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A Grand Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & C(o.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Return of the Travellers.

OM MERRY started out of a doze.  Lights were gleam-
ing ahead through the spring dusk, and the train was
slowing down. Tom rubbed his eyes.

“ By Jove! I've been asleep!”

No one controverted that statement.  The half-dozen
juniors, belonging to the famous school of 8t. Jim's, who
occupied the carriage, were all busy just then.

Manners and Lowther, Tom Merry's chums in the Shell,
ware <looply ongaged upon a never-ending game of chesy,
Juck Blake, Digby, and Herries were engaged in a warm

L argument on the subject of cricket, a subject that was taking
up much of the attontion of 8t. Jim's juniora at this time,
in view of the coming season.  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy wus
polishing  his silk hat with loving care and inexhaustible
patience. Skimpole was busy with a pencil in his hand and
a notebook on his knees,
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From @ youth leaning back in a corner of the carriage came
an unmusical snore.

Tom Merry glanced at the sleeper, and smiled,

The slumbering lad was evidently of the party, yet not of
them. He was of a diminutive but wiry frame, and his face
—though that of a lad of thirteen—wans curiously lined, as
though he had known most of the troubles of life even at that
carly age. As indeed he had, for the lad was a street arvab
of Liverpool, whom Tom Merry and his friends had taken
from his old haunts, intending to look after him and pro-
vide for him in some mapner nol yet determined on.

It was a generous determination of the 8t Jim's juniors;
but the mora Tom Merry thought about it, the more difficult
the task seemed.

In an hour of excitemont, in a Liverpool slum at the «ead
of night, when the little ragamuffin had saved {he juniors
from a terrible danger, it had seemed the most natural fhing
to do, to take him in hand and lobk after'him,  But now, on

OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY,
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their return home, with 8t. Jim's close at hand, and pro-
bably some of the fellows at the station to meet them, the
matter pregented itself in a somewhat different light.

Not that Toem Merry repented for a moment !

It was not that. He was detormined to stand by ‘Erbert,
ag "Erbért had stood by him. But what was to be done?

That was the question, and the juniors had put off finding
an answer (o it till the last moment, But the last moment
wag near at hand now! They would scon be at the echoeol,
n!n(] 'E]l'iu:rt'h presence in the party would hove to be ex-
lained.

} Tom Merry had been thinking the matter over when he
fell agleop, The juniors had had a long journey, and they
were fatigued.  Wayland wae looming up before them now ;
the lasgt change before home. The train was slowing down,
and Tom Merry had awakened from his doze, but 'Erbert
alept dn,

And—brave and honest lad as "Erbort had proved himself—
there were certainly some points about him which were not
exactly up to the form uil 8t Jim's. IHe was dressed in
ready-made clothes, the quickest change Tom Merry could
find for the old rags he had worn as a street boy. The
“* yoach-me-clowns ' were a great improvement; but only by
comparizon with the former garments, They fitted the
youth where they touched him, so to speak. And, in spite
of great carve and yigilance, 'Tirbert's face had become grubby
again, and his hands were decidedly soiled, And he was so
keenly distressed by the neceasity of wearing gloves that Tom

“hadd not had the heart to insist upon it, so far. And 'Erbert
had not learned to keep his mouth closed while he was asleep.
He was leaning back now with that aperture wide open, and
o loud enore proceeded from him that was distinetly audible
through the carriage, and probably in the next one,

“ Wake up, kid '’ said Tom Merry,

But. "Erbert elept on.  Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave his
wilk hat w final polish, replaced it on his head, and looked
nF. He jammed his eyegluse into his eye, and took a survey
of "Erbeart, -

* Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, he is a sleepin’ beanty,
mistake T =

Tom Merry laughed.

* I wish 1 knew what we were going to do with him,' ke
remarked. ‘' He's a fine little chap, and we've got to do our
Jwost for him,”

“ Yaus, wathah!” - : 2

“He saved our lives,” said Jack Blake. “There’s mnot
much doubt on that peint. No, 1 won't argue the point any
further, Dig. You may call it a late cut if you like, but
what 1 gay 1g=="?

“ Rubbisgh 1" said Digby cheerfully,

*If you want to take a thick ear home to 8t. Jim's with
vou, Dig, you're going just the right way to work,” said
Blake darkly,

“ Rata!" said Dig,

* Here, hold on!” said Tom Merry. * For goodness' sake
don’t you Fourth Form kids begin to row now——"

M'l‘lm Fourth-Formers fixed an aggressive glare upon«Tom
Merry. ;

“ Whom are you calling kids?"

“Yoas, wathah, Tom Mewwy! I wegard the exXpwosgion
ny distinetly dewogatowy to. the dig, of the leadahs of the
#chool House juniahsy——" :

“ Now, you ring off, Guasy——""

1 wefuse to wing off, -

“ Wayland ! exclaimed Tom Mdrry.

The train stopped.  The jerk of it was followed by a grunt
from Monty Lowther as the chesemen danced on the board.
‘Erbert started, and awoke, and rubbed his eyes with his
grimy knuckles, leaving dusky circles round them.

“* Crikey !” he remarked. ** I've bin asleep.”

“ Change here " said Tom Marry, * Put those toys away,
Lowthor——"

Monty Lowther glared.
M" if you.'ﬂm't say anything more sensible then that, Tom

faryy——'

“You don't want to go on to Southampton, I suppose?
Puat 'em away."” :

Lowther grunted, and clicked the fastener on the pocket
chessboard, to keep the pieces on the squares they belonged
o, and then closed up the board and slip it into his
overcoat pocket. Ho roso and strotched his long legs,

“T'm about tired of the railway,” he remarked, It
will be all right to get a feed in the setudy at 8i. Jim's,
after thix beastly travelling. Jolly lucky we're getting back
after last lesson, too.”

' Yaas, wathah!” :

Tom Merry opéned the carringe door, and the juniors
tumbled out. 'Erbert took a bag in cach hand off the rack
and followed them, Jack Blake jerked one of them away
{from him on the platform.

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 61

NEXT #
 THURSDAY;

and no
o

“TOM MERRY, SCOUT-MASTER.”

THE BEST 3" LIBRARY DE~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY,

“T can carry il, sir,"” said "Erbert cagerly. *I've carried
more'n this afore now,”

M Rats!" said Blake,
on us, Kid.
thick ear.”

Trbert grinned, and yiclded the bag. The juniors crossed
the platform to where the local train was waiting, which
was to take them to Rylecombe, the station for St Jim's.
There was a pattering of feet on the platform, and threo
youths in school caps came racing up.

** My hat! Hero's Figgy "’

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn halted breathlessly,

“ Hore we are!" excluimed Figgins. ** We weré over in
Wayland, and we thought we'd meet you here, kids. Of
113(.)![!1"!1(:, wolwo been ix.mxic_nm about you. You Hcehool House
kidls are always ting intg sorap

* Weally, F‘igg?:s--f” o

* Hallo, hore’s Gussy, alive and kicking!" said Figgins
tzeuiully. “Bame old duffer! I was awfully alarmed about

1im after you went—=""

“ That is vewy kind of yon, Figgine; but pway what was
the causo of the alarm?” )

“Why, I heard that they had a menagerie in Liverpool,
and 1 thought you might go to see it,” explained Figpgins,
* and, of course, the keepers wouldn’t have let you come away
again, and so——" :

1 wegard that as a wotton joke, Figging, J—~"

S Hahh che !

“1 see nothin' to laugh af in Figgins's wotten, dikwe-
spectful wemarks, Tom Mewwy. Undeh the eirce——" *
o Better get into tha train,” gaid Figgins; ** it's going in
a minute. I say, is this a friend of yours?"

And he stared blarsiy at 'Erbert.

* Yaas, wathah!” said D'Arcy immediately. ‘He iz a
gweat fwiend of ours, and will have to be twented with

pwopah wespect, Figgins, "

* Orikey I'Pl-wisd ’lfrliaﬂ. 3

Figgine & Co. stared; ag well they might. But there was
‘no time for. more tall just then. The juniors swarmed into a
carriage in the local train, and the bage were stacked on
the rack. The train glided ont of the station, There werae
twelve lads in the carriago, so it was protty full; and Fatty
Wynn, the Falstaff of the New House, occupied enough
rgom for any two of the others. But they squeezed in
somehow, "Erbert standing up.

And as the train started Fatty Wynn leaned aver and
tapped Digby on the knee,

* Got it?" he asked.

The returning traveller stared at hime

“Got what?’ he demanded, ;

“ Oh, come, you remember!”

“Ehi

** Look here,” said Fatty Wynn anxiouely, * don't rot, you
know, on a scrious subject. Have you got it—the toffee?
You jolly well know you promised to bring me a lot of
Fvorton toffee from Liverpool.”

“(_)h;"’ said Digby, with a grin, “that's all right!
got it!

And he opened one of the bags, and brought out a packet
of toffee the dimensions of which made even Fatty Wynn
open hig eyes. . 3

* Good,'" enid the New IHouse junior—‘‘ good! I knew
you wouldn't forget, Dig, That's awfully decent of you. 1
say, you chaps, have some toffee,” :

And they all accepted chunks of the TamousiEverion toffee,
and discussed it with great relish as the train glided throngh
the gpring dusk towards St. Jim’s, E

CHAPTER 2,
The Only Way.

HE thoughtful shade deepened upon Tom Merry's face

|| ag the train dashed on towards St. Jim's, The crisis

wiae coming ; before long, now, tho question of 'Erbert

had to be definitely settled, and the solulion seemed no nearver
now than it had seemed twenty-four hours ago.

Figgins & Co. looked at 'Erbert with natural euriosity.
Where and how he had joined the party wag a mystery to
them; and what Tom Merry intended to do with him a
Fauter puzzle still. ’Erbert was grinning a littlo uneasily,
Te had jumped at the offer to escapo from slum life, But
the meeting with new fellows from St. Jim’s mado him
realise that he was adventuring into sirange waters. Tho
nerve and coolness which had been his in the Liverpeol
atreets seemed likely to desert him in such a new and ourious
gituation. :

A %\gukelfoth{nr the kid&”'ﬁﬂi[;] Tom“ﬂiferry.

's all right, sir,” sai rbert. kix o~

“Bosh! You can’t 1" ! stand

“Certainly not, deah boy. Pway squeeze up a little,

Eiiova:

] “ You haven't come here to wait
And if you call me * 8ir' again I'll give you a

I'vo
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“My weord!” said Wally.

Wynn. You weally do take up too mueh woom, you know.
Pway sit down beside me, Wags !"”

 Wags ! said Figging, looking amazed.
mean to say that chap’s name is Wags "

“ Yaas, wathah! ht'rlmrl Wags."

“My hat!”

“That's me name, sir,"
'Erbert Rags.”

“0Oh, Rags!”
name, too. Jolly glad to see you, Rags.
in a raffle, Tom Merry?"

‘““Ha, ha! No. He saved our lives.”

“Phew !"

“ Yans, wathah ! said Acthur Augustus 'H'Arc‘/ T will
welate the cirea.”

“Cut it short, then!”

“ Weally, T must wefuse to cut it short. This deservin’ kid
wisked his life, in the first place, to save my toppah fwom
boin' wun ovah."

“Young ass !

“1 wegard that wemark as wotten, Figgins Then he
stopped o wascally person, who was wobbin' me of my
wateh, and in weturn T went to his wesidence to wescue him
fwom the same wuffian, “Unfortunately, we got into dangah,
and should pwobably have been vewy much hurt if Wags
hadn’t come in in the nick of time and helped ms out of
n woally wotten sewape,”

“My hat! You talk like a book, Gussy !"

“ Yans, I think 1 have wathah a good powah of desewip
tion,”" said D'Arcy modestly, *‘and I uttahly fail to see

“You don't

grinned 'Erbert. *'Erbert, sir

said Figging, comprehending. *“ Jolly good
Did you win him
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“1t's the new kid,” said Tom Merry, 1
[

anythin' to gwin at, Tom Mewwy.. Have you enough woom

- to be comfy, Wags?'"

Snore !

“ Bai Jove, the young bounduh’'s asleep a ain!"

"Erbert’s hend was lenning back on the cushion, and he
was snoring. He was tired, and not in the habit of stand-
ing on ceremony when he was tired.

“Let him have his nap I said Tom Merry. ‘T'm blessed
if T know how to arrange matters, You see, Figgy, we had
to take him from the place he lived in, and I'd do a frreat
deal to give him a chance in life. But the question is how
are we going to do it?"”

“Well, it's jolly good of you,’
taken on a big job."

“ Yaas, wathah; but we have all adopted Wags, you see,”
explained D'Arey, ‘“ And we are going to put our hends
together over it, and decide on somethin', was thinkin'
at fiest of sendin’ him to Kastwood House, buf, upon weflec-
tion, it seems to me that he would be wathah out of his
eloment at my governah’s home.”

Figging chuckled.

“Wall, yes, I can't imagine him pullin’ exactly with Lord
Fastwood,” he agreed; ‘‘and that butler of yours, too,
would make him hop. He's much more aristooratic than the
noble earl himself, and he would be rough on Rags.”

“And T was thinking of .sending him to Huckloberry
Heath, to my old governess,” said Tom Merry, ** Misa
Faweett would take him in like a shot. 8he'd take in any-
body I sent her, if it was a cannibal or a Red Indian.
But

gaid Figging, ' but you've
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“But the estimable Rng}n would be about ag much out
of place at Laurel Villa, Huckleberry Heath, ag at East-
wood IHouse,” grinned Figgins,

- *“That's it ]’

 Besidos,” said D’Arcy, "“it isn’t only to find him a
nome, his future's got to be looked aftah, his education, and
50 on. We are wesponsible for him now.”

“You could shove himn into a cheap school, and pay his
fees,” said Kerr,

“Y'm, yes, but—2"

‘T ghouldn’, recommend that, though,” said Fatty Wynn.
““ Cheap schools are always .rn.tfler close with grub, and it's
mot fair on o chap to eend him anywhere where he can't get
enough to eat.”

“Trust Fatly to think of that,"

“It's o jolly important point,” said Fatty Wynn wurmlf'.
“T've been hungry, and I know what it's like. I was jolﬂ
hungry before 1 started on this toffee. We haven't ha
tea yet, and we only had a little bit in Wayland—a few
spusages and chips, and some steak, and rabbit-pie.”

Skimpolo looked up from his notebook, and blinked
through his spectacles at the chume of 8t. Jim's. He had
not been writing for some time, apparently having been
engagod in thinking something out.

kimpole was the genius of the Shell, very strong on
Socialism and any other “ ism."” But 8kimmy sometimes had
good ideas.

“May I make a suggestion?’ he asked mildly.

“ Yes, certainly, Out of the mouths of babes and suck-
lings——"" ;

“1 was thinking. Ts Rags aszleep, D'Arcy ? It is better
for him not: to hesr his future being discussed.”

“ Yaas, he's aleeﬁm\’ like a top.”

:: ‘m{g?:’ well, Why not take him to 8t. Jim's?”

** Ha could enter the school as o mew boy.”

*“ A-p-a-a-a new boy 1"

Y Certainly,” said 8kimpole, beamin
gpectacles upon the amazed juniors. ‘“Enter him s a new
boy! We eould have a whip round to make up his fees
Unfortunately, I have no money, but D’Arcy could get some
from his governor, and you from Miss Fawcett, Merry. All
of you could contribute, and, aftér all, the fees arg not
g0 very high."

Y But—

* Besides, as the term is so advanced, there would be only
half-term foes to pay,” said Skimpole. I think the idea 1s
a good one. If we kef‘f‘l Rags under cur own eyes, we
could look after him. In the infervals of the lessons, T
could give him insfruction in the great truths of Socialism.”

“Wats! You won’t be allowed to bore him to death,
Skimmay,""

“ Really, D'Ariﬁwﬂ-" y

“There's something in_Skimmy's suggektion,” said Tom
Merry thoughtfully. '‘We ought to lkeep him under our
eyes if possible.” & 3

“Yaas, wathah. T inlend to be a fathah to him.”

“Ho's of a good age to enter the Third Form,"
Monty Lowther, looking at the youn i
aritically: = - And he's not
young brother Wu“ﬂ." ‘

“Weally, Lowthah—"

_ “And he's more. tidy in his ways than Wally; and =
jolly sight more amenable to the authority of his elders.”
~ “Yaas, I admit that much. Wally certainly nevah shows
me the wespect due to an eldah bwothah,”

+ “But you could never work it,'" said Manners, “““Dr.
Holmes is a good old sorf, but you couldn’t expect liim to
take a rogamuflin in. Rags ix o decent little chap, but—"

“It's impossible,” said Herries. ** We might get him a
job whout the gehaol, perhaps? He could look after my

ulldog Towser,”t *° ;

“ Blow your. bulldog Towsah! I should wefuse to allow
Wags to entah the coll on an infewinh footin’, and I am
surpwised at your suggestin’ it, Hewwies," .

“0Oh, keep your wool on, Gussy. I was only suggesting
it for the kid's good. T expect he'd feel pretty uncomfy
in the Third Form of St. Jim’s, and if he didn't, the other
fags would jolly soon make him.”

‘Thare's ﬂhn- to be gonsidered,” said Tom Merry gravely,
*“Thera would be=well, some prejudice against the kid, and
—and thera are snoby at St. Jim's, as there are everywhere
:!]I.‘s&",t 'a}in] we know the kid is decent, but the other fellows

on't. T 2yl

“Yaad, wathah: but T should ordah my young bwothah
Wally to look aftah him.”

“Wally obeys your orders, doesn't he ?'! grinned ]_)igbf'.

“If he ‘wefused. to do go, I should give him a feahfu)
thwashin’.” : ;

“ That wouldn't help the kid much. Besides. Dr. Holmes
would nover admit him ag a pupil.’ You couldn’t expect it.”
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.T}[:ck Blake had been silent for some minutes, ITe now
spoke,

“1 think it's a good iden, But, of course, it's no good
taking the kid openly to school and presenting him as a new
boy. o would get the order of the push at once. Dr,
Holmes wouldn't understand. Masters never do understand
things as well as we do; and it's na good arguing with a
master. The bounder always has a cane handy for juniors
who want to ar ue, and that settles any dispute. If Rags
18 going to St. gim g, we shall have to smuggle him in.”

“ Bmuggle him !"

“Yes. Why not? We can march him in with us, without
his being noticed, ns it's after dark. We'll tell the fellows
he’s a new boy from Liverpool. 8o he is! We'll report
him to the House-master as a new kid, and Mr. Railton
will think Dr. Holmes knows all abouf it, We'll take the
fees to Dr, Holmes, and Dy, Holmes will think Mr, Railton
knows all about it."”

‘“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“You see such n wheeze has never been worked before,
and so there can’t possibly be any suspicion,”

*There’ll be a row when it comes out.”

“I don't see why it ever should come out.”

‘““Well, Rags doesn't ss)eak oxactly—nhem—he doesn’d
speak in tho choicest Eng ish, And 1 don’t know il he's
ever been to school before,”

“8till, he’s a north-country chap,’” said Blake, who hailed
from Yorkshire himself. *“He will pick up things jolly
sharp. You've only to give a north-countryman hall a
¢hance, and he's on it like a bird. I know 'em.”

“ Yen, there's something in thot, perhaps; but——"

« “Waell, it isn't a choice between thias idea and a belter
ane, but between this and nothing at all.” ]

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Well, we'll work it1" exclaimed Tom Merry, making
up his mind. “If we could plant the kid at 8t. Jim's, it
would be the making of him, and it's worth some risk and
trouble, 1i there's & row, we can stand it. It won’t bo
the first,”

“Wight-o, deah hoy I" :

“Good!” said Figgins. *‘ We'll back you up, too, It's
possible we shall be able to pull the thing off.”

“Then I'll wake the kid up and tell him.”

Tom Merry
shook 'Erbert b

the shoulder, and the street arab woke
up instantly. ‘“ Hallo, Rags! We're near our station.”

# Orikey ! I've been asleep.!’

“ Listen to me, kid! Would you like to come to the school
with us, to stay there?®

'Erbert's eyes glistened,

“Wouldn't I just!” he safd emphatically.

“1 think we may be able to work it,” said Tom Merry.
“We don't want to part with you. Iave you been to

g%

gchool before ?

Rags shook his head. :

“(lan you read and write?”

“1 kin read a bit,”’ said Rags brightly. “The print on
the boards cutside the neve shops, you know—''Orrible
Murder !  Shockin’ Tragedy in 'Igh Life!* "

“Hm! I'm afraid we don’t get much of that kind of
reading at 8t. Jim’s,” said Tom Morry, o little hopelessly.
“(an you write?”

“1 kin print a little,” said 'TErbert, .

“ Do you know anything about geography, history, or
anything

“ That's 'cordin’ to what they is," said 'TErbert cautiously.
“1 dossay 1 does. Are they anything to eat?"

“ My word !’ said Digby.

“ Hardly up to the Third Form,” grinned Figgins, * Even
Wally would be ahle to teach the kid things,"

‘Brbert's face fell, He thought he had somehow offended
his friends, and a curious expression came over his face, an
expression that went straight to Tom Merry’s heart. It was
so curiously like that of a dog that knows he ha# unwit-
tingly offended. ;

“You'd better let me go, sir,"” said 'Erbert, in a low
voice, I ain’t fit to mix with you young gents. T don’t
know nothin’, I sha’n’t never be uhi’e to understand "arf
the words this young gent uses.”

And he nodded at Skimpole. Tom Merry laughed, and
the others joined in. <

““That's all right!” he said. ** We don’t understand what
Skimmy says ourselves, and, as a matter of absolute fact,
Skimmy doesn’t understand either.'”

“ Really, Tom Merry—"

“As for other things,” said Tom Merry, ' we'll try lo'
help yous We'll all lend a hand in our spare time; and if
you'ra quick, and pick up things, you may get on, Anyway,
wo're going to try it, if you're agreeable.”

“1'll do anything you tell me, sir.”

e T

Hood! Then you're going in to St. Jim's as a new boy,
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and, first of all, you must stop calling me ‘eir.’” Call me
* Mearry.""

** Yes, sir—I mean Merry."”

The train was slackening speed.

“ere we are at Rylcombe,” said Tom Merry. “Wo

walk to St. Jim's from here, Don’t talk more than you can
help at the school, kid, but keep your eyes open—eyes open
and mouth shut, you know."

"Trbert grinnod intelligently.  Although in matters of
education he was hopelessly behind the 8t Jim's boys, in
other matters he was as far ahead of them, His life of the
streots had taught him eaution and cunning without spoiling
his frank and honest nature. The faults of his training,
tiorhaps, were to come out more markedly later, when the
Juniors knew him better,

The train stopped, and the party alighted. They walked
to the school in the thick dusk, and en route 'Erbert was
instructed as to how he should comport himself on his arrival.
But as most of the juniors talked at once, and as they nearly
all held divergent views, it is to be feared that "Erbert did
not bencfit much by their instruction

—y

CHAPTER -3.
The New Boy!

had just come out of his lodge, keys in hand, as the

juniors came in, He looked at them surlily. Taggles
had had too many rubs with Tom Merry & Co. to be plad
to see them back at St. Jim's. But the juniors all looked
pleased to see him—with n pleasure that was too overdone
to take the porter in.

“Bai Jove! Here's old Taggles again!” said Arthur
Augustus, turning his eyeglass upon the porter, * How do
you do, Tagglest”

“ Oheorful as ever!” grinned Blake. * The, same old red
nosa! Tageles, Taggles, why don't you sign the pledge 1"

* Botter sign two, in case you hbreak one,” said Monty
Lowther. "gl "

T.\l'l(ﬂ.“ﬁ, the porter, had not yet locked up, but he.

othing, like being on the safe side, Taggles!

“ Yans, wathah!'

“1 should like to photograph him with that saweet
expression on hia face,” said Manners. ** Will you stand
like that till to-morrow morning, Taggles, so that I can
photograph you?"”

Taggles grunted,

“1'm 'ero to lotk these 'ere gates,”” he said,
comin' hin, or hare you stayin' hout?”

“ We're comin’ hin,”* said Blake. * Come hin, you chaps,
and don’t stay hout!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Young himps,” grunted Taggles, as he locked the gates
—“young himps! Boiling in hoil is too good for ‘em 1"

“Wao haven't seen you for such a long time, Toggy,” said
Digby affectionately. ** I suppose you won't refuse kalf a
crown if 1 offer one?"’

Tagples thawed visibly,

“ Which it's very kind of you, Master Digby !"

“ Yes, ian’t it?" said Digby, walking on:

“ But—but where's the ‘arf-crown, sir?”’

“Oh, 1 haven't one. I was only asking for information.”

