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A éplendid Long Complete Tale of Tom Merry & Co. and their Australian Chum.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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CHHAPTER 1,
Many Guests,

AR 00-Ey I”
@ ¥ Coo-oy I'" :
It was a curious sound to be ringing along the

passages in tho School House at 8t. Jim's. Tt smacked of
the Australian bush, and seemed oddly out of place in those
ancient walls,

Mr, Railton, the House-master, started as he heard it,
and looked round him in astonishment, and then he smiled,
Ho romeombered that an Australinn junior had latoly entered
the School House—a Colonial youth of a very decided
charaoter, who had brought many of his native manners
and customs along with him to Bt. Jim's. The “eoo.cy”
was ovidently o signal from Harry Noble to somo of his
comrades in the Shell Form, and the House-master amiled
indulgently, and went on his way, ;

An:i as he did so three juniors camo bolting along the
passage, and stopped just in time to save themselves from
crashing into the Houge-master.

“Oh!" gasped Tom Merry. * Sorry, sir!"’

“Wao didn’t see you, sir,” said Monty Lowther,
| “ Rather in a hurry, sir," stammered Manners,

ANOTHER DOUBLE-LENGTH

No. T0 (New Series).

TALE
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Coo-oy " came again from the end of the 8hell passage.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Railton, *““the passsges are not
places to hold foot-races in, Merry. Really WY

1t isn't a foot-ruce, sir,"” said Tom Merry. “
—I moan Harry Noble—has ‘jlml‘ signalled, and '

“Woll, well, you may gol”

“Thank you, sir!"”

And the chums of the Shell hurried on,

* Nico pair of asses you are!” said Tom Merry sevorely.
“If I hadn’t atopped you, you'd have cannoned Railton, and
thero would have been a fall in House-mastors,”

“Why, it was you who started running!”
Manners indignantly.

*“Oh, don’t arguo !

@ “Ul)-l\_\' "

“There he goes again! It ineans that it's all ready, If
we atay here whilo Manners argues—"'

‘T wasn't arguing |”’

*“Then don't. Buck up!"”

Manners stifled his wrath, and they bucked up!
wasn't a foot-race, it looked very much like it, na the Toer-
rible Three went along the Shofl passage, Gore came oul
of his study as they passed his door, and they ran right over
him, and left him gasping on the linoleum. Slimpolo

OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.

"nngnron

exclaimed

Come on!"

If it

“SENT TO COVENTRY!”
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turned a corner, and met the threo in full career, and was
loft in a sitting posture, blinking helplessly rvound him
through his big spoctacles, Then the three arrivod, breath-
lokn at the door of the end study, whero an athletic youth,
with handsome featurcs and very keen, alort eyes, “was
atanding.

It was Harry Noblo, the new junior from Australin
bottor known in the Shell as “ Kangarco,” or Wnlluby,"
or by sevaral other names which the unfettered fancy of the
Juniorg had applied to him.

. “Yau're tho firet ! he said, with a cheerful nod.

in and look at the study. What do you think of it 7"
th"]'.‘he Tervible Three entered the room and looked round
om, ’

“Ripping 1" said Tom Merry admiringly.

It was a largo reom for a (jlunior study ; and, ns a matter
of fact, it had not been a study until to-day. But the influx
of new hoys during the term hid made it necossary for more
room to be found. As Jack Blake, of the Fourth, said, with
injured emphosis, you couldn’t go on eramming new fellows
for ever into the old atudies. fn the long run the county
?z.'l.meil- would have been down on them, so Blake averred,
or

“ Come

avercrowding.
‘Hurry Noble had been in Bloke's stady for the last few
days.  Now, that study—No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage

—waa alrendy occupied by Blake; Ierries, Dighy, and
D’Arcy, and the Australinn junior—though admittedly a
vory fine chap—was not desirable as an addition to an
alroady crowded room. The chums of the Fourth, however,
had treated him well, waiting patiently till new accommo-
dation ghould be found. !

The odd room at the end of the Shell passage had now
baen turned into n study.

he' Bhell passage was of resenl construction, but this
room was o remnant of tho ancient building, and one of
the walls was of old oaken panels. The other walls had been
papered with a paper that harmonised with the oak, and
the effect was very good. There was a cheery linoleum on
the floor, this baing put in at Noble's expense, who proforred
it to carpot, as heuithicr. The furniture of the study was
plain, but quite good, and there was enough of it.

The cupboard door was open, and it showed an array of
new crockery that excited the wonder and envy of the fellows
in the S}m]{ Crockery was always at a premium in the
junior studies. The juniors provided it themselves, and the
amount of broakages was nmazing and distressing, Noblo
had started with a good supply; but how long it would last
was another question, L
4 Ripping !"" reponted Tom Merry. ““This room's quite as
gz}:amlil ag ours, which was always considered the best in the
Shall,”

;Spilﬁnp; 1" said Lowther, his glance turnod towards the
tuhble,

It was a good-sized table, and there was a good.sized
sprend on it.  Neble was giving a  house-warming, to
colebrate his entrance into his new study, and, to Judge, by
appearances, he certainly intended to do the thing in style.

The kettle was singing away on the brightly-polished
grate, and four or five dishes and plates were ranged round
the fire to keep warm, boaring appetising burdens of
poached eggs, fried snusages, cakes, and {:ma.

Thore was o spotless cloth on the table, and cups and
, too-~black, with o
rilt ornament all the way round it. "The chums of the Shell
Youltml at it very admiringly, Knives and forks were laid
for all the expected guests—and none of your makeshifts,
cither—knives without handles, and pocket-knives, and so
on, na wad but too common in a study feed. These were all
now, spick-and-span cutlery, in the best condition—so bright
and eclean as to be almost oppressive.

“My word," said Manners, ** you're going it !"”

Noble beamed upon hia guests with cheery hospitality.
I{c was ovidently rather pleased with the way he had got it
all up.

L .liu.ll(). hera are the Fourth Form kids " exclaimed Tom
Merry. s

More guesta were arriving,

The * coo-ey "—the signal that the foast was ready—had
been heard in Study No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage, and
the dwellers in that famous apartment were prepared for
the oceagion.

In honour of the study-warming, Blake, ITerries, and
Dighy had put on clean collars,  But the fourth of the
party—Arthur Augustus ’Arcy-—had not been content with
that. *

D'Arcy perhaps considered that he had his reputation to
leep up an the best-dressed fellow at 8t. Jim's, or perhaps
he simply desired to do Noble honour, as a representative of
a groat %ritish Colony. \

_Or perhaps—which may be noarer the truth—he was glad
of n.clfmn'ce of sporhngmevoning aftire, e

Y

¢

At all evonts, there he was, in evening clothes, which fitted
him like a glove, with a dinmond gleaming in his expangive
shirtfront, and a natty white tie, and a collar that looked as
if it meant to cut his ears off

'Arey’s eyeglass glimmered into the study followed by
D’Arcy. .

“ Welcome !"’ said Harry Noble.

“Bai Jove, deah boy, we'ro awfully pleased to come, you
lknow I”” said Arthur Augustus, turning his eyoglass upon his
hogt. ‘‘It's simply wippin' of you to stand a—aw-function
like this, you know )"

“Don’t mind Gussy,” said Jack Blake. ‘‘He ingisted on
coming like this, It was no good my warning him that you
didn’t keep a zoo here.”

Y Weally, Blake—-"

“ But_ho’s quite harmless,”” gaid Digby., “Tame as a
rabbit, in fact, He will feed out of your hand.”

“ Weally, Dig—"

“Bit down, old chap,” said
ID'Arey into a chair, taking a
50, *““Don't stand on ceremony.

“Oh ! w i

“ What's the matter 7"

My collah, you nss! You've wumpled my_ collah !"”

“8o I have,” suid Lowther. *“8orry! Never mind |

“But I do mind!” said Arthur Augusius, rising from the
chair like a jack-in-the-box as soon as Lowther released
him.  “1 mind vewy mueh, and I am perfectly aware that
it was no accident, but that you were playin’ a wolten
twick. Gentlemen, I am extwemely sowway. to cause a wow
in anothah fellow’s quartah’s, but, undah the circs. it will
be necessawy for me to give Lowthah a feahful thwashin',”"

* Order, ordar " . i

“I wefuse to ordah—I mean, T must insist upon givin’
Lowthah a feahiful thwashin’. T twust you will excuse me,
Kangawoo, while [ thwash Lowthah.”

“Certainly 1’ grinned the Australian. *Don't mind me.
Take him out into the passage, though, or you may smash
the crockery.” . p

* Yaas, wathah! Come out into the passage, Lowthah, so
that T can thwash you without wisk to Noble's ewockewy.”

“My dear ass—""

“1 wefuse to be called an dss. Pway come on!”  Aund
Arthur Augustus seized Monty Lowther by the shoulders, to
swing him into the passage.

“Hold on, you nas!”

*“T wefuse to hold on !
I shall thwash you !"

Lowther was laughing too much fo take proper care of
himsclf, The effort of the Fourth Iorm swell sent him
staggering to the door. Three juniors were just coming in,
late arrivals to the feast—Figzins, Kerr, umi Wynn, of the
New House.  Right into them wont Lowther, dragging
D'Arcy with him, and with startled yells Figging & Co. foll
over t{mm. Five sprawling forms were mixed up on the
linoleum, and which was which it was imposgible for the
moment to distinguish.

Monty Lowther, pushing
grip of his high collar to do

Unless you immediately apologise,

CHAPTER 2.
The Study-Warming.

e A, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
H 1l the juniors, with the exception of those on
the floor, joined in the shout of luughter. Arthur
Augustus, squirming out of the heap and etaggering to hia
foot, prosented a strange sight.

Alas for the nobby evening elothes! The handsome shirt-
front was rumpled and grimed, the natty dinner-jacket aplit
up the back, and the high oollar lookoed a limp and dirty
rag. Y

‘Bai Jove I”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 wegard this wibald laughtah as bein' in wotten bad
form !" gasped D'Arcy. * Undah the circe, Noble, T beg
you to excuse me for half an hour while I wun and change
my clothes.”

*‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don’t wait for me, deah boys.”

“ What-ho, we won’t!” grinned Blake.

“I'll wun like anythin’. I sha'n't be long.”

And Arthur Augustus D’Arey disappeared
passage.

Figginag & Co, and Monty Lowther glared at one anothor.
They were all looking dusty and rumpled, but they did not
think of going to change their clothes. A jerk here, a
pull there, and a little dfml_.ing. set them to rights,

“1 suppose this is a jape?” grunted Figgins wrathfully.

“It was that ass Gussy——""

‘“ Whare is he? I want to sguash him."’

“ Gone,” grinned Noble, “8it down.” p

Fatty Wynn wiped the dust out of his eyes, and looked

'.;'\'_ e !

down the
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at the sproad—and all the illhumour vanished from his
face. A smile of beatific contentment overspread his
plump featuras,

“1 gay, Kangaroo, this is ripping !"" he said.

“Then lot it rip "’ amiled the Australian,

‘“ Any more guests coming "'
c'l“Y:\‘n: three more of the Shell—8kimpole, Dane, and

alyn,

“Good-sized party!” grinned Tom Merry,
g big room. Well, there’s room so far.”

There was room, but not without squeezing. Blake,
Ilerries, ond Digby crowded at one side of the table, Tom
Merry, Lowther, and Manners facing them.  Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn took the foot. Tt ‘was a cldse fit,
Kangaroo was at the head of the table, and there was a
chair on cithor side of him for two more guests. Then
there would still be two more, The Australian had pulled
down the window to its fullest oxtent, and the fire was
burning low; but the study was warm,

Littlo eared the juniors for thpt. They had healthy,
boyish appetites, renderod keener by plenty of open-air
exercise, and they had purposely missed their tea so as to
do full justice to the Cornstalk’s spread. Thoe food was
just beginning when a dark-complexioned junior with keon,
magnetio eyes entered the study. It was Clifton Dane, the
Canadian

“ Lucky it's

I e i

Hall an hour passed, and although the door was unlocked D'Ar
ond murmured vows of vengernce on Juck ¥

stlll lumqliucd himself a prisoner, Ie sniffed
lake.

“Horry late,” he said cheerfully, * Linton insi
r:(‘.l‘illl,;.f somao lines, You know what these Iform-mastera
are.

“Ha, ha! Yes; a regular bore!"”

“Glyn’s just coming. He called out to me that ha was
finishing an oxperiment—something in the electrical line,”
snid Dano, na he sat down in one of the chairs next to

Noble. ““It’s all right; I've got room."”
“Closo fit for the others when they come,” chuckled
Noble. * Now then, have I filléd all the cups?”

“Yes, rather; and most of the saucers.”

“Ia, ha, ha! 'That's want of space.
got any over your bags!"” anid Nnh]]o.

“Pads the ponchod eggs, please,” said Fatty Wynn,
“They're on your way, Morry, You might pass the ham,
Figging. Sausages this way, Blake."

“Hungry?'" asked Blake sympathetically.

“Yes, rather! PFiggins made meo miss my tea; though I
told him it was a risky thing to do. ¥You nover know what
effoct a thing like that may have on your constitution, It
might mean some permanent injury. And I always get
go jolly hungry in June, too. It's something in the weather,
I think."”

“ Hallo, here's Gilyn !

Bernard Glyn cayme in,  There woas a smudge of somo
chiomical across the nose and cheek of the Liverpool lad,

Tur Ges Lingary.-—70.
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but ha did not seem to bo aware of it. ITe grinned affably
at the assemblod company.

Y Quite w pleasure to mect all you chaps!” he said.
“Horry I'm late, too. I heard the ‘coo-ey !” but the experi-
ment would have gone bust if I had left it then, ['m
rigging up a new invention—and I think it will be a success
==and then somebody will see some fun. Hallo, isn't Gussy
coming 1"

** ¥Yuos, wathah " said n voice ot tho door.

Glyn had sat down in the lasb available space, and Arthur
Augugtus looked round the study for a seat. There was o
soat, but nowhere near the table to put it. Noble rose fo

A Ieol,

“It'% all wight ! said Arthur Augustus cheerfully. “I
will take my ten on the donl-locker, deah boy.”

“Bure you'll be all vight "
gy num, wathah [ :
“ Horo's your tencu{;.“
“Thanl you, denh boy. Pass me the sausages, Lowthah.”
M Qertainly 17
Arthur Augustus had changed his clothes. Ilis wardrobe
dross-clothes  appeared to be
unlimitéd. At all events, he was in evening attire again,
and looked as nobby as ever.

Lowther passed the sausages, holding the dish towards

the swell of 8t. Jim’s for the latter to help himself.

D'Arey gove a sadden exclamation, and jumped up,
knocking the dish backwards over Lowther's kneoes.

Lowther yelled. A dozen or more greasy sausages and
o flood of hot gravy soused over his trousers, and the fluid
soaked through in a moment. The dish went to® the floor
with a erash, und smashed into twenty piecces.

“Ow 1" roared Lowther. “Oh! Qoooch |

““You uttah asa!’?

“What did you do that for, Gussy "’ gasped Tom Merry.

““The uttah duffah was just goin’ to spill the gwavy on
my twucks,” said the sweI]l of 8t. Jim’s. *I jumped up
just in time fo stop him.- Of course, [ nevah expected him
ta play the giddy ox like this,”

1 wasn’t|” roared Lowther.
the sosses, you dummy "’

“T wefuse to be called a dummy.”

SCH b, ha 12

“1 was handing the silly nss tho—"

“1f you deelare that you had no intention of spillin’ the
gwavy on my twousahs, Lowthah, T am bound to beliave
you, a8 one gentleman to anothah,” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. ‘ But you are such a wottah that T natuwally

“T was only handing vou

; 's'hs"]:m:tud you of wottin' when I saw the dish tiltin’ towards

nao,
“Ow, oh! T'm burnf! You utter idiot "

“Undah the ecirea I will ovablook these extwemely
offengive epithots—-"?

“0Oh, oh, oh!"”

| “Nevar mind, Monty,” said Tom Merry consoliagly.
“Tt's the price you pay for being such a giddy joker, you
know. Gussy wouldn’t have suspected uny])od‘y elsa of
insending to spill gravy over his trucks.”
. “Yaas, wathah! Tom Mewwy has stated the case vewy
pwecigely., I think an apology is due fwom Lowthah to our
esteemed fwiend and entahtainah, Noble, for bweakin’ his
dish and wastin® his gwavy,”

“Oh, you frabjous ass!” gasped Lowthor,

“1 decline to be addwesaod as a fwabjous ass—"?

“ Never mind, Monty; trousers are cheap,”
Munners. ‘' Bit down and finish your tea.”

“Groo! T'm all groase!”

“1 should wecommaond Lowthah to go and change his
twousahg—"’

“T'1l changa your foatures for you one of these times!”
runted Lowther, as he sat down, ‘‘I'll chango after tea.
'ill my eup agoein, please.’”

“Pway pass mo the eggs, deash boys.* : ]

The eggs were passed to Arvthur Augustus withoubt mis-
hap, and the feast proceeded merrily. ft was an enjoyable
onp, and everybody was in good spirits, and the smiles
returned even to Monty Lowther’s face.

“Hallo, you're late!"” said Noble cheerily, as a pair of
big spoctacles glimmered at the open door. *“Come in,
Blimmy 1"

Skimpole, of the Shell, the amateur Socialist and genius
gonsml‘ly, wama in, blinking about him like an owl in
unacoustomed daylight,

“Yea, T fear 1 am somewhat late,” he remarked. “ It ia
owing to my having spent some time studying the latest
theories of Determinism as oxpounded by Professor Piflar.
I waa just coming out of my study to come here, when some-
ono ran into me i

The Terrible Threa chuckled, X

Y1 sat down to recover myself from the shock, and began
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said

to road the wonderful book just published by Professor
Piflar on that important subject. I thought I would make
a fow notes to read over to you al tea.”

A general glare was bestowed upon Skimpole, but he was
too shortsighted to see it. Ila sorted some notes oul of his
pocket, and absentmindedly sat on the corner of [he table,
and spread the tail of his jacket in the jam,

“NYou uss! Get off —"

“Professor Piflar points out that it being undeninblo
that things are as they are, they are evidently caused by
:‘;lo!r.!‘mlnu which produced them in their present state—=—-
Dw I’

Skimpole slid off the table as Tom Merry gave him a
push, and he sat down on the floor, and hia notes woro
rr.'iut};lered far and wide. He blinked up at the hero of the
Shell,

“Really, Tom Merry——"" 5

“This is a feed, not a crank lecture,” explained Tom
Merry. “We can stand Socialism in small doses, but wo
bar Determinism, Chuck it—""

“But it is most important——""

“Bosscs or poached eggs "’
h'"l‘hg. whole future of the human race may hang upon
the— e

“ Poanched eggs !’

&t E‘.. .f”

“ Will you have sausages or poached eggs?'"” bawled Tom
Merry.

“Oh! Poached eggs, plehse.” A

And Skimpole found a seat on the edges of two adjacent
chairs, and began to eat; and he showed, too, that his
oxcursions into the mysterious regions of *‘isms” and
“ologies had not impaired his appetites

CHAPTER 3,
A Little Sing-Song.
g OLLY good quarters!” said Clifton Dane, as he rose
from the table.

The festive board was showing a bareness now,
natural after the great onslaughts made upon it by a crowd
of hungry juniors, but there was still gomething left—and
Fatty Wynn was still at work upon it. §

“Yes, not so bad—eh i’ Harry Noble remarked;looking
rourid the study, “The best of it is, that I shall be the
only fellow in the Shell to have a study to myself.”

Clifton Dane looked at Bernard Glyn, and both of them
grinned,

" The Australian looked puzzled.

“Blessed if I see the joke!” he remarked.
it come int" ' : ‘

“Ho you're going to have this study to yourself—oh 7"’

“Yos, rather—unless any new fellows come in the Form.
1 suppose new fellows would be shoved in here with me?"

“My dear chap, you're count‘mf our uhickgns too
early.” You won't be left with a jol ig study like this
to yourself,” grinned Glyn. *“Why, there are three fellows
beside myself in mine, and T have no room for my fixings,
1've been promised more room.'

“ And there isn't really room for me in CGore's study,”
aaid Clifton Dane. “They had to put Mellish in there,
too. 1 rather think this study is meant for me.”

Noble looked rather grim.

“It's my study,’”” be said firmly., ‘ Always glad to see
any of you chups as guests; but any chap coming to dig
hera will get treated as I was treated in Tom Merry's
study, when Mr. Railton shoved me in there.”

“{1a, ha, ha! We chucked you out, didn’t we?" grinned
Tom Merry. 3

“Well, you tried to,” said Noble, ]n.u;\;hmﬁ.3 ‘It wasn't
much of a success, so far as I remember. laka was in-
elined to cut up rough, too, when I was put into No, 6;
but Gussy stood up for me like a little man,'

““Yaas, wathah ! T

“I'm keeping thia study to myself. I want it. T've got
all sorts of things to stow away, and I'm going to keep
pets. That chap Dane keeps snakes, and they'd eat aip
my pets, very Tiltely. Then Glyn's clectrical apparatus
would be in the way. I expect I should tread on hia
dynamos and sit on his batteries." ) a

“You'd get a jolly big thick ear if you did,” said tho
Livérpool lad warmly.

“There, you sce, war declared already, and you're not
here yet,” grinned Noble. ‘‘ You keep off' the grass, and
wao shall be ripping good friends: Not going 1"

“Yea; 1've got to gek back to my experiment.’

And Glyn nodded and left the study. Skimpole, remem-
bering that he had not finished Professor Pillar’s wonderful
book on Determinism, followed him.  The other juniors
were on their feet, with the exception of Fatty Wynn.

“Buppose we have a sing-song to finish up with§"” sug-

} oo

“ Where doos
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gosted the Cornstalk.
ot,"!

“ Bai Jove, that's a wippin' ideah! I don’t mind givin’
¥ou a tenor solo.'

“Oh " shrieked Lowther.

““Bai Jove, Lowthah, old chap, what's the mattah? Are
you hurt 7"

“ No."

“Wo haven't got to gel to prop.

“Then what were you shwiekin' for?’
T was shriocking in anticipation,”
“You uttah nss—-"

¥Lot's have the tenor solo, and we'll all join in the
chorus,” said Figgins, “If it's too bad, we'll sing the
chorus while Gussy’s singing the verse, and then it will bo
all right.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
el should uttahly wefuse to sing a solo undah those
eires."”

“ Well, it won't be a solo if we all join in,” said Tom
Morry. * Bogin!”

“ Pway wait till T get my note.”

D'Aroy produced a tuning-fork from his pocket, and
Atruck it on the mantelpiece. Then he *““ah-ed” up and
down the sealo till he was satisfied that he had his ‘noto,
and then he started the tonor solo.

It was the hero's song from the first act of “ Lohengrin,”
and ag Fesharp was the highest note, it was not so much
out of D'Arey's range as most of his tenor solos. For
I’ Arcy was persuaded that he nad a top B-flat, and nothing
would eonvinee him to the contrary, not even the unearthly
shriek he gave when ho was trying to produce the top
B-fint.

‘' “ Nun sei bedankt, mein liober Schwan,” "’ began D'Arcy,
#¢ Zieh' durch dio weite Fluth zuruuck—dahin—-""

“1 didn't know he was going to sing in Isperanto,”
grumbled Lowther.

D’Arey left off in the middle of his tenor solo to jam
his eyeglass into his eye, and fix a glance of withering con-
tempt upon Lowther.

"gou uttah ass! I'm not simfin' in Espewanto."”

“ What is it, then—Sanskrit?'

“1t's German, you feahful duffah.”

“Did you make it up yourself "’

“ You—you unspeakable ass! It's a song fwom Wagnah
r—fwom ‘ Lohengwin.'"

1 mean the German; or perhaps you invented the pro-
nunciation,” said Lowther thoughtfully, * Go on, though;
I can stand it.”

Words failed to express D’Arcy’s feclings at that moment,
#0 he did not try to express them, but went on with his
singing.

“1 will begin again, deah boys, “Nun sei bedankt, mein
liebar Schwan—-'"

“ Here, fair play, you know;
several voices.

“1 will begin again—-"

“That you won't!”

“ Play up 1"

“On the bawl !"

S Wats! *Nun sei bedankt, mein licher Schwan—

o straight on,”” said
g ’

’

"
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“Oh, come, enough of the lieber swan,’
“Geob on with the washing.”

“1 wegnrd that wemark as widiculous, Tom Mewwy.”

“D'Aroy having declined to finish his song, I call upon
Iiggina 45

“1 am goin’ on, deah boy."

