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RETCHED HAND TO THE NEW WINGER. “FRANK!™
ECRIED. “IT'S MY BROTHER FRANK!™
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CHAPTER ) £
Family Troubles.
ACK BLAKE, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s, sat in
his study in the School House, with his elbow resting
~on the table, and his chin resting in his hand. ;
His eyes were fixed straight befora him, with an unsecing
gaze. His boyish face was wrinkled. He was in deép

thought—so deep that he did not hear a footstep at the
door, or look up when a new-comer glanced into the study.

A DOUBLE LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.

Mo, 52 (New Serics)

i A Splendid Long, Complete School

Tale of Tom Merry & Co.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

* Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arvey uttored the ejaculation in groat
surprise,

As a rule, Jack Blake's face was as sunny as any in the
school, and such an attack of deep and painful thought was
50 unusual with him that D’Arcy staved at hi
moments in astonishment,

Then he advanted into the study, but even then Blake did
not look up.

vim for gome

“1 say, deah boy——""

Blake glanced up at last.

* Hallo, Gus!”

He spoke in such a listless and dispirited fashion that tlie
amazement of Arthur Augustus increased,

© Bai Jove! What's the mattah, deah boy?”

Blake did not vreply. The swell of St. Jim’s looked greatly
concerned. In spite of the chipping to which Arthur
Augustus was frequently subjected by his chums in Study
No. 6, there was a very real friendship between them,

1 say, Blake, this is wotten, you know. You look as if
you were in twouble.”

Blake grunted.

*Is it tin, deah boy? If you are bwoke, and in want of
tin, I twust that you will not forget ma, I had a fivah fwom
my governah yesterday——""

“It's not that.”

D’Arcy wrinkled his brows in thought. He could not
imagine what the trouble was, if it wasn’t that, but he was
very sympathetice, and he tried to work it out. And suds
denly a bright idea struck him,

“ Ah! I wathah think I know.”

Blake started.

“You don't know anything about it, old son.”
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“ Yaas, T wathah think I do, Blake. 1 felt-exactly like
fhat”when it happened to me. Your tailah has disappointed
you.

Jack Blake could not help grinning.

‘* No, Gussy, there are worse troubles oven than that.”

D’Arey’s brows wrinkled up again in an intense effort of
thought, > ¥ )

* Weally, Blake, I don’t see what gweatah twouble there
can be, short of the death of a near welation,” he said.
* But can I help you, deah boy? In a case of doubt, you
know, you can always wely upon me te tell you what's the
pwopah thing to do.”

? ‘il’m uf’raul you can’t, Gus. I've had a lefter from my
ather~—’

““Well, old chap, I suppose that’s a bothah; but weally,
vou know, fathahs get into the habit of w'itin’ to a fellow
at school. Tt's best to set aside an hour on one evenin’ in
rhe weele for weplyin’, and then you get it off your mind.
Besides, I have no doubt your governah means .well.”

Blake smiled faintly,

“It’s mot that, Gussy—it’s bad news from home. My
brother Frank—did you know him?” y

" Yaas, wathah! I had the pleasure of makin’ his
ucql.u’l‘mtunco when we went to see a football match last
year.”,

“¥Yee, T remember. Frank is a born footballer, and that's
ilie cause of the row, I believe. ile’s bolted!”

* Bai Jove! Bolted!”

“Yes,” said Blake miserably, ¢ Bunked!” .

* Bolted fwom home!”  said D’Arey, looking —shocked.
“ Weally, Blake, it's wathah bad form for a fellow to bolt
fwom home,”

“ There’s been a row,” said Blake. * Frank’s taken the
bit in his teeth and bolted. Dad doesn’t go deep into it,
but T believe the footer was at the bottom of it. ~ You see,
Frank was bent on playing as an amateur for the Millfield
United—that’s the League team of our part at home in
Yorkshire, you know. Dad was against.it. 1 thought they
had patched it up somehow, but now—-—"

Blake «id not A)nish, but he looked intensely miserable,

D'Arcy tapped him on the shoulder.

* Buck up, deah boy! Couwage! How long hae he heen
pone?"”

“A fortnight or more. Dad wouldn’t have told me, only
I wrote to Frank, you see, and T was expecting an answer.
Dad says nothing has been heard of him since he went, but
lio hopes he will return any day. He doesn’t know Frank
us well as I do. Frank won't give in. He’s obstinate.”

: ” Pewwaps it wuns in the family,” said D'Arcy thought-
Olly.

* Eh?"”

“I—I mean you are wathah obstinate, you know, deah
boy. I wish I knew where the weckless boundah was, and
1 would go and weason with him. You know, my young
bwothah Wally wan away fwom school once, and I know
what it’s like to be anxious. - If you had any ideah where
Fwank had gone, we might go and look for him.”

Blake shook his head. ;

“1 haven't. I—— [allo, Mellish! What the dickens do
you want?"”

** Yaas, wathah ) said Arthur Augusius, turning as he saw
thie cad of the Fourth looking into the study. * What the
dooce do you want?”’

** Nothing ! said Mellish.

“Take it and go!”

“ Oh, don’t get ratty! I thought I heard you call me as
I passed——""

“* Rot!"” said Blake, in his direct way,
didn’t !
Got out !’

** Look here——’

“I am not watty at pwesent, Mellish, but I shall get
watty if you do not immediately wetive,” said D’Arcy; ** and
I warn you that if I get watty I shall pwobably Jose wmy
tompah and swike you!”

“Oh, go and eat tintacks!” said Mellish.

‘ If you are lookin’ for a feahful thwashin', Mellish——""

But Mellish retired as the swell of St. Jim’s took a step
towards the door. He chuckled to himself as he went down
the corvidor. ~ Apparently the cad of the Fouw'th found
something amusing in what he had heard in Study No. 6.

Blake rose from his seat with a heavy sigh.

“ Well, it’s no good moping, I suppose,” he eaid. “1I
can't help worrying about Frank. FHe's an obstinate
beggar, youw see, and dad’s got a temper, too. If I knew
where the hounder had bunked to I’d go and see him and
vank him home.”

“ But you are youngah than he is, Blake?”

‘“ What on eartil's that got to do with it?”

“I sghould certainly wefuse to be yanked home by my
youngah bwothah Wally,” said D’Arey, with dignity; “and

L “ You know you
You put your sneaking head in here to listen!

’
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I wathah think that Fwank would wefuss you. You couy
go to him and wespectfully wopwesent to him what 3
thought on the mattah.” /

‘“ Rats 1"

And Blake left the study, his han’lhrust deep in.
trouscrs pockets, and his brows contracted with son:
thought.

His appearance attracted more than one curious glance
from the juniore of the School House. Blake, though perhaps
a little quick-tempered, was the best-natured fellow in the
House, with perhaps the exception of -Tom Merry, and
always of a sunny disposition. = The clouds on” his brow |
made the fellows wonder what was up: and Blake wag ot
inclined to be talkative about his family troubles, outside &
his own chwms.  But as it happened there was another
junior who lLiad an cxplanation all ready for Blake’s worried
logks; and that junior was Mellish, the cad of the Fourth, {

CHAPTER 2.
Tom Merry Chips Ia.

“ 0‘\;[ !))

T Tom Merry did not appear to hear; at all events

he did not leok up from the columns of the ** Way-
land Chronicle,” which he was perusing with great and in-
tense interest.

“Tom Merry!” wo 7

“Yes, what's the row?”’ said Tom Mery, ’st‘lll roading.
“ Go on; I can read at the same time, Monty.’

Monty Lowther reached across and jerked the paper out
of his hand. A

“ No, you car’t,” he eaid cheerfully.  ‘“‘And you ecan’t
possibly be iuterested in a local rag, anyway. What on.
ecarth do you want to read the * Wayland Chronicle’ for? ¥
What do you care for the price of cattle at Wayland
Market?”

Tom Merry laughed.

** Not. much, but—— -

“.Or for the fact that John Smith labourer, of no : dress,
was. charged before the justices with ‘being found' in pos- -
session o? three small green apples, identified by Farmer
Giles as his property——"" : 5 % e

* Ha, ha, ha! 1 wasn’t reading anything of the sort. Ay

“ What was it, then? The great drapery sale at the Way- — *
land Stores, overything marked down to” double“the uwswal .+ =
price-—=—’ ¥ # S

* No, you ass! There's news in one part of t!m paper. s

* Blessed if I know where to look for 1t, then,”” said Monty
Lowther, turning over the big pages of the * Wayland
Chronicle.””  ** Nothing ever happens in this part of, Sussex,
oxcept our footer matches, and they’re not reported. ’" :

* Oh, there’s something in  that rag eometimes, us.:ud
Manners, looking up from a print he was touching up. Ive
sent them contributions to the phetography column.”

Monty Lowther yawned. &

“ How awfully” exciting! I suppose there Was a rush on
tiie number that week, and they sold a couple of extra ;
copies, doubling the usual circulation.” % (o

* But theve's really an item of m\eresi,”.smd Tom Merry. |
“Look at the bottom of page five, and you'll see what I was
reading, e .

Lowther turned the pages. The chums of the Shell had
finished their preparation, but they had not yet left their
studv. Lowther wanted to go down to the gym., _but. somo-
thing interesting in the local 1_pupcr had detained Tom
M Y

29

erry. e - i
b H)nl](), is this it7" said Lowther, looking interested him-

self. * Northwood Athletic are me('l’ing Newcastle United « & %
(a0 . s G bl
on the home ground on Saturday—— b

“That's it!" said Tom Merry, with a sparkle in his eyes,
“Yeou know Northwood have a big professional club now,
and their team was one of the best in the Southern League. ,
They left the Southern League last year, and got into
“the” League, aud they’ve been going ahead since.
They're in the running for top of the League thxs”seasou.
This match with Ne\\'castl?,Ulmxtecl will be a ripper.

3 Jove, 1 suppose so!’ > .

o {%j\{e never snellllNewcnsﬂe play,” said Tom Merry, “‘but s}
vou know it’s one of the finest clubs in the League. Jack /
Plake has seen them play, and he says they are ripping—
and Plake knows a lot about football for a Fourth-Form
kid 17 A ;

h‘! Blessed if I sce what it’s got to do with us, though!” f
said Lowther. ‘ Northwood’s a goed step from her_e——-” j

““Phe match is to-morrow, Monty, and we're going."” 4

“ Are we? This is the first I've heard of it!” /

“Youwll follow your unecle,” said Tom Merr{l severely,

“Of course, I know that our footer leaves very liftle to be y
desired. ~ We are absolutely ripping—especially myself!
All the same, we might possibly pick up a few tips from a

Tale of the Boys of St. Jim’s.
A B AR TIN CLIFFORD. i

y B o




Every Thursday,

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,

Cne Penny. 3

i

%
Y

It A'M
“(';‘\He" \
i

Q

first-class League match, I dou’t say we should, mind; but
it's within the bounds of possibility.”