The school-porter's < faca was - a study. - But Arthur
All;{uatua pressed a shilling into his hand, and it cleared a
little,

“You'rh a gentleman, you are, Master D'Arcy!” said
Tugglos, with an accent on the *‘you'' which was intended
as a reflection upon the rest.

“Thank you, Taggles, said D'Arey languidly. T am
vewy plonged ipdeed [0 be the wecipient of your kind
commendation,””

Taggles looked a little puzzled, but he pocketed the
shilling.

The juniors, keeping 'Erbert in their midst, walked on
without the atranger !lz_u:ing even perceived by the school
porter. In the quadrangle Figging & Co. stopped.

“You've got him past the dragon all right,” he remarked,
“1 hope you'll have luck in the School House. Are you too
tired after your journey to come to a feed?”

“ Not much!”

“mhen come along to the New House in about half an
hour, and you'll find us ready,” said Figgins. * We've been
killing the fatted calf.”

“Ho looks lively enough,”
at Fatty Wynn.

“ RFh? I was epeaking figuratively.’

“Oh, I thought you were speaking of Wynn.'

“ Loolk here, Lowther " hegan Fatty Wynn wrathfully,

PBut Figging chuckled, and pulled him away; and the New
House trio went off towards their own Hotise,

Tom Merry & Co. entered the School House, They had
got 'Lirbert past the school-porter without remark, bub

“ Hare you

said Lowther, with a glance

¥
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getting him into the lighted House was another matier.
And as the time of Tom Merry's train was known, there
were a good many fellows expecting him.

As soon as the juniors came in there wad a gathering of
fellows at once to see and speak to them.

“ Faith, and ye're back!” said Reilly.  * Sure, and T'in
glad to see ye! Whao's that yo've brought wid ye?”

“Where did you dig that up?' asked Gore, of the Shell
staring at "Krbert, *I say, what's your name, my lm(:k':"]

*“'Brbort."’

‘" Herbert !
“ Rags."
““HFa, ha, ha! Herbert Rags! Where did you learn to

apeak? What kind of a critter have you been digging up,
Tom Merry?"

“Mind yvour own business!’
**He's a new boy.”

“Come to take Binks's place?
the sack."”

“Don't be a pig, Gore!”

. "' Look here, Merry, you don’t mean to say that that kid
is coming to St Jim's—to mix with us?"’ exclaimed the cad
of the Shell.

“ Not to mix with you,"” said Lowther,
particular whom he mixes with,”

**Ha, ha, hal!”

“ Look here, Lowther

“ Bai Jove, Lowthah, I wegard that as wathah funnay!”

“TLook here,” shouted Gore, * what are you getting at!?
The kid hasn't an ‘b’ in him! He can't be coming into u
Form here!” %

““He is coming into a junior Form,” said Blake. ‘‘ You
shut up! He's not coming into the Shell, s0 you needn't
worry."

*But, I say—""

“You've said enough! Shut up!”

And Tom Moerry & Co. pushed their way on, leaving Goro
and the rest in nmazement.

"Erbert: was looking red and disquieted. It was dawning
upon him that he would have a thorny path _to follow at
St. Jim's. But he was too grateful to Tom Merry & Co.
to think of questioning their judgment.

“(Come up to the study,” said Lowther.

Tom Merry’s study was soon reached, The new boy was
watched by some dozen pnirs of eyes till he was out of
sight.

Tom Merry looked a little worried,
“ Of course we might have expected that Gore and Mcllish
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and their eet would make trouble if they could,” said
Dighy.

I guppose 8o, We—-— Where are you going, Herries!”

“T'm going to feod my bulldog.”

And Herries disappeared. ﬁa was uneasy about whot
might have happened to Towser in his absence; and no
other matter was of quite as much importance to Herries,

“It's jolly good of Figgins to ask us to a foed on the
evenin’ of our weturn|” said D'Arcy. “T'll go and change
my clothes,”

And he followed Herries from the study.

“ We'va got the kid in here,” said Tom Merry. ** Those
togs were all ri[.ii:t for him to teavel in, but they won't do
for 8t Jim's. He'll have to have a fresh rig-out. He is
just about young Wally's size, and we shall have to have
gome of young Wally's clothes for him, that's all.”

“ Good wheeze !
~ “Somebody go and find Wally, then. Ha's a good kid
if he waen't so cheeky, and 1 think he'll do all he can.”’

And Digby went to look for the hero of the Third.
Mernwhile, Tom Merry & Co. consulted.  As the highost
Torm "Erbert could possibly think of poing into was the
Third, it was necessary to make a friend of Wally, so that
ho would have lhelp there. There was another point which
the juniors had overlooked till it was too late.

“Ho can't go by the name of ' Rags’ here,” said Blake.

'Krbert, urﬁnrt-mmtnty, had no surname—at least he was
not awnre of having one. He was called ‘'Erbert,’ and
he was nicknamed ' Rags, and as yet in his career he had
not experienced any need of a niore definite appellation.
It was different at Bt Jim’s, A boy without a surname to
answer to would be a very noticeable’ anomaly there. The
unfortunate part of it was that "Krbert had already given
his name as Rags to the fellows downstaire.

“ Ho must have a name,” said Tom Merry.
called Herboert Rags’ :
“Wall, it would excite remark,” grinned Lowther. ]

“ Buppose we name him after his native city ' suggested
Manners. ;

“Hum! erbert Liverpool would gound—well, cutious i

“T have a suggestion to make,” suid Skimpole, blinking.
 Aa T intend to inculeate in this worthy youth the precepts
of Socialism, suppose we give him a namao suitable for a
Soainlist—such ns Liberty, or Equality——"

“Ha, ha, ha! Herbert Equality would make a stunning
name!” 4

““Crikey,!"" said "Erbert.

“Daon’t be an ass, Bkimmy,” said Tom Merry—*or, at all
events, ba o silent ass.”

“ Really, Merry--—"

“We could name him Everton, after the football club,”
said Blake, e comes from Liverpool, and Eyerton’s in
Liverpool.” . L o

“That's better! But— What part of Liverpool were
you born in, kid?"?

"Erbert shook his head, e did not know.

“T've lived in Kirkdale,” he said,

“Kirkdalo!” oxclaimed  Tom Merry.
good name! We'll name him Kirkdale!”

“Good 1

“Po you like that all right, kid?"”

‘' Yea, sir—I1 meun Merry.”

“(ood! Then you're Herbert
moment, That's settled. Hallo!
Wally 1"

Dighy ro-entered the study, aceompanied by a youth about
Yirbert's aizo with o soiled collar and decidedly inky fingers.
It was D'Arcy minor; the younger brother of the one and
0?]§tA5t'h“'r Augustus—Wally, the scamp of the Third Form
HY . JiNrs. .

“He can't be

“That's a Jolly

irldale from 'this
“Here comes young

CHAPTER 4.
Wally Takes the New Boy Under His Wing !

ALLY looked suspiciously into the study. Digby’s
agsurange that Tom Merry wanted to speak to him
A ~upon an important eubject had not quite safisfied
him, Thero was gomething of the Ishmael about the scamp
of the Third, and he was generally in a state of expecting
trouble. :
e Haullo, I na‘ﬁou’re back!” Wally remarked cheerfully.
My word! ho's that? Where did he dig up thoso
clothea 7 ‘ :
= It's the new kid,” said Tom Merry.
¢ New kid " said Wally, staring at 'Erbert. “T heard
there was o new kid coming, but I understood he was going
into the Shell—chap ammcﬁ- Glyn, the son of a millionaire
enginecr or aomethmﬁ in Liverpool, ls this the chap?’
Tomn Merry laughed.
“ No. Thig is—is another chap.
Tuge Gen LiBrany.~—No.
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under our protection, and we're smuggling him into tha
"

ool

Waily whistled expressively

“ My hat! What-larks!" :

Tom Merry was a little relieved. Theré was no telling
how the scamp of the Third would take things; but Wally
caimiod to be taking this in the right spirit.

' We are trusting you with the secret, you see,” he went
on “Of course, you'll keep it dark.”

“ Trust me " ;

“ Now, we want some of your togs; they'll about fit this
kid, Of course, we'll stand the expense afterwards, - Wilk
you rig him out for ue?”

\\'-a‘lf,y chuckled.

“You bet! My Aunt Jane! What a lark on the Head !
There’ll be a jolfy row whien it comes out!”

“ Never mind that! Get the togs.”

“The kid can come along with me to the Third Form,"”
said Wally. ' I'll rig him out. Come on, kid! Follow
your unocle.”

“Frbert looked at Tom Merry. Tom gave him a nod, and
he followed Wally. The juniors looked at one amother with
satisfaction. ' >
“This 16 going all right," eaid Blake. “ Wally's a cheeky
little beast, but he's a decent kid ‘ab times. I'm going to
have @ wash before going to thefeed over in the New
House."' ;

“ Pray take my regrets to Piggins,” eaid Skimpole, T
shall not be able to come, as I am making up my notes on
the journey.- I have collocted a great d of valuable in-
formation for the three hundredth chaptor of my great book
on Socialism, and——" y

But the juniors wera gone, and Skimpole was talking to
the desert air, ' The travellers had plenty of staina to remove
after their long journey, and they were, a8 a matter of fact,
fatigued, but a feed with Tiggine was too good to be missed,

Conzidering that- the jumiors of the two Houses at. Bt.
Jim's were in o state of perpetual warfare, it was very good
of Figgins to have provided a feed againgt the return of
the School House youths, ey i

Meanwhile, D’Arcy minor led his hew charge upsbairs.
Wally was not much given to reflection, and at present he
only saw in the whole matter o ' lark ™ of the most gorgeous
description. To introduce o fellow into the school, and palm
him off on the authorities as a new boy, seemed to Wally
the very creamicst of all possible 131;01&. and o horn of
plenty, so to speak, from which cn less fun would flow.
And =0 Wally was inclined to be ver food. at present, to
his protege. -Buf there were other l"lycl- ows who had very
different melinations, and they watched the two boys going
up to the dormitory with looks that meant n‘nwhiﬂ ore,
making a sign to Mellish and some more of his set, followed,

"Frbert looked rownd him in wonder as he accom panied
Wally. He had never been in o building so large and im-
posing as the Bchool House ab St. Jim’a, with the exception
of o church. The great staircase, the long, wide passages
and endless studies, amazed and confused him. The orowds
of boys, of all ages and sizes, most of them eo well dressed,
many elezant. and dandified, interested and o little
fri htenedLilim. When he entered the long, lofty dormitory,
with ite rows of white beds, he looked round him with wide-
opoen eyes.

His evident wonder rather gratificd Wallys It made him
fool the importance of his position as cicerone.

“This is the Third Form dorm,,” he explained.

W Crikey 1" said 'Erbert, .

Ho did not know what the Third Form was, nor what a
dorm, was, Had he known that dorm. was short for dormi-

tory, he would still have been just as much in the dark s

to what the word meant. i

“You look as if you want n wash,” snid Wally, pourinﬁ
out some water into his waehstand basin, “ Here you are,

“ 8o do you,” said 'Erbert.

Wally looked at him, reddening.

“ What did you eay, kid?"

“1 gaid o do you,” replied "Erhort sturdily.

“Took here, kid, if you want a thick ear, youw'll gel ono
jolly soon if you check me,” said Wally impressively.
You mustn’t make remarks about your elders. Just you
buckle to and wash,”

“ Right y'arl’

“My only Aunt Jane!
English 7

“Tn Green Alley.”

“Where on earth's that?’’

“ Liverpool,” said 'Erbert, somewhat nettled.
tall ain't good enough for you—-"

“Oh, never mind! Get those togs off, and I'll gel you
some of mine."”

‘rborl obeyed, and Wally scleoted his oldesh clothes,
Wally's clothés mever: were in o good condition of repair
even his best ones; but they were princely in out ccmpaam(i

Where did you learn to talk
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5 ‘“Golly, this ‘ere 1s prime [” remarked 'Erbert appreciatively, ilubbiuq his fork into the sausage, and l
' ¢ ~__lifting it bodily from the p b

with the ready-made garments at present worn by 'Erbert.
The lutter were stripped off, and 'Erbert donned an Fton
suit, rather baggy at the knees, and shiny at the elbows.
But that suit, with a elean shirt and o clean collar, with an
extra wash for hie face, worked wonders in his appearance.
Bave for ite thinness, due to want of food, "Erbert's face
wus quite as good to look at aa the average face at St.
Jim's. Iis hair, which had never apparently known comb
or brush, waa more difficult to deal with, but Wally offered
to comb it out. 'Krbert shrieked as he did it, but Wally
kept on without mercy, and the new boy eet his teeth and
bore the pain grimly.

Wally was still combing out the unruly locks, when the
dormitory door opened, and Gore & Co. looked in. They
stared in silently }nr some seconds, in amazement, and then
a loud laugh warned Wally that he was observed.

Heo turned his head.

“What do vou rotters want in a Third Form-room?’ he
demanded, *“ Clear, oan't you!'

“We've come to see your young friend,” said Gore,
grin‘ninf.{ “My bat! Are you dressing him in your old
clothes?

“Mind your own business.”

‘Look at his things!” said Mellish, pointing to the gar-
Ilil.(‘lllf: lying on the floor. ‘* Did you over see anything like
that?"

Wally picked up the disonrded olothes, put them into his
box. and locked it. Then he glared defianco at the juniors

* (et out, you rotters! Your chivvies get on my nerves,’

“No fear!” snid Gore. “*Come in, you chaps! Thia is a
good opportunity for talking to the mew chap. I don't

'

»
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know what little game Tom Merry is playing, but T know
jolly well thet this fellow isn't a new boy for 8t. Jim's,

“T rather think mot,” said Crofton. * Rather too much
of the gutter about him.” 1

“He talks as if he had just been dug out of a kennel,
said Mellish, * Blessed if I know where Tom Merry got
him from.”

“We'll soon seo ! excldgimed Sharp, © What's your name,
kid?”

“Erbert !"

“Ha, ha, ha! T suppose you mean Herbert?"'

‘““No, I don’t,"” aaid ’J'}rbm'l. sturdily ; *“ I mowns '"Erbert.”

‘" Ha, ha, ha! What's the rest of your namet"

"Trbert was about to say “ Rags,’” but he remembered
the new name that had been bestowed upon him by his
adoptod parents in Tom Merry's study.

£ \'irkt]ulv!" Lo said.

‘‘ He told me his. name was Rags!” oxclaimed Gore,

“He's a young liar,” said Moellish,

"Hrbert's eyea flashed.

‘0o yer callin'?’ he oxclaimed.  “If you call me, you'll
gob a lifter under the ear, jolly quick, and «don't you forget

“Nice language!” said Goro saroastically.

“And you too!” exclaimed 'Erbert. ‘ You can't come it
over me., You can't take me in, You ain’t a gentloman
like Tom Maorry,”

Gore turned crimson, and he was not pleased, either, by
the chuckle that escaped from his own followers. Wally

M; ‘nnl‘v Aunt Jane!" he exclaimed. ‘lHe's got your
Tar GeEm Linrary.—No, 61,
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character already, Gore. Ho knows you're o snob and &
Pig, you )

“You shut up, young D'Arey !’

“Rals! Cet out of this dorm!"”

TN jolly well give that guttersnipo a lesson ' excleimed
Gore, rushing towarda 'Erbert. ** Now, you whel o

“And he laid his hands on the mew boy.  Gore was the
biggest fellow in tho Shell—bigger than many fellows in
the Fifth, The little ragamuflin ought to have been sent
flying on the inetant. But 'FKrbert had been trained and
hiurdened by the hard life of the streots.

He did not shrink from Gore's attack. Ho gripped hold
of the bully of the Shell, and seemod to curl round him
like w tiger; and the mext morment Gore went to the floor
with a erash that seemed to shake the room.

P—=

CHAPTER 8.
An Interrupted Ragging.

ALLY starcd for a moment, amazed, and then hurst
into @ ehout of laughter. Gore lay on the floor,
where he had fallen, looking stupefied. And the

fellows who had followed him into the dormitory could only
&lare,

“My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally. “This boats
cock-fighting ! Where did you pick up that trick, you young
bounder{"’

‘Trbert grinned,

George Gore slowly rose to his feet. The heavy bump omw
the floor had shaken him up, and he was aching in every
bone. But ho wes mot =0 much hurt as he was an
youl” ¥ :
“You lemme wulone,” said 'Erbert defiantly; ‘T ain’t
done nothing o you. Why ocan't you leave a cove nlonot”

“Yau, Tl leave you wlone, when I've pulyerised youu'" =

And Gore advanced upon the Liverpool lad, more can-
tiously this time, He hit out in ear , and now it would
havo fared hard with 'Erbert, wha of course was no match
for & fellow nearly twice his size. But D'Arcy minor rushed
to his aid. 3 : :

“You rotten bully ' said Wally, squaring up. “ Tt him
wlone, or elee tackle the twe of us.”

“(hob out of the way, D'Arey minor |

T Rats 1

“Drag that young whelp away, Mellish!" howled Gore.

But Mellish didnt feel inclined to tackle the redoubtabls
Wally, Wally's left-handers were knowa and feared among
the juniors. But Sharp and Crofton man forward, and two
pairs of hands grasped Wally, He struggled fiercely.

* Hallo, haven’t you finished yet?"” asked Tom Merry,
laoking in at the door, ** Why—— Hallo, what's the
matter here?” - :

Ho dashed upon the seene with blazing oyes. Gore
réceived a right-iander on the side of the head that sent
him spinning wwny from 'Erbert, and ho crashed into o
washatand and fell. There was another crash as the wash-
gtand reeled, and the bagin went to the floor. 1t wae the
basin 'Frbert had washed in, and it was still full of water,
(lore gave o fiendish yell as the flood of soapy water
descended upon him, soaking his face and chest and blind-

ing him for a moment.

Y (rikey ! gasped 'Erbert. *' He, he, he! TLook at him !

Tom Merry laughed, too. Gore, as he struggled up,
stroaming with soapy water, was a ourious sight. He was
apluttering furiously ss he hressed his hand to his head,
sminging from Tom Merry’s bfow. ‘ -

The other raggers promptly drew baclk. Ragging a couple
of fags was w very difterent mattor from tackling Tom
Merry when his blood was up.

"l}ém cads!” eried Tom hotly, “T might have guessed
you ‘would be up to something of this sort. ¥You cu.dgi"

“Why did you bring e workhouse brat here, then?"
aneerad Mellish, I suppose you didn't expeet us to chum
up with him?" :

ST didn’t ox{)‘oct you o3 you're moi likely to chum up
with anybody decent,” said Tom Merry scornfully. ** Look
here, this kid is under my protection, and anybody who
‘l?m!:?’,a him will have to settle it with me. You understand
that

“Oh, take him under your wing if ﬂou like! He'll have
‘t}._[n"et;l;y warm time, ail the same, if he really stays at St.

im's,

Tom Merry did mot answer. He felt that Mellish's words

were true, and for the moment he felt a great misgiving.
He had meant to do his best for 'Erbert—but had he been
right in setting the lad such a thorny path to follow?
. But it wos no use thinking of that now. Tom Merry pub
his hand through the boy'a arm, and led him from the
dormitory. Wally follawed with his hands in his pockets,
whistling, stepping at the door n moment to make an irris
tating grimace at Gore,
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“ You'vo made an improvement in him, Wally,” said Tom
Merry approvingly, as they went downstairs, ‘e looka
like any other kid in the Third now.”

“Yes," grinned Wally., “ He doesn't speak like the others,
but that's only detail. He's o decent kid, and he knows
a trick in wrestling that I don't know. Ie'll have to teach
it me, or I'll give him a thick ear.”

“Til show you if you like,” suid 'Erbert simply.

* Here you are, then " said Wally, m:p]nng on the first
danding, “H on a minute, Tom Morry! Come ony
Kirkdale!"

Tom Merry etood aside, and watched them with inlerest,
The two lads gripped and closod, and tho next moment
j\\’-n]ly was lying on his back, even Tom Merry could not seo
how,

“ My only Aunt Jamel!” :

Wally rose slowly, looking at 'Erbert with visibly inoreased
respect, Tom Merry laughed.

“(lome on,” he said, “or we shall be keeping Figgina
waiting. You can leave further instruction till later.

“Right you aro!” said Wally, who was rubbing a placo
that ached, and didn’t feel inclined for any more instruction
of the same sort just then.

And Tom Merry & Co., a few minutes later, crossed the
qnmdm#ie to the New House; and with them went Wally
and "Erbert.

—_—

CHAPTER 6.
A Feed at Figgins's,

IGGINS & CO. were doing the thing in good style this
time. When they were not at warfure with the
School House }luniqrs, they know how to be friendly,

and the oecasion of Tom Merry's return from an absence
of some days was @ very good one for an amicable feed,
And as Figgins & Co. h‘agn yenad to be in funds, they had
daid -in a supply that waa likely to do their study eredit.

Fatty Wynn, of course, was in his clement. Faity was a
cook of renown in the junior Forms, and his greatest happi-
ness was to have o supply of comestibles that gave him a
really free and ample scope.

Figgins's' study presented a very cheory aspect just mow.
The table was adorned by a spotless white cloth, obtained
by coaxing from the House-dame. There was an array of
cutlery that was quite imposing. It had been bmowes omn
all sides up and down the Fourth Form passage in the
Neow IHouse, Then there was a stack of plates, only a few
of them cracked, wnd cups and saucers galore. Fourth
Form feeds usually showed o **plentiful Jack” of crockery
and eutlery, but the present occasion was a brilliant exeep-
tion.

The arrangements for the feed showed that Figgine was
a great man, ero was not room at the table for more
sthan half his iumb‘;, and there was not room in the study
fqr a dozen chairs without uncomfortable erowding. But
Figgy had solved that difficulty. He had borrowed a long,
narrow form, and set it along the wall in the study, the
bookeass being placed temporarily outside in tho corridor,

The form offered seating wccommodation for soven or
eight, and a small table was there to suplmrl, the teacups
and saucers, and the feesters could take their plates upon
their knees. In caso trousers should be soiled or spoiled by
this device, Figging had provided serviettes—an utterly uns
) But there
they were—eight of them—sm)wgo white tablenapkins of
cxael.lenl.‘(‘uulity. They had been borrowed from the House-
dame, without the formality of asking permizsion,  As
Figgins said, they could be returned after the feed, and no
one would be the wiser. Kerr had his doubts as {o whether
a Fourth Form feed mightn't leave some very plain traces
on the serviettes, but he would not say a word to make
Figgine dissatisfied with his echeme, Besides, all threo of
the New Houso juniors were sensible of the effect that the
gerviettes would bound to produce on their guests,

Although it was a truce now betweon the School House
and tha glew House, Figging & C'o. were not debarred from

getting one ahead, so to speak, in o quiet way. And the

serviettes would make the * chool House fellows open their -

eyes,
yThero was a pleasant smell of cooking in the study-
leasant, at all events, 1o juniors who were hungry. Fatly
ynn was durning out the sausages from the [rying-pan
into @ large flat dish, resting on the fender to keep warm
before the g!owing; fire. The sausages were the best that
could be obtained fo
in the way that only Fatty Wynn could cook sausages.
Figgins and Kerr felt their mouths water as they looked
at them. They were so beautifully browned and erispod,
that they would have made a vegetarian forswear his diel,
“ My word, Fatty,’” said g
ration, *‘ you can cook! Blessed if 1 ever knew anybody
give swueages the artistio finish you give 'em]”
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% Right!” said Korr emphatically. * When it comos to
tooking, especially eausages, | put my money on IFatty
Wynn. Fatty Wynn against the field!”

And Fatty smiled a gratificd smile,

“ Well, I must say 1 think my cooking is up to the mark,”
fie said modestly, *and I admit I take a pride in the way
1 fry sausages. It's an art. But it's a real pleasure 4o
cook for chaps who can appreciate a good thing. There's
gome chaps who don't care how a thing'a cooked, so long
as thoy oan ont it. I believe that if a thing's worth doing
at all it’'s worth doing well.”

“ Yeos, rather "' said Figgins, looking at his watch. “Ti's
time for those chaps to be here, I think wo've arranged
the study micely. 'i'iua-re'a room for everybody, and nobody
will have to stand,” i

* And enough orockery for overybody to have his tea ab
once,” said Kerr, with much eatisfaction. ‘I call thot
ripping "

< And more'n enough grub to go round,” eaid Fatty
Wynn, with a beatific smile, “Donlt you worry wbout
sorving me, You two look after the guests. I've had a
fow of the sausages to etay my appetite, so that I can wait,
and I can make up afterwards. JI‘hem will be lots left. 1
think this feed will be a success,

Thero was a tap ab the door,
i ‘I":clhove tho kettle on to boil, Fatty; they're here! Come
n

The door oponed, and Tom Merry locked in. He wore
@ olean ocollar and a cheerful smile, Iiggins grinned at
him amiably. !