“Too late! TFiggins will now oblige us with * What's the *
Matter with Guasy I’—1 medan, * What's the Matter with
England 7' M

“ Cortainly 1" said Figging, and ho started: **Thore's
rumour of war in the air, there's talk of a fnmiqn utback ; =
in the midst of alarms there's a call to armag=——"" '

““* Nun sei bedankt, mein licher Schwan ik 1

"ito :l'l};hl. for the Unijon Jack,’"” went on Iiggins
cheerily. *''If they come, thoy'll ind us ready, heart on
fire and gun in hand-~-'"

't Zieh, durch die weite Fluth zurnuck—-" :

““*To meet the foe, with blow for blow, tho Territorials
stand I "’ rang on Figgins. A

“Waally, Figging——"" gaid the tenor, broaking off.

““What's the matter with England 2’ trilled Figging,
““*Who carves for the foreign drum——-"" {

“You uttah nsge—-" !

“f¥rom counter and farm, at the first alarm, the Terris
torials come." "’

“1 wofuse to sing until Figgins shuts up.”

“*There's nothing wrong with the country, wenb on
Figgins, ** Hor sons know how to——" Ow.-wow-wow !

Thera was something wrong with Figgins, 1t was
1D’ Arcy's fist, which smote him on the end of the nose, and
forced him to sit down suddenly on the linoleum, with his
patriotic song unfinishod.

“T am extwomely sowwy to have to stwike Figging,” said
D'Arey, looking round, “but undah the cires. I had no
wlternative. 1 will now wesume my solo.”

Figgins jumped up, seeing red, but the others held him
baclk, Art-ilur Augustus burst into melody again, and the
German song tumbled out thick and fast, DBut tenor solos
were not popular, and it was generally considered that
I'’'Arey had had his innings. ‘'om Merry burst into a
coon song, and the others took up the chorus, and the end
study rang with sound. In the midst of that formidable
roar, both D'Arecy's oporatic air and Figgins's Territorial
song were drowned and inaudible. i

“¥Come and kiss me, Honey, come and kiss me, do!'”
roared the juniors; and those who did not know any more
of the song, roared that line over and over again to the
same.tune, with surprising effects.

As fow were singing the same words, and most of them
had different tunes, the chorus was a little mixed, and not
wholly harmonious. D'Arcy grew as red as n turkey-cock @
in his endeavours to bring his solo out above the roar, and =
Figgins, giving up the Territorial song in despair, com-
menced to tattoo on the floor with his heels, to add to
the din. ;

The noise was far too great for them to hear footstops in
tho passnge., They had no hint of danger until the doer
was suddenly thrown open, and three or four infuriated
prefects burst into the room. 3

Kildare, the captain of 8t. Jim's, and Darrel and Rush-

said Tom Merry.

et AL 1
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don, and Knox, came rushing in, with canes in thelr
hands, and no quari r in their looks.

“Turn them out!” roared Kildare.

““Bai Jove-—""

“ Here, I say—-"

“Hold on 1" pe

“Ow! Wow! Hoorooh!"
“Yow! Grool”
“Oh, oh! Ow! Hold on!"

Thero was a wild scattering of tho juniors. They stood
* not upon the order of their going, but went at once. In
the wild seramble for the door to escupe the lashing canes,
the juniors jammed and struggled, and rolled over. Herries
found himself with his head and shoulders in the cupboard,
amid smashed crockery. Tom Merry and Blake rolled
amid the wreckage of the overturned table.  Manners and
Dane were sprawling in the grate on overturned dishes.
And still the canes did not spare.. The noise the juniors
had been making had rung through the whole School House,
and the House-master had given Kildare a hint that he
oxpacted the juniors to be kept more orderly. And Kildare
was not inclined to run any risk just then of spoiling the
child by sparing the rod.

The desporate iuniora gwarmed oul of the study ot last.
D'Arcy was the last to escape, very flushed and outraged
in hia dignity. He turned in the doorway to address some
romuarks to the panting prefects,

‘' Kildare, I wegard this conduct as oubwageous.
pidoh—"

Kildare rushed towards him, and he never knew what it
waa that D'Arcy considerod, for the swell of Bt. Jim's went
down the (*mmmgu as if he were on the cinder-path.

{ The study was cleared, but it was a wreck.

| Kildare looked round him rather ruefully, and then he

| burst into a laugh.

T2 “1 hear that this was a study-warming,” he remarked.

' “Tha youngsters have got warmed foo, as it turna out.
ho!m they will be quiet for a little while now.”

= think they will,” laughed Darrel.

h And thoy certainly were,

CHAPTER 4,
D'Arcy Requires Satisfaction,

" HEW 1"
My hat 1"
W 1

‘ “Pai Jove " Y
These four oxolamations were all made together, as the
ums of Btudy No. 6 burst into that apartment, breathless,
after their Right from the prefects. .}nck DBlake slammed
the door and locked it, and Herriea heaved the armchair
againgt it. Digby clutched up a cricket-bat from a corner,
and stood prepared for ceventualitios. Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy smoothod out his rumpled attire, with wrath
gathering upon his aristocratic countenance
[ “(ireat Soott,” wenl on Blake breathlessly, * that was a
[ woarm time! 1 wonder where the others have got to?”
A{f “T gaw Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther bolting
‘I

I con-

into thair study. Dane went in with them,” gasped Herries.
“They're all right.”
“ And Figging & Co,—"
| “ Wa can see from the window."”
[' Blake ran to the window and opened it. Tt was dusk in
| the quadrangle, but threo figures could be scon running at
top speed across towards the New IHouse. It was easy, in
apite of the dusk, to recognise the long limbs of Figgina,
and the short, plump person of Fatty Wynn; and the third,
1 of course, was the Scoltish partner in the Co.
| " Figgina & Co. had got clear!
[ "'F}my'rn all right!” announced Blake, * My hat, it was
[ a warm time and o hot run! Anybody coming along the
| pagsnge "’
“¥ can’t hear anybody,” said Dig, who wus listening at

the door. “T don’t think they're after us."
{ ¥l Porhal'm Kildare thinks we've had enough,” grunted
{ HOI‘I]‘I;?S. ‘Blow ! I can feel that cane round my calves
now

“T supposa we were making a bit of a row in the end
study,” Blake remarked thoughtfully. Dighy chuckled.
f “Yag, I suppose we were, Jucky.”
“Wall, it’s all right., We're well out of it.”
“T wefuse to wururtl it as all wight, Blake.'
| “hY What's the matter with youn, Gussy?”
“Thero is a gweat deal the mattah,” said 1’Arcy, with
! much dignity. *This is the second suit of evenin’ clothes
* Pve had wuined.” -
| “ Hard cheese, old chap., If you're asked to a party now,
you'll have to go in a dressing:gown or a blanket, I sup-
pose,” snid Blake sympathetically.

“ Pway don't wot, deah boy! T have been tweated out-
| * wageonsly, Kildare haz stwuck me!”
14 uE GEm Lisrany,—T70,
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Arthur Augustus made this announcement quite dramatie-
ally, and the three Fourth-Formers started and looked at
him. D'Arcy was very much in earnest, and there was
ovidently something on his mind,

" ..H"mruck you!” snid Blake, ‘* Rats!
you.

“There is no gweat diffewence between hit and stwuck,
you know,”

“ Well, they're both past participles, T believe,” said
Blake, with a judicial air. ** But there is a difference in the
number of letters, Hit has three letters, and struck has
gix, and——""

“ Pway bo sewious, deah boy. Kildare has atwuck me,
and I wequire satisfaction!”

* Ehi”

“1 wequire satisfaction!”

“ My hat! - Aren't you satisfied yet?  If you wanted some
more, what did you run for?"

“1'did not want any -more bwutal outwages. T admit that
1 did wun like anythin'. But on weflection, 1 coneidah it
is imposs. for a D'Arcy to submit to such insultin’ conduct
oven fwom a pwefect.” I have a pwopah wespect for con-
stituted authowity, but I must wefuse to be stwuck. I owe
it to my ancestors.”’ -

“ You owe it to your aunt’s sisters?” asked Blake, pre-
tonding to misunderstand. * Have the old ladies been lend-
ing you money?’

“ {1, ha, ha!” cackled Herries and Dig. D'Arcy turned
his eyegluss upon them with o withering expression.

“ You misundahstand, Bluke, I owe it to the name and
fame of my ancestors to wefuse to be stwuck,”

“Oh, blow your ancestors, old chap! They're dead,
anyway.”’

“1 can quite undahstand your pwejudiee on that point,
Blake,” saidd D'Aroy loftily. = * You are of Baxon doscent

You mean he hit

“ Yog, rather!” said Blake. * One of the oldest pure-
bred English families in Yorkshire. None of your rotten
Norman blood in. me!”

“ Yaas, wathah! Now, my ancestahs came over with
William the Conguewah, and they gave your ancestuhs a
feahful thwashin’ at the battle of Hastings——"

“ What !" roared Blake.

“ 1 am sowwy my ancestahs licked your ancestahs at the
batile of Haetings,” if it weighs on your mind, deah boy,
but 1 have to considah my dig. as o D'Arcy. Kildare has
stwuck me——""

“ There’s somebody in this stady who will follow suit,
if he gets much morve of your piffle ! growled Blake.

£ 'l,’way don't be watty, deah boy, because my ancestahs

“ Oh, ring off your ancestors!"

“ Certoinly, As 1 was eayin’, a D'Arcy cannot be stwuck
without demandin’ satisfaction, T shall have no wesource but
to eend a fwiend to wait on Kildare to demand an ex-
planation.”

Blako stared at Arthur Augustus for a moment. Then ho
looked at Digby and Herries, Then he burst into a roar
that rang through tha study.

“Hua, ha, ha!’ roared Blake.

“Tla, ha, ha!” shricked Digby.

“Ho, ho, ho ! bawled Herries.

D'Arey survoyod them angrily.

“Am I to undahstand fwom this wibald laughtah that
you wofuse to take my message to Kildare 1" ho demundod,

‘4 Ha, ha, ha!”

“1f 1 connot find a fwiend in this study, T shall pwoceed
to look for a fwiond outside this study,” said Arthur
Augustus impressively,

**Ha, ha, }m‘.”

The swell of St. Jim's, with an extremely annoyed ox-
pression, dragged the armchair away from the deor, and
unlocked it. He opened the door, and stood with it in his
hand to address a last remark to his convulsed chums,

“ For the last time, deah boys, will one of you take my
message to the person who has insulted me-——'

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Blake was rolling on tho earpet, almost sobbing., Herries
and Dig were leaning on one another’s shoulders, on the
vergo of weeping, They had laughed themselves almost into
hysterin, and were still langhing.

¢ [or the last time—-"

“Ha, ha, hal” _ .

Arthur Augustus went cub of the study and slammed the
deor. Tt was scldom thal the swell of St. Jim’s—the pink
of paliteness—let himself go lika that. But on this occasion
he did. The slam rang through the Fourth Form passage in
the School House. D'Arcy strode away, and within Btudy
No. 6 three juniors wept with merriment.
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CHAPTER 5,
Arthur Augustus Finds a Friend!

OM MERRY sat in the armchair in his study, laugh-
ing breathlessly. 'The chumg of the Shell had had
just as hot a run for it as the Fourth-Formers, and

Manners had taken the precaution of jamming the table
a?’umlt tho door after entering, The Terrible Threo and
Clifton Dane were in the room, all a little broathless, and
wll a little hurt, but quite good-humoured about it. They
know very well that the noise they had been making must
havoe disturbed the whole house, and that they deserved o
great deal more punishment than they had received.

“Kildare had his rag out that timo, and no mistake "
said Tom Merry, panting. *“ What a businesslike stroke he
has when he's in oarnest "

““Yon, rather!” snid Manners, feeling his leg tenderly.
;‘ Hn"s given me some marks, Darrol laid it on pretty well,

00."

“And Knox is n spitoful beast,” said Lowther. “IHo
eaught me behind the head, a thing Kildare or Darrel would
nover do.”

It was gonerally agreed that Knox was a boast. Against
thp other prefects the juniors never. thought of bearing the
slightest ill-will. As a matter of fact, it had been some ex-
vitement and fun, though painful at the time.

“ Well, they're not after us, that's one comfort,” said Tom
Merry. “The Fourth Form kids got away all right, too. L
ﬂo'n't know whero Kangaroo is."

‘1 saw him streaking for the upper stairs.”
“Good! He can run, (ool They're not likely to follow
ns here, and—— Hallo !"

ap.

“Who's there?” called out Manners cautiously, deter-
mined to be unable to move the table from the door if it
should prove to be a prefect.

“1t’s all wight. It's I, deah boys!”

‘' Gusay, by Jove!”

Manners pulled away the table, and the Fourth-Former
entored, He was looking considerably dusty and disordercd,
as was natural after what he had been through. The front
of his evening shirt was crumpled, and sticking out of his
waistooat in jags, but 1)’Arcy was too excited to notice it.

“ Hallo!" said Tom Merry. “Take a seat, old man.
Did you eatch it "

“1I dare say you noticed, deah boys,’ said D'Arcy, looking
round the study, “ that Kildare stwuck me."

The Shell fellows stared at him.

“T think he was striking out pretty freely all round,”
remarked Clifton Dane.

“Yaas wathah! He stwuck me! It is imposs. for a
D'Arcy to be stwuek without demandin’ satisfaction, and I
am goin' to send Kildare a message. ”

1Y’Arcy made this announcement with due solemnity; but
it was not received solemnly. Tt affected Tom Merry & Co,
in precisely the manner a8 it had affected the juniors in
Study No. 6. They stared at him, and then they went oft

3

into n shout of laughter,

& "

Ha, ha, ha!
1’Arcy turned his monoele from one to another.

- Weally, deah boya—""

4 Ha, 'ha, hal”

“Tf my wemarks are weceived in this studay with nothin'
'lm:._wihnld mewwiment, I shall have no wesource but to
woetire,”

And he retired, and a yell of inextinguishable laughter
followed him down the passage. With a very red and in-
dignant face, D'Arey paused in the passage to reflect,
Whom should he visit next—who was likely to regard tho
matter with fitting seriousness?

Ilis younger brother, Wally—D'Arcy minor of the Third—
or Figgins & Co. in the New House—or—yes, thore was
Glyn, )'Aru}( hand visited Glyn of the 8hell at his house,
near S, Jim’s, and was very friendly with the young in-
ventor. He walked along to Bernard Glyn's study, tapped,
and entered.

“(Glyn, deah boy=—"" he bagan.

Cilyn was seated "at the table, busy with a paper covered
with mysterious-looking figures, e loocked up rather
irvitably. On the table before him lay a large, nicke!-
mounted walking-stick.

“Fh? Excuse moe; I'm busy. Buzz off !'

“ My doar fellow, it's important. I've been insulted—"!

“You, All right, I don't mind.”
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You are not listenin® to me,” snid D'Arcy indignantly,
* Pway give me your attention,”

“Broeoeer " paid Glyn, with his eyes bent upon his
problem,

D'Arcy's eye glimmered behind his eyoglass. Ie
up the walking-gtick on the table, intending to give
slight poke with it to draw his attention.

"'l:hn! n'('mt moment a wild yell rang through the study,

Oh!"”

D'Arey, with the walking-stick in his hand, danced on
the floor of the study like a dencing dervish, letting out a
serios of enr-splitting yolla, J

He did not seem to he able to lel go the walking-sticls,
foe he kept it in his hand while he jumped spasmodically -

and yelled,
Oooh! Oh! Teggo!

ricked
lyn o

“Oh! Owl Lomme off [ g

Cillyn chuckled quietly. - From the end of the walking-aticle
a thin wire ran under the table, to a powaerful battery there,
Ag a matter of fact, the walking-stick was the Liverpool
Ind’s Intost ** wheeze." It was simply o conductor for a
powerful eurrent of eloctricity, and Arthur Augustus was .
gotting the benefit of it, The wire ran through the centre
of the stick to the metal head, which I'Arcy was grasping
with fingers that could not let go.

“My hat!” snid Gore, looking in at the door. * What's
the row? Hallo! Here's D'Arey doing o walking-stick
dance turn. Come and look.”

“Iaith, and it's ripping!"” cried Reilly, looking 'in.
“Kape it up, Gussy! Bravol”

“Take it away !"” shricked D’Arcy,

“Take what away 1"

“The atiok!"

“aith, and I'll soon do that !

The boy from Delfast grasped the stick—and gave a yell.
Then he commenced to dance as 1)'Arcy was doing, and a
crowd of juniors gathered at the door and watched them
with cheers.

1’’Arcy had hold of the head of the stick, and Reilly of
the metal band at the other end, and each was unable to

let go,

“%cgurru, and it’s kilt T am!"” roared Reilly. ** Faith,
it's eloctricity intirely. Shut it off, ye gossoon "

“Bai Jove! Owl! Oh!"

“Ta, ha, ha "’ cackled Gore. “Go it !

“ Shut off the current, ye spalpeen!” yelled Reilly.

Glyn grinned, and shut it off. The walking-stick
dropped from the shaking hands, and hung by the wire.
Reilly d;nd D'Arey hugged their tingling hands, and
grunted.

““ Faith, and it's a good mind to punch yo're head I
have,” growled Reilly.

Glyn laughed.

“1 didn't ask you to take hold of the stick,” he replied.
“You're interrupting my work, Buzz off.”

“ Weally, Glyn—"

“ Oh, get outside, kid! I'll talk to you presently.’

“ Undah the eires,, T shall wetire, but pway undahstand
that T wegard you as a boeast,”

“Right-ho! T don’t mind.”

D'Arcy bestowed a withering glare upon the 8t Jim’s
inventor; but it only took effect upon the top of his head,
for Glyn was leaning over his paper again, The swoll of
8t. Jim's retired from the study with his nose well in the
air. In the passage ho almost ran into Harry Noble,

“Bai Jove, I'm glad to see you, donh boy!" exclaimed
D'Arcy. “I'm lookin" for a fwiend."”

“CGood " said the Cornstalk. “I'm the vory man!”

“Pway come into the quadwangle, where we can talk
without intewwuption,” said D'Arcy, with a glanco at the
crowd of juniers in the passage.

“Cortainly I"" aaid Noble, looking o little puvzled, bub
very obliging. *Is it anything very important 7"’

“¥Yaas, wathah—awfully important!"

And Noble followed Arthur Augustus into the dusky
quadrangle, where—mystariously unﬁm‘ the dark shadow of
an elm—D’Arey poured out his wrongs, and the satisfaction
he required. And to hia relicf—and somewhat to his sure
prise—the Cornstallk chum did not laugh. He listened fo
the recital with a face as solomn as D'Arcy could possibly
have desired.

“1 supposc 1 ean twust tho mattah into your hands, deah
boy " said Arthur Augustus, very flattered and pleased by
the deop interest the Cornstalk evidently took in the matter.

Noble slapped him on the shoulder,

“You can, Bay no more about it."”

“ Yaas, wathah, but—"

“Leave it to me.”

And the Cornstalle placed his hand solemnly on his lips,
and hurried away. I)'Arecy, not knowing exactly whether
to be pleased or not, went slowly into the School House.
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CHAPTER 6.
‘Smythers Declines to Stay.

" OBLE !lI
N My, Railton ecalled the name as the Cornstall
chum entered the School House, and Noble turned
towards the Housemaster, who was standing at the door
of hia study.

“Yes, sir 1"’

“The new Shell study is now
said Mr. Railton. The Cornstal
romombered the study-warming,

“You, wir; I've seon it.”

“You will take up your quarters there, Noble, and—let
me sec—you will have threo study-mates.”  Noble’s face
fell, but he did not speak. It was useless to boegin an argu
mont with a House-master. Mr. Railton would have cut
it short in such a drastic way, *Let me see, Dane and
Glyn wore placed in their present quarters really only tem-
porarily, and there is room for them in the end study. Yes,

ou will have Dane and Glyn with you, Noble, and-—yes-

mythers.”

“ Yo-a-08, sir. I was thinking perhaps I should have a
study to myself for a bit.”

“Ampossible I

“But if the other fellows don’t eare fo come, sir,” said
the Cornstalle moeelly.

1 should say there is very littlo doubt upen that point.”

“ But if they don't.” '

“Ag far as that goes, they are at liberty to remain in
their present quartérs if they wish to do so,” said Mr.
Railton, looking a little puzzled. “1 have no desire to
digburb them against their wish. But I warn you that there
i# vory little chanee of that.'

“Vory well, sir.”

Noble walked on to his new study with a thoughtful ex-
wession upon his face, and a glimmer of fun in his eyes.

¢ wanted that study to himself. And when he wanted a
thing, and sot his mind upon having if, the young Austra-
lian, as a rule, succeeded in thting 1f.

“Hallo, this looks rippin!” he muttered, as he entered
the study. It was in a state of * admired disorder,” just
a# the prefects had left it, and everything was at sixes and
sovens,  The young Colonial set to work geiting it to righta.
Tom Merry looked in while he was busily engaged, and
offored to lend a hand, but Noble declined with a shake
of the head.

“1t's all right,” he said, “T ean manage.”

And Tomr Merry nodded and passed on. Noble had the
atudy tidy at lnst, and the broken crockery stacked in a box,
fo be taken awny by the maids next morning. The work
finished, the Colonial's next proceedings were somewhat
curious,

He took an acetylena lamp from the cupboard, and turned
on the water, so that the gus bhegan to generate in the
curbide container. But he did not Light it, He stood the
lnmP out of sight under the armchair, and left it there.

The lamp was well loaded with common carbide of cal-
ginm-—not. the *'scentless” variety. Needloss to say, in a
fow minutes a most horrid umclz began to permeate the
study. Noble closed tho window, and the smell becamo
strong, punutrat.mfi, and painful. It was like unto drains
in: the worst possible state of repair, only more so. And
Noble aniffed, and sniffed—and grinned.

In spite of the poisonous smell, he sat down quietly at
the table and commenced his proparation. He Lu(l boen
at wprk about o quarter of an hour, when a junior camo
in with a bundle of books under one arm, and a fishing-rod
and g cricket-bat under the other.

It was Smythers, of the Shell, Smmythers was a rather
weoalthy yrmlﬁr—uim!uml. there were fellows in the Form who
declared that it was since the family’s accession to wealth
that the thizd letter of the family name had become o “y”
instead of an ““i."” Smythers had plenty of pocket-money,

repared for oceupation,”
E grinned slightly, as he

i
and would have heen a desirable study-mate to many
fellows. Dut the Cornstalk was not one of them. He pre
forred to be king of tho castle, so to speal. ‘

“Hallo!" said Smythers, setting down his books on thoe
table with a bump. The Cornstalk looked up and nodded.

“Hallo!" he said. * What do you want?”

=1 I;ning to share shis study.”

“Good !” maid Noble carelessly. ‘Bring along your
props. I've furnished the study myself, but there's room
for mora props. I suppose you will be standing a bookease,
or something 7"

Smythers nodded.

“Taggles is going to bring along my things to-morrow,”
he said. “But, 1 say "—he looked round the study and
sniffad oxpressively—* is there anything wrong with the
draing in this part of the house 7"

“Draing! T don't know. I'm not a sanitary inspector.”

“Don’t you notice a eurious smell in the study 7V

Noble sniffed.

Tar Gepa Linrany,—T70,

"

s 8

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY §@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

“ Well, now you speak of it, there’s a bit of a whiff,” he
remarked. “I don't suppose it's due to the drains”’

“Then wherns does it come from?"”

Nobla looked round the study.

“Blessod if T ean see what causes it,"” he said. Which
was strictly true, for the carbide lamp was hidden under
the armchair.

Smythers threw the window down.

“1 suppose you don't mind the window open?” he said.
“1'm a fresh-air fellow, you know, and this whiff is simply
poisonous,’’

“My dear fellow, have the door and window both open
if you like,” snid Noble generously, ‘‘I like fresh air. I
was raised in the bush. When I waa staying with my uncle
at Croajingalong, I used to sleep in the open air.”

“1I'd rather sloep in the open air than in a scent like
this,” growled Smythers. He took out a scented handker-
chief, and waved 1t in the air before him. Bmythers was
a little of a dandy, and rather a rival of Arthur Augustus
I’Arcy in that respect, but in the opinion of the swell of
8t. Jim's, Smythers overdid it. 1D'Arcy never used scent,
while Smythers, as a rule, simply recked of it.

Nable sniffed again,

“Phew! Are you trying to drive out one whiff with
another 7 he asked.

“1 ecan't stand this,” excleimed Smythers angrily. ‘ How
a chap can sit here and work in such a niff, I can't ima-
gino. There must be something wrong with the drains.

“0Oh, don’t worry ; it may clear off.”

“It doesn't look like it."”

Noble shrugged his shoulders, and went on with his worle,
Smythers extracted a small phial from his waisteoat pocket,
and poured a generous allowance of scent upon his handker-
chief, and fluttered it in the air. The Cornstalk grunted,
but did not look up. Smythers fanned himself with the
handkerchief, and growled.

“Ti's rotten! I can’t stand it! ’'m not going to stick
in ;L] rotten study that smells worse than a rotten Augean
stable.”