“Oh, don’¢ be funny! There’s something in it. It’s jolly
good for young footballers to see all the l.eague matches
they can!” assented Lowther. “ Now I come to think of
it, it's a good idea to buzz over to Northwood and watch
the match. Ilow are we getting over, though?”’

* Lots of ways—train, bike, or Shanks’s pony.”

“The roads won’t be it for biking. And if we walked we
shouldn’t get there till the match was over and the players
gone to bed. As for rail, tickets cost money?”

Yes, I've noticed that!” said Tom Merry. “T don't
know what the fare is, but I do know one thing—I'm stony.”

“ Moi aussi,”” said Lowther. * Same here, kid.”

‘ How much tin have you got, Manners?”’

“I don’t know.”

‘“ Well, then, look, duffer!”

“ How can I look into my trousers’-pocket? I haven’t got
the neck of a giraffe!”

“You dummy! Feel, then.”

“ How can I'feel when I'm touching up this print?”

““ Look here——""

“Oh, I'll show him how to feel!” grinned Lowther, lean-
ing over the table and giving Manners a fearful pinch.
* You seo—— Hallo, what’s the mattor, Manners?”

Manners had jumped up with a fiendish vell.

L \':"m -you horrid ass! You’ve taken a lump out of my
rm!
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Arcy. ‘“ Weally, I entweat—-—" |

“Well, T was going to show you how to feel.  Did yot,
feel that?”

Manners did not reply, but he was so evidently going to
commit assault and battery on the spot, that Tom Merry
pushed him back into his chair and held him thero.

“ Now keep calm,” he urged; ‘ Lowther was only making
an appeal to your feelings. How much tin have you got?”

“I don’t know—but it's in coppers, and there’s not mora
than four or five.”

*“Oh, rats; you ndedn’t count ’em then!” said Tom
Merry. ““ We shall have some more tin to-morrow, but not
in time. Blake had a letter to-day y

“Good!” said Lowther. “ Blake may turn up trumps-
let’s see. If he’s had a tip, we may as well borrow some of
it before he squanders it on riotous living.”

“Come on, Manners.”

“Can’t you see I'm busy?”

“Oh, stay there and take root, if you like,” said Tom
Merry. * 1f Blake fails us in the hour of need, I will sell
Mannors’ camera—-""

“You'll what?’ roared Manners.

“French of the New House wants a camera, and he'd
give a guinea for it—-"" '

* That camera cost eight guineas!” hooted Manners.

““ Then French would be getting a big bargain! I suppose
you like a chap to get a good bargain?”’ said Tom Merry
soverely. ““ Still, we’ll keep Manners’ camera as a last
resource, as he’s attached to it! Let’s try Blake first!”

Manners grunted. Communism was established in the

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim'’s.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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study shaved by the 'Merrible Three, but Manners thought
it ought to stop short of cameras.

Tom Merry and Lowther left the study and strolled along
the passage, and, as they came near the Fourth-Form
quarters t heard the voico of Mellish. Mellish was
standing in the midst of an attentive group of juniors, hold-
ing forth in tones of explanation, and Tom and Lowther
stopped to listen. There were eight or nine fellows collected
round Mellish, and he did not at first observe that the
chuis of the Shell had joined the group.

“You all noticed how'he was looking yourselves?
Moellish.

* Yes, rather I assented Gore.

“ L happened 1o be passing Stady No. 6 while he was
wiling to D’Arey about it—— .
. Blessed if T can see what you could find out by passing
“x fellow’s study ! said Hancock.

* Wall, you see, I thought I heard Blake call me, and
looked in———" r

* Ha, ha, ha!”

*And T happeued {o hear—7*

" You often happen to hear things, don't you, Mellish?”’
romarked Sharp.

“1 happened to hear Blake gay somothing on the
subjeet,” ‘went on Mellish, unheeding. ““I’m not going to
tell you what he said-—=—"

“Oh, gat on)?

“Go ahead !”?

“Only his eldex hrother has bunked off from home. - He
had his own reasons for bunking—that’s all.”
© M SocBlake s looking down in the mouth because his
clder brother has bunked off from home?” eaid Jameson of
the Third.

< “That’s it About his reasons for going I'm not going to
tell yon anything, He may have broien into his governor’s
vnf‘llﬂn)x"bu are e went, or he may not. I don’t say Blake
st 8o, 5

“Dear me,” said Skimpole of the Shell, blinking at
Mellish through his big spectacles, ““that is a somewhat

< serious allegation to make, Mellish. _Of course, if Blake’s
trother broke into his father’s cashbox, he'is not really to
blawie for so doing, as every crime can be traced to the
united effocts of heredity and environment—"

“Oh, shut up, Skimpole!*

** This is the great truth of Determinism,” said Skimpole,

? gaid

who wag the genius of the Shell; and alwdys had-a .collec- -

tion of the most remarkable ideas that were ever gathered
it g single brain. * You see—""

* Are you going to ring off 7”2

“ Everything being the result of either heredity or en-
vironment, or both, nobody is to blame for nnytKin iy 4
I were to strike you violently, Gore, for instance, I ainuld
uoi be to blame, as i6 would simply an outorop of
heredity, o trace “of violent temper inherited from some
remote ancestor-——" ¥

Gore grinned, and drove his elbow on Skimpole’s chest
with such force that the amateur Determinist staggered
ngainst the wall, and glid to the floor in a sitting posture.

He blinked dazedly at Gore.

“ Dear me! I-~I—I--what did you do that for, Gore?’’

“Don’t blame me,” said Gore. “That wag simply
hopedity, a trace of violent temper inherited from a re-
mate ancestor. If you don't &lide this instant I shall show
another trace of violent temper inherited from another
remote ancestor.”’

Skimpole blinked doubtfully at CGore, but the latter was
slready lifting his boot for a kick, and the Determinist
decided to depart.  Gove’s boot helped him along the
piodige. The interrupter being gone, questions - were
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showered on Mellish. The cad of the Fourth grinned know-
ingly and shook his head.

“I'm not saying anything,” he said. “I'm not geing to
have Blake coming down on me for yarning about his
brother. I give you this for what it’s worth. 1f Blake
major left home with his governor’s cashbox——""

* You said he broke it open just now,” said Jameson.

- “I’ne\'or said anything of the sort. I said he might
wve.”

* Well, he might have done anything. My opinion is ihat
you are lying.”

* If you're looking for a row, young Jameson &

* Never mind Jameson,” said Tom Merry, pushing® his
way through the juniors, his brow dark and clouded, ** Just
answer me, Mellish.”

Mellish looked a little alarmed.. He would not have been
quite so free with his cowardly insinuations if he had known
that a friend of Blake's was present. He would gladly have
scuttled away, but Tom Merry looked as if he meant
business, ;

*“ What’s it got to do with you, Merry?”

“Just this much—I believe every word you have uttercd
is a lie!” : :

“Weo all know Mellish,” said Monty TLowther. = * You
fellows must be utter asses to take notice of what the youns
rotter says !’

“Oh, I don’t know}" said Gore.
of Blake.”

“ A cad lilke you wouldn’t!”

“ Why, confound you, you are always rowing with hin
yourself I'*

“But I wouldn’t slander a chap behind his back,” said
Lowther, scornfully. “I leave that to you and Mellish.”

*“ Blake’s brother has bolted,” said Mellish, looking a littls
seared. ** You can ask him yourself !””

“ Blake’s brother may have bolted,” said Tom Merry ;
“but I'm jolly certain that he had no dishonourable reason
for bolting—and anyway, you can’t possibly know anything
about it if he had. You have been lying.”

*“I never said he had. I—"

“No, but you hinted it.

“What do you mean?’

“You're going to say all this over again before Blake.™”
said Tom Merry, grasping the cad o? the Shell by tho
shoulder, “(Come ou!”

Mellish squirmed. ’

“I—I won't! Legga?l
fellows—it was all a joke.
seriously.”

“Liarl’Isnid”Slmrp.

S Ty i

“1 never thought much

Come along.”

I—I was only japeing theso
I didn’t mean it 4o be takdu

Tom Merry flung the cad of the Fourth froni him con-
temptuously. :

“ Well, if you’re ready to eat your words like that, you
can go. But mind, if I catch you on the subject again, you
won’t get off so easily.”

“1t's nothing to «do with you,” said Gore.
own business.”

Tom Merry turned on him with flashing cyes.

“It's every chap’s business to stop a cowardly back
biter,” he exclaimed, *“and every fellow who would listen
to Mellish’s lies without stopping him is as dirty a cad as
Mellish himself. That’s for all of you.”

And Tom Merry strode away, leaving the juniors looking
rather uncomfortable. Mellish would gladly. have recom-
menced on the same tack, but his audience had melted away,
even Gore deserting him. The cad of the fourth was lef
alone, with a very spiteful look on his face.

“ Mind your

CHAPTER 3,
Skimpole is Sympathetic.

I AVE you seen Blake?”
H It was Herbert Skimpole who asked  that

question of everyone he met. Skimpole was looking
anxious and concerned. e wanted to see Blake, and he
wanted to see him badly.

The genius of the Shell had ways which his schoolfellows"

described as funny, but he had a heart of gold. He was
kindness and generosity itself, as his actions showed, and ho
would give away anybody’s proFcrty to a beggar at the
gate. I(:‘}enerosity could go no further.

Skimpole was a Socialist, and the curious forms his
Socialism_took, furnished merriment for the juniors of the
School Hcuse. But everybody liked Skimpole. It was
agreed that there was sometimes, on rare occasions, sense in
what _he said, and that, anyway, he was alwdys a kind:
obliging sort of chap.

He would take anybody’s troubles upon his shoulders, ani!
was, in fact, much more concerned sbout others than abo &
himself,

r's
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What he had heard from Mellish was working in his mind
now, and he was thinking only of rendering Blake advice
and assistance. He had known Blake a lonf time, and had
travelled to America with him, and-naturally he wanted to
?l,und by an old acquaintance in.the hour of trouble and

umilly disgrace.

*“ Have you seen Blake?"”’