“(lome in, you fellows, we're all ready!”

% Right-ho! I say, this is slunning!”

# Yaas, wathah!”

“This way, Kirkdale; you sit here with me,” said Tom
Merry, o8 Rigging grandly showed him to a seat of honour
ut the table.

“You, sir,’’

snid "Erbort—“T mean yes, Merry."”
"irbert waa looking a little scared. if Figgina & Co. had
taken special motice of him, he would have iccn discom fited
utterly. Bub Figgins & Co, had too much tact to do that.
Thoy simply included him in the general grecting to the
whole party, and addressed no ospecial romark to him,
‘irbert, finding that ho was not taken notice of, began to
recover his courage.

Tom Morry bimsell was a little uncasy about his [}‘mtege.
¢ Pable manners” had been as much meglected in 'Krbert's
oducation as geography and history. n the strects the
littlo ragamuffin had been accustomed to eat and drink in
an exceedingly freeand-casy way, and it was o deliowte
subject to approach in giving hints. Tom intended to keap
his prot>ge under his own fatherly oye, and he sat down
with the new boy at his side. Arthur Augustus sat down
on 'Erbert's othor side, and the three filled up one side of
the table. D'Arcy’s idea was that 'Erbert could keep am
eye on him, and by having such @ perfect model before him,
could see exaoctly what to do, and avoid bringing remark
upon himself. It was possible, however, that "Erbert did
not understand what was expected of him,

Manners, Lowther, Dighy, Herries, and Kerr occupied
the form at the side of the room. Blake and Wally and
Figgina sat down at the table opposite Tom Merry, ' rbert,
and D'Aroy. Fatty Wynn did mot sit down at all, He was
too busy looking after the provisions to have time to eab
any, and he had already disposed  of enough for three
ordinary persons by way of a soack.

# Thero's the tea, Figgy!”

‘And Wynn handed up a huge pot, borrowed from below
atairs. It held over a gallon, and Figgins had to be very
caroful with it. All the guests, of course, laboured to help,
passing cups and saucors and comestibles round. Figgins
out cup after eup, till the huge teapot was nearly
empty, and it was handed to Falty Wynn to be refilled from
the steaming kettle,

Tatty Wynn passed round the plates of hot sausages and

ached eggla, and Kerr backed him up with the bread-and-
E?lttur. The serviettes were spread over the knees of
{rousers, the Eu_asts making no remark on the subject, but

impressed.  One of the serviettes was handed
to 'Erbert by Korr, who wanted the new boy to feel that
ho was breatod with as much care as the others; and as there
wore not enouglh to go all round, this was really a mark of
distinotion. 1t was a mark of distinetion, however, that poor
Lirbort, would have boon happier without, For the street
arab did mot know the use of the square of shining cloth,
and he took it and turned it over in his hands in dismay. Tt
was here that Tom Merry's fatherly care came quietly to the
resoue,  He unobtrusively took the serviette and spread it
over 'Hrbert's knees, averi/hody making it a point not to
phserve him doing so; and poor "Exbert, unaccustomed 1o
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anything like breeding in his surroundings, imagined that
they veally did not observe anything. Fatty Wynn placed
a generously-loaded plate before him, and as tho feast was
commencing on all sides, "Erbert started, Hig method of
starting was peculiar. He took his fork in his right hand,
jabbed it into the sausage, and lifted the latter bodily fromy
the plate, and began to eat it at one end, -

“My word!" murmured Dighby.

Tom Merry turned pink,

This would never do ab the common table in the dinings
hall of the School House; but 'Erbert, who was hungry, di
not think of looking to see what Tom Merry was doing, and
he munched away at his sausage with great contentment.

Then the silence, which was rather psinful ab that momenb
in the study, was broken by ’Erbert's appreciative voioo,

“ Golly! 'This 'ere is prime!”

The juniors would have given m\yihinfg to laugh—at the
pame time, nothing would have inducec them to do po.
Arthur Augustus 1)’'Arcy, who was extremely nioe, not to
say fastidious, in his eafing, replied to the remark without
the quiver of a musocle,

* Yaas, wathah!”

“T ain't nover tasted anything eo prime,” snid 'Erbert,
confidentially. *This 'ere is better'n—-"

He was going to say that it was better than tho erusts and
bones that had formed his habitual diet in the streets of
Liverpool, but he remembared Tom Merry's cantion to keop
his eyes open and his mouth shub—in time.

He loft off in the middle of the remark, therefore, and
used his eyes instead of hia tongue.

Then the red burned in his cheeks for a moment, and tho
Thalf-gnawed sausage was replaced upon the plate. The little
ragamuffin bogan to use his knife anc fork., Arthur Augustus
smiled with satisfaotion.

"Erbert travelled through the sausages wnd poached egga
without more mishaps. Bub when he had finished he pushed
his plate away, and poured his tea into the saucer to cvol
it. Il-I«'e took the saucer in both hands, and swamped the
tea into his mouth. It was hot—and 'Erberl gave a yell,

* Oh, crikey!"

The saucer of hob tea was jerked away from his scalded
mouth, and Arthur Augustus echoed the yell as it swamped
over his beautiful frousers.

Tlo leaped to his feet, and his clbow caught 'Erbert on
the side of the head, and ’Erbert bumped against Tom
Meorry, on his other side, and Tom Merry, who was just
raising his cup to his lips, bestowed the contents upon his
ghirt-front_instead of his mouth,

i g wl"

4 Crikey I

“ Bai Jovo!" £ 5 !

Arthur Augustus mopped his knees with his handkerchief,
Ilis trousers wero fs!t‘»:‘pr)ed. and for a moment he regretted
{hat he had not left *Erbert in Green Alley.

“0Oh, crumbs!” said 'Erbert.
sorry |’

“Bai Jove! My twousahs are wuined

“P'm norful sorry!” The tears stood in 'Erbert's oyes.
“ The tea was 50 'of, you know——""

“Nover mind,” snid Tom Merry, mopping his chest with
his serviette—a proceeding which was viewed with gilent
agony by Figgins, who wondered what Mrs. Kenwigg would
think of that serviette when she saw it again, ** Never mind,
kid; sit down," ,

«'Vans, wathah! Ifs of—of no consequence whatevah!”
said Arthur Augustus. L y

“1 ain't fit to be with you,” said 'Erbert; * Look eré—"

“Shut up!” said Blake.

And 'Erbert shut up. The feed continued, and 'Erbert
ate hardly anything more, though he could easily haye
done so—and drank no more tea, He was painfully on tho
alert not to transgress now—and so evidently so that hix
adopted fathers were discomfited more by that than by the
spilt tea.

All the same, the guests made a very pleasant fea in
Figgins's study, and the feed was voted o stunning suocess,
Tovery face was contented, even D'Aroy’s, when he had once
made up his mind to the spoiling of hia trousers, And when
no ono could bo prevailed upon to have another bun, or
another tart, or another cup of tes, the tuble wus cleared
by the simple rmmm of stacking the remains of tho eaf-
ablos and all the cutlery and crockery into the oupboakd,
to be sorted and returned to the various owners later, But
the evening's entertainment was not over. Wiggine & Co.,
as we have said, were doing the thing in style, f’ntty Wynn
produced chestnuts, and proceeded to roast them, and Figgins
with a slight blush proposed a “little music,” and the
Schoo] Hlouse chums gasped and assented,
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CHAPTER 7.

A Litlle Music
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY beamed. If anything
could have made him forget ttat a pair of his best
. trousers were ‘“wuined ' 1t was the Yl*opow! to have
o little musie. For Arthur Augustus had lately ‘made the
important discovery that he had a remarkably fine tenor
voice, and his singing practice of late had been energetie aud
iticessant,  Disvespectful fags had named him ** Caruso 11,7

and féllows had sent him an old dog's muzzle by post, and

others had offered {o gel up a subseription to buy him a

[

But Arthur Augustus was not deterred by trifles like that.
As there was no piano at the disposal of the juniors, he
had armed himsell with a tuning-fork, and with that, and a
knowledge of tonio sol-fu, he was always able to get into his
keye “He was not always able tq kwep in it, when he had
onee got there, buf that was a detail.  As D'Arcy said, even
o remarkable tonor like himeell could not expect to cqual
Caraso or Tamagno at first; and D'Arcy certainly dihn'l.
equal them,

.{\:lc::nt. of the juniors could sing—or, at all evenis were
satisfied that they could, regardless of grave doubts expressed
upon the subject by their friends and some of them could
play various instruments,  Kerr, who was one of those youths
who cah do nearly everything, and do it well. was a great
hand with the violn, and more like Kubelik than D’Arcy was
like Caruso, Figgins had recently invested in a ‘cello, and
he played the ** Broken Melody ™ upon it-—more broken than
the composer had eyer intended. Some eaid that he did

“not equal Van Biene, but Monty Lowther declared that i
was quite a_bieno to hear him—a pun that was unanimousiy
declared to be worse than Figging's ‘cello-playimg, which was
saying a great deal.

Terries had his cornet, but hi= hosts had unaccountably
forgotten to ask him to bring it over with him. But that
was only a trifle. Herries waz quite willing to ran over to
the School House for his cornet.

“I've been t.hiukiur.” said Figging modestly, “of starting
a musical society in the Fourth. and getting up a1 orchestra.
1t would he rippinF for us all’ to play something. and learn
1o play in tune—""

“You'll have a hard row to hoe. okl chap!” said Manners.

“I wasn't speaking of myself,” said Figgine, glarmg at
Munners. T was speaking of all of us.  You chaps know
how 1 play the 'cello.’’ :

*We do,”” said Blake, in a tone that might have meant
anything, Figging went on hastily. i g

“ Well, T think it's n good idea to begin with™t musical
evening,  Suppose every chap does what he ean, and-t

" Good " said Herries, " T'll run over for my cornet.’”?

U Your=—your .cornel,” e=aid Figgins, with a sickly smile,

Herries' cornet was the worst-hated instrument in the
schoal,  Kven the New House could hear its wild and whirl-
ing strains when Herries was practising in Study No. 6, with
the window open,

“ Certainly ! eaid Herrios cheerily.
o play the Toreador song from
wlo, have you?”

Y Nenensno, '’

“Thon I'll give you that this evening.
minutes."

*“ Bring my mouth-organ with you, Herries!"” called out
Blake,

Herries paused.

“1 don't know whero it is,'’ he said.

“1t's in the cupboard, beside the ink-bottle.”

“ Ohi-or—all right! Bui perhaps Figging—-"

“Would you like Herries to bring my mouih.organ,
Tigey?" asked Blake, looking directly at the chief of the
New House juniors

Y Oh, yes, rather,” said Figgins, with a heartiness that was
perhaps o little overdaone,

"'I‘l!aal'.-u right,” said Blake, as Herries disappeared. “ Wao
shall all be able to do something to contribute to the har-
mony of the evening. That's what I like about Figgy—
nothing mean about him. No getting lellows into his study
for o musical evening, and then taking up the whole show
himself."”

Figgine & Co. exchanged uncomfortable glances,

* Cortainly not,"" said {)'Ar(\v. unsuspiciously,  * You could
not suspect Figging of actin' in ﬁucill a wotlen way, Of
course, evewy gentleman pwesent will contwibute an jtem
to the pwogwamme,"

“Of —of course,” said Figgins,

“That’s the the idea,” said Kerr.

“Yaas, wathah! 1 shall be happy to contwibute a tenah
solo. What are you goin’ to give, Tom Mewwy?"

** Blessed if I know "

“If you like, T will give a second tenah-solo, and save you
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the twouble of singin’,”

House.

“No you won't,” said Manners.

Y Weally, Mannahs——-"'

“'Nuff's as good as n feast. Tom Merry can give us a
football song. It's a pity that Lowther can't sing, buf—-"

s it?” said Lowther, glaring. I can sing better than
some silly asses I know,”

“1 don’t think you ought to speak of Figging & Co. like
that when they're—"

“You-—you-—— I wasn't speaking of Figging——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

I don't mind giving you a solo,” said Lowther. “ Man-
ners has about as much ear for music as a guinea-pig. Arve
you going to give us anything, Figgins?” :

Figging turned pink,

1 was thinking of giving you the ‘Broken Melody ' on
the ‘cello.’” .

Y Oh—er—good! We shall—shgll enjoy that,”

“T1 think I play it pretty well”” said Figgins modestly.
“1 suppose we may as well start with the ‘cello,”

Figgins turned towards the huge case standing in the
corner, and so did not see the looks that followed his remark.
Blake rose hastily.

* That duffer ¥I¢9rrit's is a long time finding the mouth-
organ,” he said. “T'lIl run across and help him look for it.
Don't wait for me.”

And he left the study. Figgins opened ‘the case and pro-
duecd the violoncello,  The juniors placed themselves in
attitudes of attention as he prepared to start. He was some
time beginning, -and exactly where the Broken Melady
started the audience did not know. As for the end, for a
long time it seemed as though it would have no end. Byt
Figging left off at last, and there was a round of appluusé.
Wflothor the applause was for playing the piece, or for
leaving off, we cannot say.

The applapse had died away when Blake and Herrica
eame in ‘with the mouth-organ and the cornet, Kerr was
ready with his violin, and Fatty Wynn with his Welsh sony;
but they felt it would not be the correct thing to go str-ight
ahead. One of the guests was politely requested te do g
turn, and Arthur Augustus D' Arey accepted the invi/ Lion.

‘1 shall be vewy pleased, Figging, deah boy- o

“More than we shall I’ murmured Lowther,

“Did you spenk, Lowthah?"”

““Oh, nothing 1"

“Vowy good ! As you are aware, Figging, T am a {enah,
and T can sing wippin' tenah solos fwom memowy. As thero
18 no piano, you will éxcuse e if 1 use a tunin’-fork to get
my note."

“Oh, certainly 1" said Figgins.

“TU give yon your nofe on the mouth-organ, if you like,"
Bluke offered. y

But Arthur Augustus did not even deign to reply to this
kind offer.

He extracted the tuning-fork—his inseparable companion—
from his pocket, and struck it on the mantelpiece. It gave
forth a sonorous A, D'Arcy listened to it with his head
cocked a little on one side in a very businesslike way.

“That's wight! I am goin’ fo ,-nin!x the *Bteersman’s
Song' fwom the ‘Flying Dutchman,”” he said, beaming
round upon the company, who tried to look delighted, and
failed dismally. I have studied that song vewy much, and
can sing without any accompaniment »

“I don't mind accompanying you on the cornet,” said
Heorrics,

“That's o good idea!” said Figgins heartily, with tho
idea of getting the tenor solo and the cornet solo over ab
tho same time,

“Not at all, deah boy! I cannot sing (o Hewwies's
nccompaniment.  You need not bothah, HHewwies. You will
excuse me while T get my note, won't. yon?"

They would willingly have excused him altogether, bub
they did not say so. They listened with polite grins—
'Erbert with blank amazemeni—while Atthur Augustus got
his note, 'Erbert had never scen a tuning-fork before, ap
D'Arey’s proceedings were a great mystery to him.

The amateur Caruso assumed a thoughtful expression g
he struck the fork again, jammed the stump on the mantel-
picee, and listened to the sonorous buzz.

“Let me see. The thing begins on the dominant,' he
murmured,  “As you don't undahbstand these mattohs,
Herbert Wags, I may explain that the dominant is the fifth
note of the scale. The song is in B flat, and so the dominant
would be F, wouldn't it?"

“Crikey ! said "Erbert, * Blessed if T know !"

“ Well, you may take my word for it. Now, aftah stwikin®
A, T can get F by tweatin' the A as the ‘Me' of the (onie
sol-fa scale, and going down fwom ‘Me' to ‘Dob.” The
Doh in that case will be F, and that’s the nole I want, You

undahstand 1
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‘ “Roy, how dare you deliberately drop an aspirate in speaking to me!l” exelaimed the Form-master harshly. l

‘Erbert looked first at ihe desk and then at the floor.

L —— ——

“Crikey!”

And Arthur Augustus sang . Having now settled on
hig noto—though Kerr said he was flat, and Digby that he
was sharp—Arthur Augustus started on the solo.

Thoe * Steersman’s Song"” was certainly a ripping song,
and worthy of a tenor's best efforts, but it is doubtful if
' Arcy did it justice.

D'Arcy, of course, sang it in the original, o wasatrong
on German. Various expressions were visible on the fages
of the juniors as he began:

48 Mit Clewitter und Sturm nus Fernem Meer,
Mein Madel, bin dir nah.
Uber thurmhahe Fluth vom Suden her,
Mein Madel, ich bin da!""”

At this point Arthur Augustus forgot his German, and
went on unconsciously in English:

¢ My maiden were there no south wind,
I never could come to thee.
O fair south wind, to me be kind, .
My muiden she longs for me.'”

8o far, g0 good. The variation in the languages made the
juniors grin, but no bones were broken yet, so to speak.
lichert looked on in open-mouthed admiration. A chap
who could get up and sing in a furcip{n language was an
amazing revelation to 'Erbert. D'Arey's wonderful clothes
and manners had groatly impressed 'Erbert from the begin-
ning. Now hia feeling amounted to hero-worship,
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“Lain't dropped nothin’,” he said, looking puzzicd.

But the chorus was to come yet, Blake, who happened
to know that there was a top B flat in it, waited with a
lurking grin, Nothing would convinee D'Arcy 1]lut-'ll()
couldn't get a top B fat when he was in form. Nothing
would convince him that his voice wasn’'t o tenor, and a
first-class one.

e began the next “lap ™ with o smile of ealm confidence,

“ ¢ Ho-yo-ho, hallo ho-ho, hallo-lo-ho-ho! )
1o-yo-ho, hallo-ho, ho, ho, he, ho, ho-0-0-0, ho—o '™

The last 0" was the top B flat.

Arthur Augustus threw all his efforls into that top B flat,
and it came out a yell that ended in a cracking gasp.

Blake erammed his handkerchicf into his mouth, Figgins
turned away his head, Lowther drowned a wigele by turning
it into a cough. Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into
his eye and looked round complacently.

“ That's the first verse,” ho said. * Tho next—""

He was intorrupted, _The door was opened, and Monleith,
tho head prefect of {he New Ilouse, put his head in,
Monteith was looking angry.

“ What the dickens is this row ahout?"

*Weally, Montoith A

“T'vo no objeckion to you youngsters having some fun,”
gnid Montfeith, “and I don’t mind any singing practice;
but you can't expect fellows in the same passage to” stand
that row. What wes-that yelling just now?"” ‘

The juniors sat and gaspod, ID'Arcy turned his oyeglass
apon the prefeot with a glance that ought to have frozon
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him into an iciclo, bul didn't. Monteith looked sharply
from one to another.

“Waell, why don’t you answer?"

HCerrerarroon ! gurgled Blake.

“My only Aunt Jane " murmured Wally,
understanding !

* Whoover it was, he'd betier ring off I grunted the
profoct. ““If I hear any more yelling, 1 shall come und
warm you, 8o look out 1"

And Monteith withdrow his head, and closed the door with
a bang, Arthur Augustus D’Arcy smiled in a sickly way.

“Upon weflection, denh boys, I won't give you the second
vorse.”

“Oh, do!" snid Figgins politely.

“Nol" said D'Arcy firmly. ** Musie isn't nppweciated
in the seniah part of this House. I shall not finish the song,
Let's have Korr's violin, It will sorve that wottah wight—
—1 mean, we shall all be delighted !

Kerr gave o violin solo that was voted a puccess. It wan
a short one, and the juniors, who had expected and dreaded
one of those long-drawn agonies that sometimes go by tha
name of violin solos, applanded Kerr. They thought him o
jolly good fellow for letting them off so lightly.

Then Figging, with a faltering voice, requested something
from Ilerrics on the cornet. IHerries was only toa willing
to oblige. Blake opened the window, and Kerr surropti-
tioualy stuffed some cotton-wool into his cars. Herries
startod with a blast that rang through the study and the
whole house, Tt enme so suddenly that the juniors jumped,
and then Horrieg went ahoad.

He had told them that he was going to play the
* Toreador Song "' from “ Carmen,” arranged for the cornat.
This was fortunate, as otherwise they would not have had
the faintest iden what he was playing. _

Blast after blast of varying force rang through the Houso,
and Herries becamo as red as o beetroot in the face. Heo
was about a dozen bars through the fearful and wonderful
performance when there was a sound of hurrying foosteps in
the passage, and New House fellows—seniora and juniors—
burat into the atudy,

The musical society jumped up in alarm.

“ Btop that row !" roared Baker, of the Rixth.

Y“Jump on the thing ! shricked Pratt, of the Fourth.
“ Smash it "

‘' Here, hold on!" exclaimed Herries, *‘Don't yvou touch
my cornet ! What do yon mean? I'm playing a cornet
Kalo,

“You're what?” shouted Monteith. “T giva you one
minute to gel that horrible thing out of the Howse, hefore 1
gmash it on your h=ed ! :

“ Look hero, Monteits—""

“ Better cut!" whispered Tom Merry. * Thanks awfully
for o ripping evening, Figging! We've enjoyed ourselves
so much ! But I think we'd better cut now.”

“1 think you had!" roared Monteith,

And the Hehool House party took their leave—rather
hurricdly.  Horries, specchless with indignation, marched
off with his cornot under his arm. Figginsg & Co. grinned at
one another. The party had been rather abruptly broken
up, but they had been saved from hearing the rest of
Horrios's cornel solo, and that was a blessing they felt very
thankful for,

“What a mis-

CHAPTER 8.
Passing the Rubicon.
M R. RAILTON, the Houso-master of the 8chool House,

paused, and nursed his chin in his hand. A crowd
- of juniors were entering the House—they were Toin
Morry & Co. coming back from. their visit to Figgins.
Among them was 'Erbort, and Mr. Railton, who never forgot
w face, knew that he had never seen 'Erbert before.

Tom Merry saw the House-master stop, and his gazo fall
upon Krbert, He paused before the House notice-board,
and affecting to rmu; it, ho spoke in a low tone to 'Erbert.

“Kirkdale, listen to me, und don't jaw !

“Yes, sir—I mean, Merry !

“That chap yonder is our IHouse-master, Mr. Railton.
Don't look at him, or he'll guess something. He's going to
pponk to you.”

“Waolsho!” murmured 'Erbert,

“ Don’t say more than you can help when he questions you.
Your name is Kirkdale, and you're a new boy, going into
the Third, Say that, and nothing ¢lse, and he'll think it's
been fixed b}{ the other masters. Heel?” :

“1 twig!

“Mind you don't say anything more than that, kid " said
Tom Merry; in an agony of apprehension as to what 'Erbert
might sny now that tho uri!iuu} moment had come.

“You kin trust me, sie—I mean, Morry 1"
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“Tt's all wight, Tom Mewwy ! If Wags shows anly sigus
of puttin’ his foot into it, I will wush to the weseuc "

“ Pon’t you do anything of the sort, Gussy | You're pretiy
cortain to make a muck of it if he doesn't!”

“1 wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort "

“Iush! Here comes Railton }”

“ Yans, but—-"

Blake jaommod his boot down on D'Arey’s toe ag o hint
to postpone the rest of his remarks, Arthur Augustus gave
a wail of anguish.

“ Blake! Weally, you bwutal beast—'

“ Ahem I" said Mr, Railton. *‘I am glad to see you boya
homa agaein, looking all the better for your little excursion,
Is this the new boy 1"

- % Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry.

Mr, Railton looked curiously at 'Erbert, who remembered
the commands ho had received, and was silent. To hear
overything and say “nowt’ was not hard to a cute and
keen Norﬁi-cnuntry lad. '

" “Indeed ! I had expected to see an older lad,” said Mr.
Railton. I suppose he eame back from Liverpool with you,
Morry 17

“ Yoeo-0s 1" said Tom Merry, almost gasping.

Mr. Railton seemed to know all about the matter,

“Good! I am glad to see you, Glyn—"

Then Tom Merry understood. A new fellow was oxpected
into the Shell at 8t. Jim's—the son of a wealthy Liverpool
engincer and shipowner, who was retiring to an estate in
Bussex near the old school,  Mr, Railton had been informed
that the boy was to come into the School House, and he
evidently took 'Erbert for the new junior,

“Thig—this isn't Glyn, sir,” stammered Tom Merry.
*This ie Kirkdale, sir.”

“Kirkdale! Another new boy?"”

“Yes, giv. He's going into the Third.”