“Oh, dry up, old chap, I'm trying to work

“THow can you work in such a reek 7"

“Tt wasn’t so bad before you added that seent to it.”

“What! This iz a most expensive seent.”

“Good old violet de Parme !" chuckled Noble. ' Shilling

Had a Fourth-

gallon 1

Smythers moasured him with his eye.

Former said that te the dandy of the Shell, Smythers would
have been all over him in a second. But there was some-
thing about the resolute faco and square chin and broad
shoulslers of the Australian that made Bmythers pauso.

“1 look on you as a cad,” he said, after a minute’s silence,

‘“No extra charge,” said Noble cheerily,

“You are a rank outsider.”

“ Not quite so rank as a chap who uses that scent.”

“You—you—"" Bmythers paused. “I'm not going to
stay in this study to be poisoned. Mr, Railton said I could
stop in my old quarters if I liked."”

“Ploase yourself, Smith.”

“My name's Smythers!” roared the dandy of the Shell.

“Sorry! Not half so good a name as Bmith, vou knaw.”

“Look here, you rottor

“ Bottor language, please, ' m
not used to these lluncy ting  for
trouble 1"

“T don’t want a row with you,
away., ‘I don't know what you're made of to stand this
smell, I'd rather pig it, in a Form-room, with the Third,
than stay in this study.”

“1'd rather you did, too, as a matter of fact, though it
would be a bit rough on the Third,” said the Cornstalk
genially.
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Every Thursday.

Smythers took up his books. The smell in the study was
roully horrible by this time, and as Smythers never suspected
the real cause, it was not surprising that he could not
# 4 Weli, T'm going 1" b d

ell, I'm goin, e anappod.

“ Good-bye !'E e 2

Smythers only grunted in reply, and left the study. e
tramped along the passage wit.i: n very injured expression,
deposited his ﬁulnugium‘ in his old guarters, and then sought
Mr. Railton.

“If you ploase, sir, I'd rather stay in my old study,” he
gaid. *The end study isn’t —h'm—isn’t comfortable, sir.”

“ As you like, Smythers,” said the House-master,

And that was settled. Meanwhile, the Cornstalk had shut
the door very carefully after the departing Shell fellow,
and then-—safe from observation—he executed n ecake-walk
of triumph round the table, He was thus engaged when
the door opened suddenly, and Bernard Glyn came in,

CHAPTER 7.
The New Firm,

OBLE stopped the cake-walk all of a sudden, and
N turned rather red. Glyn looked at him in astonish-
maonf,

“ Hallo!

*“N-n-no."”

“ Private gymuastios, T suppose ?"

“ Ya-es, that's il."

“Good! I hopo you'vo finished. T shouldn't be able to
do my prep. while that sort of thing's going on. I'm to
share this study, after all, you know."” 4

“Yeos; so I'vo heard, Bul you can remdin in your own
if you like,”

he Liverpool lad chuckled.

' Not iikniy. my son, DBut Heo sniffed, as Smythers
had done. " What's that unearthly, ghastly, awful whif ¢

“Wh? said Noble, sitting down. *“ Do you notice any
smoell ? Smythurs has just been here, and he said there was
somothing,’ 1

Glyn sniffed, and sniffed, and sniffed,

*“ How can you stand it?"" he oxelaimed.

“Oh, I dare say you'll get used to it!" f

““ Blessod if T af)m'll! If this is gnin$ to be a permanenoy,
my atay won't be.. What is it? It isn't drains; it's—it's——
You artful dodgor!"

Noble's face fell a littlo. Glyn's expression showed that
the Liverpool lad had guessed the truth,

“Ph?" he said, ** What are you talking about ?"

“You know jolly welll” grinned Glyn.~ *“TI've uscd
acclylenc s in my oxperiments, smd I know the o
familiar niﬁ. You want to keep this study for yourself, but
you'll have to get up very early in the morning to pull the
wool over the eyes of a Laverpool chap, T warn you!”

“Wall, of all tho rotten sells!” exelaimed the Australian,
in disgust, “1 wish I'd taken a little more trouble about
it now, I could have got some things from the chomist in
Ryleombe if there’d been time," :

““Ha, ha, ha ! 1 don’t think you'd have taken me in. I'm
jolly glad you've got rid of Smythers, though., I couldn't
atand 'Lim about tho place.”

"“5 suppose 1 shall have to stand you [" grunted the Corn-
ntulk,

“Yes, you will; and T hecar Dane's coming. T suppose
those are his fairy footstops in the paesage,’’ added (Glyn.

“ ook here ! oxclaimed Noble hurriedly. ** Don't let on
to Dane. Two's better than three in a study this size."

Tha Liverpool lad grinned.

“ Right you are! um's the word "

There was a tap at the door, and the handsome, dark-
complexioned Canadian lad came in. He gave the two
juniors a cheerful nod.

“ Hope I don't disturb you,” he romarked. “I'm digging
in thia study, you know. Room for one more—eh?"

“0h, heaps I'" snid Noblo. *If you like the quarters, dig
herve, Ta.mt',l waleome, You don’t mind if I go on with my
zaho I
: “EI'm just going to do the same myself. But—hem !—
lmnl\ !:-'-aflcm I—do yom notice anything curious in this
study |

(4] {\}aa: there's a couple of rather curious-looking objeots |
said Noble, looking alternately at Dane and Glyn,

¢ Oh, don't be Eunn;v! I mean, a curious smell,”

Noble and Glyn sniffed solemnly.

“Yeos, o sort of whiff,”” said Glyn, “I do notice it. Can
you account for it, Noble "

O, don"‘t ask me!” said the Australian.

Dane looked from one to the other. He sniffed soveral
times, and then smiled,

The Canadian, who was half an Indian, had a scnse of
smell as keen as a bloodhound’s. He walked straight to the
armchair and slung it aside, and the asctylene-lamp was

Off your rocker!"

i
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revealed, The smoll that was proceeding from it was simply
terrific now,

“Vory good,"
Ha, ha, ha!"

Noble’s face was a study.

Dane picked up the lamp, turned off the water, and
carried 1t to the window, placing it on the sill outside.
Then he turned back, smiling,

“Hardly good enough!” he snid. “I've just soon
Smythers, and I find he's not coming into the study. L'm
not sorry; he's rather an ass! There will be three of us”

“Well, T was poing to keep this study to myself,” said
Noble rucfully. *I'm rathoe inelined, as it is, to take you
two chaps by the serull of the neck, and tole you out into
the passuge.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" ¢

“ Do you think I couldn't do it 7" demanded the Kangaroo
warmly, **Look here, Mr. Railton says you two chaps can
stay in your old quarters if you like, Co and stay there !

““No fear!™

“You are asking to be chucked out !"

Glyn winked at Olifton Dano,

“Yeoa, rather!” he said. **Boegin!
il

The Cornstalk was not one to refuse a challenge, I{a
gripped Glyn by the shoulder and Dane round the neck.
I'Jilﬁn-r of them tho sturdy Australian could doubtless have
put out of the study without much difficuiry, but the two
togother were too big an order. They returned grip for
grip, and Noble was lying on the floor the next momaont,
!with Glyn sitting on his chest, and Dane standing on his
o8,

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Think you can stand us in the study?"’ asked Glyn
choorfully.

“ N—yes "

“You'd like us to come?"

“No!" roared Noble.

‘““Hand me the inkpot, Dane!"

“ Here you are!'”

SOhY yelled the Cornstalk,  “Don't!
thoughta, I should like you to come very much!™

Glyn, with his quiet chuckle, replaced the inkpot on Hie
table, and the Cornstalk was allowed to rise, Ile¢ dusted
himself rather ruefully.

“ As he's 80 pressing, we're really bound to stay, Dane!”
said the Liverpool lad.

“ Lixactly I" assented Clifton Dane.

“1t's all right, Noble ! Don't be unoasy ; wa'll stay 1"

ST suppose you will!" growled Noble. Then his good-
natured face cleared. “It's all right! I'd rather have had

said Dane; *“bul not quite good enough,

We're yearning for

On  second

the study to myself, but if I'm bound to have anybody,

you're the two fellows I would have chosen—honest
I's no
chum.”

*“Wall, that would make things ge smoother,” assonted
Glyn, “and T haven't the least objection in the world."

“Bame hore,” said Clifton Dane heartily, T ‘couldn’t
chum up with Gore or Mellish in my last quarters, and
Skimmy was too absentominded a beggar to be chummy,
I"m guite willing to start on a friendly footing here.”

“Good " snid the Cornstalk, “ After all, wo shall make
n jolly good team, we three. Tom Merry & Co. and Blake
& Uo. scem to be the heads of affairs in this House, and they
seem to fight over it a good deal, We'll start n new fiem,
and knock 'em both into a cocked-hat 1"

“ Agreed I said Dane.

“ Hear, hear!"

“Then it's settled ! said the Kangaroo, with a grin,
opened the cupboard, and took out three bottles of ginger-
hoer and threo glagses, * Fill up, and drink to the long life
and nucc:l(-.s:q, of the new firm—Cornstall & Co. 1"

“Oood !

Anld. tho health of the now firm was drunk with
enthusingm,

njun !
good our ragging one another; we shall have to

He

CHAPTER 8,
 The Head's Offer.

T was noticeable the next morning, at lessons in the

H Fourth Form-room, that Arthur Augustus 1D'Arey wore

a thoughtful shade upon his aristooratic brow. Jack!
Blake obsorved it, and wondered what it portesded. Tt
coertainly did not mean that 1)’ Aroy was ﬁi\-ing extra thought
to his lessons, for Mr. Lathom, the little master of the
Tourth, patient as he was, had his patience sevorely tuxed
by the swell of 8t. Jim’s that morning.

When the Form-master wanted to know one of the chief
productions of France, and was told ““duels,” ho naturally
stared a little. Jack Blake stared, too, for the reply showed
what Arthur Augustus’ mind was running on.  He was
evidently still in want of satisfaction, :
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T Arcy was so absentminded that morning that Mr.
Lathom gave him up in despair. He contentad himself with
inflieting lines with a liboral hand, and D’Arcy was the
richer by three hundred in all by the time the Fourth Form
filed out.

In the passage Blake gave him a sounding slap on the
shoulder,

““What the dooce-—-""

“Look here, you young nss——'"

“1 decling to be called an ass!"  Arthur Augustus
removod Blake's hand from his shoulder, and nicv wod back
away from him, with an air of great dignity. * 5’wav do
not {m such a wuff beast, Blake! At pwesent, too, 1 have
mattahs to think of, and shall be obliged if you will not
bothah me !

Y You-~=yon nss!"

“* As you have declined to stand my fwiend upon a most
important conjuncture, I have been compelled to look for
a fwiend elsewhere, 1 am in doubt whethah I can keep up
your acquaintance at all, undah the cires.”

And Arthur Augustus walked away, with a dignified
atride, lauving Blake overwhelmed with astonishment.

“My hat " said Jack, with a long whistle. * Found a
friend elsewhore, has ho?  What bounder is pulling his
aristooratio leg, I wonder? Ilallo, Tom Merry! Are you
Gugsy’s friend 7"

he Terrible Three were coming along arm-in-arm from
the Bhell Form-room. They stopped at Blake’s question.
Tom Merry remembered IV Arcy’s modest request of the
previous evening, and roared.

“No,” he snid. “Guasy come to our study to find a
f{t“lm‘),‘l, I think, but he found him not. He went away on his
1

“Some ass is pulling his leg," said Blake, frowning. “I
BuR‘pose I shall have to look into it."”

om Merry laughed,

“Gusgy's on the warpath, and no migtake,” he said.
“Kildare ought to be warned to make his will. By the
way, thoso chaps in the end study have chummed up, instead
of knogking one another out, as T expected; and I hear thoy
ure going to become tap gtudy in the 8chool House.'

Jack Blake looked warlike at once.

“Then there will be trouble!"” he said.
study in the Bchool House.
sort from you Shell-fish,
=-got boomeranged |

““There's more news, too,” swid Manners, “I heard
Kildaro tolking it over with Darrel. Of course, we're out

“What's the news?”

“ Havon't you heard-—about the ericket 1"

““No,” suid Blake, interested nt once.

‘“When Railton was playing the other day he knocked a
ball elear from the ericket-ground through the window of
the Head's study. It was a mighty swipe, and no mistake.
But you were there; you saw him?"

“Yen, rathor! Tt was o drive that Hayward or Jessop
might have been proud of I'" said Blake enthusiastically.
STf I were tho Head, I wouldn't have that window mended ;
I'd have left it ns it was, with an inscription on it in
gold letters.”

“H'm! A little droughty in winter, I should think,”
grinned Manners. ‘‘ Anyway, the Head was struck——"

‘“ Not by the ericket ball 7"

“No, fathead ; by the batting! Of eourse, il Railton had
been trying to do it he probably eouldn’t have done it; it
was an accident. But there scema to have been a lot of
talle on the Huh:\ﬂoli. and somo of the chaps in the Sixth
thought they could do the trick if they tried.”

“That's just like the Sixth; they always think they can
do anything another fellow ean do " commented Blake.

“ Exactly. But the end of it is, the Head has offared a
prize of a new cricket bat—a jolly good one, too, I hear—
to any chap who can send o ball through his window, From
the ericket ground, of course.”

Blake's eyes sparkled.

“ By George! I'm going to have a try [

“Ha, ha, hal"” roared Tom Merry.

“ What ave you cackling at, image?”

“Ha, ha, ha! If it's cheek in tho Bixth to try to equal
Pailton's stroke, what is it in the Fourth?"

“Oh, rats! I'm going to have a try. I suppose the
whole school will ba batting at the Head's window for the
next faw days, instead of trying to take runs,” said Blake.
“T'va got o drive that I rather fancy, you know.'

“Yeg, you fancy it's o good one, don’t you? Queer, the
fancies people have sometimes,” Monty Lowther remarked.

Blake bestowed a glare on the facetious Lowther, and
went to his study for his cricket bat. The Terrible Threo
followed his example. Tt was a splendid dry summer’s
dulir, and there was time for cricket practice before dinner.

1

“No, 6 is top
Wao've had enough rot of that
1f Kangaroo starts it, he will get
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Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther sallied out with their
bats under their arms, and found a general concourse of
fellows heading for the ground.

The Head's offer had been received with enthusiarm.

There was not the slightest chance of most of the fellows
getting a ball anywhere near the Head’s window, which
was at & tremendous distance from the ground for a drive;
still, it had been doune by the House-master, and all the
young cricketers meant to have a shot at it, at all events.

There was o chance for fellows like Kildare and Darrel
and Monteith. But it was rather comical to sea Wally &
Co. of tho Third Form going down to the ground with o
businesslike air,

It might have been expecled that Arthur Augustus
D’Arey would be “on” that offer of the Iead's immedi-
ately ¥m hoard of it. But other and weightier mattors
occupied Gussy’s mighty brain.  He ‘‘wathah fancied ”
himself as a oricketer—at batting, bowling, and fiolding—
but just now the tempting prize of a new cricket bat passed
him unheeded. g

He sought out Noble, as the Australian came down (o the

round with his new chums—Glyn and Clifton Dane.
;l‘{nugumo had the bat under his arm that he had brought
with him from Melbourne. e had forgotten D'Arcy for
the moment, but he grinned as he caught sight of the
Fourth-Former's anxious face.

“1 want to speal to you, Noble,” said D’Arey, with a
glance towards Dane and Bernard Glyn. The two juniors
f)r.i‘l\med and walked on, leaving the Cornstalk aleno with

Arcy.

“Go ahead !" said Kangaroo tersely,

‘““ Have you seen Kildare yet?”

“Yen, certainly.”

This was true enough. Noble had seen him half a dozen
times since his talk with D’Arcy in the shadow of the elm,

“Then it'a all wight?”’

“ (tertainly.” The Cornstalk lowered his voice lo a
mysterious whisper, ‘* Leave it to me. Come to my study
at eight o’'clock this evening, and all will be well.”

“ Butre—-"" ‘ -

CONuff said!
hands.
right.”

“1f Kildare enres to apologise, as ane gentleman to
another——""

Noble shook his head decidedly.

“Can't be did 1" -

“ Yaas, it’s accordin’ to the wules, you know-—wepawa-
timlx is a8 good as satisfaction, I've been thinkin’ it ovah,
and—'

“Yos, in any onse except where a blow is struck,’ said
Kangaroo solemnly. *“In this case an apology will be in-
sufficiont. There must be blood "

He hissed out the last word in a fragic whisper, and
D’Arcy started and recoiled.

“Pai Jovel”

“ Yog—and plenty of it, too!” said Noble, nodding
goriously.  “You have been struck, I Kildare had hit

ou, or whacked you, or smitten you, an apology would
Ymva sot the matter right. But ag he has struck you, there
must be blood-—real blood I’

“ Weally, Noble—""

“1ts all perone. You've left your honour in my hands,
and 1 will see that there is plenty of blood."”
“But I don’t want—"

“You don't want to make it up. Quite right. xeuso
me now, old chap, I'm going to have a shot for the Head-
master's window.'

And Noble rushed off beforo D'Arey could detain him,
Arthur Augustus looked after him through his eyeglass, and
shivered a little.

“Bai Jove! That fellow’s a fowocious beast!” he mut-
tered. “I'm weally beginnin’ to wish 1 had let the mattah
alone. He talks agout blood just like a howwid wolttah in
o cheap Amewican dweadful "

Arthur Augustus was anxious to approach Kangaroo on
the subject again. But the Cornstalk took care that he
had no chance,

As soon as he could get a turn at the wickets, he began
to bat, and though he did not succeed in sending a ball
anywhere near the Head’s window, he sent one through Mr.
Linton's, which was much nearer at hand. Tho face of tho
master of the Shell appeared at the gap in the window,
with a frown on it.

“ Please, sir, may we have the ball?” said Tom Merry,
who was fielding, meckly.

“Merry! Who has broken my window 77

“Tt was an accident, siv, Kanguroo—I mean Wallaby—

I'm your second, and {he affair’s in my
You ean trust me to look after your honour all
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' The inKy bundle of rags and papers sailed gracefnlly through the nir, nnd smote Figgins pon his countenance '

that is to say, Noble—was batling at the Head's window,
air."”

Mr. Linfon muttered something indistinetly,
out the cricket.ball, and Tom Merry caught if,

¢ This breakage will be put down in Noble's hill," he
said, ““If anything of the kind happens again, I shall take
more drastic measures,'

“Yea-0-08, sir!"

And Tom Merry returned to the ground.

“Is ho going to give me a oricket bat?" asked Noble,
with a grin,

The hero of the Shell laughed.

‘“No; he's going to give you a hiding if you do it

ITe tossed

again,

“Phow! TI'd rather have the cricket bat.”

The juniors batted away merrily till dinner-time. 'The
batting did not get the prize, but it proved one thing—that
very fow of the youthful batsmen had any chance of gotting
it.  But their hopes wero still high. Arthur Augusius was
hovering round the ground, and he tried to get an oppor-
tunity of speaking to Noble, but it was in vain. The Corn-
stalk went into the housp with a crowd of erickoters, and ho
sadulously dodged Arthur Augustus till afternoon lessons,
when they went into different Form-rooms, and D'Arcy had
to givo it up,

with a mighty smite. “Oh!" roared Figgins.,

CHAPTER "9,
A New Member of the Staff.
D[[QUM MERRY tapped Elﬂrl?' Noble on the shoulder

when the Shell came out after lossons that nfternoon.

Noble looked reund quickly, expecting to eee
D'Arcy, and grinned as ho saw that it was Tom Merry
who had tapped him, There was an important expression
upon the face of the hero of the Shell,

‘“Where are you off to?"” he asked.

“ 1 was thinking of knocking up somo cricket before ten.”

““No time for that, kid. I want you,"

The Cornstalk looked a littlo aggressive,

“My doar duffer,” he remarked, *as head of the Sholl

»

“As what " bawled Tom Morry, Manners, snd Lowthes
instantly,

‘ As head of the Shell—chief of the now firm of Cornstall
& Co~it's for me to give the giddy orders, You three will
follow me to the oricket ground and put in some practice.”

“Wall, of all the cheeky young bounders,” said Tom
Merry, laughing. * Look hero, I suppose you've heard of
“Tom Merry's t'\’n(‘kly oty

“Yes; nsort of rag you kids publish, isn't it 7"

“It's a ripping school newspaper,” snid Tom Merry

'}[‘ul-; Gem Lisrary,—70,
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warmly, “I edit it, and do the leading articles and so on.
Lowther docs the photography column, since he bought
Manners’ camera, and anners looks after the hobby
column. There’s one editor and nine sub-editors.”

“Enough, I should think."

“Woll, as a matter of fact they've only honorary sub-
editors,” explained Tom Merry, “They wouldn't contri-
bute unless they had a title of some sort, and titles are
chenp, Now, L want you to contribute something to this
woek's number about Australia.’

The Cornstalk looked interestod.

_“Well, that's not a bad iden,”” ho remarked. * You'd
like me to edit the paper for this week, I suppose?”

“ Bomething wrong with your supposer, thon,” said Tom
Merry plonsantly, “1 don't want anything of the sort. L
just want some articles on Australia. It will be a bit of a
change for the mag., and will give some useful informa-
tion, I think, You can tell my readers—-"

“Whoso readers?’” asked Manners and Lowther.

“Qur roaders,” said Tom Merry, ““You can tell our
ronders about hunting the sundowner, and gathering in tho
harvest of wallabios in the autumn, and so on—"

Kangaroo chuckled.

1 won't tell them that,” he said.
something a little more accurate. I'll do you some articles
with pleasure, I've got a relation who runs the local paper
abt Burra Burra, and I know all about it.”

“My word,” said Manners, *“ what giddy names !
Burra and Wurra Wurra and Croajingalong |
mean to say they're real Jﬁlaces j

The Australian laughed.

“ Yos, they are, my son. But about these articles. I'll
do 'em with pleasure; but, of course, I shall have to join
the rogular staff, No outside contributor business for me!
Am T to be o sub-editor 7"’

“Oh, rats!  We've too big an allowance of sub-editors
already."”

“Then it's off."”

“Hold on, you can be a sub if you like,”

“(ood! Of course, as a Cornstalk, I take a higher rank

“T ecan give ‘em

Burra
You don't

_ than the other sub-editors,” said Noble, with a grin.

“ Rats |

“You sco, T ean give you a lot of points about running
the paper, and——"

“Mako it sub-editor-in-chief,” suggested Lowther sar-
castically.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Wall, that'a all right,” said Neble.
chiof will suit me.
@ koon as you like.”

“Right you are! Come on."”

“Where's the giddy editorial office 7"

“In my study,”

“ And whore do you do the printing 7

“ Wo don't do it; the Rylecombe printer doce it. We used
to do the copying business, you know-—a dozen impressions
taken off gelatine—but it was n lot. of trouble, and real
prmt,m{( is ever so much better,” said Tom Merry confi-
dentially, s they went up to the editorial office. *‘ And
the local printer chap doea it at a reasonable figure, DBut
yﬁot}'\;g soen ‘'The Weekly,’ and you know how ripping
HTA

“Yes, I've seen it,'" snid Noblo.

They entered Tom Merry's satudy.
and a bat on the table, with n heap of lesson books and an
inkpot, and a rabbit’'s cage. 'Tom Merry proceeded to cloar
the table by shoving the things over the edge. Lowther
gave a yell aa the cricket bat bumped on his toe,

“Ow! You clumsy ass!”

“T wish you wouldn’t keep on getting in the way when
I'm cloaring the table, Lowther!"” said Tom Merry, in o
tone of remonstrance.

“ Fathead 1"

“We shall want the inkpot. The books ean go on the
hoarthrug, Here's plenty of blank paper. Hallo, Gussy,
have you come to help with the editorial worl ?”

D’Arcy's eyoglass was glimmering in at the door.

“No, Tom Mewwy, I have not. I have othah mattahs to
think of now."

“Oh! Have you heard from Cousin Ethel 1"

“ Cousin Ethel I

“Yos, ass. Don't you remember you said she was coming
to seo Mra, Holmea to-day ! exclainied Tom Merry.

“Yans, wathoh, but T had weally quite forgotten.”

Tom Merry stared at him in mstc_miﬁlmnnt. When Arthur
Augustus forgot” Cousin Fithel, it showed that there was
decidedly something on his mind,

M"Whnt'a the matter with you, image!"” demanded Tom
orey.

'.I‘ng GeEyM Lisranry.—70.

‘“Sub-editor-in-
And I'll come and sub-edit your paper

Thera were stwmps

“There's nothin’ the mattah with me, and T decline to
be addwessed as an image,” said Arthur Augustus, L
want to s?mk to Kangawoo.”

“8orry ) said Noble. *I'm Tom Merry's sub-editor, and
I'm awfully busy just now.'