“Yes,” caid Wally D’Arcy, of the Third Form, when he
was asked the question. ** You mean a chap in the Fourth,
don't you?”’

Skimpole blinked at him.

‘“You surely know Blake perfectly well, Wally—a fellow
who was in' America with us. Surely you are joking?”’

* Kront name Jack, isn't it?"’-asked Wally calmly.

*Yes, certainly.”

“IY{e digs in Study No. 6, with my brother Gus?”’

N

“Then I've seen him ”

‘“ When did you see him?"’ .

Tho humorist of the Third Form appeared to make an
effort to remember,

“Lorﬂmo see—yes, it was in Broadway, in New York.

e’—ﬁ

‘“Really, D’Arcy minor—-"

“ But I"ve' geen him since that—when we landed from the
steamer at Southampton—-""

*“1 am convinced that you are jesting,” said Skimpole;
and he walked away with great dignity, leaving D’Arcy
minor shrieking with laughter.

‘*Seen Blake?” said Figgins, of the New House, to whom
Skimpole next addressed the question. “Have you looked

in the coal-shed?’
“The coul-shed! TIs Blake there?’

“ Better look.”

Skimpole looked. e spent ten minutes in the quest, but
Blake was not there. It dawned upon him presently that
Figgins had been humorous.

But as he came back, feeling somewhat indignant, he
caught sight of the object of his quest. Blake was in a
retired part of the quadrangle, walking to and fro in the
gloom, with his hands deep in his pockets.

Skimpole hurried over to him.

‘“Ah, it is you, Blake! I want to speak to you——""
< “Oh; don’t bether!” said Biake. “I'm worried.”

“Yes, I know you are worried, and that's why I have
come.”’

‘* Well, you are a confounded ass!” said Blake, walking
away.

Skimpole stared after him.

‘ Dear me, that was almost rude of Blake,”’ he murmured.
““Still, as a sincere Socialist, I cannot allow myself to' be
stori)ped by a rebuff. I must seek him, and offer my advico
and assistance, if necessary.’

And he hurried after Blake.

Jack heard him coming, and quickened his pace, and the

enius of the Shell arrived at the School House a bad
ocond. Blake went into:the juniors’ room, and Skimpole
followed him there. Blake had joined his study-mates,
Digby, D'Arcy, and Herries Skimpole came up with an
affable emile, and took possession of the top button on
Blake's jacket with a bony finger and thumb.

“Blake! My dear old friend——""

Blake was about to jerk him off, but at this peculiar mode
of address he stopped, and simply stared at Skimpole.
Digby, D’Arcy, and Herries stared at him, too. This was
something new, even from Skimpole.

‘“My dear comrade, companion of my early years and my
perilous travels,” said Skimpole feelingly, ‘I am greatly
distressed by your misfortune.” :

“You'll be greatly distressed by my fist if you don’t
clear,” said Blake.

“I am hore to offer my sympathy—-'

“Off his rocker,” said Digby. “ You have to treat ’em
kindly when they get like this. Be calm, Skimmy.”

*“1 am not off my rocker, Dgby, if by that you mean
suffering from mental aberration,” said Skimpole. ‘I have
haard of Blake’s terrible misfortune, and have come to offer
Lim sympathy and advice.”

‘“Mad as a hatter,” said Herries.

“ My dear schoolmate—-""

“Look here,” said Blake savagely, “I don’t know how
much you know about my affairs, but if you think you're
going to come the goody-goody schoolboy with me, you're on
the wrong track. If. you call me your dear schoolmate
again, I'll dot you on your silly nose!”

“Yaas, wathah! I wegard Skimpole as sevewal sorts of
an ass, and I should wecommend you to give him a feahful
thwashin’, deah boy.”
~*“Having heard from Mellish of the terrible disgrace that
has fallen upon Blake——"

Blake jumped.

“Ih? What's that?”’

* Don’t think that I blame ycur brother,” said Skimpole.

’
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““That is what I want to explain to you, for your conscla-
tion in the hour of trial. A Determinist naturvally cannot feel
disgrace as ignorant persons do. He knows that every fault
is the outcome of hereditament and environy-—I mean
heredity and environment—and that therefore a thief, in-
stead of being considered a thief, should be regarded as a
purloiner of property, acting under the influence of
atavism—-""

““Will you kindly explain what you are babbling about?"’
asked Blake quietly, but with a dangerous gleam in his
oyes,

“Certainly, though I cannot describe it as polite to call
my sympathy babbling. But I can easily overlook your
rudeness. - That also is the result of heredity and environ-
ment, The filthy and sordid surroundings of a slum—
drunken and celf-indulgent parents

‘“Bai Jove !’

I wish to assure
blame him or his brother——

*“Will you explain what you mean?’ roared Blake.

‘ Certainly. The fact that your brother broke open Mr.
Blake's cashbox before feeing from home—— Ow—ow—
wow-—wow !”’

Skimpole’s consolations were suddenly interrupted.

Jack Blake sprang at his consoler, and seized him by the
throat, and shook gim till his spectacles fell off, and his
teoth rattled ‘n his head.

Skimpole, too utterly amazed to offer resistance, was
shaken to and fro like a rat in the jaws of a terrier.

“Bai Jove,” said D’Arcy, “1 wegard that as quite tho
pwopah capah, under the circs. Knock his silly Loud off,
deah boy !”

“Jump on him!” suggested Herries. :

“ Wring his neck !"” said Digby. *‘He has been asking for

”

it for ages!”

“Dear me!
oooooch !" :

Jack Blake ceased shaking the amateur Socialist at last,
no}t_bocuuse his anger was appeased, but because his'arm was
aching.

“Now, then, you dummy—'

“ You—raally, you—ow-—dear me, I am quite ocub of
breath. I had not the slightest intention of offending you,
Blake, but I canot help thinking that I have inadvertently
done so &

“You dummy !
a thief?”

“I—I—I didn’f mean to do that. T simply mentionad the
fact that he had broken open Mr. Blake’s cashbox——-"

- You-—you lunatic, you're not worth jumping on!” said
Blake savagely. ‘ Tell mo who told you this yarn!” .

“1 learned the facts of the unfortunate case from
Mellish i

“It’s lies—all lies, do you hear?”’ i

“1 am not surprised that you should attempt to hoodwink
me on that point, Blake, from a false sense of shame. As a
matter of fact, I assure you that this is merely a case of
atavism, and you have nothing to be ashamed of-~-"

T tell you it isn’t true! Don’t you believe mef"’

“Really, Blake 4

e Oh; }'ou'ro not worth talking to! I'll go and see
Mellish !’

“Yaas, wathah, and I'll come with you, deah boy. We'll
wag him for tellin’ a feahful ewammah like that.”

“1D’Arcy, wait a moment. Have I offended Blake?
Digby, pleaso listen to me. Herries, I assure you 1 had no
intention of—— Dear me, how very rude of them to
actually take their departure while I am addressing them !™

And Skimpole groped for his spectacles and put them on,
looking somewhat disconsolate, He didn’t want to think
hardly of anybody, but he couldn’t help thinking that Blake
had received his sympathy in an ungrateful spirit,

Blake, please do not be so—ow--wow—so—

What do you mean by calling my brother

CHAPTER 4.
Brought to Book.
MELLISII was not easily found. Jack Blake, quita

white with wrath, rushed up and down, seeking

him. He ran into Tom Merry and Lowther, who
were looking for him, but the chums of the Shell called on
him in vain to stop.

“ Blake! Iere, hold on!”

“Can’t.stop !”’

And Blake was gone.

Tom Merry stared after him in amazemnent.

“What's up with Blake?”’

“Looks off his- rocker,” said Monty Lowther. ‘ Suraly
there can’t ba anything in what we heard that cad Molli
saying?”’

Tom Merry shook his head decidedly. ‘

** Impossible.” o
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“I am speaking ]gonerally. But to return to the subject,
lake that no right-minded person will
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“ull, its a ﬁghr. ye'll have on your hands ™

ﬁ ”

" Here’s Gussy—let's ask him! Tiold on, Gus!”
“Tm in wathah a huwwy, deah boy.”

“Hold on! What's the matter with Blake?”
“He is wathah excited,”

“Ha, ha! He looked it."’

. That young wottah Mellish has been tellin’ a yarn about
Lis bwothah Fwank,” explained D’Arey StOJ)Fi!lg. “ Fwank

Bluko has bolted fywom home, und Mellish heard Blake
tellin’ me, and he’s invented a yarn that Fwank wobbed his
governah,” v

*“Wo heard him telling if, and shut him up,”’ said Tom
Merry, "I don’t envy Mellish when Blake gets hold of
him_now,”

. ‘“No, I wathah think he will have a wathah uncomfy
time. I don’t want Blake to wag him too much, thongh, and
I am followin’ him to westwain his wage,”’

Tom Merry nodded thoughtfully.

y

* Good idea! He looked as if he might do the little beast”

fome damage. We've all had somo experience of Mellish’s
slanders, but we don't want Blake to get into a row for
handling him too roughly. Como on.”

The juniors hurried after Blake. e had looked in soveral
quarters- for the cad of the Fourth, without finding him,
He arrived at Mellish’s study in the Fourth Form passage,
and kicked the door open.” A junior was sitting at tho
table eating jam-tarts, and in a second Blake had him by
the shoulders, and had dragged him over, his chair going
with a crash to she floor,

“ Now, then, you young beast—— Hallo, Reilly!”?

"Faitfn, and is it off ye'ro dot ye are?’ roared the boy
from Belfast, scrambling up. ** Sire, and [——?

* I'm sorry—1 took you for Mellish—

“Faith, and if ye insinuate that U'm like Mellish at all, at

" exclaimed Reilly,
* Surey I——"

“Sorry ! Where is Mellish??

* Blessed if 1 know. JI—=="

But Blake did not wait for move. He darted dub of ‘the
study again, and as it happened, met Mellish face io face
in the corridor, -

Mellish had one look at Blake's face, and saw it white and
furious, One look was enough for him. He rturned like a
flash and ran.

* Stop!” roared Blake, : e

Mellish would not have stopped for a thousand pounds at
that moment. He ran like a deer for safety. He knew from
Blake's look that he musf have heard the story he had been
felling ; and Mellish wanted anything on earith but a close
interviow with the indignant junior at that moment,

* Stop him ! roared Blake,

But Mellish dodged and turned and ran. Blake pursued
him at top speed. The hapless prevaricator dodged and
turned like a fox with the hounds close behind, but he was
hunted down at last, and he was run to carth in the common-
room, where he darted hehind Lefevre of the Fifth, who
happened to be there. Mellish sometimes fagged for
Lefevre, a thing no other Fourth-Former would do, and in
consequence he was rather in favour with the Fifth-Former,
Lefovre pushed Blake back.