“Aht Dr. Holmes has not informed me of it,” said Mr.
Railton, 1 did not know two new boys were expected,
Is this the lad from Liverpool 7

**Yes, sir. He travelled down with us.”

“Very good! T suppose Mr., Selby has made arrange-
ments for him. 1 hope you will be comfortable in the
School House, Kirkdale,”

And Mr. Railton turned away.

Tom Merry could have hugged himself with glea.  The
dreaded interview had been got through without 'Erbert
having to open his mouth at all, and Mr. Railton had not
the faintest suspicion.

The House-master went into his study, and clofed the
door, The juniors all looked satisfied, excopt D'Arcy, who
was hopping on one foot, the other having been considerably
damaged by Jock Blake.

Blake slapped "Erbert on the shoulder,

“Good ! he exclaimed, “If you mind to kenﬁ your head
shut, and when yon have to speak, only say what Morry's
told you; all will go as straight as a string. You've got to
have it out with Selby yet, but Selby will imagine Mr,
Railton has put you in the Third, so it will be all O. K."”

“ Who's Mr. Selby !’ asked 'Erberi.

“The ‘master of the Third. Look here, kids, we may na
well take the bull by the horns in this matter. Kirkdale
ought to go in and see Selby at once, and then he can take
his place in the ordinary way in the Third to-morrow
morning."

“ Yauns, wathah! T will take him in to Mr. Selby's study.
A fellow with tact and judgment is wequired in o mattah
like this.”

“1 think T'd better do it,” said Blake. ‘‘You see, you're
bound to put your foot in it, and Selby’s o suspicious bonst."

“Wats! I shall manage it all wight—"

“1'll take him in,” eaid Tom Merry.

“I'm the oldest,
and 1 ought to do it. Besides, I've got more sense than you
Fourth Form kids "

** Weally, Tom Mewwy~—-

“ And you can come in and interrupt us, Blake, belore
Selby can ask questions,” eaid Tom, struck by a brilliant
idea, *'I'll leave the door njar so that you can hear us jaw,
and soize the right momént.”

“Bai Jove, that's n wippin® wheeze !"

“Good!"” said Blake, * I'll do it!"

Tom Merry Jed 'Erbert awny towards Mr. Selby's study.
The master of the Third Form was not a pleasant gentle-
man, and nobody liked interviewing him in his study. He
suffered from indigestion, and the redness of his nose was
a danger-signal well known in the Third Form-room. He
did not look amiable when he snappishly bade the juniors
come in when Tom Merry tapped at his door,

“Who is this?’ he said sharply.

“'The new boy, sir.”

“New boy! 1 don’t know anything about a new boy, Ts
he in my Form?" ;

“Yes, sir; he’'s for the Third,” said Tom Merry glibly,
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* He'y come with us from Liverpool to-day, sir. He's just
geen Mr, Railton.” ; i ; ;

* Vory good! 1f Mr. Railton says he is to go into the
Third there is no need for me to examine him, What is
your name, boyt” .

* Kirkdale, sir.”

“ What was your Form at your last school?”

This question would have been a difficult one for 'Erbert
to reply to, but he was not put to the test. Jack Blake
bumped against the door from without, and fell into the
study with a crash.

My. Selby jumped up.

** Blalke ! f]ow dare you?"”

“Sorry, sir!” said Blake, sitting up on the floor, *I—1
must have fallen over, air.”

“ Take fifty lines!” -

- “Ves air, Where shall T toke them, afr?"”

Mr., Selby turned o erimson that hia cheeks matched the

tip of his nose. He mado a stride to his desk, and caught

1P & cane.

“Blake! This is deliberate impertinence-~deliborate, sir!
Come here, boy! I will show you that I am not to be
treated with deliberate impertinence!”

“If you please, sir,” said Tom Merry, ‘' Blake——"

“ Gilence, Morry! Leave the study! Blake, come here!"

Blako advanced—with reluctance that was nob feigned.
He had heroically thrpwn himself into the breach, as it
wore, bul he remembered with inward misgivings how hard
Mr. Belby could swipe, But it was too late to think of that
now. Tom Merry, chuckling inwardly over the success of
Blake's stratagem, drew 'Erbert to the door, and hurried
him away down the passage. As they went they could
hear the angry voice o'T Mr. Selby from the study:

“ Hold out your hand, Blake!"”

Jack Blake held out his hand. Three on each palm did
the angry Third Form-master give him with stinging force.
Blake was almost doubled up with the pain, but he bore it
pluckily, The twist in the boy's features afforded a grim
satisfaction to the exasperated master.

“There!” he exclaimed, throwing down the cane, B “F
hope that will he a lesson to you, Blake! I hope you will
not be impertinent to a master againl”

“ No, sir,”” murmured Blake.

“You may go, Blake."

* Thank you, sir,” 3

Juck Blake went out and ¢losed the door quistly,  He
went down the passage with his hands under his oempits,
and twisting himself into all sorts of impossible attitudes,
He grinned feebly as he met Tom Merry and 'Erbert,

“Did he lay it on?’ asked Tom sympathetically.

" Ye.a-08, rather! But it's all right!" Wa did him beauti.
fully ! ITe hasn't the fainfest idea I tulnbled into hix study
and cheeked him on purpose. Kirkdale goey into the Third
Form to-morrow moerning without question.” :

“It was plucky of you, kidl I know how Selby cuts.
But it was o ripping wheeze!  All's plain sailing now.
Gusay and I aro gotting tin from home to pay the fees, and
we can take it in to the Head to-morrow with what Dig
can put towards it. It will only be fees for the half-term
If we can get through the interview with the Head all's
serene ! ¢ ;

8o far as the juniors could see, that was the chief difficulty
that remained. ~There might be points they had not thought
of, but that could not be helped. They had committed
themselves to the task of amuggling 'Erbert to school, and
they were going to éarry it through at any risk. And they
wera sanguine; they would not allow themselves to think

of [nilure now,
. T

CHAPTER 9.

; Kirkdale of the Third,
L4 RBERT spont what remained of the avening in Tom
Merry's study. His protectors did not consider
it prudent yet for him to enter the Third Form-
room, Of course, it would do o Third-Former no good in
his Form to be known as a protege of higher Form fellows.
But that could not be helped.  'Erbert had to be kept
isolated ns loni 8 possible. - The longer ho:was at St. Jim's
bafore taking his plage pubhc]e' among the vest, the more
chances he had of Yicking up the ways of the follows thore.
Aftor bodtime all, of course, depended on Wally., Kirl-
dale, ns the chums now made it o point always to call
Frbert, would have to go to the Third Form dormitory, and
Wally had promised to look after him there. 'Erbert was
to romain as silent as possible, and Wally was to keap the
others off as much as he could. As Wally was the champion

{ i a‘{ilghtingmm of the Third, and the acknowledged leader of

10 Form, his patronage was priceless to the new. boy.
The juniory had provided 'Erbort with what he required,
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for some time at least, in the way of clothing. Wally's
wardrobe had been drawn on liberally, and Arthur Augustus
had provided the boy with beautiful pyjamas—a little too
long for him, perhaps, but they could be turned up at the
ankles, Tom Morry had subscribed comb and hair-brushes
from the half-dozen sets his loving governess had provided
him with. For boots, I)’Arey's ample storp was raided, and
08 Arthur Augustus had very small feet for a lad of hig
age, his boots almost exactly fitted the smaller youth, and
the swell of 8t. Jim’s had provided him with three pairs in
excellent condition.  Monty Lowther had found an old
trunk in a box-room which® was guite suited to 'Erbart’s
wants, and Manners, in a quite artistic way, had put the
initinls “ H, K. " on the lid in white paint, h

'Erbert's brain was almost in a whirl when he saw the
provision that had been made for him—the articles we have
enumerated being only part of the collection. By the time
his benefactors had finished, ho was ‘Probably batter suppliod
than any other fellow in the Third ¥orm, and almost as well
as the great Arthur Augustus himself,

Advice and instruction, too, were bestowed on the new
boy in endless quantities. He promised to faithfully carry
out all that was told him, but he did mnot remember one
tenth of it, so with the best intentions in,the world, he was
still likely to make some slips,

“Well,” we'va done all wo can,” safd Tom Merty, when
nine o'clock struck. ** We muat leave the rest to luck, It's
bedtime now, kid. I've told the House-dame there's a new
kid in the Third, and you'll find a bed made up in the
dorm,” ;

"Erbert stared a little.

““1t's only nine,” he reflected. :

“That's the bedtime of the Third Form,” gaid Tom
Melrryi. '“ What on earth time are you accustomed to going
to bad?

'Erbert grinned.

““Not till after the theayters were-closed,” he gaid. ‘1
orfen used to ik up coppers gittin' kebs."” it

“My hat!  Why, it's enough: to.muck up your éon-
stitution for life, staying up late svery night. You'll get
used to early hours, hough.” :

“T'H do anything you young genks tell me,” said 'Erbert
gubinissively.  “ This. 'ere scems all like a dream to me.
can't oip thinkin' I shall wake up in Green Alley, with
Frau ,Heml:'nq a-naggin’ at me."

*Bai Jove!” y

“1 ain't never had nobody took no trouble about me,”
said "Erbert., ' [ ain’t belonged to nobody, you see. You
young gents £

“That's all right,” said Tom . erryy “But you musin't
say " young gents.' Say ‘you obaps.’’

** It=-it seems like putbin’ myself on g footin' with you,

““Well, you are on a footing with us, kid," said Tom
kindly, ' Besides, you must keep up the appesvance of
baing one of us." : : :

“1 twig, air—I mean Merry ! #aid 'Erbert, ‘I suppose
you don't mind if I smoke o fag afore I goes to snooze!"’

“Ti you what?” shouted Tom Merry.

“Smoke a fag, sir.”

Y You don't mean to say you smoke?”

It was "Hrbert's turn to look surprised,

“ (Clourse I do!” ha exclaimed. *I've smoked ever since
I was o kid so 'igh! I used to git cigarette-ends out of the
gutters, you know, and the bits of cigars that the swells
chucked away outside the theayters.” :

“ My poor kid!" said Tom Merry gently. “You mustn’t
do that here. Boys are not allowed to smoke ab St Jim'a;
esides, it's a diriy hubit for kids, and unhealthy! You're

oing to learn to play cricket, and you'll want your wind
fur that, Have you got any cigarettes about you?"

“Ye-0.05, air.”

“Hhove 'em in the fire!”

"Erbert hesitated for a moment, and then meckly obeyed.
Ha evidently did not understand, but he was learning to do
axactly as 1;0 was told without troubling to understand,
Thore were too many mysterious things at Bt Jim's for him
to hope to underatand them all at once, ity

& &mt'u wight!” said D’Arcy. ‘*“He's a good kid, you
aoa, ‘and it would be woiten to blame him for gettin® into
banstly habits, considewin’, ~ Whilo we're on the subject,
Wags, you muatn't say ‘theayter.,' The accent in thé word
*theutre ' is on the first syllable.” ?

Yo, eir,"" snid Rags lLllI‘.lhl{(. .

“PBigtimie now,” said Tom Merry, as Wally opened the
door. and beckoned to 'Erbert. ** Cut along,  Good-night!”
“ Goodlnight, young genta—I mean chaps!” !

And ‘Frbert loft the study with Wally, and joined tha
Thirt Form as they went up to bed, Tom Merry drew o
daap breath, ;
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“ Well, the worsk of it's over,” he enid. ‘‘ The Kkid has
“”T.‘," and ho's trying to learn, and I hope all will go well
yetb.

" Yoas, wathah!'

* One thing’s jolly certain, he's a decent little chap, and
whethor he stays at 8t. Jim’s or not, I'm going to stick
to him, for one.”,

And the rest murmured asgent,

CHAPTER 10,
'Erbert Looks After Himself.

ALLY had said that he would look after "Erbert, and

he meant it. Wally was o young raseal in many

veapects, but he was a sportsman, and he felt a

strong sympathy for a fellow facing such difficulties as con-
fronted "Krbert, And the “lark”™ appealed to him very
much.  To smuggle a new boy into the school and pulm him
off on the masters seemed to Wally a sereaming joke, and
one that called for his best efforts to make it a snecess, :

The Thind Form had not seen much of 'Erbert so fir.
When they were'in the dormitory, they naturally took some
intorest in him. In his new clothes, 'Erbert was a nice-
looking lad, though there were one or two points about him
that required . change.

Ho had an irvesistible tendency to get his hands dirty, to
wipe his face on his sleeve, to breatlie through his mouth in-
stead of his nose, and so on; but he” was really learning
quito as fast as could be expected to do better, He was in
u cheerful if a somewhat uneasy mood, and he was inclingd
to cling to Wally as his only friend in the big room with
the orowd of astranga and curious boys. ’ 3

“ Hallo 1" suid Curly Gibson, ' That a new kid?"’

“Yes," said Wally. 2

“ Friend of yours?"

‘i Y"H.”

“ What's hie name{”

* Kirkdale,” 3

“Oh! said Gibson. Me looked Kirkdule over as if he
had been a pig for sale in o country market, and then asked
him where he came from. :

“Kim from Liverpool,” said "Erbert.

4

Curly Gibson stared at him, | 2
l'“ gw You kim from Liverpool, did you? When did you |
Kim : . ¢ .
“ T kim with Master Merry today.” ¥

“ Leave him alone,” said Walii’. “Look  Bard, that's
your bed, kid. Get into ir.”’ :

“ Hold on!” said Gibson, who was very curious, ‘‘ Let
him run on. I like his accent.”

* Shut up, Curly!”

“dha'n't! I say, chaps, here's a freak! Come and listen
to him," said Gibeon. * He says he kim from Liverpool.
You shut up, D'Arcy minor.”

“Tll jolly well giva you a thick ear if you don't let him
alone!” said Wally belligerently, ** Haven't I told you he’s
a friend of mine?” rAR

“Well, why shouldn’t I ¢chum up with a friend of yours?"
demanded  Gibson, * Ain't 1 your friend myself? Now,
Lid, you have to give a good account of yourgelf when you

_come into a Form like the Third Form at 8t, Jim'e. Who's
your father?"

“ 1 don’t know,” eaid 'Erbert simply.

Curly Gibson jumped.

“Kh? What did you say?"”

“I don't know."

“ You—yon—yon don't know who your father is!"” ex-
claimed Curly, quite taken aback.

* No. 1 never saw him,”

“ Who=-who's your mother!"

“1 don't know."

“My only hat! Did you ever have one?”

“[—I suppose so,” said 'Erbert cautiously. I
have, you know,

My word! Here's a chap who never had any parents g7
said Giibson. “ He growed, like Topsy in the story, 1 sup-
pose. My word! This is something new!”

A good many of the fellows had gathered round euriously.
Wally was chafing, as ho removed his jacket. Yet he did
not quite see how he was to save "Erberl from the necessity
of answering questions.

“ What school have you been to before

“1 ain't been to echaol before,”

“My hat!"”

“ Well, he speaks as if he hasn't,’” said Kite.

on earth did the fellow come [rom?”

“Ie says ho came with Tom Merry——

“This is one of Merry's little jokes, then.'

“Took here,” said Wally, “Jh!l- the kid

looking after him, Cet into bed, Kirkdale.
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Don't jaw.”

= I'll touch him!” howled Gibson,

o Will you?
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“ Right y'ar,’” said Kirkdole.

Kildare, of the Sixth, looked into the dormitory.

“Time you were in, you kids. "

“It's all right, Kildare,” said Curly Gibson.
examining o new zoological specimen—a—— Ow!
beast, Wally, you've hacked my shin!"

“ Serva you right!"

“ 11 jolly well punch your head for that——"

“(Come on, then!"”

“ Order there!”  exclaimed |, the captain  of 8t Jim's.

“ Qtop that! 1f you're not in bed in one minute you'll hear
from me, all of you!"
+ And the senior went out and slammed the ddor, 'The
Third-Formers tumbled into bed, 'Erebrt among the rest,
and when Kildare looked in again, they were all disposed
for slamber.  The captain of the school said good-night, and
left the dormitory in darkness. But some of the ﬁlgs had
no intention of sleeping.

Curly Gibson eat up in bed as soon as the captain’s foot-
ateps had died nway down the passage.

“ Now, then, we'll talk to that new chap,”
Kirkdale——""

“OPllo ! said 'Erbert

* Get out -of bed——""

“ Sha'n’t!"”

“ What's that!" exclaimed Gibgon. * You won’t—when 1
tell you! I'll jolly scon have you out!” ‘

And Curly serambled out of bed, and yanked the bed-
olothes off the new boy. A bare foot lashed out in the dark,
caught Gibson on the chest, ‘and caused him to sit down
with violent suddenness,

“ow! Ow!” ; ,

“Hepve you jolly well right ! said Wally, peering through
the darkness. . ** If you touch that ncw kid, Curly, i

lather you!”’ )
“T1 paste him! I'll
mdke him ache in every separate bone in his body "

Wally skipped out of bed.

This way, then!”
“ Look here, you keep out of it.”

£ Ratal”

¥ It's all right, sir,” said 'Erbert.  “1 can look arter
mysell. T don't mind puttin' up my «dulkes if he wants to.”

Wally hesifated.
~But ’Erbert was stepping out of bed. There was plenty
of fight in the little street lad from the novthern city, and
though he was grateful for protection, he was not at o
loss to look after himself when it came to parsonal defence.

Two or three fags were out of bed now, and they lighted
candle-ends to shed o light upon the scene. 'Erbert was
gquaring up to Curly Gibeon in a4 more or less acientifio
attitude, his oyes gleaming.  Wally looked at him, and
grinned, and stepped aside.

" Go it, then!” he said.

“Of course, I'm not going to fight that kid,” said Curly
loftily.  ““I'm just going to give him a licking for his
cheek I

“ Kim on, then!” said 'Trbert,

Y (o it, Curly ! said a dozen voices encouragingly.

And Gibson rushed to the attack. He knocked asidoe
“Brbert's defence, and landed him with a right-hander that
gent him sprawling acvoss hie bed. Thore was a yell of
laughter from the fags. -

"Brbert sat on the bed, looking dazed.

“Crikey!” he murmured.

“ Had enought” asked Curly Gibson, grinning. 'Erbert
jumped up with a shake of the head, and put up his fists |
agrain, /

“ No, I ain't,” he said sturdily—'"‘1 ain’t, not by ng
means! Kim on!" /

Curly rushed at him again, but not with the same success
Torbort dodged hie rush, and whipped round him, and les
out a left-hander that caught him under the ear, and senc
him staggering

Curly Gibson brought up against a bed, and stood there
unsteadily, amazed,

“My only Aunt June!” exclaimed Wally, in great admira-
tion, “That's rightt Give him a couple more like that,
kid, and he's done in!" !

This was rather rough on Gibson, as he was Wally's
special chum. But in a mattor like this, Wally could nof |
allow friendship to stand in the way of appreciation of |
really good hitting. |

Curly, looking very angry, attacked aguin, more canli-
ously than before, But he found the Liverpool lad gquite
his mateh, 'Erbert hadn’t much knowledge of boxing ns
goionee, but he was quick, adreoit, and had boundless pluck,
He did not secm to care how much punishment ho veceived.
And he certainly gave more than he got in that respect,

“We're
You

he said.

A S}hool Tale of the Boya of
&t. Jim’s, by Martin Clifford,
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| “You don't mean to say you smoke!” said Tom Merry,
'em in the fire!”™
meekly obeyed,

I “Ye-c-en, -8irl” sald ’Erpert.” ‘‘Shove

Afler a few |‘nin!|h‘-:. he put in an upper-cut that almost
liftad Curly Gibgon off Lis feet, and sent him with a bump
to the floor,

“ Bravo!” exclaimed Dudloy.,

Wally, with a grin, helped Curly to riso.
fag did not continue the fight, Ile plu
stead,

*Wo for
licked, Clarly !

Curly gronted,

Il jolly well go for you if you don't shut up, Norris!'
Tie said,

Al Norris shut up,

The aggroseive
nged into bed in-

iim again!” urged Norris, “ Vou're not half
"

Wally gave tho new boy a slap on
ache, in his enthusiasm forgetting
night-garments on.

You'll do!" ho exclaimed, **That's all right!”

“ T'hanky 1" said 'Erbert.

And hoe went to bed,

1 ) ) and in a few minutes a musical snore
woceeding from his pillow told that he was fast asleep.

4 =

in CIHIAPTER

114
'Erbert Makes Himself at Home;

Where—where am 17"

™ RIKEY !
1 That was 'Brbert's first exclamation as he awolo

on the following morning.
He sat up in bed and Jooked around him, doubting if he
was not still dieanming. The clean, white bed, the orderly
room, the soft pillows——what did it mean? To the hoy,

NEXT
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“lave yon any cigarettes about you?”
‘Erbert hesitated for a moment, then

accustomed to waking in n filthy garret, or under the shelter
of & waggon or an archway, the change was great enough,

But in a few szeconds recollection returned,

He was at 8t, Jim's, and as he realised it, an irresistible
chucklo bioke Trom the little rogamuffin, It was in some
aspeeta a serious matter to him, yet he could not help
soeing a humorous side to it. The lnd who had glept in the
shadowy corners of a great city, who had lived on erusts,
who had never known in the morning if he would have
anything to eat before sunset—found himself in o preat
school, with everything around him in order, and in n state
of cleanlinees he had not known even in his dreams, with
pood meals awaiting him, as much as he could eat of good
foodl, and friends to stend by him and help him in his
difficulties !

The chango was great enongh to make him dizzy. But the
street lad, his wits eharpencd and his philosophy developed
by the hard life he had led, took it with considerable cool-
ness and humoyr.

Wally looked out of bed, and yawned,

“ Hallo, that's rising bell ! What are you cackling about,
yeung Kirkdale 1"

1t seems funny,” said 'Erbert,

“What seems funny '

“Ma bein' 'ere.”

“Nover mind that.
j ! Remember that's

Got up, and get into your togs, and
don't jaw ! your motto—don’t jaw !
“Right y'ar!” said 'Erbert cheerfully, *“I'll say nowt."”
And he jumped out of bed. He proceeded to make a
primitive toilet—a smack of the sponge on the centra of his
fuce. Then he turned {o the towel. Wally jerked it away.
Tue Gem LiprAry.-—No, 61.
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“(Giimme me that, please!" said 'Erbert.

“I don't want to interfere with any of your Er-mrmui
manners and customs,”’ said Wally, “but it's a habit here
to wash first."

“I've washed.”

fGood old cat-lick " grinned Curly Gibson. ' Wherevet
did that animal come from?" .

* We wash a bit more than:that here,” said Wally. ** The
clean chaps sponge themaplves down from head to Toot.
Wash the face and down to the waist, you see, and ]DUI}ED
over the vest roughly. That's enongh, Chaps who like
it can take their turn at the bath-rooms and soak themselves
all over, but there isn't a rush on the bath-roonms on cold
mornings. Go ahend!” i
CKrbert looked at the cold water, and looked ot thia
spongo, agd looked at Wally, Then he proceeded to take
a sponge-bath, and admitted cheerfully that he felt all the
better for it, and Wallr; aesured him that he looked all the
better. Then he dressed himaglf, with a novel sensation of
cleanlinesa and comfort v

The Third Form went down, and Curly Gibson and Jume-
son called on Wally to take a aprint round the quad, Dut
Wally shook his head, . ‘

“I'm looking after my friend,”" he said. -

¢ Oh, blow your friend!" exclaimed Jameson in_ﬂ!;’.‘;nantly.
“1 supposs wa come first, befors a roften new kid?"

“Go und oab coke!” snid Wally politely. .

And his chums went off in high du(gteon. and D'Arcy
minor showed the new boy round fthe sehool until break-
fust time. 'Irbert was greatly impressed. The' size and
the ovident age of the buildings nwea”him.‘ Wally's idea
was partly to keep him away from the other boys as long
us possible, and in this he suoceeded.

'Erbert’s open-mouthed admiration was gratifging to his
cicerono, But the ignorance he displayed on seme subjects
wae astounding, nnﬁ it made Wally "fool_something like
terror as to what would happen when he appeared in Mr.

Selby’s elags. - o

When Wally pointed out the old tower. Shich had
bean held lig n  hot-hesded partisan of King Charles
ageinst the Parliamentary troops, and had bLeen half-Lat-
tered down by fhe cannon of Cromwell, "Erbert asked who
King Charles was, who Cromwell was, and what they were
i}i"hti?g ‘wbout, and whethor Wally had sesin it hars

msalf, 5

“ My only Aunt Jans!” murmured “'ull;‘?‘ A What will”

he say in the history class!”

They met Tom Merpy & Uo. as they came in to breakfust.
'Erbert was looking very clear and decént and cheerful,
and they looked at EEl'lm with great approval,

“Bai Jove, this gs weally decent of you, Wally " said
Arthur Augustus,” ™ “I like to see you in the wole of
pwotectah to the stwangah.”

