EDITOR, ® iap story, and the sequ!

forrad to stuwy through all
the bombardment an’ fight-

i‘lr‘riuilrcitlin;:{i!w,(l:iiaisa-gl woelkly by the I'I‘l)pi‘lu([‘l‘?ﬂ

ay, Ma

N2l Tel teT ol Eat Tt Lol tal Lot et tel bod Lol Lod tod tel tod Lol B

Bouverle Street, London, England.

“ meitain Dnvaded” Orde;
copy i advanece. Price 1t

Subseription, 4s, 4d, perannubL
reh Gih, 1000, i R




|

L Nande e s =
No. 56. ~ “THE GEM ” LIBRARY.

i

Britishers
starts in
next
week’s
number of

the

‘GEM’
LIBRARY.
Acl.

“PLUCK”

Contains every week
A Complete Story of

Out on Saturday. Price ld.

P.C. Cuddlecook - appears
only in the JESTER, Every
Saturday. One Penny. Buy
a copy and roar at his funny
adventures,
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4 ON SALE EVERYWHERE.:

No. 76: PETE, MONEY- LENDER

A New and Original, Long, Complete Novel of
~ Jack, Sam, and Pete. . By 8. CLARKE HOOK

No. 77 WITH PICK AND LAMP

| A Splendid, Long, Complete Story of Colliery Life. l :
Bv DAVID GOODWIN, 1

No. 78: PLUCK WILL TELL. ||

A Thrilling Story of a Young Scotch Boy's Adventures in I_ondoni !
;

By ALLAN BLAIR.
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