‘ Hold on! What’s the row?”

“ Let me get at him!” roared Blake;

“ But what'’s the trouble? That's what T say. What's the
{rouble?”

‘“ He's been telling lies about my brother.”

“I—=I-1 haven't!” gasped Mellish, ** I[t—it—it was only
a joke,” :

*“There you are,” said Lefevre. “ Lot -him alone! ' He
says it was only a joke.”

* Get out of the way!”

The Fifth-Former flushed with anger,

*“ Hang it, Blake, do you know whom yow're speaking to?”
be exclaimed.

“Will you stand aside?”

“You cheeky young hrat!
Fifth, and—-"

“I don’t carve if you were in the Sixth! . I'm going to
give that hound a Liding ! yelled Blake. *“ Get out of the
way, or I'll shift you!"

Lefevre gasped for hweath.

* You—you cheoky imp! What the deuce are you up to,
Tom Merry?”

* Shifting yon!” gaid Tom Merry. “ What the dickenis
are you doing in the junior room, anyway? Outside!”

*I=T'll wring your necks——""

“Bai Jove, I should absolutely wefuse to have my neck
wung! T insist upon your immediately takin’ your de-
parture, deah boy.”

“Let me—= Ow! Oh! I'l—— Grrrooo!”’ .

The Fifth-Former, in spite of his angry resistance, was
hustled to the door by a dozen juniors, and ejected into

Do you knew I'm in the
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the passage.
up to Mellish,

“ Put up your fists, you rat!”

“I—I won’t!”

“Take that, then—and that—and that! Every * that*
\\l'us ﬂnfcomlmuied Ly a punch, and Mellish threw himself on
the floor,

* Get up!” roared Blake.

** Yaas, wathah! Get up, deah boy, and take your gwuel,
you know !”?

*1—I—I'm hurt!’”

“ Herries, old man, fetch me your dog-whip, will you#'t

" Certainly,” said/ Herries, leaving the room,

“Help ! yelled Mellish.

* You've got to answer for your lies,” said Blake, betwoen.
his teeth. **Get up and fight, or I'll thrash you within an
inch of your life.” y

Herries brought in the whip. ' Tom Merry closed the doow
aud locked it. There was no escape for Mellish. He was
white as a sheet, and for once in his life he deeply regretted
having departed irom the paths of veracity,

* Now then, which is it to be?” exclaimed Blake,

Mellish vose slowly to his feet.

“ Il fight you,” he said sullenly,

And he did.

He had no escape, and he had to defend himeelf or clso
be kunocked about like a punching-ball, and so he put the
best he know into the fight.

But he was as nothing to Blake. He was quite as big,
and a little older; but he had little pluck, and he had usnally
avoided fights with so muels skill that he had had very little
practico in the art. Blake knocked him right and left, and
whenever he refused to rise, a touch of the dog-whip hrought
him to his feet again. At last he was quite knocked out,
and it was plain that he could not go on.

* Bettah let him off now,” said D’Arcy, putting up his
cyeglass and suiveying Mellish as he lay on the floor, groan-
ing. ‘“There is hardly woom for anothah bwuise on his
face, and his nose won't stand much move. I wathah think
that he will wemembah this auspicions occasion for some
time to come.”

Jack Blake panted.

“ You'll think twice before you start telling lies again, I
hope, yow eur!” he said. * ‘* Yow'd better, anyway !’

And Mellish only groaned, ?

There was an angry hammering at the door, and Tom
Merry opened it, and Kildare, the captain of St Jim's,
Jooked in. S

* What’s all this confounded row about?’ he exclaiimed.
“ And what have you got the door locked for?”

** Only a little argument between Blake and Mellish,” said
Monty Lowther.

Kildave looked at Mellish,

*“ What have you been fighting about?” : g

*“ His lies,” sard Blake savagely; *“ and if he begins again,
I'll jolly well lick him again!”’

Kildare looked at him sternly.

*That’s not the way to speak to me, Blake.”

“I'm sorry,” said Blake penitently. “I know that,
Kildare, (mly——only the mongrel said that my brother was a
ihief, and —Jack’s voice broke—** Frank has left home, and
Mellish found it out, and then he invented that yarn, and
there’s not a word of truth in it.” T

Mellish was sullenly silent. The captain of &t. Jim's
looked at him with a glint in his eyes, :

“Serve him right, then,” he said. “TI think I know
Mellish’s ways., He has made trouble in the school before
with his falsehoods, If you hadn’t licked him 1 would have
done it myself.”

And Mellish received no more sympathy than that from
anyone. At the same time, his insinuations had taken root.

“ Must have been something in it,”” Gore remarked pri-
vately to Sharp, “or else Blake wouldn’t have been ro
awfully ratty about it.”

And Sharp nodded assent, e

*“ Oh, of course, it’s true,” eaid Dudley of the Third. T
don’t sce why Blake should fly into such a temper if i§
wasn't,” e %

But he took care not to say so in Jack Blake's hiearing.

CHAPTER 5.

D’'Arcy's Treat.
ACK BLAKE, still looking very excited, strode into lis
QH study and banged the door. The door was opened the
next moment, and Blake looked round impatiently.
But it was only Arthur Augustus. g
There was a thoughtful expression npon the brow of
Arthur Augustus, D’Arcy. It was evident that something

was working ‘in his brain.

Tale of the Boys of St. Jim’'s,
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the School House.

t ‘““Heavens !” panted Jack Blake.

got a wathah good ideah, deah boy,” he remarked.
grunted.
wathah wotten for you to have your bwothah die-
in this weckloss mannah,” continued the swell of
«* You wemembah that some time ago I
took up amateur detective work, and was wathah successful.”
‘I don’t remember that part.”
“My deah chap, you wemembah that I twacked down

“ Pyo
Blake
wit's

somo burglahs, and cleahed the name of a gamekeepah who

was accused of poachin——

‘““No, I don’t.”

“Then I can only wemark that you've got a wotten bad
memowy,” said D’Aroy, with dignity. “I was most suc-
cessful as an amateur detective. I was thinkin’ that if you
like I will undahtake the task of findin’ your miesin’
bwothah. If you like to place the case in my hands—-—"

* Oh, don’t be a duffer, old chap.”

‘“ Weally, Blake——""

The door opened again, and Skimpole blinked in.

“I want to speak to you on a most important matter,
Blake——""

‘“ Get out!”

‘“As you seem to entertain a doubt of your brother’s
guilt——"

** Shut the door after you.”

“I am willing to take up the case in my capacity of
amateur detective, and sift it to the hottom. You will re-
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Come on!"” l

member that some time ago I was very successful as an
amateur detective——""

“ Weally, Skimmay——’

‘“ And tracked down some burglarg——'

‘““ Bai Jove!”

“ And helped to clear a chap
poaching——"

“Well, of all the cheek, you boundah! It was I——'

“ And there is no doubt that I could handle this case
quite easily, and get to the bottom of the mystery,”” said
Skimpole, taking out a notebook. ‘‘ Please——""

““ There isn’t any mystery!” roared.Blake.

Skimpole shook his head with a very sage look.

“Come, come, Blake, you must keep no sccrets from a
professional adviser. Do you kidow when it was that your
brother broke into Mr. Blake’s cashbox?”

“ You—you—you—-—""

““ And whether the money purloined was in notes or gold?
If in notes, the numbers would help us a great deal——"

Jack Blake picked up a cushion.

“1 give you one second to get out,” he said.

‘“ Really, Blake——""

Bifl' !

The cushion caught Skimpole fairly on the chest, and he
crashed on the door. He slid to the floor, looking con-
siderably dazed. Blake picked up another cushion from the
easy chair, and, whirled it aloft,

** Now then, are you going?”’

who was charged with
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“Yeo-e-c-o5; under the circumstances T had better go!”
f.uﬁpcd Skimpole, squirming through the doorway. ““I shall,
wowever, take up the case, and you can rely upon me to gift
the matter to the bottom, an. P’m going !

Blake made a threatening motion, and Skimpole slammed
the door and disappeared.

“The uttah ass!” gaid D’Arcy.
g:lo, Blulg,o. “L will find the missin’

Clge——

“But you can wely upon
boundah, and bwing him

The door opered again.

“ Haven’t you had enough?’ shouted Blake ; and he hurled
the cushion with unerring aim at the head that looked in
round the door,

There was a roar from Tom Merry.

*“Oh! What on ecarth——"

‘' Ha, ha, ha! Pm sorry, I thought it was Skimmy 1**

* Bai Jove, you know, I wegard that as wathah funnay.”

¥ Do you?” said Tom Merry. ““Then here’s some more
Y for ou!” And he hurled the cushion back, and the
wwell of St Jim’s was bowled over like a ninepin.

*Bai Jove! You uttah wottah | -

D’Arey sat down. Hoe jumped up again and rushed towards
Tom Merry,

“IHold on!” exclaimed Tom, dodging round the table,
“Peace, my son—pax |’

I wefuse to make it pax. You have ewumpled up my
walstcoat, as well as causin’ me a severe ache in my inward
wegions, and I am goin’ to give you a feahful thwashin’,”

** Ha, ha, ha!"” ]

“Pway do mot wun away, Tom Mewwy. It makes me
utlahly out of bweath chasin’ you wound the table, and it
thwows mo into a fluttah.”

d on! Is this how you always receive visitors,

““Iwefuse to wogard.you as a visitah.”
“It's the I’Arcy brand of hospitality,” said Monty
Lowther, from the door.

‘ Weally Lowthah- —

“I'm surprised at you, Gussy.”

“ Undah the circs,, @ will let Tom Mewwy off that
'thl\\'tl\slun’.,” said D’Arcy, stopping breathlcssly, *but I con-
sidah——’

‘ Never mind what you consider,” said Tom Merry, “we
camo hero on business. Do you know that Northwood are
playing Neweastle United to-morrow, on the hone ground 7"’

I weally was not-aware of the fact.’”’

“Weo are 1'-hinkin% of going,” said Tom Merry. “We
thought you Fourth Form kids might. be glad to come along.
It's a first-class League match, You know how Neweastle
play, and Northwood are in fine form, too.”

Blake's oyes sparkled. = X

" Good! T'd like to sse it, if it can be fixed.”