* Yea, jolly decent, isn’t it 7" suid Wally cheerfully. *“ Can
you lend me five bob, Gus?”

“ Wenlly, Wally—"" Arthur Augustus sorted out five
f;hi“'il!_\sﬂ. and handed them over, * There you are, deah
hoy |

“Thanks, that will do for the present,”” said Wally.
‘(I' Up’fm the whole, {'m glad you've come back to school,
Tus.

Tom Merry laughed as Wally walked away with his
protege,

“I'm jolly glad Wally’s taken him up,” he said, ‘It
would be against him in the Lower 'orms if he were too
openly backed up by Shell fellows. What he wanted was a
staunch friend«in his own Form. If Wally sticks to him,
he'll pull through all right."

“ Yans, wathah!"

“What about the tin?" asked Monty Lowther.
haven't paid the fees yet, Tommy."

“1'm waiting for the remittance. Tt'a bound to come
this morning, because I made a great point of it,”

“And I am certain that my gm'm’u-uil will pay up on this
oceasion,’ sald Arthur Augustus, 1 told him [ wanted the
tin to help a chap who couldn't pay his fees, without goin’
into furthah partioulahs, and he's bound to send it,”

: “](_1'?0(]! The post ought to be in now., Let's go and
oole.

The juniors gntered the School House,  Sure enough,
there was o letter for Tom Merry, with the postmark
Huckleberry Heath, and another with a ¢rest on the outaide
for Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. The juniors drew aside into
» secluded spot to open them, There was a rustle of crisp
banknotes,

* By Jove, the governah i3 playin' up, and no mistake!
I shall have to w'ite to him and tell him I weally con-
sidah he is playin' the game.”

MGood ! said Tom Merry. * Miss Priscilla has sent me
twice what I asked for, as she feels that I want the money
for a good purpose.” .
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~ had been sent by the new boy's people or guardians, per.

“ My hat!"” said Monty Lowther. “T'd give something
for an old governess like that. Will you change her for my
bicycle, ‘]‘mnm)lf i c
Tom Merry nui’had. ] -
“This is all right. We've got more between us than we
noed. I'll get the fees paid at once, in case any difficulties
arise, After the fees have been accepted, I don’t know
whother it's possible for the new kid to be refused as a
pupil. Anyway, it makes 1t safer.”
** Yaas, wathah |”
1 won't go in to the ITead. He's got such a way of look-
ing right through a chep like a beastly gimlet,” said Tom
Merry thoughtfully, * 1'll catech Mr. Railton, just before
he goes into brcuﬁfut, when hé won't have any time to
jnw, .
“Good! And he can take the cash to the «doctah, Iven
if Dr. Holmes doesn’t like if, when he finds what the new
kid is like, 1 don’t see how he can send him away,' ‘said
D'Aroy. “He would be in a doooid awlkward posml\, nny-
way.” x
“ 1 hope Kitkdale will be improved by the time the Head w
sees him,” snid Tom Merry anxiously. * You must have {
noticed that he's improved a great den already.” }
“ Yaas, indeod. As fah as poss, I am settin’ him a good w
oxample, and—" . J
“And if you ean tench him to pick up your beautiful [
accent,” snid Monty Lowther gravely. * They'll take him
for a chap from Oxford or Coluey Hateh.”
“ Weally, Lowthah——" ,1
dlom Merry counted out the required sum from the two !
remiftances, and as it was close on breakfast time, ha i
walked away to Mr. Railton’s study. With the money in !
a sealed, new envelope, he fapped at the door, just o6 the }
House-master opened it to come out to go to the dining- |
room. Mr. Railton looked down at the junior, glancing at
the envelopo.
“ Yes, Merry, what is it9"? !
“It's the new boy's fees, sir, for the half term. T'm fo !
give them to you, { ought to have done so last night, only |

* Very well, Merry."”

Mr. Railton took “the envelope, and slipped it into an l
inner pocket. Tom Merry scuttled off, g!ay to escape un- L
questioned, Mr. Railton naturally assumed that the fees

Tom Merry, which was, indeed, the case, though not exactly
in the way tha House-master 1magined,

Mr. Railton stepped into the Head’s study before going
into the dining-room, and luid the enmln}m on his desk.

“Merry hes just handed me the fees for the new bog,
gir,” he said. £

“Ah, yes!" said the Head, looking up abstractedly from
an examination paper he was busy upon. ** The--er—ntw
boy! 1 did not know he had arrived.”

“Yes, gir; ho came with Merry from Liverpool.”

“ Ah, yes, a very good arrangement. Thank you, Mr.
Railton.’

And the Head slipped the envelope into a drawer of hia
desk, and turned to his work again, The House-master left
the study. Fate seemed to be plauying into Tom Merry's
hands, That a new boy was coming from Liverpool Dr,
Holmes knew, and he had assumed, without thinking mueh
about the matter, that it was this boy Me Railton was i
referring to.. As the new boy was to go into the Behool ]
House, the matter was wholly in the hands of the Schoal i
House-master, and the lIoudy had nothing to do with ik
excopt to send the receipt for the .fees.

Mr. Railton salked into the dining-room, e took ths
head of the Sixth Form table there, and he noticed, as he
sab down, that there was a suppressed chuckle progeeding
from the fags' table. Mr. Belby was in charge o} that, and
he was looking red and annoyed.

The Third Form-master was not a good-tempered ma:.
and anything like a disturbance irritated his wenk nervé .

‘“Silonca at the table!” he said sharply, * What do vou
mean by laughing, Gibson?"

It you please, sir, I couldn't help it.”

“Take ﬁ}ty lines !

“Yeo-e-c-0-8, sir,"” 2

And Curly Gibson left off laughing. Butb chuckles broke
out the next moment from other fags, and Mr, Selby glarad
along the table in search of the cause of merriment. Il
eyes fell upon "Erbert. ; i

The fags had fried sausa

S T ——

‘ for breakfast, ns a chang
from the ushal bacon. ’Krbert had absent-mindedly taleo
up his sausnge in his fingers, and was eating it from the end
A mischievous fag had abstracted his knife and forl, anc
poor 'lirbert, seeing none there, had fallen at onee into hi
old habits, “The sight of the new boy. munching ti.
sausage, with the grease staining his fingers, and a per-
feetly contented look wupon his face, was too much
for the gravity of the Third Form. Wally, unfortunately,
‘the Boys of
in glt

ed,
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happened to be two or three seats away from 'Erbert, and
could not whisper to him.

Mr. Selby could hardly believe his eyes for the moment.

He rose to his feet, and stared at 'Erbert, The chuckles
of the Third-Formers died away as they saw the angry
glow at the tip of Mr. Sglby’s nose. Only "Erbert seemed
to be unconscious of anything amiss. He munched away in
huge en_m'ymenl;.

W L1

Mr. Helby seefned hardly able to articulate the word.
Tven then *Erbert did mot look towards the Form-master.
It was not till Curly Gibson gave him a friendly nudge
that he started, and fooked up. 'Then, catching Mr. Selby’s
angry stare, he remained siruck with dismay, the half-
caten saysage in his fingers, half-way to his mouth, and his
mouth wide open,

“Boy! You—you are the new boy, I think 1"

“Yay, sir,” snid "Erbert.

“ You—you—— I do not know where you were trained,”
gaid Mr. Selby, “but you must know better than to eat in
that disgusting way. Put down that sausage at once!”

‘Erbert- laid it on his plate,
~ “Now go and wash your hands and face, and then wait
in the Hall till the first lesson,” said Mr. Selby, ** Not a
word, sir! Go!"”

And: poor 'Erbert, greatly dismayed at losing the rest
of that enjoyable breakfast, went slowly from tﬁe dining-

i room. At the Shell table, Tom Merry looked glumly at
! Manners and Towther,
' “ Ho's in Selby's black books already,” he murmured,
“That’s rotten !”

They agreed thab it was rotten. But there was worse to
come for 'Krbert when he 1ook his place in the Third Form
class room,

CHAPTER 12,
'Erhert in Trouble.

OM MERRY looked for 'Erberi before going in fo
lessons, Ile found the lad waiting in the passage
outside the Third Form-room, looking troubled and

A digmayed, Tom gave him a tap on the shoulder,

“ Cheer up, kif!"

Sl’[']]lrbort'u eyes wore moist as he looked at the hero of the
hell, ;

“ Thanky, sir—I mean, Merry. I'm goin’ to do mny best,

and 1 'ope I sha'n’t get you into a row, that’s all.”

. “ That's all right. Do your best, and don't talk tao mueh,

! and do keep on your guard. You mustn’t lose a point, you
know.”
“ 11l be careful, sir. I did act the giddy ox, this
mornin’,” said 'Krbert ruefully, “A bloke can’t learn
. everything at once, I s'p'ose.”

Tom Merry was thoughtful as he joined the Shell going
in. llI-la folt uneasy about 'Erbert, but he had done all he
could.

: Wally had promised to sit next to the new boy, and help

8 him in any way he could, and Tom Merry could only trust
3 to fortune and ¥10pe for the best,

"Rrbert went in with the Third Form, and Wally drew

him to a seat. In the few minutes that elapsed before the

A TForm-master eame in, Wally did his best to initiate "Erbert

into the routine of the place. The lad’s adopted parents

Jhad made a collection o} boolks for him, as of elothes, and

"rbert was well-provided for in that respect. But he was

hardly able to read the simplest of the books; words of two

i and three syllables were frequently a hopeless puzzle to him.
‘1 Of grammar he had hardly heard. He did not know how
b“ many parts of speoch there wore, or, in fact, whether there
|

were any parts of speech at all, und he could not have told
tho différence between a noun and a verb to save his life.
Tt unfortunately happened that English grammar had been
fixed for first lesson that morning, and Wally, in trying to
give 'Erbert a few hints, had found his mind so absoluto
a blank that he had had to abandon the task in despair, He
hoped that Mr, Selby would pass 'Erbert over; and it was
very unfortunate that the Form-master's attention had been
gpecially directed to the new boy during breakfast.
r. Selby was not looking amiable as he came in. . He had
{ a hopelessly weak digestion, which could not stand the
_ British bacon-und-eggs for breakfast—and yet he persisted
“in the bacon-and-eggs.  The result Was that almost every
L morning he was in a state of peevish irritation that kept his
@ | class on fenterhools, It was pever known upon whom Mr.
| i Selby would come down, but it was pretty certnin that a
morning would never pass without his ** coming down " upon
-~ somebody.
. The Kormmaster's nose was ver
~ danger the Third Form knew well,

red—a warning of
! ven Wally was quite
meek, and the rest of the class might have been taken for
“Yame mice, as far as their looks went,

TH
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Mr, Selby sniffed as he went up to his desk.
have preforred to seo some reckless fag throwin
or slipping o cemic paper under his desk,
behaviour was a trial to his nerves.

However, with a Form like the Third at 8t. Jim's, ho
wag not likely to be long in want of a vietim. His aye
roamed over the class, and lighted = upon 'Erbert—and
glittered. He had not forgotten the incident of the gnawed
SAU5AKO. 4

There was keen attention on the part of the class, and a
snappishness on the part of the master for some time, Then
Jameson, was caught napping.  Jameson was the biggest
fellow in the Third, but he was far from being the cleverest.
Wally conld make rings round him on any subject.  For
that reason Mr. Selby let Wally alone, and picked on
Jameson. He was out for scalps t{mi. Morning.

He dissected Jameson, so to speak—for the deleetation” of
the class, He ruthlessly probed into all Jameson's confused
views on the subject of English grammar; he exposed all
his little wesknosses, frightened him so much that he con-
tinually contradicted himself, and made him feel ten times
the dunca he really was, and finally denounced him as haing
the most backward boy in a baclkward. class, and gave him
an imposition which was likely to account for most of
Jameson's evening.

Then, his appetite whetted, he looked round for fresh
vietims.* The Third Form, with heavy hearts, realised that
their Form-master was in rare form that morning. Jameson
sat in a cold perspiration, wondering whether he really was
the unexampled booby Mr. Selby had made him out fo be,
and feoling utterly miserable and dejeeted, And yot M.
Holby was far from being a bad-hearfed man. Put when he
was suffering from indigestion he had a rigid senso of duty
that admitted of no appeal, and offenders who might have
csoaped at other times had no chance then.
© %My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally, in  dismay.
s” }]1:,'.-4 looking for trouble—and if he starts on Rags now

He dared not finish the thought. But his worst fore-
bodings were realised. Mr. Selby turned from Jameson fo
‘Rrhert. Mr. Selby had a bitter tongue; and ho did not
voslise himself how bitter it was, or he would have kept
it under better control. ;

“Kirkdale I i

He rapped the name out, and 'Erbert, who was hardly
used to 1t yet, and who was «urroptiliuualr trying to make
some glimmer of meaning out of the ‘hird Form grammar,
did not look up.

Mr, Belby's nose grew more erimson.

" Kirkdale !

Wally nudﬁed the new boy, and 'Erbert started.

“* Yes, sir. 1

“ Stand up I :

"Brbert rose to his feet, Some of the elass turned their
honds to fook at him, and he went very red.

“Why did you not answer to vour pame ! said  Mr.
Selby harshly. “1 presume I have your name correctly,
What is your name, boy 1"

“Vrbart, sir,” said the new boy, much flustered,

Mr. Balby jumped.

“What !"”

“Frbert, sir.”

“Y presume,” said Mr. Solby, in a fone of the heaviest,
most erushing sarcasm—"'1 presume you mean Herbert,

“ No, sir, I mean 'Erbert,” said the lad, his obstinacy
roused by the Form-master’s manner, and speaking, too, in
all good faith. For the aspirate had not entered very much
into the experience of the little ragamuffin, ' My name'’s
'Frbert, sir.”

“Poy! How dare you be impertinen? ow dare you
deliberately drop an aspirate in speaking to me " exclaimed
the Form-master.

‘Erbort looked puzzled. He glanced at the desk, and ho
glanced at the floor, and then he gazod at Mr. Selby again.

“ Do you hear mo, boy 1"

“ Yag, gir, 1 ain't dropped nothin',”

i Eh l!l)

“1 ain't dvopped nothin',” gaid 'Erbert, in u tone of grow-
i“’f resantment,

'ho olass could not rapress a giggle. 1t was cloar tha
"Brbert did not know that the lmranm; and necessary ‘‘h "
was termed an aspirate.  The class wondered; and Mr,
Helby was astounded.

“ Kirkdale, I hardly ungerstand you.
aspirate—"

W1 didn’t, siv,’! said 'Erbert, much distressed,
dropped nothin’.”

“Ta it pmsuihlu that you do not understand me?
oul. here !

"Lirbert went out slowly hefore the clags. Bvery oye was
u.s;un him; and his face was as red as Mr. Belby's nose.
The class-room door had been left open to admit the fresh
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- spring nir, and "Erbert was tempted to make a holt for it,
and ghake the dust of St. Jim's from his feet. But the
thought of Tom Merry and his other kind friends restrained
him.  The untaught, untrained lad was capable of a
gratitude and devotion to his benefactors that would have
pub many an educated fellow to the blush.

The lad stood out bofore the class, and Mr. Helby advanced
within a few puaces of him, and looked him over as he might
have looked over a strange animal. e P

“Now, Kirkdale, kindly repeat your Christian name.

‘O hrbert, sir,”

Mr. Selby clicked his teeth Thard. Yot it scomed lmrdlyl

posgible that the small, seared-looking boy could be
deliborately intending to cheek him. "

“ Do you mean to say, Kirkdale, that you were christened
'Iirbert, and not Herbert !"" he asked.

"Erbort looked hopolessly bewildered,

* Anawer me | thundered Mr. Selby.

“1—I don't know, sir,”

* You—you don't know! What don’t you know 7"

“I don't know what you mean, sir.” -

The Form-mastor looked at him searchingly.

i | suppose you haye been christened, Kirkdale "

“1 don't know, air."

“ Enough,” said Mr. Selby. “T don’t know whera you
have beon trained, Kirkdale, but you will find that this
deliberate insolence will nol answer at this school., Go to
my dosk and fotch my cane.”

lirbert obeyed. Mr. Selby took the cane.

“ Hold out your hand,"

“ What for?” gaid ‘Erbert sullenly,

[N

“I ain't
nothin’,

- You—you what!" gasped Mr. Selby.  What do you
mean by using such exprossions?  Is it possible that you
were taught to speak s0?” He lowerad the cane. * Listen
to me, Kirkdale. I hardly know what to make of you.
What school, did you attend before you came here?'”

"Erbert was silent.

It .was a difficult situation. Tom Merry had cautioned
him, under any circumstancos whatever, not to speak an
untruth; and at the same time nol to ““give himsel away "
to any questioner, * Silence was safest for him, if he could
not elude a question. He could not dodge this one; so ho
remained gilent. Mr. Selby, of course, could not know what
was passing in the boy’s mind, and he was amazed.,

“ Kirkda (‘.,!"
b

done

ag, 8ir,

* Why do you not answer ma?"

'Erbert was silent. The class were silent, too: thera was
o feoling of painful tension, The Third Form wore as
buzzled as their mastor, with the exception of Wally. And
'Wully could not help his protege thon,

* Kirkdalo, answer me !
previous school "

Still "Krbert did not speak.

Y Veary weoll,” said Mr, Bolby, in a grinding voloa.
fou persist in deliberate insolence, %

Hold your hand out !

'Tirbert hesitated.. Butb he, remembered. that Tom Merry
had cautioned him fo take any punishment without com-
plaint, e held out his hand, ﬁu winced at the vicious
out he recoivod, but it did not end there. My, Selby gave
him six, and 'Erbert was tingling with pain as he went bacl
to his place.

My. Selby, considerably ruffled, went on anappishly with
the lesson, ‘and more than one luckloss Third-Former paid
denr for carolessnoss, It was“some timo before he came to
"Erbort again; but gome to him he did at last,

“In the sentence we have been taking, Kirkdalo—"" Ha
broke off snappishly. “ Will you kindfy pay meo somo little
attention, Kirkdale?"

"Frbort jumped, - .

! You, sir,, I ’ear you.” s ’

“In the sentonce wo have just been taking—kindly repeat

What was the name of your

A
shall’ punish you.

the sentence, Kirkdale, i

Erbert looked nonplussed for:a moment, but Wally, with-
out moving his head, and looking straight before him,
whispored 3 s ;

“ Age canndt wither her, ‘fior. cystom stale her infinite
varioty,” =

"Erbort was careful not to grin as he repoated the sentence,
3&[‘.. Selby hadn’t the faintest idea of the astute Wally's

avico, / i

““Age cannot wither ‘er,
variety, sir,"”

“1 will nob now refer to your dropping of aspirates, Kirk-
dale. That appears to be inourable; though I shall hope to
oura it by sufficiontly severe measures. Wo will now take
this sentence, which you have astorished me by repeating
corrootly, I shall be glad (o know whether the simplest
grammar is as strange to you as the most ordinar pro-
nuncintion. In the ﬂrs&'cfm'rt of'the sentence, you will paint
out the nominativo and the accusative respectively, and
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indicate why they are placed in their respective cases. Wo
will test your knowledge of your own tongue.”

'irbert atared blankly at the Form-mastar, »

Cases, so fur as his knowldege extonded, wore receptacles
for containing artioles, and nominative and accusative casos
wero groat mysteries to him.‘ 3 y

Y Well, Kirkdale, I am waiting.”

"Trbort did not speak, :

““1s it possible,’ said Mr, Selby, in measured tones, * that
you do not know which is the nominative case in that
sentence 1"’ ;

‘" I__E__I_'l

“Do you know what the nominative case
thundered Mr. Selby.

** Neno, sir,” said "Erbert, driven to reply. i

“ You—you—you do nobt know! Thoy have put you into
the Third #orm, when you are not fit ‘to be in the Second
or the First!” exclaimed Mr. Selby, too astonished to be
angry  this time. ‘‘Do.you mean to say that you don’t
lmou;_'that the subjoct of the sentence is in the nominative
cuse

 Nen-no, sir."

“ Do _you know anything at all?"

“I—I don't know, sir.”

Me. Selby looked at him very curiously,
the cane again, but it did not come.

“Very well, Kirkdalo; I will attend to you later,”" snid
Mr. Selby, very quietly ; and for the rvest of that morning
ho did not address another remark to 'Erbert.

s, at . allf"

'Erbert expected

i
—

CHAPTER 13.
; Tom Merry's Pupil,

Y RBERT breathed more freely when the time to dis-
misa came, and the Third Form left the room. A
weight was lifted from his heart and his mind, as

he went out into the fresh apring air in the quadrangle.

There was perspiration on his brow, and almost a hunted

dook in his eyes. Wally slipped his arm through "Erbert’s,

and Jameson and Gibson sniffed and walked another way.

When the Shell came out, Tom Merry lookod for 'Erbert,

and hurried towards him. He was anxious to know how

his protege had fared under the ordeal of the first morning's
lessons,

“How did it go?” ho asked,

Wally made o grimace.

“Rotten!” he said, * Belby's surprised, and lic's going to
spoak to Kirkdale later. I don’t know what will come of
it

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtiuily,

*“ How do you like it, Kirkdule?"

*I—1 like it wll right,” said "Erbert, with an effort. * T'll
do my best, Master Merry, bocause you want me K0t

“It's for your own good, you kunow,” enid Wally,

" Yes, I know it is,” said 'Jorbert. . ‘"I dessa U git used
to it in time, if I stay 'ere. And I'll stay it L can, fix it,
Master Merry."” ; .

Tom Merry" did not feel wholly satisfied. He had a dim
conception of the ordeal the lad must have been through
that morning, with @ sharp-tempered master, amid strange
and incomprehensible surroundings.  Had ha, after atl,
done the best possible thing for 'Krbert in bringing him to
St. Jim's?

The lad wounld bo happier in ‘the Liverpool strects than
ho was at present, thare was no doubt on thit point. Yel
what must starvation and dirt ‘and  homeless wandering
inevitably lead to? Loafing, or erime, when 'Erbert grow
up! - That was certain. No, thers was mo-doubb that if
'Hrbert could remain at 8t. Jim's, at St. Jim's Le ought to
remain. :

t* Look horey, we’ll all lend a hand, and help!” said Tom.
“ Would you like to have some lessons mow—something that
would help you out ‘this afternoon?”

'Erbert brightened up at once. N

Yo, sir, L would; that would be spiffing, Dut—""

“Bul what?”

“ Ain't you goin' to play cricket?” X

1 was going to, kid, but_that doesn't ‘matter.
mind the cricket; {his is more important.
study.'’ o

"Erbert went upstaips with Tom Morry, They passed
Gore in the |l)nssng‘e. talking to several fellows in his owa
set. They all stared at Tom Merry amnd his profego, and
laughed scoffingly, d et |
G“}Iom comes Merry and hia - workhonso friond," said

ore, by A o )

“ Queer taste, picking up chums in the gutter,!. romarked | g4
Mellish, : ; .

Tom Merry's eyes burned, and he came very near ‘‘ pitche-
ing into " tho onds of the lower achool on the spot. But he E
restrained himsslf, and weni on, Monty Lowthet and
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Manners were just leaving the study, with their bats under
their arms, and they etared at Tom,
' Aren't you eoming out, Tom?"

Tom Merry shook his head. ¥

“ But we want you,’” said Manners, ““ It's a ripping day,
and we oan ﬁe!. in half an hour before dinner, Why aren't
you comimg?

' Busy I’

“'Ere,” said 'Erbert, “T don’'t wanter——'

“You shut up, kid, and do as you're told,” snid Tom
Merry. ‘! Buzz off, you chaps, and don't bother! Take a
scat, kid.”

Lowther and Manners went out. Tom Merry drew hooks
and paper and pens and ink up, and sat down beside
‘Erbert. . Exactly where the instruction wns to begin he
could hardly tell; every question he put to 'Erbert seemed
to reveal o deeper maze of ignorance than the last.