“Yapas, but—"

“1’s all right. Come to my study at eight o'clock, as I
told you, and I'll sce you, and everything in the garden
will be lovely.”

“Oh, vewy well I"

D'Arcy did not care to speak out before the Terrible
Three, and Noble evidently didn’t intend to give him a
private interview. The elegant Fourth-Former went down
the passage. Mannors and Lowther were looking out of
the window into the green and sunny quad.

“Therc's Figgins batting,” said Lowther; * Fatty Wynn's
bowling to him. He's trying to put the ball into the Head's
window,"” ;

“He won't do it} the prize is safe enough.”

“1'm going to have a Fo,” said Lowthar. *I've done my
little bit for the * Weekly.! You'll find it in the drawer.’

“Bame herel” said Manners.
now sub in his duties, Tom.
oditor.”

And Manners and Lowther took up their oricket bats and
left the study.

“Well, we shall be quiet now, at all events,” said Tom
Merry, taking a sheaf of blank foolscap from a drawer,
“lore you are. There’s lota of ink and paper, and you
only require brains for the rest to become a great author,
If no eilly ass comes and interrupts usg—-"

“ Ah, you are here, Merry 1"

Tom Merry groaned.

“Hallo, Bkimmy! I was ’iust hoping that no silly ass
would come and interrupt us.’

“ Really, Merry—""

“Would you mind going and talkiu!; Hocialism to Gore,
or young Wally 7" said Tom Merry. * We're busy.”

“1 have been i,ulkinF on that great subject to Gore,
Merry, and he has replied to me with utter rudeness.
have not yet done my part towards the ‘Weekly,' .and I
thought I would do it now."

“Vou ean come in and do it if you promise not to talk.'

“ 1t may be necessary for me to converse to some oxtont,
but I shull confing my remarks to observations upon the
subject immediately under consideration,” #aid Skimpole,
taking a seat at the table.

“T1f you would confine them to words of not more than
three syllables, it would be a comfort,” grunted Tom Merry.

“Yes, T certainly ought to have remembered that the
intellocts here are hardly on a par with mine,” said Skim-
pole. 1 know I have an extraordinary brain.”

Harry Noble looked at Skimpole’s extensive, bumpy fore-
head, and nodded assent to the remark,

“T ghould say so, judging by appearances,” he observed,

‘“ Ah, you are rognrnnp: to my splendid grip of great
probloms, and my—""

“Never mind your splendid grip," interrupted Tom
Morry; “lot's get to work. I only hope youw're the last
duffer to interrupt.”

The three juniors sat down round the table. Harry Noble
turned over a copy of the previous week's magazine,

“Ta this the sort of stuff you want?” he asked, ‘‘‘The
Black Chief, A Romance of the Red Braves.' G. Figgins.
B-b-bborr-r ! “8ir Fatted and his Fayte Ladye,’ a serial
in Rhyme, by J. Blake, Ium!"

CONuff of that!” said Tom Merry. ““Those serials have
boen dragging their weary length through the magazine
since the start, like—like wounded snakes. Don't give us
any piffle of that sort. Something lively about Colonial
life, and about the first impressions of an Australian in
England. People in this country are awfully interested
in tho Empire beyond the seas, you know, and any firat-
hand information will be welcome.'

“Good! T think I can work it."”

And the three juniors settled down to work,

Noble started on ‘““A Cornstalk’s Impressions at an
English 8chool”; and to judge by the grin on his face,
gome of the impressions were cdomical. Skimpole was deep
in an article on Determinism—an ‘“ism” which nothing
could shake Skimpole’s faith in, though he probably dic
not understand it in tho least—but that, we believe, ia no
unusual case with Determinista, Tom Merry was writing
an article on cricket, in which he explained the Head's offer
of n new cricket bat, and invited all the youthful ericketers
of both Houses at 8t. Jim’s to * roll up in their thousands,”
and knoclk the Head’s window.panes to smithercens,

The three were very busy, and for a time nothing was
heard in the study but the steady breathing of the editors
and the seratch-seratch of the pens

“You can instruct the
That’a your duty as chief

"
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The silence was broken by a tap ab the door, which was

njar.,

Tom Merry grunted,

“Come in, fathend!"” he called out, without looking up
from his work, ‘ Come in, fathead, and shut the door!"

A low laugh fell upon his cars, and the next moment
Tom Merry was on his feet with a crimson face,

CHAPTER 10.
A Rebellious Sub-Editor,

OUSIN ETHEL stood in the doorway, a smile upon
her lips, and a dimple in her cheelk. Her blue eyes
wore ghimmering with fun.

Tom Merry was dmng for the moment, Ilis face was ns
rad as & poppy, and for a moment he wished that the floor
would open and swallow him up.

““Oh1" he gasped.
+Cousin Ethel langhed again.

“Do you welways greet visitors like that?' she asked
sweotly.

“0Ohl Ahom—-"

“ Porhaps you did not know-——'

“OFeourse I didn’t know it was you ! eried Tom Merry.
fT'm o foarful ass, I know. I'm sorry.”

“Nover mind, Tom."

“I'm awfully sorry, Tthel. I had no idea—"

“Of course you hadn’t,” said Kthel Inuxhing. “ Never
mind, Tom. But I see you are very i)uay now.""

““Nob o bit of it! This is only the * Weekly,” you know,"”
said Tom airily. *“ As a matter of faet, what I want at
the present moment is a rest. The other fellows can get
on with the paper.”

Skimpolo blinked at him.

“1 should be very pleased to fill up your space as well
as my own, Merry,” he said. * My article is rather running
over the page.”

“Go it, Skimmy !”

T don't seo how I can get on without my chief editor,”
anid Noble thoughtfully. **8till, I should like to take a
rost, too,"”

He was looking at Cousin Ithel, and his expression
showed how charmed he was with the fresh, frank face of
the young Iinglish girl. Tom Merry remembered that they
had nab met, and he introduced Noble. It was pretty clear
from the Cornstalk’s manner that he didn’t mean to be
left in the study. Tom Merry took down his cap.

“ There’s a Sixth IForm match on,”” he remarked. * You'd
like to have a look at the ericket, Ethel.”

“Very much: but I expected to see my cousin here,
Glyn told me that the editorial staff of the * Weekly ' were
at work, and I was certain that Arthur would be here.”

Tom Merry laughed.

“D'Arey’s too busy, he says, to do any editing just now.
We shall find him in the quad.” £

“Very good ! g

And Tom Merry. with a warning glance at Neble, put
his oap on, and conducted Cousin Ethel away. Noble looked
after them, and grinned, and then looked at Skimpole.

“T any, Shinpole i

“My name is Skimpole,’ the
mildly.

“ Ah, 8kimpole, then—it's all one. Do you think you
conld £ill up my space this week as well as Merry's "

Skimpole beamed.

““Yous, eortainly ! As a matter of fact, I could easily fill
the whole magazine with my arguments on tho subject of
Socialism."” it

“That wonld bo all right if the readers were all insured,”
remarked Noble. *“ Fill up my space, will you? Leave me
about half a column—I shall want that,”

“With pleasure,”

And Noble put on his straw hat and left the study.
Nothing loth, Skimpole covered page after page with his
sprawling writing. oble 5trulludpdm\'n to the quadrangle,
and found Tom Merry and Cousin Ethel on the ericket-
ground. Tom glared at him.

“What price your article?” ho demanded.

“0Oh, that's all right!” said Noble easily,
doing 1t for me—same ag yours.” {

“Htuff ! Only o chief editor is entitled to work it that
way.  You just out off and do your article.”

#YOh, come off | You can treat common or garden sub-
oditors like that, but T'm a sub-editor-in-chief," said the
Australian. “ A sub-editor-in-chief does as ho lilkes.”

Crash | z 3 "

The sound of a oricket ball smashing through a window
interrupted the argument, which was growing exeited.

Cousin Ethel uttered a little oxclamation.

“Doar me! That is a window broken!"

-Fiffim had batted, and he was looking anxiously towards
tho House, Ie did not seem sorry for the accident, but
rather pleased; much to the surprise of Cousin Ethel.

¥

said amateur Bocialist

“ Bkimmy's
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“ What window's that 1" sang out Figgins,
“ Ha, ha, ha! 1t's the Third Form-room|”
* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Never mind; bettor luck noxt time.”

Fl‘ﬁfim granted. ¥

“I'll have a ball through the Head's' window sooner or
later, if T have to bust every giddy pane of glass at 8¢,
Jim's,"” he said. f

Cougin Ethel looked at Tom Merry in wondor.

*“ Are they trying to breal the windows?'’ sho asked,

‘' Ha, ha! ob exactly. Mr. Railton sent a cricket-ball
thl‘nugf‘x the Head's window the other day—it was a mars
vellous drive—and in the execitement of the moment the
Hoad offered a prize of a now ocricket-bat to any boy who
could do it. ‘The Head’s an old ericketer himself, you know,
and awfully enthusiastic about tho game. i "shouldn’t
wonder if he's sorry for the offer ih the long-run, though."

Cousin Ithel laughed.

“Yeos, I should imagine so."” A

Threo or four untidy heads and inky faces had appeared
al the Third Form-room window, and sevoeral voices were
bawling to the cricketors. Loudest of all was the voice of
Wally, the youngoer brother of Arthur Augustus I)' Arey.

“Do you call that oricket?' bawled Wally. * You slab-
pided duffera!l You unspeakable asses!  You--you—you
goata !

“ Bhut up, you Third-Form fag !'

“You Fourth-Form dummies ! roared Wally.
nearly frightened Pongo oul of hig soven sensoes!
call that ericket 7" ik :

“Oh, go and eat dog-biscuits |’

Wally’s wrathful face disappeared from the broken
window. He had been teaching Pongo to jump over a desk,
and the ericket ball had suddenly interrupted the course
of instruction. Pongo had prompfly bolted from the olass-
room, and whon Pongo Bolted. it was no ensy malter to find
Pongo again. No wonder D'Arey minor was disturbed.

But little cared Figgins. He raised his cricket cap fo
Cousin Bthel, as he eaught sight of the gracelul form of the

irl between Tom Merry and Flarry Noble, and went on
Entting. He intended to win the Head's prize, if possible.
and at any cost of windows to the aneient foundation of
St Jim's.

“ Give me a good one, Falty :

“Right-ho " said Fatty Wynn, who was bowling, and
:lloinpzt, is best to help the batsman., * We'll manage it some-
how !’ §

Down came the ball again, and smack went Figgins's bat.
Tl!m ball flew, and flew, and again there waa a crash o
glass.

“You've
Do you

{92 '

“ Hurrah ! X

“Tt's Linton's window this timel"
¥ Bravo, Figgy !” (s L i
“T'll win that prize,” grunted Figgins, “if T havg to
smash every blessed pane of glass in the blessed house I

“(Cave! Here comes Linton 1

The master of the Shell, with an angry frown upon his
face, was seen to emerge from the House and make his way
towards the gricket-ground.

CHAPTER 11.

Figgy's Rival, :
TGGINS ceased to baf, and he looked a little dismayed.
Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell, was a trifla
touchy in some matters, and this was the seccond fime
his window fm:l been broken that day. His fuce expressed
wrath as he camo with long strides towards the crieket-
ground, h f

“ Figginag 1"

4 Ya-g-o08, sir 1"’

“You have broken my window

“1'm sorry, sip—== ;

“ Possibly ; and no doiabt Noble' wag sorey for breaking
it to-day—" ' y

““Yeag, sir; awfully sorry I" said the Clornstalk.

% Ahem ! But thut doos not make any difference to the
fact, The window has been broken twice, and my nerves
have been very much upset. I feel'as if I were in o stale
of siege in my study " exclaimed Mr, Linton hoatedly,

“You see, gir—' '

“You seem to be deliberately trying to knock the balls
towards the facade of the Bchool House, inatead of trying'
to avoid it ! b

“ You 'seo, sir-—=""

“And you have taken down the neta which should be
eractad on that side of the ground )" exclaimed Mr, Linton
angrily, ! 1

“You gee, sir—"" §

‘I shall report this to your IMouse-muaster, Figging ("

Y You soe, sir—" i ¥ y

“ Ynough "

P
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“May I any n word, sir?" said Tom Merry, r:ominﬁ for-
ward, " Figging was trying to hit the ball through the
Hou(lli: window, sit—to win tho prize, sir.”

“Oh!

‘“Bomebody will win the now cricket bat in the long run,
ir, and then it will be all right,” ventured Jack Blake.

“Ahem! And by that time, 1 supﬂmm-, thore will not ba
a wholo window leﬁ in the front of the House!” exclaimed
Mr. Linton,

“ Borry, sir—"

'

“Well, as Dr. Holmes has soen fit to make this offer, T
ﬂup(lloua you cannot bo blamed for taking advantage of it,"
igaid the master of the Shell; “but I warn you all that if
my window is broken aguin, the boy who breaks it will bo
(severoly caned !
| And tho Form-magter walked away in high dudgeon.

“That's tho worst of the chap ! said Manners, * He's
\nn gport, Ile's all right in the Form-room, but he's no
gport 1"

{ " Well, I suppose nobody likes being biffed on the napper
with o oricket ball,” Jack Blake remarked; *and the next
one might get a wicket on his hoad, you know 1"

“ Well, there's a certain wmount of risk in being alive at
all,” said Lowther. “I don't see why Form-masters can’t
run risks na well s anybody else. But I suppose we shall
have to give his window a wide berth in future. It means
that there mustn't be any more wild hitting.”

“ Wild hitting I* exclaimed Figging indignantly, ' “ Wha's

oon doing any wild hitting 7" !

“ Wall, T was only judging by appoarances, Figgy."

“ Lot you know about batting 1!

'“My ‘dear chap, Linton's window is more than {wenty
yards from the Head's window, and if you were aiming at
tho Head’s window--—-"

“Look at the distance!”
you couldn’t got ag near !

“That's not the question. What I say fs—""

“Rot—ranl rot '

“ Look here, Pigging—-"

i+ And look hero, E{onf.y Lowthop—"
¥ Hold CV,:ur. row, ~you assea!” pgrowled Tom
“Thore’s Cousin Ethel looking at you I

Figgina cepsed ot once, turning very red. Ide was
%th!!:-omely anxioud to keep the good opinicn of Cousin

ol

“TU try again!” ho
What's become of Fatty 7

“ He's gone!”

“'I;hie young bounder! I want him to bowl! Where's ho
gone 7'

*“I heard him say he was bhungry,” grinned Korr.

“Hungry | Dl—I'Il make him hungry 1" daid Figging
wrathfully. I can play his bowling better than any other.
Here, you enn take tho bat, Merry, if you like!”

“Well, I'll have a shot 1"

Tom Merry took tho bat, and Jack Blake bowled to him.
Figmins, wid; a slight blush in his cheeks, walled over to
Cousin Ethel, who was chatting with the Australian, Brief
an their acquaintance had heen, Harry Noble had contrived
to improve upon it, and he wus on very good torma with
Lithel Clevoland alrondy.

There was an easy way anbout Noble, a complete self-
relinnee, and ab the apme time an avidently profound respect
for the gentle sex, which was very taking, and Figgins could
seo at a glance that Ethel liked the Cornstalk,

Pigging was not o selfish follow, and ho never expectod

keep Cousin Ethel to himsolf. e was big and sturdy
and honest and good-natured, and brave as a lion, but his
dearest chum would not have called him handsome.

Mellish, tho cad of the Fourth, had once referred to
Cousin Fthel and Figging as Beauty and the Beast, ad
Figgina had been cut too deeply by the remark to oven
resonb it,  Like many big, kind-natured fellows, Figgins
had a diffidence and a Yn(‘.lc of confidence in his own personal
qualitics.

Noble was chattin
chatting, too, and
but somehow he cou
. Noble seomed to bo saying all there was to say, and there
wasg nothing loft for Figging, and he stood silent.

“By Joval That was a good stroke!” exclaimed. the
Cornstalle, as the ball flew from Tom Merry's bat.

It disappeared into the branches of an olm-trea at a grent
iliutu.nce, and dropped to the ground amid o shower of
caves,

“Good " said Figgine, * There was the Adistance, if the
aim had been as good ! I shouldn't wonder if Merry pulled

off the prize,” 7. -
“1 knew a chap in Cronjingalong—"" began Noble.
to the story. Figgins

hootod Figgina. *“I'll wager

Merry,

ﬁ'ruulml. “Ilere, I'atiy! Fattyl

. away cheerily, and Cousin Ethel was
l:fq';rm would have liked to chat also;
e,

Cousin Ethel smiled, and listened |

listened to it, too, but he did not smile. ;
1 haven't seen any batting over here like that T was used
THE Grv LIpRany.=-T0.

to on the other side,” Noble remarked, when the story was
told, *“I'm going to have a shot at secing the Australian
eloven play at Lord's during the summar, though, I wonder
if you would care to go, Miss Cleyeland 1"

Cousin Ethel smiled very brightly.

““Yes, of course | :

* Miss Cleveland will ba going- with some of us from 8t.
Jim’s,” said Figging, in a tone he vainly endeavoured to
rendor genial, i

“Good! Then T shall join the party !” said Noble cheor-
fully, “I know most of the Australian players by sight,
Misq'CIm'(\.iuud. and I shall be able to point them out to
Jou.
¢ That will be very interesting."

Figgins relupsed into silence.

A %il.tiu later, as the batting was ending, Arthur Augnstus
D'Arcy hove in sight. The thoughtful shade was still upon
the noble brow of Arthur Augustus, but it lifted at the sight
of his fair cousin,

“ Bai Jove, Fthel!” he exclaimed, raising his silk topper
in that graceful way which was only possible to the swell
of Bt. Jim's. ‘T did not know you had awwived,”

T went to the editorial offico to look for you, Arthur, but
you were not thero,” .

“I have had some wathah weighty maltahs to think out
lately,” suid D'Arcy,  “But it is tea-time, denh boy—I
mean, deah gal! You will have tea in No, 6, of course !

“Oh, not at all!” exclaimed Noble; “I am sure Miss
Cloveland will ba kind enough to have tea in the new study.
You see, Miss Cloveland, there’'s a now study been apenod
at the end of the Shell passage, and it’s ripping and airy and
ai)auy, you know. We had a study-warming yesterday, but
if we had koown yon were coming, wo should have put it
off -till to-day, of course. T really think you ought to come
to the end study fo tea this time, and your cousin will bring
you, Gussy is my most particular friend at the proesent
momant,”

“ Yaas, withah!” :

Figgins bit his lip. He would so gladly have asked Ethel
to tea in his study in the New House, but ho had taken it
for granted that she would have tea with D'Arey in No. 6,
and now it was too late. There was a far from amiable
expression in Figging's oyes as he glancod at the Australinn,

s D'Arcy backed up the Cornstalk, Cousin Fthal had no
alternative but to accept. Ho, with a sweol smilo, she
ncoopted,

* Shall wo say half-past six "' asked Noble eagerly.  “ And
T'll buzz off and get the place ready.”

“Yes, cortainly 1",

“Good! You'll bring your cousin, Cussy 7'

“Yaas, wathah! Shall I bwing Blake and Hewwies and
Dig, tao?”

t was impossiblo to say mo, and as the Kangareo had fo
say "' Yes!"” he did go with a good grace.

* Yes, rather; bring the wholo family 1" he said. - “T'll
buzz off now "

And he raised his straw hat to Cousin Tthol, and hurried
away to preparo for the great occasion, The first thing was
to visit tho school shop to lay in a supply of delicacies for
the tea.

Ho passed round gn angle of the buildings, out of sight
of the orickel-ground, on his way to Mrs. Tagglos's shop,
und ag he did go he heard a foolstep behind hin. e felt
a hand on his shoulder, and swung round in surprige.

Io found himself looking into the face of Figgins—a faco
that was white with rage.

CHAPTER 12.
Friend or Foe?

IGGINS did not speak for a moment; it seomed thot
he could not. The Cornstalk looked at him in blanlk
astonishment,

* Anything the matter?” he asked,

“Yes, you cad!”

Noble started.

The word was a stinging one, and it was flung at him
savagely, and for a moment tho Cornstalk’s teoth came to-
gether ﬂurd. and he clenched his hand. Had a fellow like
Gore said us much, he would have been on the ground the
noxt moment, and Figging came near getting one of tha
“Cornstalle upper-cuts” for which Noble was already
foinous in the School House.

But Noble restrained himself.

He rather liked Figgins, I'rom what he had seen of the
character of the leader of the New House juniors, it was
a very likable one. And he had no idea why Figgins had
so suddenly picked a quarrel with him. e

They were silent for some moments, looking at cie
another. i -

Figgins's face was quite white, und hiz cyes seemed to
burn, It was seldom that the quiet, easy-going Figgina

)
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] The silenee in the cditorial office was broken by o tap at the door, which was ajar.

“Come in, -ﬁ.uhcncl ! "J

called out Tom Merry, without looking up from his work, ‘*Come in, fathead, and shut the door!"

wag so disturbod, and either Kerr or Fatty Wynn would
hayve been amazed to see him like this.

*““That'a a hard word,"” said Noble, at last. “I don't
think I deserve it. I’ve a jolly good mind to knock it back
down your throat—-""

 That's what I want you to do,” said Figgins. * Begin !”

Noble shook his head.

“ There’s always time to pommel one another,” he said,
with a slight grin,  “Suppose we have a little arguinont
first. What's the row nhout 1"

“You know jolly well.”

“Blessed if I do. Have I trod on your corns in any
way 7"

“Don't pretend you don’t know,” shouted Figginz. ** Put
up your fists "

“I'll put them up as soon ns I sed reason to. You know
I'm not afraid of you,” said the Australian quietly, *['m
not going to fight you for nothing, though. As a matter. of
foct, I rather took to you.”

“Thank you " gaid Figgins, with a sncer that did not
hunoi:'a'm his homely, honest face. * Thuat was very good of
ol
3 Not ot all. I thought you were a decent chap.”

“Oh! You've changod your opinion now, I suppose?’

*“You're changing it for moe. What on earth have you

nudll’r‘.r:]y pounced on me like a giddy ferret on w rabbit
ort
“You lknow very well what you've doue, you interloping
rottor !"
A comprehensive look eame over the Cornstalk's face.
“Do you mean asking Miss Cleveland to tea in my
study ¢ |
* That—and the rest.'
“But why shouldn’t 17

Do you think I haven’t known
her long ‘enough?

Surely that's for the lady to settle;

besides, her cousin is coming with her,” said Noble. * Did
you want an invitation?” 3 e g
“T don't want anything from you !" said Piggina, * Only

I want you to put up your hands. We'll soe who's beat

man,

“We can do that presently,” said Nable, putting his
hands into his pockets, It sooms to me_that you're inler-
fering in an affair that doesn’t concern you.”

Pigging almost gasped.

“The young lady in D'Arey’s cousin, I supposa shao
doesn't happen to bo your cousin too, by any chance "

“You know sho isn't,”

1 didn't know. I might have imagined she was your
cousin, or your sister, by the way you've shoved your onr
into this matter,” said Noble. *“ What is your interest in
the affair, anyway 1"

Tue Grm Lxmmw.u-ffg'._
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Figging did not reply. His pale face flushed a little. Tt
hegan to dawn upon him that he had acted in n rather
tidiculous manner,

“T supposo the young lady. isn't your private property "
suggcabnd the Cornstallk. t

“Cad 1"

“ That's no argument; it’s only a rotten, piggish word,”
gnid Noble calmly. “If you van expluin how I've aeted in
any way that I shouldn't, I’ll apologise to tho injured
‘party, and willingly., But swearing at a chap doesn’t make
things better,”

Tigging panted. A storm of anger in his breast had led
him to follow the Colonial, yet to explain was impossible,
And it had already ocourred to him what Cousin Lthel
would think if she ever knew thal she had beon the canse
of a fight between two boys. Figgina pictured the sur-
ptisod, scornful glance of the blue eyes, and trombled.

' A slightly amused look was creeping over the Cornstalk's
noe.

He had a quick intuition, and it had dawned upon him
what l"iﬁginnn interest in the matter was, and he knew
vore( well that it was impossible for Figging to explain
without making himself look absued,

“Look hore, kid,” said the Australian good-naturedly,
“T'm gorey if I'vo troddon on your corns, but if n follow
muatn’t look at o lady visitor to the school, you ought to
put up o notice to that effect, or something of the sort, so
that a new-comer could kecp off the grass.'

* Look horo—-""

M That’s all right; I'm looking. Tf T thought this was
aunplg Fas on your part,” went on the Cornstalk coolly, “I
should knock you into a cocked hat.”

S Try bt i

“I'm not going to. I think I ecould do it, and 1'll have
the gloves on with you any time, with pleasure. But 'm
not going to fight you, cspecially now. I don’t want to
ontertain a lady with a black eye.”

Pigging could nol help grinning a little,

“You see, kid,” went on Noble, ““1 hadn’t seen you and
Miss Cleveland together boefore, and I hadn’t the faintest
iden that o kid of your age—"

“Bhut up!”