“Then it's a go?”
“ Yaas, wathah; I shall be vowy pleased.”
YThen,” said Tom Merry, looking round, “ we all accept

(& us:‘g's invitation "
o ll ?))
4

““ We all accept Gussy’s invitation to come with him.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“ Gussy being the most suitable person to fake the lead
on an occasion like this.”

‘ Yaas, wathah, though you don’t usually sée facts in eo
clear a light, Tom Mewwy. Of course, when it's o question
of makin’ up a m:rtg. what you wequire as a leader is a
fellow of tact and judgment.”

:‘ }E]}:z‘}c’tlyl It being D’Arcy’s treat-—-—"

< gl )

“I don't know what the railway fares are to Northwood,
but I think they’re pretty dear. That can be Jeft to D’Arcy,
howaever.”

“ Weally, Tom Meowwy-——'"

“ Now, we'll be ready to leave directly afier dinner to-
a\orrmy\;," said Tom Merry, unheeding. * We rely on you,

Jussy. 5

“Yaas, but——"" - '

“ Now, we won’t bother you any longer, Good-hye !’

And Tom Merry and Monty Lowther %ifted Study No. 6,
leaving Arthur Augustus staring at lake, and Blake
grinning,

-——

" CHAPTER 6.
Off to the Match,

a8 EADY 5 ,
R  Weally, Tom Mewwy, I am wathah surpwised at

the question. It is only a quartah of an hour since
we finished dinnah.” it
It was Saturday, and a fine, cold winter day. “Morning
lossons and the midday dinner of the juniors were over, and
the party for Northwood were preparing to start.
Tom Merry had looked into Study No. 6 for D’Arey, and
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“ from the study.

“I’ARCY MINOR'S CHUM.”"

ng folnnd the
ig glass.
= 5mrrter of an hour |”
in five minutes.”

* And judgin’ by the extwemely untidy state of your attire,
Tom Mewwy, I should weally considah that five minutes was
quie enough,” said D’Arcy, leavihg his mecktie alone for
a moment while he jammed his monocle into his eyo and
took a survey of the gle‘ro of the Shell. : -

~ l\l\r'hy, what's the matter with it?” demanded Tom, indig=
nantly.

“The necktie is ¢wookod——"

*“Oh, rats!”

*“ And the fwousahs 'ook as
pwess for a week,” ;

** Well, they haven’t.”

* As this is & wippin’ League mateh, and we are going to
see g first-class team, I wes Iy considah that we might dwess
deeently for the occasion.”

. Look here, how long are you going to be?”’

o 3 hopo to have my dwessin’ completod by anothah five
minutes.”’ ;

" Then we shall jolly well leave you behind.”
¢ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“Or, rather, we wou'd
ilm1 3ickchs. Now,
o™

“I would oblige you like anythin®, Tom Me-ww]y, bul
pew':o?"a,l attive is weally the one thing a chap can’t huwy v
ovam'” .
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Tom Merry left the doorway. Lowther and Manncrs were
wailing in the passage, in conts and caps and searves, It
was a cold February day.

*“ Tsn’t the image ready?”’ demanded Lowiher.

*'Nother five minu‘es,”

“TI'll jolly soon have him out!”
the door of the study.

swell of St. Jim’s tying his mecktie FQSF€‘~.?

if they laven't been in tha

do go, only we want you fo tulo
then, Gussy, be a good chap and hurry

Lowther kicked ajen
“ Gussy, how long, duffer?”

" Not: move than fiv~ minutes, I hope, Lowthah. T havo
only my waisteoat and jacket and cont to put on, aud my
hair to bwush, and my toppah tom—

Lowther picked up ‘the inkpot from the table.

“ Do you sce this inkpot, dear boy 1’

“ Yeaas, wathah F”

“ Would you like the contents over your chivvy 1"

“I wegard that as @ widiculous question, Lowthah, and 1
wegard the word chivvay as a vulgah expwession.”’

“Well, T give you #ill I’ve counted three to get out of
this study,” said Lowther, “then T shall start with the 1nk,”

“I absolutely wefuse to get out.”

“ me !J’

“I decline to be ordahed about.”’
“w Two !1)

“T wegard you as an intwudin’ scoundwel, and 1 wWeuesh
you to kindly wetire fwom my quartahs,’”

* Three '’

Up went the inkpot. ;

* Hold on, deah boy, I'm goin’——"*

D’Arey clutched up the vest of his garments and bolfed
Ho ran into the waiting juniors, and his
sillk hat went one way and his coat another,

“ Hallo,” exclaimed Tom Merry, “ finished already ¥

¢ No, I am not finished. That wottah Lowthah——"

Monty Lowther came to the door of the study with the
inkpot 1n his hand. Arthur Augustus hastily went down the
passage, putting on his things as he went.

** Is my collah stwaiqht, Tom Mewwy?”’ he asked anxiously.

“ Straight as o die.’

“ And my mecktie ?”

“ A perfect picture.””

“My jacket is wumpled.”

‘It fits you like the paper on the wall.”

‘“Then pway give me a l]u\nd with my coat,” said D'Arcy,
“T must go back and hwush my hat a little.”

“1t's simply perfect.”

“ Yaas, wathah, but——-"" :

“In my opinion,” said Manners solemnly, “any furihew
brushing would rather detract from the general effect than

otherwise,” G

““ Well, if you aveally think so, pewwaps it will do. At the
same time, I wegard iow.t-hrnh as a wuff beast, and I wefuso
to_continue his acquaintance.” :

Monty Towther sobbed pathetically, a demonstration of
‘which Arthur Augustus refused to take—any notice. They
joined Blake, Herries, and Dighy downstairs. Herries had
i’liﬂ bulldog on & chain. D’Arcy stared at the animal,

“What are yow doin’ with that bwute, IHewwics?”

“Leading him.”

“ You are not bwingin’ him along?’

“ What.do you thinﬁ I am leading him for, then?”

“IHe will not be allowed on the football gwound.”

By MARTIN CLI

grunted Tom Merry. “T was re-adyﬁ'
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“Bosh! What harm is there in a nice quiet animal like
Towser? It isn't as if he wére a rotten mongrel like your
young brother’s Pongo.”

“Wats! I object to the pwesence of a dog in the party.”

“Rot! Towser doesn’t object to you, and he's got a jolly
Aot more reason.”’ 3

“1 wegard that wemark as wotten, Hewwies.”

““ Oh, como on !" said Herries crossly. - *“ We shall miss the
first half if wo stay here till Gussy has done talking.””

“ Weally, Hewwies—-—""

Buf the party were marching off, and D’Arcy followed.
Herries did not let go his bulldog. Towser wanted a run,
nn‘r;l that was quite sufficient reason for Herries to take him
oub.

Three juniors were coming over from the New House, and
they mot the School House party at the gates. They were
Yiggins, Kerr, and Wynn. They were clad for going out, and
they grinned genially at Tom Merry & Co. For once in a
while tho rivals of 8t. Jim’s met without a House row.

“Whither bound?”’ said Figgins, the long-limbed chief of
iho New House juniors. *You ought to be practising
footer. We shall jolly well lick you in the House match when
it comes off, if you don’t.” :

“ Not much fear of that,” Tom Merry remarkéd. “If that
was all wo had to think of, Figgy, we shouldn’t trouble to
practise much.””

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Are you going down to the village for a feed!” ashed
Fatty Wynn, with a covetous look in his eyes. ““If you are,
I don’t mind coming with you. Of course, Figgy, I want to
come to the Northwood match, but—-""

A “llk)shl You're coming with us. You've just had a
vod.

“Yes, but it wasn't much—' S

“My hat! It was double what I had, at all evenis.”

“Oh, come, Figgins,” remonstrated tho Falstaff of the
New House, “you know jolly well that there was just the
u=nal school dinner——-"

“That's enough for any ordinary octopus.”

“Then I only had the sausages and bacon and chips
Lesides, and the rabbit-pie in the study afterwards, as well
as the scones and the tarts, and a few nuts and some
toffec. I get =0 jolly hungry in this February weather.”

“You don’t want another feed——-"

“1f Tom Merry wants me to—-""

Tom Merry laughed.

* But we're not going to a feed,” he said. “ We're going
to.see the Northwood Athletic play Newcastle United.”

“My hat! So are we!”

“Then we'll go together—that is,” said Tom Merry
dubiously, “if you New Iouse kids can behave yourselves
for a whole afternoon.””

“We can jolly well keep you in order, anyway,”
Tiggins, “Come onl”

Aud they started.

said

—

CHAPTER 7.
At the Footba!l Ground.
HERE was a big erowd round the entrance to the
” Northwood Athletic Football Ground. The fine shar{l
winter afternoon, and the prospects of seeing a match
between two splendid teams had drawn football lovers from
far and near, and all the approaches to the ground were
crowded for an hour before the gates were opened.
The gates were-flung open half an hour before time for
the kick-off, and the cmwrr swarmed in.
Jim’s arrived just after the gates had opened, and they
found the entrance simply blocked.
o B,t‘li Jove,” said D’Arey, ** this looks wathah wotien, .deah

5

“Oh, we'll get in,” said Figgins.

“ Yaas, wathah! We must get a seat in time for the
Veastly kick-off you know. I hear there is a new playah in
the wanks of the Athletic—a weally wippin’ sort of wingal,
and evewybody is anxious to see him play.”

“Mhat accounts for this confounded ecrowd, perhaps,™
Lowther remarked. “ Here, don't let those chaps shove us
back! Elbows!”

There was a rush of a number of rough-looking fellows to
plunge through the crowd, and they had not expected much
difficulty with a party of boys.

]?(lllt they found the juniors of St. Jim’'s stern stuff to
tackle.

The lads stood well together, and gave elbow for elbow,
and shove for shove, and the roughs failed to get through.

A ved-nosed man in a dirty fur cap glared savagely at T'om
Merry, who had just pushed him back in a way he dyisliked.

““Who are you a-shoving?” he demanded.

“You,” said Tom Merry cheerfully. “ Didn't you feel it%”

And the juniors chucklegl,

NEXT
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“You get outer the way.”
“You go and eat coke,”
“I'm coming in!” 2

“All in good time, daddy; you wait your turn!™

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus severely. e
wegard it as extwemely ungentlemanly to shove in this wude
way, and I am surpwised—""

Arthur Augustus had no time to finish.

A batch Lkad been admitted at the gates, and the crowd
closed up, and the roughs took advantage of the opportunity
io make another rush. )

The juniors stood their ground, but they were rushed
apart, and there was a general scramble.