[t was mot only that 'Erbert had not the faintest know-
ledge of gramuiar, history, or geography, but he could
barely write his name, and that in churacters that would
have earned him a sound caning from any master; and ho
could not read anything but the simplest stuff, That was
not. surpriging, for he had never been taught to read; ho
had picked up what little he did know by spelling out words
on newsagents' notice-boards, and the titles of books in shop-
windows,  He confided to Tom Merry that when he was
“flueh ”” he used to buy a copy of a boy's paper, and get
an acquaintance to read it to him, and sometimes a friend
would show him what the words meant, so that he could
gpell through simple stories himself,

Tom Merry's heart was very heavy. The lad was so
bright, eo intelligent and honest, and yet he had been
negleoted in this way. Exactly who or what was to blame
for that Tom Merry did not know, and he did not try to
think it out; but one determination was fixed in his mind,
that he would help the lad by every means in his power, at
any cost to himsell,

And so ho commenced the task of enlightening ’Erbort,
It was Tom Merry's first cssay as a teacher, illlﬁ the role
came awkwardly enough. He hardly knew where to begin
and where 1o leave off.: And; like mamy boys of his age, he
had half forgotten his earlier knowledge, ‘and it came to
him ae a surprise that, although he was the top of the Shell,
he was mot, fitted, without preparation, for becoming top of
the Third. And poor 'Erbert’s ignorance was so abyssmal !
There were things @ Third-Former was supposed to know,
of which ‘Erbert had mever even heard of the existence.
But Tom Merry laboured manfully through this slough of
despond, manfully doing hie best, like a brave and true-
hearted British lad, -

‘Erbert was quick and willing, but he could not learn a4
much in an hour as other boys take a year or two years fo
learn, . Tt was a beginming, a breaking-up of the ground,
that was all.

Tom Merry realised that much—very much—more was
roquired before 'Erbert could take his place in the Third
Form without suspicion, And meanwhile——  But it was
useless to think of that.

The door opened after a while, and Gore looked in. His
friends were with him, and they laughed at the sight of Tom
Merry and his pupil sitting at the table, busy. Tom looked
roun

L]

angrily,

“What do you want, Gore?”’

‘* Nothing," grinned Gore, “only to see the liille game,
I sapposo there is no charge?”

“Ia, ha, ha!" cackled his compamions.

“This is worth seeing,"”” went on Gore. *1It's as good as
a penny gaff, any day in the week. Young gutter-snipes
taken as private pupils by Thomas Merry, Esquire! Are
]\;l)l;”giving him the A B, or twice one are two? Ha, ha,
ha

* Ha, ha, ha!”
**Pway excuse me, deah boy,” &aid a voice in the passage,
, ¢ D'Arcy puehed Gore out of the way none too gently,
o ) ¢ want to come in,”
Gore staggered into the study. He glared at D'Arcy, who
‘-. ppeared to be quite unruffled by his glare,
- T have been speéakin’ to young Waliﬁ, Tom Mewwy, and
n
)

i thought I'd look in and lend you a hand,” said D'Arcy.
“0Of course, you belong to a highah Form than I do, but
1 what is weally wequired in a case like this is a fellow of
© tact and judgment,”

. “Ha, ha, ha! Lend a hand, Gussy—-"

. ““Are you going, Gore! asked Tom Merry quictly.

£ Oh, yos, certainly ! snid Gore, backing away so t}uicldy

=] ’Tthnt."he trod on D'Arey's toe, “I'll go and tell the fellows

,*‘ “Ow! You howwid wottah, you've twodden on my tde!"

rudShy,

N
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“Blow your toe!"

. That was too much for D'Arey. He ecould stand an
injury, but insult added to injury was too much for the
patience of the swell of the Sullmol House,

He reached out, and caught Gore’s nose between fingar
and thumb, wnd, compressing his grip on if, tweaked it
sharply.

‘“There, you wottah,"” he said, “T wegard
pwopah weply 1o your beastly impertinence |

“Ow! Groo!” gasped Gore. * Leggo!"

" Now pway go,” said Arthur Augustus, releasing Gore's
nose, which had become erimson from the pressure, *‘ othah-
wize, I ehall have no alternative but to administah a feahful
thwashin'-=— Oh!"

* Gore had no intention of going quietly. His nose pained
too much. He rushed at the swell of the 8chool House, and
got his head inlo chancery.

“Owl Gerroff! You're wumplin® my eollah!”
ﬁll”z-d. voice from under Gore's arm,
necktia "

But D'Arcy would have received a pretty scvere pumish-
ment had not Tom Merry chipped in.  Tom jumped up from
the table, and caught Gore by the back of the collar,

" Leggo!"” roured Gore,

" Get out of my study,”

“8Bo I will when I've finished,”

*“You will now, you ead!” gaid Tom Merry, between his
Leeth.

e dragged Core lo the door. D'Arcy tore himself loose.
In Tom Merry's gr‘n%]]{. Gore had little chanee, though ho
struggled furiousiy. His friends were staring in at the door,
not earing to interfere, though Gore yelled to them,

"“Bai Jove,” gasped Arthur Augustus, ‘“the wascal haa
uttahly wuined my colluh! T shall have to go and change
it, bai Jove!”

Round swung Gore in the angry grasp of Tom Merry,
and then he went whirling through the doorway. Right
into his friends he crashed, and there was a chorus of yells,
Mellish received Gore on his ehest, and went staggering,
throwing out his arms wildly and knocking his companions
flying.

In a moment there was a heap of ghrieking and struggling
juniors in the passage.

“Bai Jove!" said Arthur Augustus D'Arey;: while Tom
Merry grinned, and 'Erbert burst into a loud laugh,

Gore staggered to his feet,

“You beast!” he roared, shaking his fist into the study.

"

I ——
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Tom Merry made o motion s if to rush out of the study,
and Gore left tho test of his thrsat unuttered, Thoere was o
hasty movement of the raggers down the passage. D'Arcy
looked at himself in the glass, ;

‘“Bai Jove, I shall have to change my collar and tie,"
he murmured. ‘I shall not be able to lend you a hand
aftah all, Tom Mewwy."

Tom laughod.

“Never mind, Gussy; it's all right.)?

And the first lesson to 'Iirbert was finished without any
aesistance ‘from tho swell of the School IHouse, and without

"further interruptions from Gore & Co,

————

CHAPTER 14.
Brought to Light.

3 FAR me " said Dr. Holmes,
D The Head of 8t, Jim's stood in his study, and
stared at a letter in his hand. He had just
opened it, and u cheque had fallen from it upon his desk,
Dr. Holmes stared at the letter, and then at the cheque,

and then at the letter again in blank amazement.

“Dear me!” he murmured., *This is most oxtra-
ordinary !"'

He touched the bell, and Binks appeared. The doctor
looked up from the letter, which he was reading for the
third time, -

‘Go to the Sixth Form-room and request Mr. Railton to
atep here,” he snid.

And he read the letter through again. Then he picked
up the chequo and read it. He laid it down as Mr. Railton
ontered the study.

“ You gont for me, sir?’ said the House-master, who had
been taking the Sixth Form, and was considerably surprised
at the summons,

“Yes, Railton. T have had a most curious letter, Tt is
from My, Glyn, the father of the new boy who is coming to
the school. He has sent me a cheque Tor the half-term’s
fees, and states that hig son will arrive here to-day." o

* Well, sirt" :

“But he has already come,” said the Head, in amaze-
ment, ** and the fees are paid. Do you not remember hand-
i me the money yourself?”

t was Mr. Railton’s turn to look surprised,

*The fees I handed you were not Glyn's, sir,”

“Indeed! Did you not tell me they were for the new
boy who hagd arvived at St. Jim's?"

“¥oa, certainly! But—-"

' All other fees have been paid, I think, with the excep-
tion of Bkimpole's, which are delayed, as usual.”

*Yos, but this money was handed me by Tom Morry, for
the new boy, Kirkdale—""

“ Kirkdale?"’

“¥Yea, air; the now boy in the Third Form,”

Dr, Holmos latd down the letter, and stared blankly at
Mr. Railton,

*This is—is most extraordinary!” he gasped. “Ta it
Lmsmbln that a new boy has come to this school without my

nowledge?”

My dear sir—""

“Kirkdale! I have never heard the name before,'

* But—but he ecame from Liverpool with Tom Merry,"”
anid Mr, Railton, in surprise,  ‘** I—I certainly understood
that you knew all about it,”

* The only new boy I was expecting was young Glyn, and
he will go, I think, into the 8hell,” said Dr, Holmes. ** No
new hoy was expected for the Third Form. What made you
decide upon the Third Form for this boy "

" 11 did nof decide. I understood from-—from Merry, T
think—that it had been decided, and I naturally thought

“ Perhaps Mr, Selby can throw some light on the
subject?”’ snid Dr. Holmes thoughtfully. “ He could hardly
admit a new boy to his Form without Im(m-inf something
about Lim. I think we had better go and see Mr, Selby,”

A good idea, sir! I have no doubt he can clear it up.
It is most surprising!’

And the Head and the House-master proceeded bo the
Third Form-room. The door was half open, and as they
came down the passage they could see the Third Form in
their eeata following Mr, Belby in a far from delightful
investigation into the early history of their native country.

Mr. Belby’s voice was rasping in the room, and the Head,
with a natural diginglination to interrupt the Form-master
in his work, decided "to wait a few minutes till there was
a pause,

* Kirkdale!?

The Hend atarted, and looked at Mr. Railton,

“*The boy is certainly there,' he remarked.
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*"Yes. He is stundinﬁ up now," eaid Mr, Railton,

They could see Kirkdale, standing up in his place with

a very red face, Poor 'Erbert was evidently in Eor it onco

more,
*“Yes, sir.” i
“ Where did King John meet his death?”
“1—I don't know, sir.” l
“What was the chief event in the reign of King Johnt” 1
*I don't know, sir,"” ‘ i

" Was it the signing of Magna Charta?"”

‘It might ha’ been, sir,” I

It might have been!” said Mr. Selby, in a withering l
tone. *Indeed! Have you the faintest idea what Magna
Charta was!" ﬁ

' N-nd, sir.,”

Mr. Belby stared at the boy, and his tone grew mora 1
parcastic &till as he went on: I
* Porhaps you do not know whom King John wast"

* N-no, sir.”

“Boyl Do
heard of King

* No, sir.”

ou mean to tell me that you have never
ohn "

]

!

I
’

“ Come out here, Kirkdale!" :

JErbert came out before the elags. Mr. Selby picked up £
his cane, and fixed his eyes upon the new junior,

** Now, Kirkdale, I have been very easy with you, I have
made allowances, but I can only come to the conclusion that
this is a very fechle attempt at a joke—a joke at the expense
of your Form-master. Do you understand?"

Y11 can’t ’elp it, sir!” stammered the unfortunnte |
'Erbert. “I ain’t never ’eard of the bloke!"” i
oodness gracious!” murmured Dr, Holmes, i
“ Werry likely there never was sich a bloke, nuther,” said .[
"Erbert. *'Ow do I know "’ !

“Boy! Hold out !
the class laugh by t
cost you dear, sir!

rour hand! You may be able to make
is astounding impertinence, but it will !
Hold out your hand!"” |
“I. ain’t goin' to!” said 'Erbert. = “My 'ands is still i
Turtin'l I've ‘ad enough fur one day! I ain’t goin’ tol!” !
Mr. Belby could hardly believe his ears, At the door Dr. |
Holmes and Mr, Railton were simply petrified. )
“Boy!" gasped Mr, Belby at last. *“ Do you refuse fo
obey mef"
“1 ain't goin’ to be caned again!” |
*Iold out your hand!”’ f
“Look ‘ere, old cock, don't you come it!"” suid 'Erbert, !
growing reckless, and forgetting all his good resolutions for !
the moment. *“‘I've ’ad e.nougi.‘ My 'ands is still 'urtin’ {
from the last dose! You let me alone, I tell yer!” !
**Boy{ I shall=shall thrash you—" !
*“I'll.hack wour shina if you do,”’ said 'Erbert. * Why f
can't you let a cove alonet” ]
“ Upon my soul!” gasped Mr, Belby, ‘I—I never met f
such an extraordinary boy! Come with me, Kirkdale—
come with me to the doctor at once!”
"Krbert started. He remembered Tom Merry's many
warnings and cautions too late,
"*I—=1—I'm sorry, sir!” he stammered. *You can lick
me if you like! 1 can stand it! 1 don't mind! 'Ere’s my
Tand 17 -

And he held out a grubby paw.
Dr, Holmes entered the room,
glance, ;

*1 wns coming to see you about this lad, Mr. Selby,” he
said, ‘' Please come to my study, and bring him wida you.
1 will send a prefect to take the class.'

* Certainly, sir!” gasped Mr, Selby.

Wally whistled under his breath.

*“The game's up!” he murmured,
and I'm jolly sorry for Rags!”

Rugs was feeling sorry for himsell as he followed the
Third Form-master to the Head's study. These grave and
dignified gentlomen were very terrible to 'Erbort, and he
had no knowledge of what punishment might or might not
await him in the IHead's presence, Dot

A flogging was the least he expected, but whatever o
to him, he was determined upon one thing—so fugq
possible, he would save Tom Merry from blame,

In the Head's study the little ragamuffin stood w,
downcast eyes, with three sepurate pairs of eyes fixed upy

him,
“ Kirkdale, !

He gave 'Erbert a peculiar

“Well, it was a lark;

“Kirkdale!"” said
think, is your name?"
L 2 Yes, sir.”

“How did you come to this school?”

1 kim in a train from Liverpool, gir,’’

The Head coughed slightly,

*I did not mean that, Kaifrkd&le. How was it you came
to be a new boy here—did your parents send you?” :

“I ain't got any, sir."

“ Then who sent you 't

the Head gravely.

School Tale of the Boys of
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'Frbert was silent. : $

*“ Answer me, my lad,’ gaid the Head kindly e¢nough,
“I do not intend to punish you. I only want this mattier
cleared up and sot right.”

“1 ain't nothing to say, ir.” ’

“Very well. You say that you can throw no light upon
the matter, Mr. Selby ?"’

“ None, sir. The hoy was presented to me ds coming
into the Third Form, and I understood that Mr. Railton
had &0 decided.”

“You were misled, as I was,”’ said Mr. Railion. “I
understood that it had been decided by Dr. Holmes or
yourself."”

“ Thare has been some deception,” said the Head, frown-
ing. “ We need not detain you from your class any longoer,
Mr. Selby. Will you send Tom Merry here as you return”

There was a ery from 'Erbert: -

** Oh, sir—if you please, gir-———

“ Have you anything to say, Kirkdale?’

4 Tt—it " wasn’t Tom Merry’s fault, sir, nor Master
D’ Arey's, neither. They was {)nrh very kind, They was
good to me, and they——" -

“8ond both Merry and D'Arcy here, Mr. Selby !”

“ Cortainly, sir.” : -

The Third Form-master left the study, and "Erbert looked
the picture of misery. 3

“You seem to be troubled for these boys,' said the
Head. * Unlees they have acted wrangljy they will not be
punished. Surely you must understand that this matter
mugt_be eleared up.” g 5

“They ain’t done nothin’ wrong, sir, It waa only their
kindness; and how was they to know I couldn’t stick it?
You can leck me if you like, sir. It was all my fault! L
know I oughtn’t to 'ave kim 'ere.” 2 :

Tho Head glanced helplessly at Mr, Railton. There was
o silence in the study after 'Erbert’s words, till a tap came
at the door. In response to the Head’s * Come inl"” two
juniors entered=—Tom Maerry, of the Shell, and  Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, of the Fourth, Both the juniors looked
vory grave, and at the sight of 'Erbert in the Head's study
their worst forebodings were realised. They had felt that
gomething was wrong when they were called away in the
middle of afternoon lessons to the Head's presence, and
now, of course, they knew that the trouble had come !
"Erbert's presence explained everything,

Tom Merry's cheolk became a shade paler. e knew very
well that the matter was serious, that it might be very
goricus for him., D'Arcy did not turn a hair, however.
Perhaps he did not realice the gravity of the case so keenly
as Tom Merry; or perhaps his inward misgivings were
unable to disturb the repose which stamps the caste of Vere
de Vere, i ; . J

The Head adjusted his gold-rimmed pince-nez, and looked
at the juniors with a etern brow. :

“ Morry, 1 have sent for you to give me an explanation.
This lad, Kirkdale, has Leen introduced into the school—I
may say smuggled into the school—in what appears to be
g surreptitious manner. You know abont it?’

% Yag, gir,” snid Tom Merry firmly. >

“Then kindly explain. The boy came with you from
Liverpool 1"

“ Yeg, sir.” ]

“Vou paid his fees to Mr. Railton? Where did you
obtain the money?”’ X :

“D'Arcy and T raised it between ug, sir.” :

“ Vaas, wathah, sir. My governah played up on this
oocasion in a weally decent mannah, and-—="

“That will do, I’Arcy! How did this boy come {o be
with you at all, Merry?”

“We met him in Liverpool, sir.” \

“Ahl Did his parents place him in your charge, or his
peoq\lle, or whoever was caring for him 7"

“No one was caring for him, sir. He was alone in the
world, and living in the street. He saved my life, and
Blake's and D’Arcy's life, too, when we were beset in a
slum by & gang of ruffians.”

“1 had not heard of this."”
~ 4 Wa—we thought we could do some good for him, &ir,
His life was in (ﬁmger if he remained in the place he be-
longed to, g0 wé brought him away from Liverpool, so that
Choker Bill couldn't gnd him ngmn."

“Dear me! You amaze me!’

“ And then, sir,”” went on Tom Merry encouraged, *“wae
~wo had the idea of brinp;inf him to Bt. Jim’s, He had
Epthwg- to do with it himself, he only did what we told

im,

e vpon my sou] 1"

“Wa thought that if we paid tho fees, sir, and gave him
gome extra tuition in our spare time, he'd be all right.”

* They was kind to me, eir,” faltered 'Erbert, mistaking
the frown on, the Doctor's brow. *They didn’t mean any
‘arm, sir. But I knows 1 ain’t suitable to be 'ere, sir, I'm

L1

THUREDAY:

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

“TOM MERRY, SCOUT-MASTER.”

One Penny 21

ready to go. I don’t wani to give no trouble, I can go
back, and I'll never forget wot these young gents ‘ave
done for me.”

“1 ghould wegard it as wollen, sir, if Wags was sen
away fwom St. Jim's. If you could give him a chance,
sir

The doctor’s brow was wrinkled in deep thought.  Mr.
Railton's face was ourious in ity expression, but he wag
certainly not angry. X

“ Merry,” said the Head at last, *“you must be sensiblé
that you have acted very wrongly. ou have attempted
to dmpose a strange lad upon us, and you do not appear to
have roalfted that the affair was bound to come to light
sooner or later,”

“1—I hoped that Rags—I mean, Kirkdale—would have
got upon a better footing here by the time it came out, sir,
and—and that you'd be easy with him,” faltered Tom
Merry, ‘*If—if you knew what an awfully decent littlo
chap he is, gir——'

“Yaas, wathah, sir! He wan a gweat wisk to wescue my
toppah fwom bein’ wun ovah in Livahpool, to say nothin’
of savin’ our lives,

“ But, surely, my boys, you must see that Kirkdale, how-
ever worthy he is, is not in a—in a fit state to take his place
in the Third Form."”

“I—I'd rather have him in the Bhell with me, sir, buf'
that would have been still more difficult o manage. 1 %

The Head could not help smiling.

* Come, Merry ! You have rwtag in a thonghtless manner.
But as your motives were undoubtedly of the hest, T shall
forgive you. DBut, of course, it will be impossible for Kirk-
dale to remain in the Third Form. The fees you have paid
for him will be returned to you.”

Tom Merry's face fell,

“I—1 suppose you know best, sir,”” he faltered.
but if you’d give him a chance—"

“I am ‘going to give him a chanee,
gently, * but in a more suitable manner. 1 shall not send
the poor lad away, that would be harsh, I shall, at all
events, give him a trial here, but at present he will not be
attached to any Form. He will be given separate instruc
tion until he is sufficiently far advonced to gtudy with the
Second Form. As for the future, I can say no more at
yresent.  But of this you ean be assured, the lad will have

ig chunce to make the best he can of it."”

The tears started to Tom Merry’s eyes:

“0Oh, sir! Thank you! " Hae broke off.

“By Jove, sir! That's wéally wippin’. 1 wegard you
ng a sport, sir, if I may say so.” :

L) l)lArc}' IU

“ Howwy, sir; but, weally——"

“ You may go!” said the Head, smiling.

The juniors left the study. Tom Merry and D'Arey toolk
cach an arm of 'Erbert, and marched him down the
passage in a sort of triumphal progress, 'Hrbart hardly
lknew whether he waa on his head or his heels. :

“It's all right,”" grinned Tom Merry. “ What a ripping
old uyport the Head is! It'a all right, "Erbert; my bay.”

“ Yaas, wathah! It’s all wight, Wags."'

And it was indeed all right for the little ragamuffin who
had been smuggled to school !

 Bute—

gaid the Ilead

i

THE END, .
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

HSum and Stophen Villiers, two cadets of Greyfriars School,
by a combination of lugk and plugk render valuable service
to the British Army during tiw great German invasion. They
are appointed spocial scouts to the Army, which is foreed
back on London by Von Krantz, the German commander

At the time when this account opens, London had been
bombarded and carried, Von Krantz had entered the City
with his troops, the Lord Mayor was a prisoner at the
Mansion -House, and from the flagstaff on that famous
building the German flug flonted, where none but British
colours had been seen since London was built. London
Bridge was blown up, and across the great river the
remainder of the British troops and the half-starved millions
of London waited in grim silence for the next move.

HBam and Btephen are clhiafing at their enforced inactivity,
when Ned of l\}ortlmy. a young Issex marshman, and an old
friend of theirs, sails up the Thames in his smack, the Maid
of Essex, with o despatch Le bas captured from a (German,
This contains useful information of the landing of another
German_ Army Corps, and Sam, having shown it to Lord
Ripley, is given permission to go down river. The boys and
Ned board a derolict stenmer, loaded with petrol.

After sotting adrift threa dynamite hulks, the boys pour
the petrol into the sea, and as the German Army Corps sail
past the Nore, S8am sets light to the floating petrol. In a
moment the Germans are in the midst of a river of fire.
_Bam, Steve, and Ned sail away from the rcene of destruc-
tion, and later on they are run down by a British torpedo-
boat (No. 667).

The two boya are rescued, and later on No. 667 approaches
Sheerneas by sailing up tho River Swale, and manages to
torpedo two first-class German warships. In dashing away
from the scene, No, 667 ia fired on, and so badly damaged
that the crew are obliged to beach her.

Licutenant Cavendish, Sam, and Steve are rescued by
Ned. While sailing away in the Maid of FEssex they come
across on anchored German battleship. Cavendish proposea
that he and Sam shall awim down with the tide and blow
away the anchor cables with gun-cotton. ** Ae soon as the
chains are blown apart she'll drift on to the Swin Middle
sandbank " (ireat Scott!"” exclaimed Sam, as the possi-
bilities of the venture came home to him.

(Mow go on with the Story.)
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The Drifting Battleship.

They went below without another word, and looked on
eagerly, as Cavendish opened the parcel of the thinga he
had saved, and set to work.  Besides other items, there
worae sovoral sticks of white guncotton-cake, some watertight
tins holding photographic - films—whioh latter Cavendish
now threw away—and several more necessnries.

For the next half-hour the young officer worked with deft
fingers, whistling softly between ﬁliﬁ teeth the while, and
much of what he did was beyond the knowledge of the twa
cadets,

“Thera!” he said at last. *“There's a couple of ‘em,
an’ they ean’t fail if they're properly placed. These two
iins, you chaps, would smash that battleship’s cables twico
over., The fuses'll stand some water, but they must be kept
as dry as we decently can, Come out on deck. Are you
a strong swimmer " he said to Sam,

“I'm generally reckoned one, T (hink."”

“ T¢I be a swimmin’ job,” said Cavendish. * The punt’d |
show up too much, an' they’d hear her oars. They'll have
o strict watch kept, you ean-bet, You're willing to bry,
theén 1"

“ Like a-shot!"

« What, awim’ in a tide like this?" said Ned, aghast,

“Why not? No need to swim against it. You ean pull
us up above her, an’ we'll drop down to her with tho
current. Then you make a circuit, and go an’ wait o few
hundred yards below her, to pick us up again, You can
easily keep out of sight of her in this mist, an’ yet bo
hnndb,;' to take us in if we get back."

“1f you get back!'" groaned Ned. ‘ Master Anbroy,
don't 'ee tackle this job. What wi’ guncotton, the !ida;
the fog, an' the battleship, there ain't a cat’s chance o
oither o' you comin’ through it."

“TTven that can’t count,” said Sam. “If our two lives
can go as the price of acotci:itw that great fightin' machine,
they won't be badly spent. o oan't_hang back. It ain't
a cartainty for dead loss, either,” he added, quickly slipping
out of his clothes. * We needn’t cry before we're hurt.”

“Can't 1T go, Sam?'" eried Stephen.

“No kid, you don't want for pluck, but you aren’t strong
enough in the water. It's n tough job."

“ But look here,’” said Stephen anxiously, * they'll have
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gteam up all the time. Won't they be able 1o stop her
goin’ on the Bwin Middle?”’ . -

“ Not they. She'll be on it before they can get command
of her, in this tide, no matter how smart they are. Bhe'll
drive broadside along directly the cables part.” .