“ Uortainly—whon T've finished. I didn't know how the
wind blow, go to speak, but now you've enlightened me,
it’s differont. I can see that youw're ass cnough to fesl
doeply 'l’ll the matter, o vory silly thing for a chap of your
P

“Bhut up, I tell you!” oxelaimed Figgins furiously.

“You've givon yoursoll away completely, and a jolly
good many follows would talke the yarn all over the school,
and make you look a giddy ass.'

“1f you say a word—"

“Rats! Ivon if you licked me you couldn’t gag me, you
Iknow,” said Noble cheerfully.
word, But I'm not going to be interfered with, T shall
chum with o jolly nice girl if I like, without being bully-
raggred by you or unyhm,[fv olaa.! @

‘ By George, I—-"

ANl tho same, I don't want to be unpleasant.
decent chap, though o bit of an asa.”

“ Lool here——- ]

Y Lot mo finish, DBlessed if you're not gotting as windy as
Hlimpole, T suppose T ought to-have noticed how mum you
wore when T was talking to Cousin EKthel. Dut bless you,
I was thinking about myself, not about you. Howaver,
I'll do my best for you."

“T'm not asking any favours at your hands.

“No; yuu’rc uﬁ(inf{ for o hiding, and vou've come jolly
nenr ﬁobhng one,” said tho Australian, with a grin.  *“But
it's all right. I'll keep off the grass as far as you're pon-
‘wernoed in the future.
you'd have seen—""

“What " eaid Figging eagerly.

The Cornstalk loughed,

S That Cousin Ethel wasn’t half listening to. my chatter,
and seomad to be thinking about something else. I can see
what it waas now.”

“ What 1"

“ Why, I think she was wondering what you were such
a mum ags for | }

Figging brightened up. .

“'lﬁo you really think so? I say, Noble, you're a decent
sort,

‘*Ha, ha, hal” {

“ What are you eackling at?"’ demanded Figgina suspici-
ously, struck by the unplensant thought that the Corn-
stalle was perhaps only * pulling his leg.”

“ Why, it's o rather sudden change——a cad one minute,
and a decont chap the next,’ said the Australian good-
humournd}.y. i

4 TeJ—1 take that back,” said Figgins.
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“T'm nob going to say 'a°

T'm blessed if T know how I flew into such o beastly

temper. It's a now thing to me." 3
“Jealousy,” grinned Noble, “I suppose it's my good
looks nnd general air of distinguishedness, I didn't know
T was so fascinating. You know what Shakespeare snys
on that subject: *Beware the green-eyod monster, that
{ Beloved youngster——""

an ass.

doth mock the meat it feeds on.’

“Oh, don't rot, you nss!"

“Wall, my son, keep your temper a liltle botter in
future, and then you won't bother mo to give you loctures,
when I ought to gn getting tho grub in,”” said Noble,

“1—I—1"m sorry. I suppose 1 was an ass.’’

“No supposing about it,” said Noble calmly. 'Then, as
Figging was turning away, he added: ‘“IHold on a
minute."”

Figging looked back. !

“What is it?"

“Wouldn't you like to come to teaf"

Tigging's face flushed.

“ Do you—do you mean it?"

Noble roared,

_oAtHe, ha, hal Why
welcoma [

“1'1 be jolly glad to."”

“Only don’t suddenly start pounding me if I spoak to
Cousin Kthel. 1 shall {lave to addresa her once or twice,
you know, as sho's my guest. L'll keep to the topioc of tho
weather if possible.”

Viggins turned orimson, and walked. away. Duf there
was a satisfied Jook upon his face. Noble grinned as he
went _on to the fuckshop, It had boen a bit of a breeze,
but they were the best of friends now.

CHAPTER 13.
Skimpole Enters the Lists,

& AT Jove, there goes the time!"
Half-past six rang out from the clock-tower.
Four juniors issued from Study No. 6 in tho
Tourth Form passage. A girl was coming along from the
direction of the house-dame's quarters; Cousin Fthel was
in_timo,

The juniors greeted her with cheerful grins.

Tt ,.ippin(f of.you to come to 8t. Jim's, and it's lod
Noble to stand o ripping tea,” Digby remarked, * You'ro
always suro of somothing good in Noble's study. 1 think
3'011'].{ have a good time, Miss Cloveland.”

Cousin Ethel laughed.

T hope so, I am sure,” she said demurely.

“ Weally, Dig, I wegard you us an uss, Do you think
Tithel oares as much for ham sandwiches and jam tarts as
you do?'"

And Arthur Augustus marched on ahoad with his churm-
ing cousin, Blake, Herries, and Digby followed, tha lust-
named looking rather red, and murmuring something abouf
punching heads.

Skimpole looked out of his study as they passed, and
ducked his head to Miss Cleveland.

“Ah! Have you seen Tom Merry?
copy for the ‘Woeekly,” and
and Noble. By the wnK—-—'

“ Pwecisoly,” said D'Arcy, passing on with Cousin Ithel.

“ Ahem ! Really, Blake—Dighy—Herries, [ say, Herries,
is it true what the fellows are saying about the Head ?"

“ Depends on what it is,"”" said the good-natured Horries,
gtopping behind his chums as he saw that Skimpole was in
quost of information, and wag not going to talk ‘‘isms."

“It'a about the ericket,” said Skimpole, blinking. ' Gore
was tolling me that the Head has offered a new orickel bat
ns 0 prize

8o he has.”

“Yaa, but to anybody who can put a ericket ball through
his study window,” said Skimpole. * It cannot be true,
suraly."

“Quite true,” said Herrigs. “The whole school's known
it for two days or so. Do you mean to say you havaen't
heard it before "

“1 did not credit the report.”

“Well, it's true,” said Herries, passing on.

“ Wait a moment, Herries. It scems really incrediblo,
The Head can have nothing whatever to gain by having his
window broken——"'

Herries snorted.

*He's a sportsman, you duffer ! Of course, a bookwormy
chap like you wouldn’t understand that.. It's for the sport
of the thing.” :

1 fail to see where the sport comes in.'' i oo

¢ You would,” said Herries, with a sniff._ *“ You haven't
got as much sportsmanship in you as 'my dog Towser."”

“Don't be ratty, Herries. I am only seeking to ascertain

not? Come, you duffer, and

I have finished the
done enough for both Merry
b
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ascertain tho fact, because if it is really true about the
Head’s ofter, I intend to got the prize.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Herrics. *“ You got the prize!
My only summer hat! Are you sotting up as a humorist,
Skimmy §"’

* Really, Herries, I cannot seo anything to be amusad at
in that observation. 1 shall certainly get the prize, and
if you care to purchase the bat choap, 1 will sell it to you
at a bargain, My object is to raise money enough to get
the new edition of Professor von Dummkopf’s book on
Determiniam,””

*Oh, I'll give you o thousand pounds for that bat if you
win it,"” said Ierries, wiping his eyes. ‘“Oh, my only Aunt
Matilda | ‘

" Nonsense, Herries! You could not raise such a sum,"”
said Bkimpole, who took everything with the most deadly,
seriousness,  ““ Hesides, the bat, though doubtless o good
one, would not be worth unyﬂlil‘l[{ like such a sum, A
guinea would be nearer the mark,’

But Herries did not stay to hear more. Ile rushed on
after his chums, to tell the tea-party the joke. Skimpole
blinked after him doubtfully, ~ Ho seemed very much
astonished to find that the Hoad's offor was really genuine,
but it was impossible to doubt Herries' word. ~Skimpole
waa still standing in the passage, blinking after Herries,
when Figgine came by.  Figging was in a hurry, for the
clock had struck as he was crossing the quad. = He had
stayed to put on an extra clean collar, and to make a vain
attompt to get his necktio to set straight., He pushed
Bliimpole gently out of the way, and the amateur Socialist
bumped agoinst the wall,

‘*Really, Figging—-

“Can’t| Sorry.”

And  Figgina strode on
bawled after him:

“1 say, Figgins, is it really true about the Head’s offer
about the cricket bat 7"

**Yos, quite true, ass!” bawled back Figgins.

And he disappeared into the end study. Skimpole rubbed
his_bony hands together with an expression of great
satisfaction.

! Clear out of ths way, cocky!”

Tt was the voice of an untidy, inky-fingered junior of the
Third Form, who came hurrying along with a ragged
mongrel at his heols. It was D'Arey minor, necompanied
by his inseparable chum Pongo.

“Come off, Pong!” growled D'Arcy minor, as Pongo
yapped round Skimpole’s thin calvea,  *“There's nothing
but bones there. Come here, you beast "

“ Wait a moment, young D’Arcy. Have you heard about
the Head's offer 7’

“Yes, of course I have,” grunted Wally, “and had a
jolly good try for the cricket bat, too, but it was no go.?

“You did not succeed ?"'

“Of eourse I didn’t. I'm going to have another shot.””

“Yet it seems to me o remarkably easy feat,” said
Skimpole thoughtfully.

Wally snorted.

“You'd hetter try it!” he remarked.

“1 intend to do so. I waa afraid that tho Head's offer
might be only a jape of some of the fellows, or I should
have tried at once.”

“Oh, it's genuine enough, but you couldn't get within
miles of it!"” said Wally, with a sniff. “ You're talking
out of your hat. Come on, Pong., You'll be late for tea,
you unmannerly young waster.”

And D’Arcy minor and Pongo disappeared. S8kimpole
wont into his study and looked round it for a cricket ball,
There was one belonging to Gore, and S8kimpole picked it
up, and went slowly and thoughtfully downstairs with it
under his arm. He met the Terrible Three near the door

“I have finished the copy for the ‘ Weekly," Merry,” he
observed. “1 have written enough for the whole numboer
if necessary.”

““Ha, ha! T don’t think it will be necessary. What are
{Ou going to do with that cricket ball #'* asked Tom Merry,
ooking curiously at the round red object under the arm
of the amatour Hocialist,

“I am going to win the Head's prize—""

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The Terrible Three burst into a roar. Tt seemod funny
for Bkimpole to attempt to win the prize which batsmen
like Kildare and Darrel and Monteith had tried for in
vain. Skimpole blinked at them.

“¥You seem to rogard the matter as humorous,” he re-
markoed mildly,

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rathor!”

‘Indeed, T seo no reason why I should not win the prize.
The surprising thing to me is that it has not been won
before, Ilowever, T am now going to Sy 0

And 8kimpole went out. The chums of the Shell looked

Stop a moment, please-—m"?

and disappeared. Skimpole
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at one another in amazement, and burst outb laughing
ngain,

“Well, this is too rich!" Manners remarked., Hkimmy
has made some curious breaks in his time, but thig is about
the funniest. Fancy Skimmy as o batsman |”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ho must have misunderstood
suid Tom Merry,

Crash |

It was the crash of a smashing window,

“ My hat!” said Lowther. *‘Ilo’s dono it )™

CHAPTER 14.
Skimpole Does Not Win the Prize.

R. LINTON, tho master of the Shell, was in the
Mead’s study, There was a frown ou his face, and
a slightly worried look on Dr. Holmes's.

‘! Twice, sir,” he said=‘' twice to-day."

Dr. Holmes nodded,

“Yea; I am sorry, Mr. Linton,'

“The whole school seems to have been seized with a
mania for batting against tho School House, sir,” said the
master of the Bhell. * Even the New House boys are now
doing all their practice whenever possible on this side of
the ground. My window has been broken in {wo panes,
and the Third Form-room window has gone.  The nets
have boen taken down on this side of the cricket ground.
Anybody passing in that direction  has to look out for
ericket balls, as if he were crossing the line of fire on a
battlefield.”

The Head smiled slightly.

“1t is true that my offer to the boys has turned out not
oxactly as I wished,” he said. *“I did not anticipate all
this, imagined that only the Bixth and Fifth Form
cricketers would take advantage of it, but no condition was
mada to that effect, and so the Lower Form boys naturally
imagined themselves included in it. It would not be quite
fair—not exactly cricket, in fact—to make a distinction
now."”

* But, sir—-

“ Besides, I like to see this apirit of emulation displayed,”’
said the doctor. I know it leads to certain inconveni-
eneces. But for the sake of the game——"

“Ye-¢-es,” said Mr, Linton, who was no cricketer, and
did not feel the foree of this appeal. * But the netg——'"

“Well, the nets would of course prevent the batsmen
smashing any windows—including mine. That would be
the same as rescinding the offer,”

“It is dangerous to walk on thia side of the cricket
ground now."

“Ahem! T have no doubt the prize will he won soon by
one of the batsmen in the Sixth,”’ said the Head. *“1I do
not sec how I ean withdraw the offer. I can perhaps fix a
time limit. But really, I expect almost any hour for a
ericket-ball to come crashing through the glags—""

‘“That ia nol likely to hap—— OQh—oh "

‘rash ]

A pane of glags in the Head's window flew to fragments,
and a cricket ball came flying into the study.

It bounced on the Head's writing-table, and knocked an
inkpot sprawling over a hoap of papers, and then shob
off into the fender with a terrifie clang.

The Head. jumped.

“ Bless my m.»u]l! What is that?"

“Hem!” Mr, Linton smiled a little maliciously, * That
is the cricket ball, sir.” d

“ Bless my soul ! Then the prize has been won! Curious,
there are only juniors batting now,” said the Head, with a
glance towards the oricket field, * Burely it was im-
possibla——"

““Ahem ! I think the ball the
window.”

“Th? Thrown!”

“There would be some oxcitomont on the eriekel field if
the ball had come from there., They do not seem to be
disturbed at all.”

“ Bless my soul, you are right!"” The Head went to the
window. Skimpole was standing in the quadrangloe, blink-
ing up at the window through his spoctacles, with an ex-
pression of aatisfaction upon his face. A number of juniors
wore gathering round, wonder-stricken,

“Blkimpole 1"

* Yo, sir!" said Skimpole, raising his eap. “I have
done it, sir "

“Blees my soul I" gasped the amazed dootor, “Ila
admits that he has smashod my window, as coolly as though
it were n meritorious action. Hkimpole, come up to my
study at once.”

“VYon, sir|?

the mattor somehow,”
“He—— Hark'|":

»

was thrown through
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And 8kimpole went into the house. The boys outside
stared after him, and at tho broken window, blankly,

. Y Faith,” said Reilly, “and it's off his giddy rocker he
is, intirely 1" .

The Iead turned nway from the window, greatly puzzled,
Mo knew thot Skimque of tho Bhell was a somoewhat

wealinr youth, but he was not as a rule mischievous, In

aol, he was too solemn for his years. The IHead could not
Eonsih!y assign any motive for the boy’s present action.

1o took up o cane, tested it in his hand, and laid it on
the table in roadiness.

There was . tap ab the door, and Skimpolo entered, cap

hand. The Head looked at him severely.
‘* Bkimpole, is that your cricket ball 2"
¢ No, air |

“What| You said—'""

It is Gore’s, sir,” explained Skimpole, “ T borrowed it
Jor the purpose. Of course, it is only a matter of form to
eall it Gore's oricket ball. All property is, as a matter of
faot, common to us all, though wrongfully withheld at tho
present moment by the so-called owners. Under Socialism
ull the cricket lmli:s will be nationalised.”

“I did not send for you to hoar you talking nonsense,
Skimpola."

“That isn't nonsense, sir!" said Bkimpole, in astonish-
ment. *“That’s the result of long and strenuous medita-
tions upon the sooinl system ik

“Ahem! Never mind the social system now.
throw that cricket-ball through my window 7"’

““ Yes, sir "

The Head and Mr. Linton exchanged glances of amazo-
ment. It was not uncommon, certainly, for a junior to own
up to a fault, But to own up in this calm, matter-of-fact
wiy, ns if he considered he was worthy of praise, was
rather new.

“I scarcely understand
you, with your own hand,
my window 1"

Ve, ‘st |'

“*Then,”” said the Flead sternly, “I presume that vou are
prepared to take the consequences 7" - 3

‘ Cartainly, sir; that is what I have come for."”

, Tha Iead almost gusped.

‘“Hold out your hnm‘f HSkimpola 1"

Bkimpole held out his hand—to roceive the prize ericket
bat, as he thought., His ecyes grew round behind his
apoctacles as the Head tool u;]a his cane. The cane swished

Did you

ou, Bkimpole. You say that
urled that oricket ball through

aydown, and the amazed junior drew his hand quickly away.

e

The oane, meeting no resistunce, swept downward, and
gave the doctor a smart cut on the uuif. He uttered an
exolamation,

“ Good gracious I' exelaimed Mr. Tinton, horrified.

The FHoad was speechless. Such a trick might be played
upon a Form-master by a particularly daring youth ; Lut on
the Iead himself! TIneredible! But for the tingling
where the eane had struck him, Dr. Holmes would simvcs
refused to believe the evidence of his own senses,

“ Blaimpole! 8kimpole! What-—how-——""

“1 am sorry, sir, if you have hurt yourself,” said 8kim-
wole anxiously. ‘1 did not understand your action, sir.
Waore you going to cane me?’”

“Uertainly 1 was!"” shouted the Head.

“ But—but why, sir? Why were you going to cane me?
{.’ understand that you were going to give me a prize cricket
hat.”?

Dr, TTolmes dropped the cane.

“* You undm-atnn(‘l what, 8kimpola?'

“1 was told by Gore and several othera that thero was a
prize for hurling o ericket ball through your window,”
anid the amateur Socialist, looking bewildered. * I asked
sovoral more relinblo fellows if it was true, and they all
assured me that it was, I8 it possible I have been deceived t
You appear angry.”

Tho Head certninly did appoear angry. Skimpole was
nearer at that moment to recerving n terrific thrashing than
he had ever been before,

*“1s it possible, Skimpole, that you allowed yourself to be-
liove nucl\ nonsonse?  Are you attempting lo deceive me,
boy " thundered the ITead, Y
. Y Nen-neno, sir | It is impossible for a sincere Socialist to
attempt to deceive anybody,” stammered Skimpole. *1I
t.houglll; it was o curious offer for you to make, sir; but
they all nssured me that it was the fact, so [—"'

Mr, Linton involuntarily burat into a laugh. (i
. “This boy is in many respects the most stupid in my
Form, sir,” he said. ** It is evident that he is the victim of
an absurd joke.' y

Y Blkimpole;' said the ITead severely, I will take your
word that you have acted in good faith, but I cannof
sufficiently express my amazemont at your utfer stupidity.
1f you paid a little lesz attention to dreamy theories, and
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more o the averydny matters round you, it would be better
for you. You may go.”

“ But aren’t T to have a ericket bat, sir?”

““The ericket bat! Cortainly not |"

““Haven't I won it, air?”

“ The cricket bat was offerad as o prize to whoever ghould
knook a ball from the cricketfield through my study
window."”

“Oh! Still, sir, so long as the window is smashed, the
result is just the swme, sir,” vonturod Bkimpole. 1 have
smashed the window pretty completely, sir.”

The Head could not reatrain a smile.

“You may go, Skimpole. You are o very stupid boy."™

And S8kimpole went.

CHAPTER .15.
A Third-Form “ Jape.”

OUSBIN ETHEL appeared delighted with the end
study, and she had a word of praise for the papering,
the painting, and the furnishing. The New Firm

5 were in the best of l.om}*mrs, greatly pleased with
their guest, even more than with the excellent spread the
Australian had provided. The Cornstall did not do things
by halyes. IHe had spent a small fortune—for a junior—
upon the study-warming the day before; but the feed in
honour of Cousin Ethel, though less extensive, was quite s
good, if not better.

The chums of Study No. 6 grinned amiably when they saw
the table. Figgins, when he came in, havdly noticed it.
But then Figgins was thinking of other things. The little
party settled down to a very L:ﬁccrful tea, and had begun it
in the highest of spirits, when a fresh visitor appeared at
the door, It was ID’Arcy minor of the the Third, with his
dog at his heels.

fHallo " said Wally cheerily. ““I thought you would
miss me if I didn’t come, so I managed to work it in.”

Noble made a sign towards the passago.

“Qutside " he said.

“Oh, no, I couldn't loave Pmlgo outside ! said Wally,
affecting to misunderstand. “He's quite quiet and harm-
less, and very fond of Colonials, Are you getting up to give
me vour seat, Gus?"

“No, I cortainly am not doia’ nn‘\.’thin' of the sort, Wally !
I am gettin' up to hurl you forth,”

“Who's first, second, and third?"’ asked Wally inno-
cently, ““ Are you going to begin with Blake, and Herries,
and Dig, if you hurl me fourth "

“I did not e\y fourth. I said forth, you young wap-
seallion. Kthel, I beg to tendah my most sincere apologies
for this intewwuption of (he harmony of the meetin’.”’

Cousin Ithel smiled.

“But I am sure Wally has come to see me,". sho said.
“If our host does not object, why not let him remain "

“Object ! said Wally, “ Why, Kangaroo particularly
wanted me to coma, did‘n'!. yeu, Wallaby? I came at the
spocinl wish of our friend Dingo.”

Noble grinned,

‘ Stay, by all means,”

he said. “IFind a chair some-

where.  It's all right, Gussy; lat him live !"
Wally found o seat beside Cousin Kthel, calmly pushing
himself in between IKthel and hiz elder brother. Figgins

was on Ethel’s other side. Arthur Augustus sat down again,
simmering with suppressed wrath.

Pongo took his place under the table, and kept D'Arcy
in a state of endless nervous apprehension by an occasional
growl or two; Not that Gussy was afraid for himself. He was
as brave as a lion. IHe was thinking of his trousers—{or which
Pongo had shown a liking more than onee before.

Howover, it was a very pleasant meal. If there was a
shade of thoughtfulness on the brow of Arthur Augustus
I’Arcy, it passed unnoticed in the general clatter and
chatter. Figgina was in high spirits. He coloured once or
twice as he caught a humorous twinkle in Kangaroo's eye.
But the Colonial was keeping his word.  While Figgins was
present, Noble made no attempt to monopolise Cousin
Kthel.

The New Firm did the honours of the fead as well as could
be desired. DBernard Glyn, when tea was over, showed
Cousin Ithel some of his inventions, and offered to give hor
an electric shock—an offer that was declined with thanlks.
Clifton Dane, who had some powers as a hypnotisb, was
willing to mesmerise her, another offer that was prompfly
declined.

D’Arcy, with a somewhat defiant glance round the study,
suggested a littlo music, and followed up the suggestion
witﬁ a generous offer to sing the Prize Song from ‘* Die
Meistersingoer.” Fortunately the clock struck while he was
speaking, and then Cousin Lthel uttered a little ex-
c\umut.ion. ; e

“ Dear, dear| Is that really a quarter to eight?
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" Yaas, wathah 1
“Then I shall have to hurry away.”

* Weally, Ethel—-"

"tI\f!:-s. Holmes was oxpecting me ten minutes ago at
east.

“Bai Jove, that's wathah wolten, you know 1"
““Yes, ign't it? Good-bye! Thank you, so much!”

Ethel, with a sweet smile to Noble.
very pleasant.”

“I hope you will come again, Miss Cleveland,” said
Noble, s he opened the door for his guest, * It was jolly
of you to aome,”

“Yes, indeed! I hope so0.”

Arthar Augustus went. out with his cousin, ta see her to
the Head’s house. Noble waited till they had passed the
turn of the passage, and then closed the door.

*Jolly ripping girl,” he gaid. ** Now, you young rascal,”
he went on, addressing Wally, “¥ think it’s about time you
had a lickinpi' for your cheek.”

“Oh, rats!"” said Wally. * You've made it pax."

The Cornstalk laughed.

“1 puppose 1 had better let you off,'"

“Yes—you might gel hurt otherwise,” remarked Wally,
rising. ' Pongo! Pongo! Pong! Come here! You've
finished with that bone.” \

“I say; I'll give Pongo an electrio shock if you like,”
said Bernard Glyn. = It does animals good, you %nmw."

Wally glared at the cheerful electrician.

“ Lot me catch you giving him electrio shocks, that's all 1"
he snid. “T'll joﬁ!y soon give you a shock of another sort !

And he marched out of the end study with Pongo. As
he came downstairs two juniors of the 'I‘ﬁird Form pouncod
upon him,

“You young bounder!"” exclaimed Jameson. * Where
have you been? We've been looking for you everywhore,”

" Oh, I've been to tea in a Shell study ! said Wally, with
an_air of assumed carelessness,

Jomeson and Gibson stared at him. They were never
asked to ton in a Shell study—and very seldom in a Fourth-
Form one.

“Come off I'" said Gibson tersely.

“Foct!” said Wally, “I've been having tea wilh Kan-
garoo—not a bad chap, either.”

“Oh,” said Jameson, comprehensively, “ I undersiand, 1
know your cousin Kthel was having tea in the end study.
You shoved yoursell in.”