Arthur Augustus found himself whirled away from his
friends, and jammed in the midst of a rough crowd.

‘“By Jove!” he gasped.

He looked round him helplessly. :

Ho was being pushed and rumpled and ruffled, and his
.;t,-uggles only seemed to make the crowd jam tighter alout
1im.

His elogant coat and gloves and silk hat seemad to amuxs
the rougher section of the crowd, too, and the swall of St
Jim’s came in for a fow extra shoves on that account alone.

“Pway give me a little more woom, deah boys!” he
gasped. “ Weally, I entweat——"’

“Hallo, ’ere you are agin!” said the man in the fur cap,
choving his bristly, beer-inflamed face close to D’Arcy.
“Don’t you shove me.”

“Weally, my fwiend, T wasn't shovin' you.”

“Then don’t you do it agin.”

“T am bein’ shoved myself in the most wude and weekless
mannah. I insist upon your givin’ me a little more woom.”

““ Haw, haw, haw!”

“1 am quite out of bweath!”

“ Haw, Luw. haw!”

11 - "

“Hallo, there’s Gusay!” shouted Blake. * This way!”

The rest of the juniors had got together again. They made
a concerted rush for Arthur Augustus, and the roughs had
to give way. ;

“Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy. “I was weally feelin’ vewy
hot and uncomfy. Pway keep close to me, deah boys, and
don’t get sepawated again. I cannot undahtake to look aftal
you unless you aro careful to keep with me.”

“Well, ofyull the cheek—"

“Here we are! Take the tickets, Gussy

“Yaas, wathah!” SN ;

“TMen, please, in the gwand stand,” said D'Arcy, laying
a five-pound note down before the man at the paybox,

The man glarved at him. :

To be asked to change a five-pound note while an eager
crowd clamoured for admission was bad enough, but that was
not all.

“Wrong entrance!” he roarcd.

“Bai Jove!”

“Pass on there!” :

“We had better go back, deah boys. It’s the w'ong
entwance.” 3 :

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. Get
ont”

" But’____?’ :

“ Sixpence is good enough for us. We're not giddy aristo-
crats,” said Blake, “Tanner a time, old son!”

‘e But-_l)

“ Get on!"” ]

“I wefuse to get on,” said D’Arcy, utting up his eye-
rlase, and surveying the crowd. ‘ Undah the cires. 1 think
wo had bettah go back, and go to the othah entwance.”

There did not seem much chance of getting back through
that clamouring crowd.

“Go on!” roared Blake.
you don’t take the tickets.”

“1 should u(;tahly wefuse to be dotted on the nose.”

‘e ]‘-A I
“ Rro's your change, sir,” said the man in the paybox,
giving I’Arcy a huge pile of small silver. “I've taken for
ten.”
The swell of St. Jim’s had forgotten the banknote he had
laid down.

He stared at the heap of silver.

“Bai Jove, I can’t cawwy all that, you know. T can't go
clinking about like a moneybox. Besides, I am goin’ to the
othah entwance.”

“ No money returned.”

““ Get on there!” said the policeman at the gate.
you seo yoq:re delaying the crowd. Get on!”

(k2]

“This is the sixpenny.”

“It's the right entrance.

“I'1 dot you on tho nose if

“Can’t

u e
Blake pushed D’Arcy on by main force, and they wenb
forward. The swell of St. Jim's resisted strenuously,
“Blake, pway let me weturn. I insist!”
“Rats! Get on!”

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim's.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD,
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“Pway allow me——""

‘“Go ahead!”

“I ingigt—-"1 . .
= You're not going back. Back up, you chaps!”
~ ““But I have left my change lyin’ there!” howled Arthur
‘Augustus. \

L ﬁy Jove, I forgot that!”

2 P' change. It isn’t much, only four pound fifteen, only
1 shall be bwoke until next week, and——-""

“It’s all right!” called out Tom Merry, who was last in.
“I've got your change, Gussy. Travel along!”

* ** Oh, vewy well; but—-" X

Blake dragged him forward. The juniors scrambled on,
and seCured pretty good places. When they were seated,
Tom Morry handed over D'Arcy’s change. He had taken
it in his handkerchief. It consisted mostly of shillings and
sixpences, and weighed a good deal. D’Arcy looked at it
in dismay.

“Bai Jove! How am I to cawwy all that?”’

“In your hat,” suggested Kerr.

“Pway don’t be widiculous, deah boy! I suppose I can
shove it into my twousahs’ pocket, but it will make the
twousahs sag.” y

* Horrid 1’

“T'll take it if you like,” said Fatty Wynn. “ We shall
all be jolly hungry after watching this match, and I know a
nice place in the town where we could get a good feed. On
four pound fifteen I could—-" }

D’Arcy let the money slide into his trousers’ pocket.

CHAPTER 8.
Northwood v. Newcastle United. :
RV EN minutes yet to the kigk off,”” said Tom Merry.
“Jolly good erowd here!”
“Wathah too many for comfort,” said D’Arcy.
“I have been tweated vewy wuffly. There was a low wude
wottah in a fur cap who—"

*“Who {)m‘ talking about?”’ demanded a voice from the row
of seats behind the juniors, and D’Arcy looked round in
surprise. :

It was the hero of the fur cap. o g -

He was glaring at D’Arcy, apparently very much angered
by the uncomplimentary reference to himself.

*“ Weally, my deah . sir——"’

“Mailor’s dummy,” said the man in the fur cap. “ Yah!”

“I wefuse to be alluded to as a tailah’s dummay. Tom
Mewwy, will you kindly hold my hat while I thwash this
wottah?”’

“Not much!”’

““ Dig, pway hold my hat and cane!”

YTl hold you if you start making a row here,”’ said
Digby. : ;

 Weally, Dig, it is not I who am makin’ a wow; it is
this wottah! am goin’ to give him a thwashin’”

“Keep quiet!” .

“1 wefuse to keep quiet, T

“You'll get chucked out,” said Manners.

“1 should abgolutely wefuse to be chucked out.”

“Let him come on,” said the man in the fur cap; “let
him come, that's all! Let him come hon!”

* Oh, sit down!” said Tom Merry. * Curious thing Gussy
can't go anywhere without making a row—-""

“1 wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort. I wegard it as
beastly bad form to make a wow, but undah the cires—-"

‘‘ Hallo,” exclaimed Lowther suddenly, *‘‘there’s young
Wally,” g

The exclamation took D’Arcy’s attention off the gentle-
man in the fur cap. He looked round for his younger
brother,

Wally D’Arcy was seated at a little distance, with another
junior of the Third Form by his side. The head of a dog
was peeping up between them, and the chums of St. Jim’s
recognised Pongo.

‘“He's got l?lis dog in,” said Herries, with interest.
“Towser got loose in the crowd, or I'd have him here. I
wonder how he got that mongrel in.”

"

“Smuggled him in under his jacket, I suppose!” laughed -

Tom Merry. “1I say, D’Arcy, that’s Dudley of the Third
your young brother’s with. IHe’s a young rotter, and you
ought to keep Wally away from him.”

““Yaasg; wathah! But Wally is such an obstinate young
wascal. He nevah shows me the wespect due to an eldah
bwothah.”

“More of our chaps here, too,”
round.  There’s the Yank.”

He waved his hand to Buck Finn, the American junior
who had lately entered in the School House at St. Jim’s as
Tom Merry’s Form-fellow in the Shell,

said Figgins, leoking

NEXT
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“What-ho!”? sang back Buck Finn. ‘I guess I've got a
front seat. You don’t catch me getting left.”

*“What-ho, St. Jim’s!” roared Reilly of the Fourth, who
was staring across the ground through a field-glass.

** Hallo, Tipperary!”’ roared back Blake.

The juniors of St. Jim’s, in whatever part of the ground
they found themselves, hailed one another with a lur(fly dis-
regard for anybody else. One might have supposed that the
League match was being played for their benefit alone, and
that the general public had only been admitted as a favour.

There was a buzz of conversation on the crowded benches,
and among the swarms of spectators who were standing.

The ground was full, not to say overflowing, and it was
not yet time for the kick-off.

The chief topic of conversation seemed to be the new player
in the ranks of Northwood Athletic.

His name was Howard, according to the programme, and
the chums listened with attention as they heard him discussed
by the people round him.

He was a new forward, playing on the right wing, and he
had only been on the books of Northwood Athletic a week,
but in that short time he had made hisz mark.

He had played in a League match the previous Saturday,
and scored three goals off his own bat, o to speak, against
such a side as Sheffield Wednesday. )

In a mid-week match he had met a Southern side, and had
done even better, and all Northwood was talking about him.

He was expected to do well to-day against the Geordies,
and, as a matter of fact, the great hope of the Northwooders
lay in the new forward.

For, good as the Athletic undoubtedly were, there was no
denying the fact that the splendid Newcastle team was a
little bit above their weight.

It was hoped that the new winger would give to the home
team that magic touch it required to put it on a level with
the men from the north,

“By George,” said Tom Merry, “I’'m getting awfully
keen to see this new chap. I wonder what he's like!”

“Kerr’s seen him,” said Figgins, “ Haven't you, Scotty,
old boy?”’

*“ Yes, rather,” said Kerr.

“ What's he like?” demanded nine voices.

Kerr reflected. g

““Oh, an otdinary chap, you know—jolly well built, and
looks as if he were a goer. Rather a serious chivvy; same
wloured eyes as Blake, and rather like him in features, but,
of eourse, much better looking,”

Blake grunted.

“That's nob saying much,” said Figgins:
else?”

“Not that I noticed. He was pointed out to me by a
chap as the new Northwood winger, that's all.”

‘““Well, we shall see him soon,” =aid Dighy, glancing at
the programme. *‘I see he’s playing right. He'll have to be
jolly good class if he's anything like good enough for
Newcastle.”

“ Yaas, wathah

“What do you know about Newcastle, Gussy

“ Nothin’ at all, deah boy; but 1 know United are a
wippin’ team, you know. I've nevah seen them play, and
I haven’t wead anythin’ about them, and I don’t know
anythin’ weally on the subject, but a fellow told my cousin
they were wippin’.” :

“Then, of course, there’s no further doubt on the subject,”
said Blake. “ You couldn’t want more conclusive evidence
for a court of law.”

*“Weally, Blake—-" 4 o ‘ i

“Still, Gussy’s right,” said Figgins; ‘‘they are ripping.
You know they’ve been in the running for the Cup year in
and year out, and a side has to be 1jolly good to get to the
Crystal Palace ground for the final.”