“That's teue,”” put in Ned, who had scen a powerful
steamer in the grip of a crosstide, and knew how slow the
engines weore to brmg her under command again.

“Ready, Villiers?" said Cavendish, * Strap this round
your forehead, an’ keep your head out of the water if you
cap. ,Bhove thig belt round your middle for the other
things. -

They were strange sights when prepared. 8kin-bare, save
for a belt apiece, to which two or three necessaries E:ung,
both were rubbed over with oil by the crew.

Cavendish had contrived also an oilskin cap for each,
holding the things that had to be kept dry.

“You can get rid of that as soon as you reach the place,”
he said. * Remember how I told you to fix the thing on
the cable. The fusematches are in the glass bottle, as I
showed you, to which there’s a bit of sandpaper stucl,
You can’'t make any mistake with common gumption.”

“T'll use all the senge ’ve got,” said Sam, with a grin.

And next moment they were in the dinghy, with Ned and
Bireh to row.: Stophen was almost mutinous at being left
bﬁ_hiur.l, but he gripped Sam’s hand as the dinghy pushed
offs a
It was not often the brothers gave vent to any sentiment,
but this seemed an occasion for it.

The oars were muffled, and it took an incredible time to
row far enough up against the strong tide to be well above
the battleship.

Neod caught sgight of her once, and, judging his distance
well, at last reached a point some way above her, and out
of sight in the fog. :

‘“1 call this a %unl'q errand, sir!” he muttered. ‘I don't
understand this machinery business; an’, anyhow, it's odds
agin your gettin' picked up, even if you ain't blown up c¢r
shot, However, we be in line with her now, an’ I'll do my
‘utmost, as you knows.”

. “Meet us two streets below, Ned,”” murmured Sam, throw-
ing off the rug he had worn to keep out the cold, “an’ don't
miss the corner.”

Thoy werce both in the water a fow seconds later. and the
dinghy disappeared.. Deondly cold it seemed, and would have
been colder yet but for the oil on their skins,

“You take the port-cable; T'N tackle the starboard!”
whispered Cnvendis}l1 in Sam's ear, as they struck out. " Get
away as quickly as you can_when the thing's fixed. The
fuses are short, an’ll only take a few seconds to burn.
Wouldn't have done to make "em longer.”

Used as he was to risks, 8am thoight he had never taken
quite g0 mony all at once., There seemed little enough
chance of living to see the result of his work, but the work
itself was' the %rnt thing in hand, and with strong, silent
strokes he made his way along. -

It seemed but a few moments before the great iron hull
of the battlezhip loomed up ahead of him, with the tide
rushing past her huge bows and gurgling on her taut anchor-
chains,

Sam steadied himself. Now or never was the time. 1f he
were soen by those on the fore-deck flats, high overhead, it
wa# all up, He could make out one or two shadowy forms
through the fog up in the bows, and he thought he saw the
rifle of a Marine; but there was no time to do more than
glance.

He _oaUﬁht the port anchor-chain just: as the tide was
sweeping him by it, and bung on. Cavendish was away on
the other bow.

Without hesitating—for at any moment he might be seen
by those on deck—he took the neceisary implements from the
oilskin cap on his head, which he then allowed to drift
away. -

He fixed the encased charge of gun-cotton to the great
| oable, a foot above the water, and followed Cavendish’s
. ingtructions carefully,
| His deft fingers worked rapidly, and it did not take him
* many moments. - I1e had hardly finished, when a soft whistle
- oamo from the other side.
~ Bam whistled back as gofily in reply, started the fuse, and
4 | at onco struck backwards strongly, swimming along by the
' ghip's side na fast as the tide could take him,

% ofi ten strokes had he made, when' there was a sharp,

- ‘iqndmx explogion on the starboard-bow, and an instant later

“ his own charge followed suit,

A flash of brilliant flame lit the darkness, a erash that

made Sam's head ring, and as the great iron cable parted

.~ like a straw, the battleship gave a lurch and began to swerve
away sidewnys with surprising speed on the rushing current,

A loud ory from the fore-deck and another from the chart-
house followed the explosions, and in a moment the groat
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ship wag humming like a beehive, while the engine-bells
clanged furiously. f i

“The ship's adrift!” shouted a fierce voice, in German.
“Givo her steam—quick, or we shall be on the shoal 1"/

‘‘Someone has blown the cables apart!” cried another
hoarsely.

And at the same moment there was a fierce outery from
the fore-deck.

“Here he is—in the water |"

“ Fire there, men—fire, and you've got him 1

Swimming with all his might to E;el. clear, Bam found
himself drawn along by the * pull” of the great ship as she
drove with the tide.

As he struggled desperately he glanced up, and saw the
fierce faces of the German bluejackets and the levelled riflo
of a Marine pointing down at him. ;

Crack ! went the rifle, and the bullet, fired hastily, dashed
the water up just beside Sam. i

“Steady, Hans!" said a deep voice.  Rest your rifle on
the rail, and you can’t misg ! Now then, plug him "

e

The Wrecking of the Kronprinz Karl.

Without expecting anything better than o bullet in his
back, Sam turned over, and dived like an otier, striking out
towards the bottom with all his foree, A mulﬂetll‘cruc , no
louder than o clap of the hands, seemed to roach him through
the water, but where the shot went he did not know.

1t is no easy malter to hit a diving man on a black,
fogzy night, and the sand-coloured water hid him for' the
moment. On the surface they could hardly ‘miss hinu

Knowing this, Sam turned under water and swam straight
outwards to the utmost length of time that he could hold
his breath.

At last with bureting Tungs he shot to the surface, and as
he did so the roar anﬁ thrash of the battleship's propellers
told him that her engines were going hard and striving to
get command, A ) :

He had eovered some thirly yards, and in the thick fog
the ironclad now looked no more than an outline, driving
round with the current. But Sam’s white body and face
againgt the black water was just visible to those on the ship,
and the hoarse voice announced it.

“There he is! Lot him have it ! ) "

Sam, unable to dive again, struck out with all his strength,
and @ eouple of strokes put him practically out of sight in
the fog, as half o dozen bullets came plu gmr; round him,
one actually touching his hair. Fervently he blessed the fo
that prevented them from eighting the rifles acourately, an
he swam as he had never swum before. But the chill of the
water was on him. iy

The funnels and fightingdops of the battleship were all
that he could see now, and the random bullets flew wide.
The noise on the ship and the hurry and flying orders as ‘she
tried to avert the coming disaster, were prodigious, and Sam
heard a stern voice hail : - :

‘“ What are you firing at there, aft 7"

“Englander in the water, sir ! came the reply from ﬂ}g
officer of the Marinés, ** It was he who parted the cables!

“ Blitzen! Lower away u boat and after him!  He must
be captured ! Quick, there, with the third anchor, fools!
Are you going to boe all night 7"

The squenl of the davit-blocks as a boat was lowerad
reached Sam’s cars o few moments later, and he altered his
course again abruptly, and swam aecross the eurrent. .

“Tryin’ to shackle another anchor on het cable an’ bring
up,” he thought. * They won't do it in time. Il they do
likely it won't hold her. She must be nearly on the shoal
now,'" .

The sound of oars rowing navy-stroke and p]yiniz rapidly
came over the water, and, the ‘sharp orders of the boat's
oflicer wera heard. g ) :

“T ought to be able to dodge ‘em in this fog,” muttered
Sam. * Now, if only Ned an’ the dingh¥ would turn up!
But I've lost my bearin's, an’ may bo a long way wide of
him. One thing, if he don’t find me I can’t keep up long.”

The chill was entering his marrow, and there were no
gigns of Ned. The Germans' boat scemed to bo rowing in
all directions in the search for him, but sound 18 deceiving
in n drng, and now she seemed to be ahead of him, now
behind. :

Ho thought he had shaken her well off, however, when he
heard a ery from one of the men in her. The onrs beat
faster, and then stopped, There wis a pause, during which
German oaths sounded pretty thickly, and then the oars
started again. i

Sam wondered what had happened; but, anyway, the
boat seemed some distance off, and he congratulated himself
on being rid of her. All his anxicty now was to find Ned
and the dinghy. Nor did the chances geom at all bright.

Ho gave leeo or four times tho low, curlow's whistle that
Ned knew, but no answer came through the darkness, and
Sam felt his strength fast failing him, Hope suddenly
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sprang up again as he heard the beat of oars behind, which
now searcely reached his dulled hearing, and a boat loomed
up through tho mist,

Too lafe! He saw that-it was not Ned's dinghy, but the
battleghip's quarter-boat, and at the ssme moment a hoarse
ery in German from the man in the bows announced that
Bum was discovered,

“Right ahead! There he is, the devil ! Give way '

Bam tried to dive with a last effort, but his stiffening
muscles and failing wind refused their office, and he eame
up almost immediately, choking and barely able to keep
afiant. The boat dashed up to him instantly, and a big
hairy paw reached over nnJ grabbed him by the arm.

Sam struck out at his eaptor with n soet of despair, and
his fist came home on the man's eye, bringing out a good
round oath, but the young scout was past any real resistunce,
even il it could have helped him.

The lad expected to be shot, but their orders were
evidently to take him alive, for he was hauled roughly
aboard and cast down on the floor-boards on his face, while
a piece of rope was at once knotted round his wrists,

“ (ot him, the cursed epy!" said his captor. ‘“Here's
work for the marines’ rifles; the fools won't miss~him when
he's on deck !

4 Plenty of pluck, whoever he is” the petty officer said
ruffly. ‘" Pity that he should be shot; but-there it is!
Hive way, there [

“Ho thoy've gob you,” said a cool English voice at Bam's
ear.” *'I was hopin’ Longshoreman Billy would have picked
you-up in the dinghy; but it seems we're both i the
BOWUP.

Sam started in astonishment at hearing Cavendish's voice,
and contriving to struggle on to his side, found he was
lying right against the Iate commander of No. 667, who was
bound like himself. Blue with cold and with his teeth
chattering in his head, the young Naval officer winked
grimly as he onught hia fellow-prisoner’s eye.

HGreal Scott ! Is it you, Cavendish 7’ muttered Sam, ns
the boat was pulled rapidly ahead. * 1 was hopin' the same
thing about you. Well, it’s all up now. The——"

oud noise of rattling chain somewhere in front drowned
his voice, and the petty officer in the boat altored his course
and steered straight for the sound.

“Tt's the Karl letting go her spare anchor,”
“ Pall away, you dogs !"

“There she is, sir, right ahead!” said the man in the
bows, ** Why, she's heeling right over!"

“Clurse it, they're too late; she's struck the shoal!”
exelaimed the other.

“1 knew she would when she broke adrift,"”

“ Blitzon ! And dn an ebb tide, too!” mutterad the man
in the bows. *“If I were the skipper, T'd give thoss two
pigs six dozen apieoe before they're shot !

The great floating, fortress, bristling with guuns, came sud-
denly into view again, and at the vory same time she toolk
the hidden shoal Taitly with her keel, broadside on, and
gave an ugly lurch. The rushing tide drove her hard on
the sunken sind eighteen feot under water, and nothing that
her huge crow and staff of officers could do would alter her
fate, which was scaled from the moment when the gun-cotton
parted the cables,  From that moment 4ill the captured
pair were brought back to her was barely two minutes, long
ws it seemed to Sam when he was in the water, Fven from
where they lay, both he and Cavendish could sece, by the
rake of her masts, that the ironclad was on the shoal, and
at that moment cold and danger were forgotton.

“Gloriana,' said Cavendish, with deep satisfaction, ' we've
le(:;]_ her up! They've got us, but their giddy ship is done

or

“Thank goodness!” said Sam fervenily. “Well, wao
didn't funk it, so.let's keep a stiff Lip. They'll tuke their
change out of us, an' a ‘mighty dear bargain for 'em!"

* Silence, there!" came the gruff order; and a boot struck
Sam in the ribs, “In oars, men!" '

The boal ran mlongside the great steel wall of the ship's
side, and a few moments later the two prisoncrs were being
passed up on deck, The vessel was humming like o stirred-
up wasps’ nest, winches were olattering, boats were dashing
ofl to lay out anchors and cables to try mnd steady her, and
u feverishly-excited CGerman captain, beside himsell with
rage, was directing mabters from the upper dock, his subor-
dinatea flying in all direclions,

A fierce-looking Marine officer was at the gangway, and
his deep wed moustache bristled as he saw the captives
haunded aboard, ¥is eye passed quickly over them, and he
noted the belts—the only things they had on—to which still
hung eome of the imploments Cavendish had brought with
him, and these told their own tale. There was neither need
nor time to ask questions, The Marine officer eyed them
savagely. "

i g fine night's work ! he said grimly. “ You have put
4 12,000-ton ship ashore, and we shall presently deal with
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you!  Bergeant, put the prisoners in the guard-room !"
Over the iron decks, among the busy crew, the two naked
kbi‘iwnurs were hustled,  They were hurried below by the
Marine sergeant and his men, and pushed hastily into an
iron room, the door of which was slammed and locked.

“ My sunt!” said Cavendish, shivering violently, his skin
still dripping salt water as he looked round the bare cabin,
which was mearly pitch dark, “Cold quarters these,
Villiors ! Nothin’ but tin plates to sit on! Brer-r-r!”

Sam gasped with the chill, which struck right into him,

“ Wae shall bo warm enough when they've time to attend
to us,” he said, between his clicking teeth. 'l &'pose they
don’'t flog prisoners, though. 1f we're left here long, we
shall be pretty migh dead before they're ready for vs.”

The torment of the cold, in their exhausted state, was
terrible, and they could hardly move when the door was
unlocked and opened suddenly, and a couple of rough,
horsghair blankets thrown in, /

*“You can have those till you're shot!” growled a voice;
and the door was locked again

“That's the sergeant. Decent chap for a Dutchman,”
said Cavendish, taking one of the blankets in his numbed
hands and rolling himself in it.  ‘“These arc his own, as
like ws mot."”

“ He'll soon get ‘em back,” said S8am; and after ruhbin;i
themselves briskly with the rough surfaces, they wrnprm
themselyves up and tramped aboul at a fast pace till they
grew warmer. ** Pretty pair of fools we look, T reckon,”
Sam added, as they stopped. “ My blood's beginnin' to
move again, though. I suppose 1's all up with us?"’

“Bure. We're booked through this time,” replied Caven-
dish, trying to look through the keyhole of the iron door,
“Firin' party as soon as it's daylight,  Point-blank, sight
—with ball-cartridge, load!” an’ that'll be the end of us."”

“¥You may get off. You're a Service man.”

““Not a chance. They'll make jolly sure of us both, We
sha'n't need any trial.  They'll ask us if we did the trick,
an’, of course, we sha'n’t lie, The rifles 'll do the rest.
Think how mad the skipper is, watchin’ his dandy 12,000-
tonter careenin’ on the sandbank an' wrenchin' her entrails
ouf. Oblige mo by thinkin' of it!"

“T suppose she is done for?”’ said Sam.

“With any duck. Of course, there's just the chance she
might come off withoul much hurt, if sfw lies evenly. But
1 don’t think it. The sand’s all up an’ down here, an'—
Hark at that!"

A long, jarring groan, low at fiest, and increasing gradu-
ally, seemed to come from the very bowels of the ship her.
sell. Then, after about a minute, there was a report like
a cannon far below them, and the whole vessel seemed to
Ting with it.

‘T told you so!" said Cavendish jubilantly.

“What is it?"" said Sam, listening intently,

““The garboard strake's gone, DBadly sprung, an' p'tlaps
ﬁuup!md. She's settlin’ sideways on the ehoal, an’ her
weight’s breakin' her! There, you can hear the stringers
giving, too!”

‘“That'a Greek to me,” said Sam, “ What's it mean?”

“ 1t means she'll leak like a basket, even if they're abla
to float her off " said Cavendish, dancing with delight;
and anothor long-drawn groan, ns if the great ship wers
complaining in her pain, echoed through her. “It'll be as
IINICL a8 the steam-pumps can koep under. We've done it
now, Villiers! We've wiped hor off the list ! Back to Ger-
many she’ll have to go, even if she floats at all!”

“If I'd any voico left 1'd cheer,” said Sam. “It'd be
worth a month's pay to be on deck now.”

They listenod in silenco for. some time, and it scomed to
make their own peril the lightor as they heard the sounds
of the damage one by one.  They had nothing to expect
but a death in cold blood, but their four hands ﬁml put out
of action a great ship of their country's focs, and the know-
ledge warmed them more than the horsehair blankets.

How the time passed they could mot tell, All was dark-
ness in the iron eabin, It seemed to them they lay there
for hours, occasionally taking exercise to keep themselves
warm, and talking to avoid thinking of the fale that was
in store for them. It was plain enough they were beyond
reach of all aid or rescue, They had been caught red-
handed, and must pay tho penalty.

The noise and bustle had long sinee died down. At last
thoy heard the sound of many feet in the alley-way, the
key grated in the dock, and as tha door was thrown open
a switch turned on o barred clectric light on the ceiling of;
the guard-room,

The captain of the battlezship stood before them, grim!
and forbidding, two ward-room officers beside him, and
bluecjacket. He was a big, square-jawed man, with a tawny
torpedo beard, and short moustache, with flinty-blue eyes
that gazed sternly afb the captives with a pitiless stare.

“You are English, of course?’ he said, in their own

tongue.
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whip presently announced that her en ines had started.
~ webb {ide had consed long since, the il ¥
-4t was nearly high water,
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“Yes," said Cavendish, with a polite smile.

He looked a queer [ ure, wrapped in the horsehair
hlanket, his wrists still tied, though he had managed partly
1o looeen them,

“livilians "

“] am @ sub-lieutenant in ‘the British Navy, named
Robert Cavendish,'

‘One of the ward-room officers eneered, and the other shook
his head grimly.

“And you?” said the-captain aternl

“ Lieutenant 'Aubrey Villiers, lote o
Corps.”’

The captain did not seem to have hoard of the corps, nor,
fortunately, of Sam. Not that it mattered much.

“You will both be dealt with before long,” said the cap-
tain, in a rasping voico; and after another glare at the
prisoners he withdrew, and darkness fell on them again.

“Don’t like the look of that joker,” eaid Cavendish,
“{hough probably no skipper in tlllci!' servico would show
e any mero_k Not. that we pnrticular]
Dutchman, Knuckling under’s a ‘thin never fancy.”

Y No," said S8am. * Beems to me,"” Eu added, with a sigh,
“it’d have saved us a lot of trouble if the gun-cotton had
finished us off.”

“Tt pretty nearly did,” chuckled Cavendish. “ Thosa
fusea wont even shorter than I reckoned on. gay, the
tide's risin’ again, This room’s gettin’ level.”

The iron plates of tho guard-room floor had been more
or lesa on a slant as the battleship heeled, but now they
were slowly coming to the lovel again,

“8he’s rightin' herself,” said Stephen.
ehe’s goin’ to float, I suppose. Hark!
comin’ alongaide.”

“ Must bs something emall, then,” said Cavendish, ag the
toob of a #iren was heard; ‘“a despatch-boat, most likely.
I expact the skipper's aent the mews of thia blessed disaster
to his admiral—p'r’aps by steam-pinace.”

They listened enFm' y for some time, and it was plain that
visitors had boarded the battleship, Presently a distant
hail was heard, and the »her v was argnrunily depart-
ing. A long pause followed, end’ by-and-by some sailors
or Marines came along the alley, talking as they went,

“Depends on whether she floats—ordered to the Rlbe if
¢he dovs—take weoks to repair her—ecursed British !
Admiral’s in the deuce of a rage, I'll bet! Preity fix for
the Kronprinz Karl, just when she’s wanted.”

Yireat Scott!” exclaimed Cavendish, us the scraps of
canversation reached them through the ‘door. * Do they
say this 'i,a the Kronprinz Kari?"

to Sam, |
the Greyfriars Cadet

want any from a

‘' That means
There's some vessel

¥

“Glory! We've bagged one of their finest ships, then!
What else did the beggars say? My German's only Navy-
brand; I couldnt twig it all.’

“Phat if she floats she's to go to the Elbe for repairs.
That's what I made of it."

“ Ah, 1 thought eol” )

d":: Do you think she can cross the North Hea in this eon-
ition ?'

“ Probably, with care.  They'll shut all her watertight
doors, an’ keep the steam-pumps goin’, Bhe's got to try
it. - They can't do without her, nor can she be repaired
here, I say, it's gottin’ lighter, ain’t it?"

saw there was a porthole to the ghum;rd-roon'x_. which was on
mg upper deck, 1 didn't know they put windows on these
ips,
“ Blesa you, yes—where they won't do any harm.
high up here, an’ we're not in the citadel.”
"% escaped by o porthole once—on the Kaiser's yacht—hy
_unserewin. the frame,” said Sam, looking at the narrow
bullsoye lights * but thera’s no doin’ anything with that
one. Not big enough, sither. They've got us as safe as a
bee in o bottle. Well, there’s the dawn rigin', an’ I'd like
1o have a look at it,'" he added, standing by the port, * for
it's likely to be the last either of us'll 860,
% Chap must take the luck as it comes,” said Cavendish
philosophically, folding himself fighter in his blanket.
‘I've seen the sun riso before. I say, she feels as if she
ore nearly aflont. Blow it!”
“Mho tides. are” gottin’ bigger with the full moon,”
-r'n.nnwered Sam, ‘“‘an’ we've been in here soveral hours.
~ Bhouldn’t wonder if she is.”
They soon had proof of it, for a dull throbbing in 1{{13
o
ood had come up, and
The prisoners heard the great
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“ Dawn's breaking,’’ said Sam; and for 1:113' first time they
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voesel vibrating as the steam-power heaved on the winches
and strained the cables.

“They're trying to haul her off. She’s comin’, too " eaid

Cavendish, . ** i!‘ she goes down—well, I'd as soon be drowned
in here as shot on deck.”
. There was o Jong pauso as the Kronprinzg Karl etrained
in the throes of the struggle. Sam and his companion begaa
to feel & new hope—perhapa she would mot come off the
bank at all. They were doomed to disappointment, how-
ever, for presently it was evident sho moved and -t last a
quicker run forward and a gentle roll showdd that she way
off the shoal and in deep water again.

“ Now's the anxious time for ‘her procious staff,” said
Sam, smiling grimly ; “they'll keep a close watch to ece
what she’ll do.”

“They're whackin' her up to full apeed ab onee,” said
Cavendish, as the engines began to beat and throb power-
fully, ** They mean runnin’ her acroes by the shortest way
without any delay. It'll take 'em arday an' night.”

“Can they go nt full speed, thought"’

“ Pretty near it; the engincs probably arve all right. 8he
couldn’t he depended on to keop the sca long, though, an
they wouldn't dare hamper a baitle fleet with her as eho
is now. Lame ducks are no use.'

“8he'll float long -mough for us,” said Sam grimly ;
“they'l get rid of our carcases hours before roaching the
Tlbe. It's gettin’ broad daylight now; they'll send for us
soon, 1 &'pose.”

“ Noon is the usual time for executions,” said Cavendish
cheerfully; ' bul they may polish us off earlier. No good
harpin’ on that subject, (myl]mw.”

“T wasn't,” said Sam shortly. 3 f

He stood 'by the port-light grr a long time, feehnF ay if
every minute that he could look upon the sen and eky wasg
worth ssizing. The summons might come at any timao.

For over an hour Sam stood there gazing at the 6eq, or
as much of it as he could view from his standpoint. The
only thing he saw in that time was & red-sailod fishing smack,
which the ship passed guite close, and she took Sam'y
thoughts back to the Maid of HE=sex, and set him wonderin
what would become of her, and whethor Stephen and Ne
gucesad they were prisoners, or thou.;;iht them drowned.

The fog hed partly cleared off with the morning breeze,
but the day was etill rather hazy. The Kronprinz Karl
churned along as fast as her engines could talke her, and a
landsman would mnot have euspected that she was badly
erippled and unfit to slay at sea. “avendish, taking mo
furt}mr interest in matters, had dropped off to sleep in hig
blanket, but presently he awoke.

“ Been keepin' watch, have:you?' he said, “ Any idea
how far she's got? Rum to find oursclves still alive.”

“ 8ha's been goin’ hard an hour an’ a half,” said Bam,
“an’ ought to be a good twenty-five miles to sea by now
to the eastward.  Maybe thirty, Wae're probably well out in
the North Sea, with the Channel open to leeward of us,
an hour of tweo's journey away.” i

“If only Frankio were down ilis way,” mused Cavendish.
“Put there ain’t the smallest chance of that, He'll be on
guard eomewhero off Dover, We're mare likely to meet
Germans than British.”