Y Are you looking for a thick ear, Jimmy "' asked Wally
pleasantly. * You're going just the right way to get one.””

“Look here, while you've been guzzing in a Shell study,
we've been looking for you,” said Curly Gibson aggressively.
“It's a jape we've thought of, but we wanted you to help.”

“That's right, my sons,” said Wally serenely. * Don't
you ever try any La.peﬂ without your Uncle Wally, They're
bound to come a buster.”

** Btow the gas,” said Jameson.

“I've fed.”

“ Bul we haven't I" exclaimed Jameson indignantly. “ You
uzzling young sweep, we're jolly hungry, and funds are out.
t's n rag against the Fourth, too.”

“Now you're talking ! Gefl on "

“It's Falty Wynn," said Jameson, lowering his voice to a
mysterions whisper as the three fags walked out of the
School House, ** We saw him in the tuckshop. Ie’s laid in
a feed and gone off to enjoy it all by himsell, Figgins ia
having tea in the Behool House, you see, and Kerr has fillod
up the study over there with follows proctising part-singing.
Fatty Wynn is on his own; we saw him getting the things
in Dame "‘[‘ugg!ca'ﬂ shop—anusages, and cream puffe, and
jam tarts.

i First-rale prog,” said Gibsgon, emacking his lips. “ We
agked him for some—""

“And he told us we were cheeky fage,”) snid Jameeon
darkly, “Wae didn’t slay him, because—beciuse "

“ Because he would have given you o hiding if you had
slarted,' observed Wally.

“Oh, don't be a beast, young D'Arcy ! We thought we'd
scoff his grub instead. He's taken it into one of the rooms
at the back of the gym., so as to be quiet and uninter-
rupted,” grinned Jomeson.  “ We watched him through the
window. Come on, and we'll show you.”

Wally chucklod, and followed his two comrades. In o
couple of minutes they were looking into one of the windows
nt the back of the ground floor of the gymnasium. It was a
small room, where some of the !mmpﬂenmiin used in the
gym. was stored, and there, sitting ‘on a chest, was the
Falstaff of the New Ilouse. There was a seraphio smile
upon the plump face of Fatty Wynn, and a gleam of greedy
anticipation in his eye.

He had oponed his parcel of good things from the tuckshop,
and they were spread around him—sausages and ham and
rolls and tarts and cake. The fat Fourth-Former was

said
‘It has been so very,

“ Look here—it's a foed.”
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ovidently “flysh’" just then, for he was “doing himself
down * remarkably well.

“Looks ripping, don't it?"" murmured Gibson,

* Mukes me feel guite peckish again,” said Wally,

“ We could raid it as easy as falling off a form. A rush
in at the door, and we could bounce him over, and before
he could get up——"

Wally shook his head.

*“No; we won't collar his grub 1"

“ Look here,” began Jameson hotly, “if you're not hungry,
wo are "’

“I don't care whether you're hungry or not! We've gat
some grub in the Form-room, anyhow. 1 tell you, you
sha'n't touch his grub " snid Wally obstinately.

“I can see you've got some other jupe in your head, you
young ass! What is it 7"

“I was thinking of the tortures of Tantalus,'

“Eh? Who's Tantalus?” asked Jameson, whose attain-
ments in classio lore wore not great, “Is it a dog "

““Ha, ha! No. Tantalus was one of those ancient Groelk
bounders who offended the gods, and was stuck in Tartarus
with a lot of ripping tommy just out of his reach, you know
—like a corrot tied just whead of o donkey’s noso. wal
fhl!l]]_(‘il:g \w-.,cuuld fix up Fatty liko that,  Ilere, come in 1"

* But——'

“Don’t jaw!

And \'\’uf

Follow your uncle |’
ly led the way,

CHAPTER 16,
The Tortures of Tantalus.
F;’\TTY WYNN had just taken his first mouthful when

the door opened, and three Third-Formers presentod
themsolves to his view. Fatty lnid down his knife
and fork, and bestowed a glare upon tho intruders.

Y Gat out " he said,

*Rats " gaid Wally, ¢ Collar him " i

“ Why, you checky young rascals,” exelaimed Wynn, in
amazement at the nerve of the Third-Form hero, * I’ll—T'1l
pulverige you! Ow!”

Outrageous as it was for fags to lay hands upon a Fourth-
Former, Wally & Co. made no bones about it, so to speal,
They rushed at Fatty Wynn, who rose to defend himself,
He hit out, and Jameson rolled in one direction and Gibson
in another. But Wally fastened desperately upon the faf
Fourth-Former, and shouted to his comrades to back him
up, while Pongo barked furiously.

Jamesgon and Gibson quickly returned to the fray. Fatty
Wynn strugglod desperately, but three to one was too lonj
odds. He went down with o heavy bump, and the fags#
sprawled over him. : i

* You—you young rof.tursl”][}uspm] Fatty Wynn., “1ll—
I'll punch you to little bits! You—you cheecky imps !

“Got him 1" said Wally, crowing triumphantly,

““Yeas, rather ! Hurrah "

S Hip-pip 1" 2

Wally sat astride of Fatty Wynn's chest, and kept him
pinned down. The fat Fourth-Former could only strugﬁlﬁ

10

and heavo spasmodically. Thero was no dislodging
scamp of the Third Form from his perch.

ow, gel one of those ropes, Jimmy " said Wally, with
the air of a general giving orders. **Keop atill, Wynn!
That's the woret of those Welshmen, thoy never know when
they're beaten !
] "]Wor—rnc\'erwnmflmulvn!” gasped Fatty Wynn breath.
essly.

“Well, you're jolly noar it at the present moment !
Gibby, my son, drag out those weights from the corner<the
heaviest ones |” f

"Ql'n, rats, Wally ; you're not going to start weight-lifting
now !’

“ Tl start eye-blacking, if you don't do as I tell you !

** Yeos, but——"

“Yank out those weights, nus!
them |

“Oh, T seal” said Gibson, chuckling, ?

And ho dragged out the heavy weights one by one from
their receptacle, i

It did not take the scamps of the Third long to sling the
weights upon lengths of cord, and fasten the cords to ﬁatty
Wynn's wrista and arms.

‘Then the fat Fourth-Former was allowed to riso.

He rose—~breathless and rumpled and gasping, ng red as
a poppy. He wrenched at his arms to free them, but thab
was a little beyond his powers. He could not got them
loose, neither could he ahilft the mass of heavy weights that
dragged upon him.

Wally, with a quiet grin, arranged the feed just out of
Wynn’s reach, nut]l then the chuckling fags quitted tha room
and closed the door,

“The—tho young beasts I gasped Fatty Wynn. “1'll—
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I'll pulverise them! I'll mash them like potatoes when I
got hold of them ! The rotters! Ow " ’

Ho draggoed ab the cords. The weights olattered a little,
but did nof budge. Thero was a tap at the window and a
yell of laughtor, Three fances were looking in there, in
evident enjoyment of I'atty Wynn's predicamont.

*Ha, ba, hu " yelled Wally suddenly. ** Look there! I
forgot Pongo !

Jamoeson and Gibson chueklod hysterically, Through the
sindow (hey could ses Pongo, who had been loft in the £oom,

ally had forgotten him, and Pongo had been quite willing

- o be loft in the presence of the sausages.

Pongo was making for the sausages now, and it was quite

“touching to seo the expression that came over the fat face

of Wynn.

Ho mado frantic gestures at the dog as well ns he could
with his hands dragged behind him, and elattered his feot
on the floor.

Pongo retreated, growling.,

“Oh lor' " gasped Iatty Wynn, * Get back, you beast!
%hmhhl'r Seat! Grroer! Be off! Yah! Bunk{ Groeerr!l
ooh 1"

Pongo growled, and kept back, But he scon observed,
with canine sagncity, that Fatty Wynn could only stand still
and -clatter his boots and shout, and could not advance
towards the provisions.

Pongo crept forward again, eyeing
this time the shouts and olattering o?
him back.

Ho growled, and showed his teeth, and erept on,

“Booh!" ronred Fatty Wynn. * Yah!| Scat!"”

But Pongo declined to seaf.
t'Ho fastonad his tecth in the sausages, and bogan to cat

om,

The perapiration rolled down Fatty Wynn’s face.

“Oh!" he grouned. “ My sausages! My ham! My
ham ! My sausages | You beasts ! y #ausages and ham!
Mly ham and sauspges! Oht”

‘ Ha, ha, ha !" shrieked the fags outside the window.

“Ielp ! Help !"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Wire!" shrioked Fatty Wynn, “Murder! Tire!"

‘“Ha, ha, ha "

Pongo growled, and ate. Fatly Wynn stamped and
ellod, he tortures. of Tantalus wero o joke to this,

lantalus never saw a dog ‘eating the good things he could
not reach. But Fatty Wynn didef

“ Help I'" yelled Fatty.” “ Fire! Fire!"

There was a olattering of feet in the gym., and the door
of the little room was thrown open, and 'Fom Merry rushed

in.
“What is it? Where's the fire? Why—

Fally cautiously, and
Fatty did not frighten

What—'"
* Kick that dog! Kick him! Jump on him !
“Hn, ha, ha 1"
‘ Ha's eating my sausuges!| My ham! My grub! Jump

on him!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

' What's all this row about?"’ said Darrel, of the Sixth,
looking in. * Who's that shouting fire?"’

“It's Wynn!" gasped Tom Merry. * He's—he's in a fix!
I don’t think there's any fire!"

“There’s no fire !” snapped Wynn, “ That was to malke
somebody coma ! ok at that beast! Let mo loose!
Llaven't you a pocket-knife?"

Tom Merry, with tears of laughter running down his
choeks, opened his pockot-knife and cut Fatty ‘\KVynn loose.
Wynn made a straight rush for the dog.

ongo dished off—with half a dozen sausages in his jaws,
Tatty Wynn rushed in pursuit, and Pongo made a break
through the open door, and dashed into the quadrangle, still
with the infuriated junior in pursuit.

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Darrel, all the gravity of a lordly
Hixth-l"'?'rnwr deserting him at the ridiculous sight. * ITa,

Tom Merry almost staggerad from the gym.

Pongo wus making a good run of it, with the fat junior
in hot pursuit, and the dog was shedding sausages, so to
sponk, as he ran, He had only ono left by the time he
whisked round a corner of the School Houss, and Fatty
Vli:ynn, breathless and onraged, halted, and pave up tho
chase,

* What on curth's the mattor 7" demanded Figgins, coming
out of the School House, and staring at his breathless chum,

“ Matler enough "' snapped Fatty Wynn. * That horrid
beast of young Arcy's has wolfed my sausages!”’

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“TIt's nothing to laugh at!"

Figging apparently thought it was, for he continued laugh-
ing. Fafty Wynn shorted, and hurried back to the gym. to
gocure tho remuinder of his feast, But o disappointment
awaitod the fat Fourth-Former.

“There had been a crowd of fags on the scene, and the last
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crumb had vanished before Tatty Wynn relurned to the
spot. A good many ofthe fags, with smoars of jam on their
mouths, assumed  exprossions  of almost  preternatural
innocence as Fatty Wynn came in,

Tho Falstadf of the New House looked round him, snorted,
and retired, He spent a considerable time that oveninﬁ
looking for Pongo; but Pongo, like o wise dog, understudie
Brer Rabbit, and * lay low."”

CHAPTER 17,
A Deed in the Dark.

HE tea-party in the ond study was over, the gheery
voices were silont, and the lights were out. .ﬁrlhur
Augustus, coming along the Shell passage, was struck

by the silence and darkness of the quartors of the Now Iirm,
There wus a shado upon the noble brow of Arthur Augustus
and an uneasy glimmer in his eye behind his monocle, He
tapped at the door of the end study, and opened it. All was
blackness within,

“Bai Jove!
here I™

Arthur Augustus was keeping his appointment. Tn the
interval since it had beon made a change had come over
D' Arey’s sentiments on the subject, but he turned up duti-
fully at tho appointed time to explain to the Cornstalk,

Tae darkness and silence of the study surprised him, It
looked as if Noble had forgotten all about the appointment.

“Are you here, deah boy?" asked D'Arcy, peering into
the gloom.

“ Kntor "

It was Noble's voice, speaking in a deep, solemn tone,
I’ Aroy started. He did not know why Noble should adopt
that tone, or why he should sny ‘onter” instead of ‘ come in.’
It was frequently done on the stage and in novels, but not in
the lower Forms at 8t. Jim's. D'Arey folt vaguely uneasy
as he stepped into the shadowy room,

“I'm here, deah boy; I've entahed |
o light

oIt is betier that such a deed were done in darkness!”

“Bai—bai Jove! What are you talkin' about ?" asked
D’Arcy, in alarm.

He could not see Noble, and that deep voice from tho
darkness was somowhat uncanny, and a little alarming,

“Do you fm-gcet what this appointment is for?"

“N-n-n-no; but—""

“You have been struck?"

“Yaas, wathah, but——'"

“ Not hit, or smitten, or cuffed, but struck, - A gentleman
who is struck—by anything but lightning—has only one
resource, as you can read in any sixpeany novel. He must
have blood !"*

“Pway don't be howwid.”

“ You demand satisfaction——""

*Yans, but—-"

“There are no ‘buts’ in a case like this.
satisfaction—sutisfaction vou shall have.
me to act as your friond."

“Yaas, but—— '

"I shall stand by you. I shall sco that the affair s
carriod out according to all the rules of the duollo,”
whispered Kangaroo. * Tho body can be disposed of——"

“The—the what?"

“The body. Of courso, there will be a body.”

“You—you uttah assg—-""

“What! Do you mean to say that you recede—thut you
submit to be struck 7"’

* N-n-no; but—but———-"

“Think of your aunt's sisters—I mean your ancestors.
Think of them in the roll of history, looking down on you
from the ancient pictures on the walls of Enstwood. Think
of their heroic deeds in the past; how they wallowed in
mud and blood gn the fiold of battle——!" 1

“Weally, tlm\ﬁ boy-—"" i

*Think of how they girded on their armour for the fray,
and led their followers—who didn’t wear any. armour—to
die for their country,” whispered the Cornstall, Thinking
of that, you cannot recodo. You must have blood !’

“¥Yaas, wathah, but—"

“No moro! 1 will see you through |

“ But—but—""

“You can rely on me, Come; all is arrangod.”

“All is awwanged " exolaimed D'Arey, starting. * But

0

It's stwuck eight, and the boundnh isn’t

Why haven't you got

. You demand
You have asked

“Comae I

The swell of 8t. Jim's broke into a cold perspiretion. He
nad nover expectod Noble to take it like this, In the heat
of the moment ho had declured that he would have satis-
faotion, but he had been thinking over it since then.

““Where—where am T to come?” he stammoered. 3

“To tho ruined tower,” hissed the voice in the darkness,
““and strow the hungry churchyard with his hones!”
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I -absolutely wefuse to do an%'thin' of the' sort!"
stammered D’Arcy.  “1 uttahly decline to stwew any
hungwy churchyard with anyone's beastly bones! I—

‘“Aha! You falter !’

“T don’t fallah, but——*"

“You tremble !

“1 do not twemble, but——"

“You are afraid !

“Nothin® of the sort! But—-""

“Come "

* Whare, you ass "’

“Ta the box-room, then,” whispered Kangaroo.
you shall imbrue your hands—-"

"1 wefuso to imbwue my hands—-"'

I will keep you up to the mark., Come!*’

With a strong grip on his arm, the Cornstalk drew the
dismayoed swell o% St. Jim's from the study, The end
study adjoined the box-room, the door of which was open.
D'Arey stumbled in in the darkness, and barked his shins
against a box, and uttered an exelnmation :

“Bai Jove! I'm hurt!”

' Never mind.”

“ But I do mind, you nss! My boastly shin—

" Never mind your beastly shin, Take this !"

D'Arcy shivered all over as he felt the butf of n pistol
thrust into his hand. He grasped it mechanically.
f“l’)ﬂn't. fire till I givoe the word!” whisperad the (orn-
atallk, ;

‘“1 uttahly wefuse bo—-"

“ Bilence |

A pale blue flame glimmered in the darlness, It made
the forma of the juniora dimly visiblo, It was an oerio,
shosphorescent light, and had I’Arcy been a little calmer
Ln might have guessed that Bernard Glyn, the 8t. Jim’s
anentor, had a hand in it, As it was, ho blinked at it in

orror,

* What—what is that?”

‘‘ Liston ! He comes |"?

“Who comes ?"

“Ha " whispered Noble. * Hark!
footsteps echo through the night "

“0Oh, wats| JT—?

‘ Harl "

Footsteps approached the box-reom door. They eame
closar, more audible, and D'Arcy felt, with a thrill of
horror, that it was Kildare coming to the meeting. A dim
form, wrapped in a black clonk, stepped silently into tha
room, A slouched hat hid the features

“Ha is here!”

“Bai Jove I

‘* Are you redady 7"

“Ready for what 7’

““'The fight to the death !

“ Look heah, Kangawoo, T wefuse to do anythin’ of the
sort, I didn’t mean you to take it so sewiously. [ think
you are a howwid wottah !

“Aha! You flinch!”

‘“Nothin’ of the sort! But—-:"

“ But your honour must be avenged. Give me the pistol,
and I will do the deed!” said Kangaroo, in a terrible
whisper.

** But—but—you ‘asg——"

D'Arey was too disturbed and exeited to notice that what
he was holding in his hand was simply the ornamental head
of a massive walking-stick, shaped something like a pistol-
butt,  Had it been light, and had he been cooler,
he would have known that it was the electric walking stick
he had handled before in Glyn’s study,

“(iiva me the pistol I"

“1 wefuse 1"

“But blood must flow !

“You howwid ass! I—'2

“Then fire when I give the word " The cloaked figure
raised o hand, and something glimmered dimly in the pale,
ghostly light—and how was D'Arcy to know that it wag
only a gilver pencil-case? “TLook! Your foe is ready "

“ Weally, Kildare—-"

“One "

“ Weally, Kangawoo——"2

“ o 112

“1 wepeat that——""

“Three!”

“1 tell }'ou-—-—-—w’

“ Fire I’

There was a erash—it sounded more like a hammer crash-
g on a firegrate than the rsﬂort of a pistol. It rang
with deafening noise through the gilence of the box-room,

“Thore

The doomed wretch's

arm which ran instantly through his whole body.
He jumped.

cand at tho same moment D’Arey felt a shock through his

[
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“Ow!
Ow, ow |"

*“ Where is it 7"

“Ow! I don't know ™

vy L)rr]»p the pistol 1!

e L,

Iy I" exclaimed Noble dramatically, *Kj !

=fly for your life " _dramatically Kildare! Fly
“Oh, hang it!|"” gaid the cloaked figuro,
gul‘d_y aeroplane. Tuarp on the light." A
_The gas was Eudrluan lighted—and D’*Arey blinked in the
light and looked round him. :

T'm wounded! Bai Jovel I'm ‘shot, you knew ﬂ.

“I'm not a

CHAPTER 18,
Coals of Fire!
TD "ARCY blinked—and well he might |

For there was no sign of Kildare in tho box-

room, no sign of blood, and no sign of a pistel, Ia

was holding the hend of a walling-stick in his hand, and

in the light ho knew that walling-stick, and understood the

shock that had run through him.  Thae ourrent had been
turnad off as the gas was lighted, '

The cloaked figure had thrown aside the cloak, and stood
reveilad as Clifton Dane, Bernard Glyn, with a hammer
in his hand, was standing near the fire-grato. beside an
clectric-battery.. Kangaroo was doublod up with laughter,
and Clifton Dane and Bernard Glyn were shrioking.

““Bai Jove |

“Ha, ha, ha!" wolled Noblo.
lifo! Ha, ha, ha1”

“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Glyn.
faction "

“There must be blood |
satisfied, D' Arecy 7"

“ Bai Jove !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Am I to undahstand,” said the swell of &t Jim's
majestically, *“that this is a twick 7"’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You have beon widiculin’® me, Noble.”

“Ha, ha, hal Oh, carry me home to die!” gurgled the
Colonial. 1 know this chap will be the death of me-I
know he will 1"

The frown of wrath gathered on D’Arey’s brow. He was
greatly relieved to find that ho was not wounded, and that
he had not wounded anybody, But to discover that the
whole affair was a jape of the Now Firm was too ridiculous,

D'Arcy turned his oyeglass from one to another of the
members of Cornstalk & Co., seoking to crush them with
his scorn, but without any apparent effect, for {hey only
shrieled the more,

“Bai Jove! You uttah woltahs [

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T wegard you as hensts '

‘“Ha, ha; ha P

“And undah theso circs, Noble, T have no wesource but
to administah a feahful thwashin’s  Pway put up your
hands! I—— Ow-wow-wow !”

Glyn had suddenly switched the current on again from the
battery. It ran through D’Arey’s limbs and made him
jump.  He began a sort of war-dance with the electric sticlk
in his hand.

“Ow, wow! Leggo! Leave off! Wow ! '

‘Are you going to make it pax?” grinned the Cornstall,
who had no desire for the jape to onﬁ in a hout of serious
fisticuffs. :

“Cortainly not! Ow!"”

“Then you can go on dancing !

*“Oh, ow! TLeggo!"

Kangaroo bogan te beat time with his hands, s if D'Arey
were executing an impromptu step-danco.

“@o it! That's right ! Keep it up !*

“Wats!  Ow!l  Grerr! Stop it!
thoughts, deah boys, I will make it pax."

Glyn grinned, and shut off the current. P

Arthur Augustus dropped the sticlk, and jammed his glaga
in:u his eye, and turned a withering {oolk upan the practical
okora.

s “I have made it pax,” he said, ‘“and so I eannot, giyo
you all thwoe a feahful thwashin', as you wichly moewit.
Howevah, T wegord you as feahful wottahs, and in future
L ghall be pbliged if you will not addwess mo. I dwap your
acquaintance.”

‘¥ Ha, ha, ba I* !

Arthur Augustus walked out of the hox-room, leaving the
New Firm giggling hysterically.

Feeling very much disturbed and mms[m'rn.t(:d, 1’ Arcy
walked along towards his own quarters, He met Kildare
in the passage. The eaptain of St. Jim's stopped,

* Anything wrong, D'Aroy

“Fly—fly for your giddy
“Ile musk have satig-

suid Dane, grinning, % Are you

On—on soecond

Tar Ges Linrany.—70.
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D'Aroy looked at the big, athlotic Sixth-Former a little
ghamefacedly, The recollection of the ridiculous scene he
had gone through made his cheoks burn,

“ No, Kildare, I'm all wight.” . ;

“You are looking queer. Did I touch you up a little
400 warmly yestordayt” asked Kildare, with his good-
natured laugh.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s wonb searlet.

¢ Weally, Kildare—"' :

The captain of 8t Jim's luugho%ngnm. and passed on,
' Arcy went slowly and. thoughtfully on his way,

“Upon the whole, I suppose I have been wathah an ss,”
he murmured. © Pewwaps it sorved me wight. Kildare's
an awfully decent chap.”

He entored 8tudy No. 6. Blake, Herrics, and Digby
were doing their preparation there, but they left oft as
D'Arnir camo in, and grinned at him.

Al right 7" asked Blake.

“All wight? Cortainly! What do you
“ What have you done with the body?"”
“Theo—tho-~the what?"

“Tha body. I supposs there was a body?" said Blake.
Did you shoot Kildare dead, or did he shoot you dead?”
“Pway don’t bo an ass!”

* Woll, this is a bif of a swindle,” said Digby. * Iancy
n scion of the house of D'Arcy going in for satisfaction, and
finishing uP without a body."

“ Rotten " said Herries emphatically. “T was thinking
that I could lend Towsor to the nuthorities to track down
Gussy, 8o as to get him arrested for—-"" 3

“ And then we shouirdn’t be bothered by his hat-boxes in
the study. Bul now——"

“1t's o swindle [

Arthur Augustus glowered at his chums,

8o that wottah Kangawoo told you thet he intended——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

%71 ghall not stay here with a seb of cacklin’ asses

“ Ia, ha, hal”

“1 twust you will ceaso this wibald laughtah, or T shall
have no alternative but to take my books into Tom Mewwy's

studay and do my pwep. there."”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

41 wogard you as bensts!” said Arthur Augustus; and
he gathered up his books and left the study, slamming the
door bohind him. He left his chums laughing hysterically.
With a heightened colour, D'Arcy went along to Tom
Merry's study, and he found the Terrible Three sitting
round their table at prep. They looked up gravely.

“Pway may I do my pwep. here, deah boys?" asked
D’Aroy. ** Those woltahs in No. 6 are kickin' up too much
wow.”’

“ Cortainly I’ said Tom Mérry.
your books down here.
them 7"

“ Eh ?l)

1 ghouldn’t like any of the gore to come off on the table-
vover,” explained Tom Merry., *‘It's beon washed latoly.”