* Yes, rather!”’ :

“ Besides, they play such ripping scientific footer,” said
Figgins. ‘‘It’s an education to watch ’em play. You'll see.”

“Bai Jove! Isn’t it neahly time for the kick-off, deah
boys?”’

© Not yet, Gussy.” ) ; :

“ Pewwaps they might kick off a little earliah to p!)hg(} us,
if they knew,” said D’Arcy. “I don’t like waitin’, you
know.”

“ Better go and see about it,” said Figgins solemnly, *If
they knew the one and only Augustus was waiting, of course
they’d rush out to kick off, fit to break their necks.” |

“Pway don’t attempt to be humowous, Figgins, if that
is the best you can do,”’ said Arthur Augustus. ** It is wotten
enough to have Lowthah always perpetwatin’ wotten jokes,
without you following in his twack. Ow! What beastly
boundah ‘twod on my beastly foot? Lowthah, I believe it
was you.”

“ GGood shot!” said Lowther.

“1 consider—-"

”

‘“ Anything

1
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| Frank Blake sprang to his feet as an clderly, grave-featured gentleman looked into the room, ““ Father!” he [

| exclaimed.

¢ Here they come!”

There was a scamper of feet and a cheer, and Newcastle
TUnited ran out into the ground.

A fine team they looked, in their garb of black-and-white
tripes; vory fit, and very keen, and evidently a winning
team

There was a shout.

¢ (fome out, Northwood!”

“Where are the boys?"”

“ Buck up!”’

"¢ Here they come! Hurrah!”

The Northwood fellows came pouring into the ground.

They were in red shirts and white knickers, and looked
very fit in them. All eyes were turned upon the new winger,
and he was cheered loudly by name.

“ Howard! Howard!”
¢ Bravo!”’

Tom Merry utteréd an exclamation,

“ I've seen that chap before!”

There was a sharp cry from Jack Blake.

They looked at him. He was sitting as if spellbound,
staring at the new winger of Northwood Athletic,
Ilis eyes secemed to be starting from his head.
“What’s the mattah, deah boy?” exoclaimed

Augustus, in alarm,
Blake sprang to his feet.
“ Frank! It’s my brother!”

Arthur

NEXT
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“D’ARCY MINOR'S CHUM.”

CHAPTER 9.
A Lad ofthe L:ague,

» OUR brother!
Blake was staring blankly at the new winger.

He was too far from the players for the winger to
have heard his cry, and the young man, known in Northwood
as “ Howard,” evidently had no idea of his presence there.

“ Frank!”

Tom Merry whistled.

“My hat! So that's Frank!”

The juniors stared at Blake, and then they stared at the
winger,

The likeness between the two was unmistakable.

The winger was older, larger in every way, of course, and
his face had a serious and somewhat worn expression that
contrasted with Blake's,

But Jack’s words were evidently true. Tt was no mistake

By chance, on the football-field, he bad discovered his
mnissing brother,

“ Bai Jove,”
extwemely cuwious, you know.

Blake stared at him,

“Th? You told me what?”

“1 told you that if you left it to me I should find your |
missin’ bwothah.” |

“ My word!” said Digby. “Of all the—"

“1 twust you ave not goin’ to detwact fwom my cwedib

A

said Arthur Augustus, “I wegard this as
1 told you go, Blake.”

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim's,
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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mn this mattah, Dig. I bwought Rlake here, and though I
did not exactly foresee that he would wecognise his lost

bwothah in this new wingah—" :
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. “No, I don’t think
‘“ But

you did exactly foresce it, you young bounder !”
I did not_exactly foresee it,”” said 1D’Arcy calmly.

that is how it has turned out. In all detective work there

: " ¢

is an eclement of chance

‘“Ha, - ha, s 1" .

*“ There is nothin’ whatevah to laugh at in that statement,
Tom Mewwy, and no weason at all for you to gwin like a
Cheshire cat, Figgins. You know vewy well that Sherlock
Holmes and Sexton Blako always owe a gweat deal to
chance, aided by tact and judgment—"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If T am to be intewwupted by wibald laughtah, I shall
wefuse  to  pursue the subject further,” said Arthur
Augustus, with dignity., “I can only hope that Blake, on
weflection, will give me pwopah ewedit for discowahin’ his
long-lost bwothah.”

“Hallo! Northwood’s won the toss!” eoxclaimed Kerr.

“Good !I”

There was a keen, wintry wind blowing, but little sun.
Northwood natarally chose ‘the goal the wind was blowing
from, and Newcastlo were given the kick-off against it,

wo finer sots of fellows had seldom been seen on a
British football-ground.

he juniors, who—with the exception of Blake—did not
know the Newcastle men
gramme, and found that the Tyneside team was made up
as follows :

Lawrence; McCracken, Clarke; Veitch, Willis, Gardner;
Wilson, Gosnell, Rutherford, Grierson, Howie.

“ Jolly good team!” said Blake. ‘“I’ve seen nearly all
of 'em play in the North, and I can tell you you're going
to see a good game.”

“Yaas, wathah! A fellow told my cousin—-—""

“ Blow the fellow, and blow your cousin! Look !”

‘“Weally, Figging—"

“ They’re kicking off |”

Newecastlo kickoﬁ off against the wind.
oyes were on the players now.
watched eagorly.

Blake’s eyes were on his brother. He had not yet
recovered from his amazement at seeing Frank Blake' in
the ranks of Northwood Athletic.

He know that the new winger, ‘“ Howard,” was a pro-
fessional footballer who had been taken on by the club. To
discover his brother under the guise of a professional foot-
buller was amazing.

Yet, when he camo to think of it, there was really nothing
80 surprising in it KFrank Blake had left home after a
dispute with his father, and he had been too proud to ask
any assistance from the home he had left.

His going had broken off all the prospecst of his carcer,
and he had taken to professional football, evidently, as a
means of earning a livelihood. And what better means
could there be than playing the grand old game for his
bread, so long as ho p}ayod it clean and straight ?

And that Frank was always certain to do. And Jack, as
he watched his brother contending with the giants of the
North, felt a thrill of prid.

The talk about “hired gladiators,” and so forth, would
never have had any effect upon Jack’s healthy mind. He
knew that a footballer, so long as he played the game, was
a man quite as worthy of respect as any other; that the
profession he followed was noble and honourable ono,
and eminently auseful one, inasmuch as it provided s
harmless and instructive amusement for tens of thousands
of honest folk who loved the grand old game, but had no
opportunities of playing it themselves. 3

And Frank Blake certainly showed himself worthy of the
fame he had already won among the Northwood partisans.
His pace was wonderful, his keenness equally so.

It was evident that from the start Newcastle had marked
him, yet though they paid him every attention, he outwitted
them time and again.

If the rest of the Northwood team had been up to the
new winger’s form, there is no doubt that the Tynesiders,
good as they were, would have gone goalless home from
that match.

But that was not the case. Northwood were good, but
not up to Tyneside form, and from the rest Frank Blake
seemed to stand out head and shoulders in quality.

“Ripping I” said Blake. * Bravo, Franky !’

“ Hurrah!” yelled the juniors of St. Jim’s.

They already took a personal sort of pride in the new
winger. ~He was Blake’s brother, and therefore one of
them, and tho?' watched his progress with fatherly eyes.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. “ That chap 1is

layin’ wemarkably well. I could not have twapped the
{::Lll bettah than that, deah hoys.”

“Go hon!” said Tom Merry.

.

Thousands of
The juniors of 8t. Jim’s
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by sight—consulted the pro-

, hard; otherwise, as cool as ever.

" D’ARCY MINOR'S CHUM.”

“ Yaas, I am speakin’ quite sewiously, you know. I
wegard it as wippin’ o

“Hurrah !”” .

“Go it, Franky !”

“On the ball!” On the ball "

The shouts rang over the field. Frank Blake had trapped
the ball, and was off with it like a shot. The other for-
wards of Northwood were not near enough to help him,
having nothing of his pace. But Frank had seen his oppor-
tunity, and he was through the Newcastle forwards and
making a great break on his own.

The juniors stood up in their excitement to wateh him.

“Go it, Franky !”

“On the ball 1” -

“ Play up 1”?

The Newcastle halves were good, but they did not seem
up to the Northwood forward. He dodged Veitch—not an
eesy thing to do at any time—ran round Willis, who
stumbled ; Gardner being too far off to take a hand in tho
proceedings.

McCracken and Clarke were almost upon him, and it
was pretty clear that he would never get through the backs.
His comrades were well behind, and there was no chance of
giving a pass save to the encmy.

“ Kick !”” breathed Tom Merry.

It was exactly the same thought that was in the mind of
the Northwood winger. He kicked.

There seemed to be every chance against the kick, but
the winger had judged well. The moment after his toe
had touched the ball, he was shouldered over by the rush
of McCracken,

But the leather was whizzing on. The shot had been true
~—true for a corner of the net, and Nowcastle’s chance
depended upon the goalkeeper now. And Lawrence was
to be depended upon.

But even Lawrence could not work miracles, and that
shot was a little too much for him. The tips of hig fingers
were one inch from the ball when it bumped in. Buf it
did bump in, and there was a shriek from the Northwood

crowd :
“Goal! Goal!”

CHAPTER 10.
Pongo on the Ball,

" OAL !”
The shout rang and echoed again and again.
“Goal! Hurrah!”

It was a splendid goal, taken almost single-handod against
a powerful side, and it was no wonder the Northwood
partisans yelled and shricked and threw up their hats in
the air, careless where they came down, or whether they
came down at all.

“Goal I”

Frank Blake was a little flushed, and breathing rather
The wild shouts rang in
his cars, bringing a sparkle to his eyes.

‘“Goal! Bravo!”

His captain clapped him on the shoulder.

““Well done, Howard !”

Jack Blake was on his feet, waving his cap excitedly.

“Goal! Good old Franky! Hurrah!”

In tho general din his voice was lost, so far as Frank
Blake was concerned.

Lawrence threw out the leather, and the teams returned
slowly to the centre of the field.

Northwood were one up—a goal taken at the start, and
a splendid augury to the enthusiastic backers of North-
wood Athletic.

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “ I've never seen anything
neater; and I've seen some League matches, too !”

l“ Y;ms’, wathah! I wegard Fwank Blake as a wippin’
playah !’

“Prime!” said Figgins. *“ Spiffing!”

“Bai Jove! Did you notice how he spwinted, deah
boys; he was wunnin’ like anythin’. It was weally
wippin’ 1" s o~

“There they go!