“ Yes,” said Sam, ‘“an’ there's one of 'em now!” he
added, staring through the port as a elistant, ironclad came
into view through the haze a mile or more away, as the wind
thinned the mist still more. ** A amaller ship than thig—
battleship, though, too.”

A sudden stir outside on the iron decks reached Ham's
onr, and several orders were ghouted eharply.

w(Oloar for action! Man the etarbonrd guns |
Kroger, warn them in the fighting-tops "

“ What!” exclaimed Cavendish, gtarting up as ho heard
the cry, and joining Ham at the port-light, ** Where's that
veseel? Great James, that's no German! She's one of
ours 1"

8o ghe is!"? oried Sam, ag the white ensign, looking no
bigger than a handkerchief, was soeen flying  from the
gtrangoer's poop-staff as she turned glowly, *“ls it one of
Sir Francis's lot 1"

“ Rats, no! It's one
ueed now for coast defence ships.
out here? By gum, T ought to know her!
Resolute ! My cousin, Charlie Onslow,
Good for him. There goos the firet shot!
pall, anyway, an’ shows she don't fear the Dutchman

“For the firsh time Cavendish showed a traco of excitoment
ag a thin pufl of smoke jerked {rom the Britigh nhxﬁ’s alter-
deck, instantly followed by a stunning crash overheard on
t}_mdl(imnprinz Karl as the six-inch shell burgt upon the
citadel.

“ (ot him where he livea! There go the Dutchman's
guns!” exclaimed Cavendish, and six heavy shocks were felt
in quick succession as the German ship opened fire with her
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Lieutenant

of the old eecond-class battleships,
What a risl to send her
It’s the poor old
commands her.
Bhe's opened the
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starboard batteried. Two columns of waler leaped up near
the Resolute, and the blaze of bursting shells could be seen
among her upper works. Her guns replied smartly, but
with much leas power, though the ehots came home overy one
upon the German's sides and top hamper, and the noise was
deafening. A thrill of joy ran through Sam as he saw the
proud ensign flying, and felt the shock of the British shells
overhead.

* Hurrah I” he shouted. * 8he'll sink us or gave us, then!
The old flug to the rescue!”

“ Bink us?" said Cavendish, * Man, that ship'll be at the
bottom in twenty minutes! Can’t you seo?”

Bam felt a shock as if a cold douche were thrown over
1im,

“Bh!" he eried. “ Do you mean to say——"

““T mean the Resolute is doomed,” returned Cavendish,
“Bhe's o poor old crock of a Resorve ship, an' this is one
of tho strongest vessels in the German Navy. She could
sink gix Resolutes, and they couldn's touch her,'

“ And that battleship there can do nothing?" queried Sam,
his heart einking.

“ Not to a ship like this, TPoor old Resolute!
can't pierce the Kronpring's armour.
tako hor out of range, 'This vessel we're in is ten knots
Suster. Look how we're followin' her! An’ the range i=n’t
a milo! No, Charlie’s been sent out here on some orders or
other, an’ this fog’s betrayed him. One thing, he'll die
game "

The roar of the batteries drowned all speech for soma
time, and the fight raged hotly. The Kronprinz was able,
with her superior speed, to steam to any side of the Resolute
and attack her aa ehe pleased. The booming of the guns
seemed to shake the very sea.

T thought this ship was too erippled to fight,” said Sam,

““This win’t a fight—it's target praetico for the Kronprinz
Karl," eaid 'Cavendish bitierly. “Look at the Resolute
roalin’ under it! Wa arven't even usin’ our big bow guns
hero; thete's no need for the German to strain himself. He
can wipe his enemy out on the way.”

Sam said no more. He watched the fight with a dismal
fagcination. The whole ship shook to the recoil of tho
guns and the erash of the British shells,

But it waa as Cavendish said. The six-inch projectiles
could make no more impression on the mighty armour of the
Karl than on a granite mountain. The Resolute was no
longer a ship of the Fleot, Sho had had her day, and was
only of use for eoast defence. The German shells rained
down upon her and riddled her thin armour-belt through and
through,

From where they were Sam and Cavendish could not eea
her grim-fuced crows slaving at the guns as the old ship
slowly settled under them. But they could see her reeling
and blazing under the pitiless hail” of ghells, her engines
stopped, her funnels shot away, and her hull riddled, whila
#till the remaining guns pounded away stybbornly at her
huge fos, and scarcely a shot but came home upon the
German's hulk,

“ He can shoot,” said Cavendish goberly. * Uncommon
well those guns are handled. - But she’s goin' now.”

A lump came into Sam's throat as the end took place
bofore his eyes. Threo tremendous explosions. rent the
Resolute amidships. Slowly at ficst, but faster and faster,
she settled down in the water, and her bows began to dive
sullenly.- Btill firing with every gun that remainedd, hurling
her defence at the enemy with her last gaap, her stern
renred its spinning screws high into the air. The sea closed
over her, and she vanished into the depths, a huge wave
curling over hor as she sank.

* Good-bya, Charlie, old man!"
“You fought it out like a good "un."

Sam's eyes were strangely misty s he turned away from
tho port-light.  When he looked ‘again, nothing was to he
seon. but the grey, foggy winter sen, and the Kronprinz Karl
was asteaming Tull speed upon her course ngain,

“Isn’t she even satoppin' (o soo if there are any of the
erew to pick up?” exclaimed Sam huskily. X

* Heems not,” returned Cavendish grimly.
hurry to reach tho Elbe, you seo,

“If I could give my life ton times over to sink this ship
I'd do it joyfully " eried the cadet, clenching his hands
with a perfect outburst. ** If we could only -—"

“ Steady, old boy. Don't get hot under the collar,” said
Cavendish quietly.  “ You've seen a sight that's pretty tryin’
to watch, an’ I've lost my cousin. But he died fightin'; and
aa for pickin’ em up, it's long odds there'd be none aflont,
’I‘hmf;& happen quicker here at sea than they do ashore,
an' the Resolute was done the first moment she happened on
the Kronprinz so close. But we've gent two like her to the
bottom, at Shoerness, an' our floot will avenge us two,”

No more was said for some time, for neither of them felt
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Her guns
Her engines can't

muttered Cavendish,

“Bhe's in a
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inclined for much talk. Sam sat moodily against tlie iron
wall, and tried to think of other things. It was mot long
boefore ho was reerlled to himself by footateps in the alloy-way
oufside, and the door was thrown open,  The sergeant of
Marines appeared, with a private, who threw down a couple
of rough sergo ** jumpérs ' or blouses, and (wo pairs of old
duck trousers.

“Put those on,” eaid the sergeant gruffly, and bending
down he cut loose the captives' wrists,

“Don't think they're guite my size,"”
looking at them.

“ They are good enough to get shot in,”
sergaant, *‘ On with them quickly. You ave
deck at once,

Thero was nothing to be gained by protesting, and they
both donned the slop elothes. Bare-headed and bare-footed,
they walked out into the ecorridor, where a guard of Marines
(iln,a'r-d vound them and they were marched off to the after-
UeeK,

The Kronprinz Karl showed plainly enongh the marks of
her recent fight. She was scarred and stained all over, an
outside the armoured citadel much minor damage wae done,
Her smokestacks were riddled with shot-hioles, and  ler
fighting-tops dented and chipped.

There was little leisure to notice these thinge, howevar,
for the captives found themselves hrought before the captain
and first licutenant, standing apart from the other group of
officers, while all around the decks the sailors and Marines
wers drawn up in owderly linos, facing the centre  'The
siern alone waa left unmanned. L

The guard of Marines placed Sam and Cavendish before
the captain, saluted, and drew back. Tho Kronprinzs coim-
mander looked the prisoners over grimly, and silence fell
on all, while the ship forged steadily ahead. Ie spoke with
a clear, harsh voice, in good English.

*"1t is reported to me that you were the cange of the sever-
ing of this ship'a cables last night, and of her subsequent
grounding,” he said sternly. “I ask you formally if this
s frue?”

* Quite correct,” said Cavendish coolly,

“1t’s true,” answered Ram steadily,

“Have you anything to say before sentence of death is
pronounced on you and carried out?”’ said the capiain
grimly.

“If you've made up your mind to take your ravenge ly

aaid Cavendish,

growled the
wanted on

shooting us, I euppose you'll do it,”' roturned Cavendish,
* Both of us are in the service of our country, all the same, .

We are not civilians,” .
* Neither of us,” said Sam

of it|"

A flush came to the captain’s face and his lips tightened
wrathfully. e

“You have earned the penalty!” he said grimly, and
turncd to the officer of Marines. -

“ Pluce tho prisoners aft and sclect your
onee "

Three crisp orders wére given. Cavendish and Sam wors
placed side by eide. some little distance aft, with a clear
field behind them away over the stern, Six Marines with
loaded rifles were drawn up in line opposite to them.

* * Bhall I bind the prisoners’ ayes, siv?” said the captain

firing-party at

“of Marines,

** Do nothing that you are not told to do, Herr Captain,”
snid the battleship’s commander grimly. * Bid your men
present, and I will give the final word.  Silence on the
quarter-deck !"’

Sam and Cavendish, erect as on parade, faced the six rifle-
men fearlessly and without a tremor,

* Good-bye, old chap!"™ said Cavendish quietly, “1If sho
reaches the Klbo she'll be lucky. A decent time we've had
together—eh?"

* Ready! Preeent!” cried the officer of Marines.

The six men raised their rifles sharply, and the six bleck
muzzles pointed level at the prisoners’ hieasts,

Four hundred eyes were fixed on the captive Britons, buf
neither Sam nor (),rfuvr:ntlish in that moment of cruel strain
moved a muscle, The fatal, word was awaited in dead silenes,
It was broken by a sharp shout from the fighting-top—a
shout that rang over the alllip. jarred on every ear,

* Destroyers in sight, sirt  Britich destroyers east and
west, approaching at full speed!”

Like an electric shock the news roached the erew. and af
that same instant through the murky haze two swift black
forms came leaping down upon the battleship, not four
hundred yards distant, and two more on the other side, And
each one bore, fluttering amid the blaok smoke-that. strenmedl
aft along her decks as she hurled hevself onwards, the white
ensign of the British Navy.

The captain seemed to stiffen with o jerk as he heard the

A School Tale of the Boys of
St. Jim's, by Mapsin Clifford.

rimly; ““but if you've bent
on butchery, go ahead and don’t make a sham court-martial
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cry from the fighting-top. One swift glance to either side he
gave, and the onders flow like hail a8 he sprang to the
turret ladder.

“Quarters! Tet go with the quick-firers!
on thoso destroyers ! Clear the decks !"

The firing party was nowhere in the swift rush to quarters
r that follu“‘w} the order. In that moment of deadly poril

All batlories

for the German ironclad, there was not a thought given to
the prisoners, The muster for execution was a thing of the
past in less than three seconds—it was a question of saving
the ehip or losing her.

“Here, quick " said Cavendish at Bam’s ear.
after me |

Heo slipped actively across the deck before the rush to
quarters was over, and in another moment the pair of them
were hidden from view by the cnsemate of the great stern
guns, where they were least likely to be noticed, though
there wos little chance of any attention being paid to them
just then, g :
X The Britigh destroyers were now in full view, and, despite
I the danger, Bam gave a sharp cheer as he saw the stripped
hulls leaping down upon their prey. With a rattling erash
the quick-firers of the Kronprinz opened fire, below and

nloft,

r “Will they get her?” oried Sam.
“They’re goin' to buy her!” said  Cavendish
"Glory! What a chance for the fellows on 'em [’

“Buy her? What d'you meant”
“ Four destroyers rushin’ all at once at a range like this,
have a good chance of gottin' & battleship before they’ro
all wiped out. 8he'll sink three, but the fourth may get

“Dodge

grimly.

her. They'll sell themselves for the chance of sinkin® hor.
1 wonder by whose orders ' :
It was all done in less time than it takes to tell it. The

prisoners’ hearts beat fast as they saw the destroyers makoe

&
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thair long, lunging rush through the seas, straight for the
battleship’s steel sides. They had seen her huge bulk
through the fog before she had seen them, and the Kron-
prinz, like some huge whale attacked by swordfish, rushed
aboad as fast as her engines would take her, firing as she
went. In but a few seconds the range would allow of the
rpodocm being fired.

““1f they get her fairly, she'll go down, an’ take us with
or,” said Cavendish, watching fEe attack with professional
terest, *'it's a better death than by a Marine's bullet.
, there goes one !’

ach of the attackers was rushing ahead through a halo
i shell-torn water. The foremost destroyer away to star-
ard was seon to stagger, reel, and go down. Amid the
eafening crash of the guns the others held on, and a second
estroyer alid to a standstill, and began to sink, turning
elowly round in circles like a wild-duck ghot through the

=5

lopes. - T
4 o third, hard-hit, did not stop, and the fourth came on
almost untouched. Something seemed to leap out ahead of

b her, and again as she swerved swiftly and dashed astern.
n b Tha other did the same, o
n s The;{’vo let go 1" said Cavendish. ““§it tight! Now for
n o devil an’ the deep soa—they’ll never have missed !
~ The words werc hardly ouf of his mouth when a ire-
o ‘mendous shock was felt. Tt was as if some giant hand had
rigen from the ocenn-bed, and smitten right into the Kron-
3 prinz vitals.  She heaved her sido up violently, a huge
tk #pout of water shot up alongside, drenching the boys, wﬁo
i -ware shaken off their feet nng flung down by the shock.
ul An inetant later, a second torpedo struck the ship on the
l same eide, and Sam and Cavendish, every nerve in their
te ‘bodies shaken, were sent rolling across the iron deck as tho

low came home, and the grent ghip lurched, A third hit
her under the stern, and carried away her sloering-gear.
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8tricken and rent asunder, the Kronprinz Karl swerved
round, and-began to settle with amazing suddenness, her
decks all on the slant, and her guns still going wildly, whilo
the destroyers turned and raced away like black greyhounds,
All was confusion, and half the crew were smitten with
panic as the broken ship heeled as though she would turn
turtle altogether., Cavendish, trained in matters of the sea,
knew what had happened.

“ By gum, they've rent the very soul out of her!” he
exclaimed, elinging to a casemate-rail, for the breath had
been knocked ouf of him when he was flung against it,
i‘ }\Itl)”\\'uturl‘igllt doors'll help her now—she's got no bottom
eft !

It was true enough. The strakes and girders that had
been sprung by strain when she grounded had been blown
clean in, and ripped away by the torpedoes, In the usual
course of things it ought to have been nearly an hour
beforo she sank, but now her under-parts were open to the
sea. Sho wag like a floating biscuit-tin with the bottom sud-
denly knocked out, her crew panicstricken and helpless, for
no power coulkd save her, and as the water swiftly reached
her port engines the boilers on the lower side blew up with w
orash that lifted the iron decks.

“ Bhe's on the way down!” eried Cavendish in Sam's enr,
shouting to malko himself heard above the roar of the steam,
“Jump for your life!”

Both of them sprang overbinwd at the same moment, aned
plunged into the sen thirty feet bolow. Nobody dreamed of
stopping them-<in that deadly five minutes. since the first
alarm, not a soul had paid any attention to the prisoners,
Indeed, gome of the crew, struck with the panic that will
attack even the best men at such times, were leaping over-
board, too, in defiance of all orders. To stay on the ship
was certain doath. i

“Bwim like blazes " said Cavendish, striking out power-
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ful]y the moment they both rose to the surface. ST wa
don’t get clear she'll pull us down with her, or cut us up
with her screw !” A :

Sam put all his strength into his strokes, for he knew ihe
danger.as well as Cavendish, In his heart he could not gea
that it mattered much. If thoy escaped the sinking battle-
ship there was nothing likely to bo ]u}t that would float. In
the old days when wooden ships went down, spars and
debris sometimes saved many of their crews, but a modern
ironclad is stripped of all wood, fittings, and boats beforo
she goes into action, The Kronprinz Karl held out no hope
to her men, The exploding boilers nlone had killed over a
hundred. v

When each wave raised him on its crest, S8am caught a
glimpse of «ne of the destroyers, scudding far
away over the sea, She had dealt the mortal wound,
and sped away from the revenge of the guns, that
were now helpless to do further harm. The two swimmers
knew they were far from any land, and there seemed littlo
to hope for. Yet while a man has breath he will swim.

They had covered nearly a hundred yards from the Kron-
prinz_ Karl when Cavendish, glancing back, saw she was
m her death-throes, Iler bows were diving till the water
came up to the citadel, her storn reared itself in the aie.
Ono of the engines was still going, and tho starboard pro-
peller was spinning in the air bltiim a fly-wheel, The erew, on
all sides, were jumping overboard in scores.

“Htick it on,” panted Cavendish; “ we'rd barely out of
the pull of her yet 1"

Sam_ glanced back as he quickened his stroke, and if
gseemed to him that he made (l‘iu.!o headway. The sight ho
saw was one that haunted his brain for ever after, lft was
enough to shake the coolest nerve and the calmoest heaxl,

As tho Kronprinz sank, her upended stern going lower and
lower, the black masses of men were drawn helplessly into
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tho whirlpool that she made, and the huge,

spinning pro-
seller cut them to

vieces as it thrashed the water into a

ather of crimson fonm.  Bam turned away his head,
sickened, to shut out the sight, and hardly h:-arff Cavendish's
warning cry.

“ Harder, man!  Swim for all you'ro worth! We'rs

drawin’ back into it fast '

One furious spurt Sam made as the deadly peril vecame
plain to him. {t was true enough. Thoey were being drawn
rapidly buckwards into the vortex made by the huge shi,:
uy she foundered, and no human power could make head-
way against the drag of the whirlpool, Strong ss he was,
Sam felt his wind and strength’ failing him under the struin

“I'm done !” he gasped.

Back to the Colours.

What hn])ponml next Bam hardly knew. He was cons
seions of Cavendish’s voice urging him to make a final
offort; but Cavendish was doing no better than himself.
They were both drawing slowly back in a circle towards that
horrible spider’a-web wﬁwru tho whirling sorew was chopping
up the drowning men in heaps.
It was not in Sam’s nature to give up the struggle for
lifs us long as ho could lift a finger, but he was past caring
very much what happened to him then. The sea and the
whirlpool had him in its grip, and though he struck out
mechanically it made no difference,

A heavy, muffled explosion seemed to run through all his
muscles as the water leaped up in a groat fountain near the
vortex, The two remaining boilers, now deep under the
aurface, had blown up. They had held out a long time, and
the water in the sunken ship reached them last, but they
followed the fate of the others now, and the very sea seemod
to shake for a moment.

Boin scarcely noticed the explosion, his brain and senses
were faab becoming dulled, The Kronprinz Karl, with one
last wallow, had gone to the botton, propeller and all.

Like two vorks in a pond, the comrades somohow kept
together—by no effort of their own. They were kicked
phout in a lather of broken, leaping water, swirling to and
fro helplessly, not knowing whether they sank or swam. It
seemed to lagt for ever, and when finally the jabble of sea
oulmed down and Sam heard the sub-lieutenant’s tone calling
huskily somewhere near by, he wondered hazily if he were
dead and listening to some spirit-voice of the under toas,

*Only just missed it I spluttered Cavendish. T thought
we were done [

Sam wrung the water out of his cyes, and looked round.
There was nothing to see, except the oily awells, streaked
with floating ash, and some unpleasant-looking objects rising
and falling ovor the waves some distance away.

“How was it we werent sucked down ! he said huskily.

“ We were just far enough away, by good luck, We ot
wulled in some distance, but she went down quick, an’ the
Lunkwnsh swept us ‘out again when the whirlpool stopped,”
He broke into a fit of
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each was wondering dully when he would sink. Thero is no
saying how long they vemained in that condition, mechanic-
ally keeping themselves up with feebler and feobler strokes,
when Sam heard a mysterious voice, apparently somewhero
up in the sky:

“There’s life in 'em yet! 8tick the boathook into hia
pants, Jackson !

Sam felt himsell being haulod up along goma iron platos
that bruisod and bum mﬁ him, He protested and struggled
feebly, having some iden in his bewildered brain that he was

out for a swim, and an officiouk peraon with a pole was in- £

terforing with him, Cavendish was hauled up, too. The
sergo cloth of his breeches, though thin, was tough, and it
held ‘his weight wonderfully at the end of a boathook. Both
of them lay for some timé upon cold jron deck-plates in a
stato of collnpse, the water streaming from them, Neither
had seen the approach and slowing-down of the destroyer
that had rescued them in their last oxtremity ; but Cavendish
was the first to sit up.

“ Hallp, Freddy " he remarked.

A spruce-looking young lieutenant—despite the smuts and
grime from the flying smoke—gave a jump, and stared ab

the dripping figure his torpedo-coxswain had resousd, 1

NOW YOU'VE FINISHED
Introduce Me to Your Mother.

“Holy smoke !’ he said.
Bob Cavendish—or his ghost!”

“I'm not quite sure which myseif,’’ said Cavendizh. * It's
a pleasure to seo you on a whole deo-stroyer of your own,
Freddy ! I'vea deuce of a vacuum in my inside, lot me tell
you. Got any grub?’-

Sam raised himsell on one elbow, and stared round, gradu- ©
ally realising that he was no longer in the tossing soa, but £
on a British ship, if the smoke-stained white ensign atb the
gtern was anything to go by.

“ Where on earth did you spripg from?” exclaimed the

————

L e

“Aro you English? Why, it’s L

lieutenant, helping Cavendish to his feet and pulling out & &
silver flask. “Take a pull at that—you Jooll{ halt dead |
Were you on the Kronprinz Karl?”

" Thereabouts. Prizoners of war, as you might
replied Cavendish, with renewed cheerfulness,
our own idiocy, Let me introduce my fellow-maniac,
tenant .~ Villiers of the Greyfriars Cadets—Lioutonant
Frederick Forbes, commandin’ the destroyer Puff-Adder, &
Villiers, my dear Freddy, is a trump from Trumpyille,”

“ Pleasad fo meet you,” gasped Sam, thinking that nobody
on earth but Cavendish would start formally introducing
people at such a time. * We were protty near going out
when . you picked us up.

suy,”

Lieu.

coughing, Y Can talk
about it now,” ho added
faintly.

RANKS.”
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‘“Whal's'  the good?
We're done for, anyway.
I can't keep up another
five minutes,” mutterad

Liel lel Tl Tol ) o-o-o-o.ouooooooooo-ooooooo"

Rattler attended to the
other half,” said the lieu-
tonant, pointing to a
second destroyer with two

» . = -

Sam, paddling wearily to o of her smoke-stacks shot
keop himsell afloat, The Om o Ou ? away  approaching  the
jumper and trousers wero @y 0 . scono ot ]'ul] spead. ‘(o
11;;!1' and thin, but the L there, Mr. Hawley, and
weight. - of = thom  was L * see if you oan pick any of
Il\ll.(l‘lllﬂh Lo } @mmpu]:r [[tm«]{] ; the poor beggars up,
‘1,;[:I1|.‘;'t'(,::l 18 exhauste WHOM TO WRITE T0: The Editor, though it “isn't likely. I
iy 1 “GEM " Library, 23.8, Douverie say, come below and goy

Not good for much 8\ Street, Fleet Street, London; who will into dry clothes, you two 1"
moroe myself, ‘s‘uul (;a\'vu- o] ¥ : be pleased to hear from you. A . short  spell below
digh flL]n”}'. Don't see L= e — —e during which the t.\w_!

unylhinpg to lay hold of—
do you "

Sane made mno  reply,
Thero was nothing. ~ Even
if there. had been, he
would  not have had
strength to reach it, The
stress and excitement of
the sinking ship had kept
them going, and enabled
them to do their utmost
for a time. Now she was
gone, a sort of lethargy
orept  over them. « They
were oo far gone to see
or hear distinetly, .and
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“TOM MERRY, |
SCOUT-MASTER.”

By a clever little ruse, Tom Merry elects
imself to the position of Scout-master, and
t. Jim's go forth to wage war on the
rammar School boys. -
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companions stripped ang

rough tape-cloths, followed
by o hasty meal of cornad
beef and biscuit, hade new
men of them; and having
ench  borrowed o heavy
suit of ““lammies’ made
of service blanket, they
felt fit to go on deck.
They. found their com-
mander — circling  round
aver the scene of the
sunken Kronprinz.
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AN ENGLISH OFFICER who has been present at all the German Army manmuvrees for several years past, and
has made a most careful study of German military plans of attack and defence, I8 contributing a series of very
remarkable articles to the ‘‘Panny Pictorial,” telling how the Germans rsheirse an invaslon, how they attack, how

they bivouac, ete., ete., ete. Get this week’s *“ Penny Pictorial” now.
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