“ Woally, Tom Mowwy—-""

“ What have you dope with tho body?" asked Lowther,

“Woally, Lowthah—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yellod Manners, unable to contain his
mirth any longer. Lowther and Tom Merry looked af him
soveroely.

“ Really, Manners,”’ said thoe iatler, “T'm surprised at
ou, An affair of honour is no laughing matter; and
hasides, wo shall have all the trouble of a new slection for

(}u‘pluin now that Kildare iz gone."

*Iun, he, ha!”

“You uttah wottahs! 1 suppose Kangawoo told yvon—"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus marched out of the study with his books
under his arm, and slammed that door too. Through the

olosed door followed o merry yoll,

D’Arvey paused in the passage, hardly knowing where to
go. Mo finally decided upon the Third Form-room, where
the Third did their prep. in the presence of a master. He
could get a quiet corner there to work. Buf ns he entered
the Form-room he discevered that prep. was over—Mr,
Solby was gone—and the Third were indemnifying them-
golves for an hour’s restraint by various kinds of horseplay.
Wally was balancing o pointer on his ohin when D’Arcy
enterod, He gave a yell at the sight of his major, ‘and the
pointer dropped on Jameson'’s foe, and then Jameson yvelled
00

mean 7'

“Come right in. Shove
ng
I suppose there’s no blood on

“ Here he comes " yollod Wally.
“0Ow! My toe!”

“ Blow your too! *‘8ee the Conguering Iero oomes
chanted Wally,
the body ?"

“ Ha, ha, ha!” acreamed the Third,
done with the body
halted, petrifiad.
GEM Lisrany,—70,
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Yo knew that Kangaroo would not have faken the fmira
into his confidence over that jupe; but undoubtedly Wally
& Co. know all about it. Doubtless some fag had heard
the New Firm talking it over, or telling Study No. 6 about
it. However it came about, they knew it.

“The body I roared Curly Giibson. * Where's the giddy
corpus "’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You young wapscallions

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 have a gweat mind to give you all & feahful
thwashin'."

“Don't shoot us!" pleaded Curly Gibson
¢ Don't sh-sh-shoot us with a walking-sticle |

¢ Ha, ha, ha!”

The swoll of 8t. Jim's walked out of the Third IForm-
room, leaving the fags shrieking. Feeling as if he had
nowhere to rest his head, he walled away with his books,
when a hand was clapped on his shoulder, and he looked
up and saw Kildare.

“8iill looking down in the mouth?” said the eapbain of
St. Jim's,

“ N-nmot pweciaely, Kildare;, huf~—

“ What's up ?’’ asked the Sixth-Former tersely,

“ Nothin’, only—only I'm lookin’ for somewhere to do my
pwep. 'm=I'm not on good terms with the wottahs in
Study No, 6.

Kildare laughed, He had been a junior himself, and he
knew the uncertainty of life—in junior studies.

“(lome into my room,” he said. “1've got a fire there,
and my fag is making me somoe bulteruf toast, There's
enough for two, and you ean do your prep. on my table.”

1)’ Arcy muttared something unintells ihlle as he followed
the captain of 8t Jim’s into his study. It was coals of
fire, with a vengeanco, The study was very cheerful and
cosy, and the butterod toast was ripping, and D'Arcy did
his prap. on a corner of the eaptain’s table in perfect case
and comforf, ;

And his comfort was not diminished by the awed and
admiring expression of several fags who looked into the
study, and beheld him on such intimate terms with the
head of the Sixth. When D'Arey left the captain's study
at last, ho was feeling in a good humour with everybody,
and Kildare could have st rucﬁ:, hit, smitten, or cuffed him
to his heart’s content without the slightest danger of Arthur
Augustus demanding satisfaction,

CHAPTER 19.
Trouble in the Editorial Office.
W 2N Arthur Augnstus D'Arey encountered the New

1
.

tearfully.

i1

I'irm the next day, his manner was cold, not to
say chilling, But Noble slapped him on the back
cheerily.

“It’'s all right, old chap!"” he said.

D'Arcy drew back.

“1t is not all wight,” he said;
beast.”

“It was a jolly good jape,” pleaded Kangaroo,
wotild make a rippin urtic[o for the * Weekly.""”

Arthur Augustus changed colour,

“You would not be such a feahful wottah as to pwint
anvthin’ of the sort in the * Weekly ' " he exelaimed.

“Why not? I'm the new sub-editor-in-chief, you know,
and a sub-oditor-in-chief is expected to shove in a thing w
bit out -of the ecommon,” grinned Kangaroo. *The story
of the duel in the box-room would——"

“1 wefuse to give my permish. Upon the whole, Kan-
gawoo, I will ovahlook that mattah,” said 1)'Arcy hastily.
“1 will continue to wegard you as a fwiend. You will nof
montion that nonsense in the papah, T twust?”

“1'lIl bury it deep from human eyes,” said Kangaroo
solemnly, “ Wild dingoes or wallabies should not tear tho
drond secret from my boson.”

“ Oh, pway don't wot!”

8o friendship was restored between the swell of tha School
Ilouse and the New Firm. But with the chums of No. 6
it was a different matter. D'Arcy atill looked upon them
with an eye of coldness, and o chilling silence roigned in
the study when he was thero.

With the Terrible Three Gusay had no choice but to make
it up, because it was the last ?luy for sending in copy for
the “ Weokly,” and Tom Merry's study was the editorial
office.

When D'Arey looked in after morning school, he coughad
n little awkwardly, Tom Merry and Harry Noble woere
already busy there, They were filling up columna at a
great rate, making up for lost time, Tho visit of Cousin
¥thel to St. Jirn’ﬂ‘imd takon up a great deal of time which
would otherwise have been dnml-ng to the * Weekly,"” and
editor-in-chief and sub-editor-in-chief had to slog a littla
10w,

“T wogard you as a

“T4
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“Ahem " said Arthur Augustus, Tom Merry looked up
gonially, apparently having forgotten all about the episode
of the previous evening.

“ Hallo, Gus! Come in, and get to work."”

“Ceartainly, deah 42

And D'Arcy took his place at the table, and pulled ouf
a fountain-pen and a sheaf of paper. He started work, and
then started gnawing the handle of the pen, and looked
at the ceiling. Kangaroo looked at him.

“Got a pain anywhere?"” he asked,

“Certainly not! I was thinkin’,
whyme for glowious?”

“ Writing poetry 7"’ asked Kangaroo.
I can lot it into this week’s number.

Can you tell me a

“I don't know if
We've got a lot of

poetry on hand now."”

* Waeally, K.an[.iﬂ.wﬂo. I wasn’t thinkin’ of askin’ you, As
a sub-editah of this papah—"

“Common or garden sub-editor, old fellow? I'm sub-

editor-in-chiof,"”

“Wats! 1 shall certainly w'ite as much poetry as I like.”

ftAhem! I am afraid I shull have to s[ing this insubor-
dinate contributor out of the office, chiof,”

“Order!” suid the chief, without looking up. * Can't
you kids soribble without interrupting your lord and
master ! Seat |

“Weally, Tom Mowwy——"

“Oh, get on with tﬁe washing "’ grinned Kangaroo,
ST let it in if it isn't too rotten. What's it about?”

“This is the line. ‘Ier eyes so blue are bwight and
glowious," That's wathah a tellin’ line, isn't it?"

“Ripping ! What's the next?”

“1 don't know yet. T want a whymo."

“Hum! Ilow would ‘Her voice is sweet, and not up-
roariots’ do?”

“ Wata 1"

“Or, ‘She talks a lot, but is not jawious.’’?

‘“Woally, doah boy—-""

“Lemme sea! [—"

“Shut up I bawled Tom Merry. *I'm doing the leader.
How gan do the leader if you keep on like a pair of mag-
pies . *

“Don’t ask me conundrums,’’

T wefuse to be called a ]imir of magpies—TI mean-—'

“Hallo I"” said Blake's cheery voice, as he came in with
“Hard at work, I see. Room for

»

Herries and Dighy,
three little ones?"”

““ You needn’'t bother,” said Tom Merry, without turning
his head. ' 8kimpole has done enough for you three, and 1
sho'n't want any of your stuff this week.”

Jack Blake looked warlike at once,

“What you really want is a thick ear, I suppose !" he
remarked. “ None of your old buck, Thomas. Nice sort of
a ‘Waeekly ' it would be without any stuff of mine in it,
I suppose ! T'm thinking of winding up my poetic serial,”

9 “ About time, too.”

“Waell, it's very popular, anyway,” snid Blake aggres-
sively; **which is more than can be said for your rotten
leading articles, What do we want with leading articles in
a magazine, nnyway? They're all right for a daily paper,
A daily paper appeals to a very different class of intellect.
With our intelligent circle of readers, we ought to give them
better stuft.”

“I wus just thinking the same,” remarked Kangaroo.
“As o matter of fact, I was thinking of making a clean
swoop of the usual piffle this week.”

Thoy glared at him.

“Well, of all the cheeky wasters,” eaid Blake, in
meagured tones, “I think you take the giddy biscuit!
What's it got to do with you, anyway-—you, you kangaroo '

“1'm sub-editor-in-chief.”

“ Bub-duffer-in-rats " egaid Blake. “You ring off! I
don’t see how we're to find any room for you at all, as I'm
doing an extra column on the subjeet of duels this week.”

Arthur Augustus jumped up.

“Tom Mewwy, T pwaotest agninst the pwesence of these
boundahs in the editowial office!” he exclaimed. “1 eall
upon them to wetire I

“Hallo! Here's Gus ! exclaimed Blake, as if he had not
geen him before. ‘“ Here's the giddy duellist! IHere's the
chap who imbrues his hands.in gore at the shorlest notice,
and disposes of the bodies—"

“1 wegard you as a wottah "

“Dear me! He wants satisfaction !”

“Pway wetire fwom the editowial office |"

“Rata! We've come here to work!”

“If your do not wetire, I shall be under the painful
gt)nnssify of thwowin' you out "

“Now, don't be ferocious, Gus. There are only three of

g, and T know. you won't leave a rag of us when you're
bnee started.  You®should remember how terrible you are,
und keep the brake on 1"

*  LIBRARY. One Penay, 2

D’'Arcy jammed his eyeglaes into his pocket, pushed bael
his cuffs, and ndvn.ucetr upon hisg erstwhile chums.  They
grinned, and stood ready. ;

‘ Are you going, Blake "’

“Lemme sce. Are we going, Dig?" !

“ Lemmae see.  Are we going, Ilerries 7"’

1 don’t think I’ chuckled KIII&nrrinm.

“Then I have no wesource but {o use violence,' enid
D’Arey; and he proceeded to use it

He seizod Blake, and waltzed him out of the study with
aurprising ease. Then he would have re-entered to waltz

Herries and Dig out, but Blake would not let go. He went
on waltzing—right down the passage, and Arthur Augustus
struggled in vain.

“ Leggo, you wottah! Ow! Lot go!”

“It's all right. You're throwing me out, you know !'

“old on. Let go *

“Can't do hoth.’ ;

‘“Welease me! I—— Ow]”

But Blake waltzed on, and there was no help lor it. Past °
the end study they went, and into the hox-room, and there,
with a final whirl, " Blake let go. Arthur Augustus spun.
round, and sat down dizzily on o box, and Bluge went oub
and shut the door behind him,
| z}‘ﬂ D'Arcy sprang to his feet, there was a colick in the
o0CK,

“Bai Jove, the wottah has locked me in!"

Arthur Augustus rushed at the door, and dragged at the
handle. Tt did not yield. ITe thumped on the upper panels.

‘ Blake, you wottah, unlock the door "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The ]mtgii was followed by the sound of receding foolsteps.
Arthur Augustus thumped on the door again, and ghouted.
There was no reply.

““ Bai Jove !"

I Arcy walked to and fro like a lion in a eage. It was
too bad. He had started to throw Blake out of the editorial
office, and he had got himsell locked up in a box-room. And
what was he to do ?

ITis contributions to the “ Weekly ' remained unfinighed -
his poem wae half done, and the rhyme for ** gloriousa™ was
alill undiscovered,

Arthur Augustus sat down on a trunk, with his hands fu ]
his pockets, looking very disconsolate, He would willingly
have made it pax with Study No. 6 juat then, but his voice
would not reach from the box-room to Tom Merry's study.
He could picture the staff working away busily in the
aditorinl office.

Half an hour paased, and D’Arvey was still a prisoner,
He wallced about the room, and eniffed and murmured vows
of vengeance. At last footsteps were heard in the passage,
He ran to the door, and thumped on it.

R"ﬁ]ullol" said o voice from the passage—the voice of
eilly.

“ Pway lat me out, Weilly, deah boy I’ E

“Faith, and phwy can’t ye let yerself out, iniirely?'
asked Reilly, opening the door of the box-room and looking
in in amazement,

D’ Arcy almost staggered.

“Bai Jove! Wasn't the door looked 7"

“Ha, ha, ha! Faith, there's no key in i, intirely 1"

D'Arey looked at the outside of the lock. There certainly
was no key in it. He guessed now that Blake had made the
“glick ” with the lateh, and that he had been holding the
door when it was pulled from inside.

Words failed to express the feelings of the swall of 8t
Jim's at that moment, e looked at the keyless locl,.and
Jooked at Reilly, who was roaring with laughter., ‘Wi any
moment daring his imprisonment he might have opened the
door and walked out by simply turning the handle.

“The - the wottah I” gasped D'Aroy. “ It was a twick

He rushed along to Tom Merry's study—really in want of
gatisfaction thisx time. But the editorial work was done,
and the editorial office was empty. The bell called the
juntors to dinner, and D'Arcy was greeted with a cheerful
nod and a smile from Blake as he entered the dininghall
to which he replied with o stare that might have brought a
blush to the cheek of a gargoyle, !

CHAPTER 20,
Figgins Keeps Goal.

" ABR 17
[l? ‘“ Pags, you duffer |"
Figging gave o growl ag the shouts came in ot the

open window., The New Heuso Amateur Dramitio
Society was holding a meeting in_one of the rooms on the
ground floor of the New House, Figginsg's study not being g
quite spacious enough for the purpose,
The Rew House meant to knock spote off the School Housa
HE GEM LIprany.-70.
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ghortly with a new dramatic Eorl’ormance. and it was, thore-
fore, a serious matter, and the yells just under the window
wore distracting.

“The utter nsses!” gaid Kerr, * Football in June!
at ’em !"

Figging wenl ta the open window. A

A dozen or more juniors were kicking something about in
the quad, which looked like a football at a glance, But
there was no bounce in it, and it fell after being kicked
with a dull “plop.”  As a matter of fact, it was a ball
mada up of ﬂhi nowspapers and string, and there seemed to
be ink and mud on it in equal proportions.

The fellows who were enjoying the kick-about were all
. 8chool House juniors, and Figgins shook his fist at them
wrathfully,

“Btop that row !" he bawled,

Tom Merry paused in his run, and grinned at the New
House junior.

"IIuI]lo. Figgy ! What's the row?"”

“Wa're holding a meeting in this room—-""

“1 know that, my son."

“You're interrupting us with that row.”

YT know that, too."

“Yaas, wathah! As o mattah of fact, Figgins, it {3 our
intention to intewwupt you.”

“You duffers!” shouted Figgins. * (Get over your own
side! I'll come out to you, and if I do I won't leave a rag
to tell the talo !" g

“Bai Jovel"

Tom Morry laughed.

I'igging turned back wrathfully into the room, and Tom,
who el"llml been about to take a shot at the open window,
paused,

“Yoll,” he whispered, * Make him come oul here into
the quad,

“Tn, ha! Rather!”

And the School House juniors yelled in earnest.

“Pags| Pass! On the ball "

“Play up, there !”

“ Hurray !"

gi.ﬁg'ina rushod out inlo the quad,

iff !
Just as his wrathful face appeared, Tom Merry kicked.
Tom Merry was a regular éteve Bloomer for getting goals
in the football season, and he had not lost his old skill.

The bundle of rags and papers sailed gracefully through
the air, nnd smote Figging upon his countenance with a
mighty smite.

COh!" roared Figgina,

Kerr, who was looking out of the window, gave a shrick.

“Ia, ha, ha!"

Piging glaved. ¥is face was a study in mud and ink,
and he rushed at Tom Merry.

Tom Merry gave a shriek of laughter, and disappeared.
The New House Dramatic Socicty were laughing, too; they
ccould not help it.

“Groo!” said Figgins, rubbing his face.
‘beasts | Giroo-ooh !
“Ha, ha, ha "
“(Groo! This meeting's broken up. Groo-ooh! You can

all go and eat coke!”

o And Piggins rushed off to the nearest bath-room, and the
meeting of the New House Dramatic Society broke up amid
shouts of laughter,

“ Bai Jove, I wegard that as wathah funnay "' said Arthur
‘Augustus D'Arcy, as the School House fellows walked off
tho geene-——rather hastily, as a matier of fact.

‘idy were in dangerous territory, if there should be a
rush of the New House juniors out of the house in force.

Tom Maerry chuckled, ‘

“Not o bwd shot,”” he gaid. ‘“Hallo! There's Kangaroo
a!: ”Iil) wiclot again ! Phew ! Thare goos Selby's window |"

Irash |

Noble was batting, in another attempt to win the Ioad's
prize. Iis ball went nearer to the Hend's window than any
hravious one had gone—excepting Skimpole's, of course;
'Lllt it «lid nob go quite near enough. 1t smashed through
the window of the master of the Third,

Mr. SBelby’s irritable face was seen at the window the next
moment. e glared out in search of the offender; but
when he saw that the ball came from the cricket-field, he
drew back again swith & grunt. The Head's offer was
growing very unpopular with the masters at St. Jim's; but
it wag very probable that the glaziers of Ryleombe looked on
4t with great favour. ‘

“ Better luck next time!” chuckled Monty Lowther. *Go
it, Kangaroo !”

But the Cornstalk came off the pitch,

“I'm going to have another fry after school,”” he said
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Yell

“Groo! The
What are you silly asses cackling at?"

. the

determinedly. “T hear there's talk of a time-limit, so we've
no time o waste.” P

“Yas, wathah! I weally think I shall have to wire in,
deah boys."

“0Oh, do!" said Kangaroo, laughing. “I sha'n’t grudiga
i

. you the prize if you get it, G'ums_y. By the way, are all t
o

papers in for the ‘ Weekly ' !

“Yea; the lot's finished now.”

“Thoen I'll buzz off down to Rylecombe to the printer's on
my bike. 1 nulmoﬁo‘timt‘a part of the duties of a sub-
editor-in-chief ?'

“Cortainly 1"’ said Tom Merry, who was not sorry to get
Ollt} o'f, the journey himsclf, * You can manage that all
right,

lfv\nd before afterncon school Kangaroo pedalled away,
with a bundle of manuscript under his arm, and a peculioz
grin on his face,

————

CHAPTER 21,
Bravo, Kangarool

HE rumour of a timelimit to the Wead's offer turned
out to be correct, Thore was a notice on the board
the same day, informing 8t. Jim's generally that the

offer of a new ericket bat to whosoever could send a bal
from the ground through the window of the Head-master's
study held good only till the end of the week. If it was not
won by Saturday, the offer would be rescinded, and the sum
of money equal to the cost of the prize would be contributed
to the school clubs instead. :

Nelodless to say, the limit put all the cricketers on their
mettle,

The great batsmen of the Sixth slogged away on the
with untiring energy, nnd great was the destruction of g

But the Head's window remained intact.

Once, and only once, by a mighty swipe from Mr, Railton’s
bat, had a lmllyimen sent through that window, and somo
of the young cricketers expressed an opinion that even Mr,
Railton couldn't do it a second time,

At all events, it seemed pretty certain that none of the
boys, senior or junior, could do it.

dven the mighty Kildare, even Darrel and Rushden, bad
to acknowledge that it was a little bit beyond them, unless
they were favoured by ludlk.

hat did not, however, prevent the juniors from pogging
away. Wally was most nnxious to secure that prize bat, to
hang it up in the Third Form-room as an eternal testimony
to tﬁu prowess of the Third. Kuangaroo was still determinod
to bring the difficult hit off somehow, and Tom Merry and
Blako and Figging had not given up hope.

Tom Merry had other matters te think of on Saturday,
however, After morning school, the copies of the ** Weekly "’
were to be delivered, as usunl, by the printer’s eart at St.
Jim's, and the arrival of the * Wnukl'y" was always an
affnir of great interest to the juniors. For, although 1t was
“Tom Merry's Weekly,” it did not appear regularly every
waoals, othor intercsts sometimes supervening, and it had
somelimes dropped for a fortnight or three weeks at a
timo. Blake, in a sarcastio moment, had even suggested that
the title should be changed to '‘Tom Merry's Annual,” a
suggestion, however, that was frowned upon by the editorial
sbadl,

And so when, after dinner, Kangaroo & Co. went down
to the wickets, Tom Merry and his chums walked down to
ates to meat the printer's cart, and receive the big
bundle of * Weeklios,"

As was more usual than not, the copy had been sent in at
the last possible moment, and Kangaroo had taken it upon
himself to inform the printer that he needn’t trouble to send
any proofs, to save time. As it was not unknown for the
proofs to knock about for o whole week before being
corrocted and sent back, Tom Merry had forgiven this
assumption of authority on tha part of his new sub-editor,

“Only you mustn’t do it again,” he said severely. * You

{)ilch

nss,

ought to remember that 1 am chief and you are sub. You
seem to bo getting rather mixed on that point.”

Kangaroo grinned,

“Never mind; you'll be pleased when you sece the

* Weekly ' 1" he said.

Tom Merry remembered that remark as he strolled down
to the gates on Saturday afternoon. There had been a
curious glimmer in Kangaroo’s eye as he spoke. And it had
struck Tom since that the Cornstalk might have had some
puramsc of his own in preventing the proofs being sent in
to the editorial office.

“1 suppose ‘he can’t have been larking with the copy,”
Tcm':i Merry remarked, as he turned the matter over in hLis
mind.

“Larking with the copy !I" said Lowther. ~“1'll jolly well
lark with him if he’s touched my ‘Seaside Reveries ' !

“Or my ‘Sonnets to a Gentle Lark'!” said Manners
warmly., »
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“0Or tho photographic column 1™

“Or my leading article,” said Tom. Merry thoughtinlly.
€l ] . n » -tr, .

1 don’t suppose, though, he would have nerve enough for
that, More likaly he's cuf out some of Blake or Figgins's
pifila, if he's been japing.”

* Well, that wouldn’t matter so much, as far ns the mag.’s
eoncerned ; but 1t will mean a row whichever pifller he's left

“Hallo! Here's the cart !

The Terrible Three received a big, heayy bundle, and
onrried it back between them to the School House, Thero
was a4 shoul from the cricket-field, Kangaroo was batting
to the bowling of Clifton Dane, and he had knocked a ball
through the branches of tho big elm near the Head's window,
bringing down a showor of leaves,

Caroless of the cricket, the chums of the 8hell hurried up
fo the Hfudy with their bundle, and it was unfestened on
Tom Merry's table,

Fifty copies of the “Weekly' lay there, fresh printed,
and thoe cover with the title looked just the same as usual.
Tom Merry opened the first page, and gave a snort,

“Taken the first page for himself !
that my leading article was to go on the first page !

The first page was hended * A Cornstalk’s Impressions of
England.,” The *‘ impressions” were brief enough, consist-
microscope to got o good look at it 1"

The rest of the page was blank, except for the footnota:
“To bo continued, when I have borrowed a microscope,”

The Teorrible Threo looked at one anothor rather grlml‘y.

“That's meant to be funny!l” said Lowther. * Turn
ovor "

Tom Morry turned over,

Then the Terrible Three gave a simultaneous roar,

The next page was blank !

SBave for the heading ' Tom Merry's Weekly " along the
top of the page, there was nothing to soil the purity of the
pn.ﬂmr.

Jnzed,
anxiously,

The same blankness met their view on every page!

It was not till they came to the final page that anything
printed moet their eye, and then it was the following brief
notice :

the thres turnod the pages over, hurriedly,

The new sub-editor-in-chief has
't

“ Notice to our readers!
decided to lenye out all the piffle this weck

That was all,

They laid the magazine on the table, and looked at one
another, Then Tom Merry picked up a stump, Lowther an
Indian ¢lub, and Mauners a dog-whip. With these weapons
they turned to the door, Tom Merry carrying a copy of] tho
“Woelkly " in his left hand. They passed the chums of
No. 6 in the passage. Tom Merry held up the copy of the
Y Weekly "' without a word. The Fourth-I'ormers read it,
and gasped.

“Wait o minute for us,” said Blake, in a strained voice.

‘* Yans, wathah!”

The four went into their study, and came out with ericket-
stumps in their hands. In serious array they marchod down
stairs, and met Figgins & Co. on the steps of the School
House, The New House juniors were coming to get their
copies of the paper.

“Got the * Weekly'?" asked Figgins,

U Look P!

Figging looked, and gaspaed. .

“The—the cheeky bounder! Wait o tick for me!”

Figgine darted mto the hall, and returned with three
walking-sticks. At such a moment there was no time to
gtop and consult the owners. The New House Co., armed
for the fray, marched down to the cricket-ground.

The humorous sub-editor saw them coming, and he knew
what it meant; but with superb nerve he went on batting,
Tehe nvengoers marched straight on to the pitch.

“Htop that!” shouted Tom Merry, “ Wao're going to slay

ou !

The last ball was coming down, and Kangaroo slogged it.
The next moment he lifted up his bat to use it as a weapon
of self-defence, but ot that moment thero was n wild roar,

Crash |

“The window "

“ Hurrah 1

“ Kangaroo takes the cake !

Noble looked round in anstonishment. In the middle of a
pane of the Head's window appeared a jagged hole,

Dr. Holmes was in his study at that moment, speaking to
Mr. Belby on the subject of broken windows. Mr. Sclby
wag in an annoyed frame of mind, and showed it. Tho
Head was pacifying him,

“1 have limited the extent of the effer to this weck, Mr.

}Sclhy," the Head was ’?nying. “If the prize is not won

W torday, I—— Dear me!

oo

*THE GEM" LIBRARY.

1 distinctly told him

ing of only one line: * Pretty little place, but requires a .
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The ericket ball crashed through the window.

Mr. Selby jumped, as if he had been’ shot. Dr, Folmes
jumped, too. A shade of annoyance crossed his face; he
sugpacted another little mistake like Skimpole's, Tho ball
smashed o hole through the glass, and erashed on the table.
It bounced off to the mantelpicce, and thers was o pecond
eragh as it landedfairly upon the face of a marble clogk.

“ Dear mo ) said the bowildored Head.  *“XT—1I really——""

e rushed to the window.

From tho cricket-ground an excited .crowd was rughing,
shouting and cheering. In their midst, borne high upon the
shoulders of Clifton Dane and Tom Merry, Hoated the
Australian junior,

For that splendid hit from the wicket had turned away
the wrath of the Editor and sub-editors of the ** Weally.”
In the enthusiasm of the moment they forgave fhe little
joke of the Cornstalk.

“Boya!" gasped the Hoad, * What—"

** Hurrah 1"

“Kangaroo's won it!"

“What! Was that ball— "

U Knocked from the cricket-field, gir!” shouted Tom
Merry. ** Honest Injun, sirl"

‘ Blegs my soul !

“Yaas, wathah, sir! I waa goin' to give Kangawoo a
feahful thwashin’, but, undah the eires,, 1 shall ovahlook his
diswespectful conduct | I wegard him as a gweat man !

“Hurrah for Kangaroo!”

“ Bravo I"

“Bloss my soul!” said tho ITead again, “T=I must say

~that—that considerable damage has been done in my atidy—

a—a yery regrettable amount of damapge; but T am glad the
prize has been won! I shall cortainly present the prize bab
to Noble, and T congratulate him with all'my heart "

And the juniors cheered agnin, ::Iumrimf the Head this
time; and then they carried Noble round tho quad in
triwmphal procession. New House and School House, Fourth
Form and Third Form and Shell, rejoiced alike. Arthur
Augustus beamed upon his study-mates, with whom he had
baon on terms of such eatrangoment, forgetiing evorything
else in this hour of triumph, For the prize hod beon won by
& junior—where the seniors had tried and Tailed—and it was
o time when all minor differences could be sunls,

Kangaroo had won the ‘prize, and le had won it at-n
lncky moment, toos for, but for that fortunate occurrence,
there would certainly have been a very warm time that after-
noon for Tom Merry's sub-editor,

THE END.

YOU will also be deeply interested

Next™ Thursday, '‘Sent to' Coventry,” a

tale of Tom Merry & Co,
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RITAIN AT BAY.

A Powerfui and Stlrrmg War Story.

R e T e e gk gl e R e e s s Y
THE FIRST CHAPTERS. ward " exelaimed Cavendizh. * My aunt, bub T wish I

\u-rrl thero! Thero's no vnpn of the Orion, though, Aren't
the Germans gottin’® it?

Hot as the fight was, it was difficult ng yet to soy for
certain which way it was going. Closer in shore were the

Bam nand Stephen Villlers, two eadets of Grey-
Yriars School, by a combination of luck and pluck
‘rundop valuabie service to the Britlsh Army durling
;?jgafal;e:go?;;:‘?:]:i-::vj\ﬂﬁ.lx?;- W’Etllglf !“;P:’O;‘é;‘:fl;:gg smaller cruisers of the second clasa—five German and four
‘on London by Von Krantz t;h’()C‘r .PmMan commander. British, slamming at each other with all their batteries.

At the time when this Instalment opens, Sam and The nearest of all, the Tavy, waa rather badly hit, and
Stephen, with thelr frlend Lisutenant Cavendish, throee German f<|:|n(ln boats were rushing in to finish her.
R.N., are with the British forees on Sheppey Isle. “Great Beott! Will they get her?” exglaimed tho first
WColoneis Blake and Vincent have driven the Ger- gunner of the Orion, * My old shipmate T€m Firt’s behind
mans back into Sheernass, and are prepaping to her forr’ad big gun, or ought to be. It's a near ﬂmuc.

attack them there. Stephen 1s just remarking that The group on the beach watched with tense anxioty. A
the Gormans have no hope of help except itrom the destroyer was toaring along from the eastward to hel !Jv the
seoawnrd, when the thunder of guns breaks out Tavy, whose guns wore plying furiously. Onoe of tho
from the direction of the se. German torpedo-boats was struck and sunk, and the second

(Now go on with the Story.) blew up s a »a‘ru:” renched her boilers. The third, sworving

aside as she fired her torpedo, was hit twice by the
destroyer's 12-poundors, and mada for the Bheppoy boeach,
\sc.}nhimg and awaying badly.

The Beaching of the Prinze.

“They're goin' to boach her!” oried Stephen.

‘“Hallo !" anid Caventdish, ** That sounds as il my littlo “Ves, the beauties!” exclaimed Sam. ** 8he ain't sink-
lot wore hard at it. The Germans are gettin’ it by water ing, but her stearin' gear's gono wrong, an’ they're afraid
and land " of hor being captured. There she takes it!" he added

“Lot's go an’ see ! oxclaimed Stephen. “There'll be eagerly, as the German torpedo-boat grounded heavily and
nothing dmng here fm' hours. V,,,m”, an' Blake'll havo stuck fast, out of the destroyer’s reach, not two hundred
to ait down in front of Bhoorness an’ wait, Come on!” vards away from whera the boys stood, while her crew

e lad the way impetuously, and the others followed. Tt lu-(umn suddoenly busy about her |1nmh|n|m Y What'll they
was on the sea that the key to victory lay, and theoy wero do, Cavendish? Oh, I see! Thay're going to blow her up,
oager to know whnt was happening. ~ The sound of firing 8o she shouldn't fall into British hands.”
grow louder and fiercer overy maoment, Cavendish, who had been walching her intently, gave a

“My plnoe in on the Orion,” said Cavendish, * That's shout.
where I ought to ba now; but as far as I can see, there's “ By gum, we'll stop that, boys!"” he cried, * We'll grab
no gottin' to her, even if-——— CGreat Jamos, thoy're at it! her for the British Navy! "Who comes ‘with me?"

Clome on there, lluln"' “I'm there for one!" eried the engineor. And the boya

The shore was reached, as he apoko, by one of the descents wore already racing down the beach, With a cheer, the
betwoen tho earthy cliffs, and the bluejnckets came soram- hlunjnrknft put their best fect foremost, In a very short
bling down after the bova and the enginecr. One glance time they were all splashing out through the ghallow water
showod that a atiff naval fight was in progress, towards the strauded vosse

“Tt's tho cruiser squadrons!” eried Sam, The torpedo-boat’s crew, who were hastily proparing to

Far out in the deep water, thoe big armoured cruisers blow up their craft, turned from their work, and opened
wore hammoring away within o mile of each othor, British fire on the attacking party with revolvers., Waist doop,
and Georman, stoaming to and fro at full apeed, the flashes Cavendish and the little force made their way swiftly to
of their groat guna showing vividly over the grey sea. the oraft’s side, two of the sailors dropping before they ™

“Thay've chased the German squadron in from the north- roached her, while a third was wounded, and a bullet tore
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away the lobe of Stephen’s car, but did net make him
wince.

‘“ Board ler!” shouted Sam, »!)ringing up to catch the
vessel's rail, “ Quick—before they blow hoer to blazes!
Once on deck,. and she's ours 1"

How the Prinze Put to Sea,

The rest was a blind, bewildoring, hand-to-hand struggle,
that stamped and raged over the torpedo-boat’s sloping
#stoel decks from stern to bow. Pistols cracked, stretchors
were brandished, and man after man went down,

" M'wo German sailors rushed at Sam the moment he gained
the ‘deck, One doubled up and fell at a snap-shot from the
revolver, the other dealt a swinging blow abt him with «
gheath-knifo,” which he barely parried with -his left arm.
Next moment the man was sgtretched upon the deck by o
‘blow from & honvy" wooden stick in the hands of the
engineer, and Sam had to tackle a big torpedo-coxswain,
who made o bad shot at him with & big Sdrvico revolvor.
The struggle was a porfoet meles for some minutes.

Man after man of the Orion’s bluejackets leaped nimbly
aboard, though three of them were ghot down in the water
before they reachod the vessel. Stephen serambled up by
the stern soon aftor his brother, and saw one man-—the
second  in command, a torpedo-gunner—leaving the fight
and hurrying down through tho hateh, The boy guessed
the danger at once, and rushed after him, unslinging his
oarbine as he went.,

" Drive 'em up into the bows, you chaps!” ha shouted,
al the top of hia voice. *‘ Keep ‘em awa }mm the hatch "

“He dived below after the gunner. and found him in the
main cabin, stooping hurriedly over a heéap of ting and gun-
aotton cakes that had been piled upon the floor, ready to
blow the vessel up. It was plain the gunner meant to
m_:i)i_uslo the heap, cither by firé or fuse, and Btephen was
only just in time.

“The gunner gprang up with a shout as he heard the boy
behind him, u.nlill.J sprang round, pistol in hand, to face him.
The sharp report of Stephen’s carbine echoed through the
cabin instantly as he/took a quick snap-shot from the clbow,
and the German collapsed on the pile of gun-cotton.

Stephen pulled him off, hastily but gingerly laid him
[qsi]do. lcmd made a rapid search to eeé if any fuse bad been
ighted. ¢

“1 think she’s safe for the present,” he muttered thank-
fully; and, bolting the door in the forward bulkhead so
that nobody eould reach the place from the fore-hatch, he
left the dead gunner where he lay, and regained the deck.

The ﬁ%ht was going strongly in favour of the boarding-
party. The engineer, though armed only with his heavy
sticle, was figzhting like a madman, with a gash on the side
of his face, and two Germans had gone down under his
blows like ninepins, 8am, whose pistol was empty, was

rappling - with the big coxswain, bare-handed, and the
‘(;}crma,n ieutenant, mad with rage. had singled out Caven-
dish. - Both the young officers had their swords out, and
Stephen thought his friend was gone when he saw the
German drive in a lunge that nearly ran him through the
body. Cavendish just turned the blade aside, and the next
moment the torpedo-boat’s commander dropped with o
cloven skull,

The Germans, having lost half their number, and seeing
their leader down, shouted for quarter, which was given
them at onee,

“Drop your weapons!' ordered Cavendish, in their own
tongue, and all were stacked on the fore-deck al onege.
“Btophon, is there anyone below 7"

“No one alive,”! replied Stephen. * There’s a big pile
of explosives that ought to be dowsed overboard at once,
I think, or made safe.”

He ran aft to the poop-staff and hauled down the German
flag, at which a cheer was raised by the bluejackets. The
Prinze was saved, and they were masters of her,

“What about the prisoners?” said Bam, who had let go
the big coxswain,

“Wao ean’t be bothered to keep them,” said Cavendish.
“1 want to overhaul this vessel, iaﬂt 'em go, and if Blake's
men like to take charge of 'em, they can.

He turned to the defeated German crew, who stood silent
aud sullen on the fore-deck.

“Ovorhoard with you, and wade ashore!” he said.
“You've fought a good fight, and I don’t want to hold
you prisoners. If you can get clear away you're welcomo
to, for all T eare. [If our troopa catch you that'y your look-
out, Any of you who are wounded can go to our ambulance
seotion back of the troops, and they'll tend you,
Skedaddle | :

.The Germans scuttled over thé side, and were only too
glad to wade ashore, They soon disappeared, and all was
activity on board the torpedo-boat,. to ascertain . what
damage she. had. Vit
eripnled as well by the British shells, but sha was a prize,
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8he wns Herd ahd faet ashore, and -

27

One Penpys

and the first thoy had taken, for prizes are scarce in.tho
iron navies of .fo-day. ~ Cavendish hurried below. with
Stophen, who told him what he had found.

“Well done, youngstor ! said Cavendigh, “I wonder if
that chap \\'ouldy have blown us all uf:. an’ Kimsoll ag well ?
He's dead, poor beggar, anyhow. Hore, two of you, lift
him up on deck. Boar s hand here to shift this stuff,” he
added, striding over to the pile of explosives.  We'll save
and stow what's useful, and dump the rest into the water."

Underneath the pile, aurronnded with gunpowder an
nitro-eptton, waa. the bulk of the packing of a torpedo, and
it was evident the eaptura wan only made just in time,

“There'd have been precious little of this ship left if that
arrangement had been exploded ! anid Cavendish, ag the
stull was rapidly restowed, and a good deal of it jettizoned.

IHe helped to put this matter straight, as it was the chief
and only danger, and then hurried on deck, ‘where the
bluejnckets ware i}uhy cloaring ap. NG

“ it that collapsible canvas boat together,” snid Clavens
digh. “Iferry the dead ashore, and lay thom under the
cliffs. The decks must be cleared. Watson, set the hose
going and wash down. Wa must seo what can be done.'’

“We've won her!” said Bam, hinding u;’; a knife-cul on
his left. fore-arm. *““Just tie tho ends of «this cloth, Bteve,
will you?. . 8he's fairly ours!  Lool seaward there—how
the oruisera are going 1t!"’

The noize and thudding of tho fight at sea drow their
attention now that their own struggle was over, and Cavens
dish and tlie boyas, standing on the after-décl, watched
cngcrty. The cruiser-sgquadrons, both Beitikh and German,
wora still in the very thick of it, but the smoke of birstin
shells, that hung like a pall round ench ship, made it har
to seo how things wore going. Three ships were on the
bottom, as their steel magts and funnel tops proved, for the
spa was shallow, and there was no great depth aven under
those afloat,  The thunder of the guns was continuous as
the fighting monsters steamed to and fro, pouring their
hail of death inte each other af short battle range.

“We'ra on top already " cried Cavendish, after & shorb
gurvoy through o pair of glasses he had found in the cabin
of the Prinze: “The big ships out in tha deep are at it
hot and strong; but there are two Glermang out of action,
and a third that can barely hold on. An’ two of those that
are sunk near us are Germans as well,
though; it's the little Severn, I think. 8he's an old vessel,
an' must have fought a grand fight to stand up to the new
German ships so long.” :

“Mha smaller elass cloger in are doin” well, too,” observed
Sam ecagerly. “Phow! But it must be hot work aboard-
‘em I

Thoee who think or are told that a naval battle is settled
in a matter of minutes would have had their eyes opened
that day. The fight had raged for over an hour, and was
going on with dogged, relentless forcai Many of the ships
ware rant and battered almost to pieces, but still they kept
aflont and worked their guns, The Germans were suffering
most, for the deadly preeision of the British fire, concen-
trated on their wealcest parts, told heavily.

The battle was cut almost clearly in two divisions, The
large armoured or protected eruisers were fighting on the
brond tract of deep water beyond the Kenfish fluts, while
the divisions of second-class cruisers were manceuvring in the
shallower water among the banks, whare their superior
knowledge of the range of shoals served the British wall, for
two German ships were ashore already, stuck fast on the
hidden sands a mile or more from land, and in a bad way.
DBut the Germans were still in strong force, and were throe
ships to the good, for saveral British cruisers were a hundred
mifm; to the north with the main flect.

“ 1’1l last a while yet,” said Cavendish; “‘ there’s no flight
for either side. hey'll hammer it out till one side's
.u:nnu}ty-_d up. It's the biggest fight I've seen yot—an’ wo're
out of it.”

“1f we could only get this steam-pot off, an’ join in!"
snid Btephen regretfully. .
“Well, why not?” said Bam, with sudden eagerness.
“dhe's not altogether wracked, is she? What o game if we

could strike a blow for our side with her!" i

Cavendish stared at him, and then glunced  round the
torpada-boat. Her decka still red with the fight, and eanting
over at an angle, her stern almost out of the water, and the
shot-marks all over her, she looked little like ever taking the
soa again, unless after a week in dry-dack. ot

= Tiuy‘d never have benched her, I suppose, if ghe hadn't
been done for,” suggested Stephen. .

* That wag to save her being caught by the destroyer,”
said Sam quickly. I} e

“Dash 1t all, can't we try? There's nothing else for ua
to do here, an’ waitin' to loolg on at a great fight dike that,
with our hands in our r_oekei-!» giyas, o the-—" bt

“T'm thinking,” snid the Scots engineer, coming up {rom
below, where he had been fprng:llgra out on his own account,
. JTae Ges: Linnany .70,
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ginco tho end of the fight, ‘ this prize of yours is in no such
a very bad way, Mr. Cavendish, Bhe's not making any
water, *her plates are sound, an' there's nothing wrong w1’
the engines.””

“ By gum | But the steering-gear!”” exclaimed Cavendish,
hurrying aft to the transom and looking over. ‘' Bhe was
a8 lame as a winged duck when she eame ashore—they'd no
command over her "

T was peering at that just now,” said the engineer, {uniut-
ing ab the ruddor, part of which could be seon, * You'll
ohserve, she's got the ground amidships, an’ her atern is
cocked up, givin' a view, There's one o' the rudder-chains
gt\n’(’!, an' maybo the plate a wee thing buckled, but that’s
ull,
“D'yon moan to say it can be righted now?' cried
Clavendish.

“ Mnvers man, I'd rig a staging over the stern and fix
that up in thirty minutos or less,”’ said the engineer. * Say
the word, and I'll do it, unless you think we'd be bettor
mn}ilu_\'cd nshore wi' the troops.”’ :

“ Bhe's fixed noarly high and dry, though I"" said Stephen.

“The tide's coming in like anything!” exclaimed Sam.
“There's two foet moro water nlready. If we can lighten
her she'll float by the time Mao has got her in trim. I say,
Bob, lot’s try it !™

“¥ou bet we will, if sho can steam, and has a torpedo
that can be used!” said Cavendish, still more eagerly.
“Tire nwny at that rudder, and get it fixed if you can!
lII..ny qr},ft here, men, and rig that staging, What about tho
ires ? .

“Steam’s still in her,” said the engineer, diving below and
reappearing with several tools from the store. ** Bid four
of your deck-hands go below and stoke like old Nick! Get
the n'csnum}v‘quw v up again, an' I'll have her ready.”

“My aunt! hat a bit of luck running across this chap !’
said Bam, as they darted off to bear a hand below. * He's
a first-closs engineer !”

“ (Can't beat the Scots at that,” said Stephen. ‘' Did you
seo him walking into those Germans, wiI.Ih nothing but a
atick, too? I'll bet he'll run those engines single-handed,
with a sailor or two to stoke for him. [ilow goes it, Boh—
can she fight 1"

“8he's goin’ to, if it busts the lot of us!"” said Cavendish,
whe had been making a rapid examination of the vessel's
tubes and gear with two of his men. ‘ There are three
torpedoea left, and though they don’t work like ours, I'll
bet we have the hang of them enough to send 'em going !
I've got one of the ‘imﬂt torpedo-guns of the Orion here,
thank goodness, and if there's any way of driving a war-
head home at one of those Germans, we'll find it between
us.  But don’t let’s count our chickens before they'ro
hatehed—it's still odda we don’t got off here, Meanwhile,
let's work like niggers, and get this nri[l)ph-d tin-pot in
fighting trim. Bear a hand to jettison coal; we'll keap no
more than'll see ua through the next three hours."

Sam and Stephon too
their stationa on deck, and
for the next half-hour the
stranded torpedo-bon t
toomed with bustle and
hard work, Every man
had his job, and did it
awiftly anc aaurn]{.

Two of the bluejackets
woro toiling to got the
guns into trim.  The for-
ward six-pounder had been
talf dismounted, and the
handymen of the Orion

wd o job to get it fit for
use again on ita bearings,

Cavendish and the tor-
pedo-men were b the I:om
und  deck tubes, rapidly
aooustoming themselves to
tho different details of the
Clorman plan, The youn
naval lioutenant showe
wonderful quicknesa in
mastering them, and soon

their 11

had everything in order. to be an unpleasant oecurrence.
Meanwhile, the ecanny I dare say that Xou, too,
engineer, a8 ocool as a eire mstances, would like to be

oucumber, waa sitting in &
staging slung over the
turtlainnk aft, and ham-
mering away at the bent
ruddor-plato. IHe had

already fixed a now chain,
’

“SENT TO COVENTRY!”
The gunlors of St. Jim’s find this rather to
ing than otherwise, and they continus,
as usual 1o extract a good deal of fun and
adventure out of what appears on the surface

“SENT TO COVENTRY.”
When you have read the
story, drop me a posteard. 7,

a sick ship, and so they were put to unskilled labour, af
which they worked with a will. The coal was sent up from
the bunkers in baskets, rigged by a derrick, and they swung
it up wand shot the coal overboard as fast as the baskets
could be filled, Others wero dismounting everything of
weight that could possibly be done without for the time, and
dumping it overboard to lighten the ship.

“Will she be able to handle and fight with her trim so
much altered 2”7 said Stephen, as they toiled away at the
sulloy and baskets. ‘I should have thought she'd be rolling
light, with all this weight out.”

“TIt'Ml be a bit awkward, but you bet Cavendish knows
what he's doing,” returned Sam. ‘The great thing is to
got her off, and 1t can’t be done unlesa she's lightened. Work
away! By jingo, she’s nearly afloat now, or I'm a
German!”

The torpedo-boat was now upright. The tide had risen
sevoral feet, The slope of her decks was noticed no longer,
and her stern way level. The engineer had left the staging
soma time ago, and had gone to the engine-room with three
bluejackets,

“ Jasy with the coal, there !'"" ealled Cavendish, coming up
through the fore-hatch. ** We can’t spare any more. By
Jove, 1 believe sho’'ll come off now "  He shouted below to
the engineer: “ Got a head of steam, Mac?"

“Ay, all she'll carry " eame the answer,

“Run away an anchor astarn!” ordered Cavendish.
hands tail on the hawser ! Now, try her!"

The screw began to revolve, slowly at first, and then
briskly, hard astern. All hands on deck hauled with all
thelr meht upon the hawser leading to the kedge-anchor
that had been paid off,

The torpedo-boat did not budge. They ecased, and tried
again,

“Bhe feols it! She’s moving 1" said Sam.

Once more they hauled, and the engines put forth all their
power. There was o grind under the keel, a sliding heave,
and suddenly the vessel drew clear of the sand's grip and
shot astern rapidly, all afloat fore and aft.

A choer went up, and Cavendish, jumping to the helm,
rang the engines to half speed and let hor go some distance
stern first, till the water deepened considerably. Then ho
swung her round in a short circle, and away she headed
sonward, There was an anxious time while he tested her
ateering-powors.  She was rather unstoady, being so light
on the water, and steered still a trifle wildly in answer to
:uer helm, but it was soon seen there was p]unty of use in
har,

“ Bhe goes, then 7’ said the engineer i i
through the hatch. - x Pappiog bis head up

*“She can handle an' fight, too!”
exullingly. “ Mac, you're an angel "

“ . b
b et T o osanhan; ne the omel gathared
bound ?  Ilow's the fight going 7"’ Flersd b Hadi s

Al

cried Cavondish

8o full had everybody's
handa  been during tho
vast half-hour that none
ad had time to watch the
rro ress of the naval
hattle, Now it was seen
that the first-class British
cruisera out at sean wore
gotting much the best of
1t, while nearer to
Sheppey, the smuller shipa
were  still  fighting  hard
but with the advantage al
on the side of the White
Ensign, Two  German
cruisers, away to the east-
ward, were trying to make
 their guns out of
anction, the British ships
following and hammering
them to a standstill,
Closer  still, however,
the smart cruiser Tees, of
the ** River " class, was in
much worse case than her
sistors  She had stood up
to two German ships and
sunk one of them, but had
sustained much damage,
and her larger guns were
out of action,
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