Neowecastle }Zaﬁ kicked off again. As the game recom-
menced, it was soon evident that Neweastle intended to pay
Frank Blake the compliment of bestowing upon him the
most particular attention, . :

He was well watched, and ““paid” was put to all his
attempts to capture the leather for some time to come. But
he was watching his opportunities, and he kept the Tyne-
siders busy.

Newcastle were playing a splendid game. The clean and
scientific football for which they were famous had seldom
been better exemplified. And there was no doubt that,
save for the luck of Frank Blake, they were the better sido
of the two.

Towards half-time, after a long and strenuous struggle,
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Newcastle scored. ‘Lhe goal was taken by Wilson, from a
pass by Gosnell, and it plumped into the net in a way that
gave the Northwood goalie no earthly chance.

The score was l(\.veﬁ and for the rest of the first half the
sides contended energetically to change it.  But neither
sicceeded in the task.

Most of the play was now in the home half, the Geordies
concentrating in a steady and sustained attack that gradu-
ally drove the home defence before it. .

Five minates longer would probably have seen the North-
wooders broken up, but the s{n'ill blast of the whistle canie
in time for them. g

The interval gave both sides a much-needed rest.

The juniors gasped as the tension was relieved. For
some time they had spoken hardly a word, so intensely were
they wmfching the game.

“My hat!” gasped Figgins,
you chaps !”

* “Yaas, wathah !’

“ Northwood’s outclassed I"” said Tom Merry. ““ If they're
;'l)‘llllll"(l"out of the fire, it will be by Howard—I mean

ake.’ : K
o Yes, rather!” said Jack Blake, his eyes sparkling.
“Did you ever sec a forward like Frank before?’

“ Never!"” ° ’

“He's ripping!” said Fatty Wynn. “1I say, is there any
chanco of getting anything to eat in the interval? I'm
wgelting jolly hungry.’

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Kerr. “Where are the
sandwiches you shoved in your pocket before you left tho
New House!”’

“I've caten them,"

“Then you can't be hungry.'

“ There wora only a dozen, and e
L Hallo,” roared Walty, from the distance, *“ how do you
like the game, you kids?"

* Ripping !

* Like some toffee, Gus?"”’

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass towards his youngor
brother, and frowned.

“No, Wally,” he replied stiffly. “No, certainly not; I
should not care to devour toffee in public.”

Fatty Wynn started up.

1 would, young Wally!” he called out,
Chirek us over the toffec!”

“ Right-ho!” said the Third-Former cheerfully.

e extracted a packet of toffee from his pocket, and
hurled it with a deft aim. It struck Arthur Augustus
1'Arcy’s topper, and sent it toppling. off. The swell of the
School Iouze gave a howl.

“Bai Jove! Why, what—' £

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Borry I bawled Wally., * Youw'll find the toffee among
Grussy’s feet, Wynn.”

D’Arey clutehed at/his hat.

“You young wottah——" %

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"’

“This is worth watching,

“I'm famished!

s

“If I could weach you I would give you a feahful

thwashin’.” ;
“Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Mind

“Gimme that foffec ! said Fatty Wynn anxiously.
you don't tread on it, D’Arcy.”

“Wats! Blow the toffee!™

“ Look here—-"

* Hallo, I'm treading on something!”
and he lifted his boot into the air.
was sticking to the sole.
Wynn?”

The fat Fourih-Former gave a howl.

“You—you cluimsy ass!”

“You can have it.”

But even Fatty Wynn did not want the squashed toffec.
Blake scraped it off his boot, but the Falstaff of the New
House indignantly declined it.

“May as well Jet Wally have it back, then,” Blake
remarked. And he took careful aim, and caught D’Arcy
minor under the chin with it.

Wally sprang up, startled.

“ Wh-wh-what was that?”

‘“Ia, ha, ha!” cackled Arthur Augustus.
Woland for your Olivah, deah boy.”

“You duffer! Hallo! Stop hin!”’

“ Bai Jove, what's the mattah?”

‘“Pongo, Pongo! Come here, you beast!
Pong!”

But good old Pnni failed to respond to the call. Fe had,
as a matier of fact, been watching his opportunity of bolting
for some time, but the wary junior had kept a tight hand
on his collar. :

His chance had come now, and Pongo had not becn slow
to_take it. :

fle was gone, and entreaties and threats were equally

exclaimed Blako,
A squashed mass of toffec
“Is that what you're looking for,

fThat was n

CGood old
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impotent: with Pongo when he felt inelined to go a-roaming.
and whistled after him in vain. : : )

* Never mind,”’ said Dudley, “you'll find him coming
out.”

Wally grunted. He was not so easily consoled, Mare
than once he had mnarrowly eseaped losing Pongo for wood,
and ho was always anxious when his erratic pet left hin.

he band was playing in the interval, and the juniors of
St. Jim's joined in as they recognised a well-known tunc,
The band was playing * On the Ball,” and a hundred voices;
jomed in with the choras of the song. The strains ccased
as the players reappeared, and the musicians marched off,
The spectators were all eagerness for the second half.

The whistle went, and Northwood kicked off, with the
wind in their faces now. ;

The change of ends brought the advantage of the wind
to the side of the visitors, and Newcastle were nol slow to
make the best of it, :

The game was soon all in.the home half, and Northwood,
after a desperate resistence, were forced to concede a corner,

But, to the intense relief of the home crowd, the kick did
not materialise G

A sharp struggle in front of goal followed, and ihen a
home back succeeded in clearing, and the ball came cut of
the press like a pip from an orange.

Then there was a roar from the crowd, A ragged mongrel
had whisked into the arena, and was “on the ball'’ in a
flash.

It was Pongo! : e

Pongo was accustomed to joining Wally in chasing a foot-
ball about in the quad. at St. Jim’s, and he had frequentls
captured the ball with the loose tag in his teeth, and led Lis
young master a dance to regain it, b ;

He wasn’t able to get hold of the match-ball with Jiis
teeth, but it bounded along from his nose as he chascd it
at a great rate.

The crowd roared.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, doggy !

Wally gave a yell of execitement,

“Pongo! Pong! On the ball, Pong!”

* Ha, ha,:hat’ :

The referce’s whistle rang out sharply. - Several of tha
players made a rush for Pongo, and the game was stopped.
Wally scrambled down to the front, careless of the feat he
trod on and the ribs he elbowed.

“That's my dog! Chuck him here!"

Veitch, of Newcastle, had caught Pongo Ly the callar
Pongo growled and barked, but he was in an ¥ron grip.

With a smile Colin Veitch tossed the dog to Wally, who
caught him and hugged him under his arm, :

“You young bounder,” he growled, ‘“I've a jolly good
mind to give you a licking!"” ; i

But Wally never got further than having a “ good mind’
to lick Pongo. He scrambled back to his seal.

The whistle went again, and the game was resumed, the
crowd still grinning over the redoubtable Pongo’s first csny
as a footballer in a League match,

He disu{)poumd amongst countless legs, and Wally shrieked

€

——

CHAPTER 11,
An Exciting Finish,
TR HE second ha'f was keenly contested. As it wore on,
” the excitement of the spectators became keener than
ever, and at times there was a breathless hush upon
the crowd of ten thousand cager watchers.

The result of the match meant a step in the League tablo
for either Northwood or Newcastle, and that was importani
enpugh to make the players keen. The thousands of eyes
hung upoh the movements of the toams.

Northwood were outelassed, and even the most enthusiastic
of the home partisans had to admit that patent fact.
a moderate side with a single brilliant player had a sporting
chance against a side of good a'l-roundl quality.  And every-
one knew that everything depended on the new wingor.

Frank Blake was doing the work of a giant.  Again and
again cheers rang out for some brilliant dash of (he paw
forward, And there was nothing selfish about Frank’s play.
He never strove to shine when the game demanded that ho
should give a chance to another player, He was as ready
to back up as to lead, as quick to pass as to kick for goal.

And, in spite of the keen wind blowing in their faces, tha
next goal was scored by Northwood Athletic. ;

" They had succeeded in breaking through the Newcasile
defence, and they had rushed up to goal with the ball passing
wonderfully well from foot to foot, '

The backs were fairly upon Frank Blake, and he had (ha

ball, with no earthly chance of sending it to goal: But thers
was o fenth part of a chance of passing to his captain al
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tentre, and that he did, witt a pass that landed the ball
just where it was wantod.

The Northwood captain kicked in a flash, and the leather
banged home into the net before Lawrence knew it was
coming. y 2

And once more the Northwood crowd showed startling
symptoms of insanity,

o ‘O'ﬂ.l ‘)1

“Goal! Goal! Goal!”

They yelled, they:shouted, they raved, they slapped one
another on the back.

The second goal with the wind against them! Northwood
were o winning team; the match was another for North-
wood ! "

But the Northwooders exulted too soon.  Newcastle had
no intention of letting the southern side walk off with the
match, and they bucked up after that goal as if rather
refreshed by their reverse.

During the following ten minutes play was shm']l) and
brizk, and the faces o-f»rhc Northwood erowd grew longer
and longer.

The ball went into the home nat from the foot of Ruther-
mud, and five minutes later Grierson headed it in again,

The Neweastlo success was swift and crushing.

The score now stood with the visitors three to two, and
there was a quarter of an hour more to play.

Both sides were worn down by a gruelling game, but it
was noticeable that the Tynesiders were the fresher of the
two teams.,

After the last goal, the homo captain packed his goal for
come time, content to defend and leave the attacking to the
onemy.

And now the clever combination of the Geordies showed
to great advantage. They cut through the home defence
like a knife through cheese, and only skill and good luck
in goul saved Northwood from paying the penalty.

e crowd were growirg restive now.

Five minutes more to time, and the play was all in the
home half, and Lawrence, in the Newcastle goal, was slap-
ping his chest to keep hunself warm.

There were shouts from the Northwooders.

** Buck up, Northwood!”

“Don’t go to sleep !”

“ Give us another goal, Howard !”

“On the ball!’

“ Bai Jove,” eaid Arthur Augustus, T suppose they can't

beat the Tynesidahs, -but I weally wish they would get’

anothah goal, deah boys!”

" Wutc‘g Frank!” said Blake, his eyes on his brother.

“ Yaas, wathah! Bai Jove, he’s off !”

The winger had seized a sudden opportunity. A back had
cleared with a kick that carried the leather almost to the
half-way line, and there was a rush of players after it.

Frank - Blake reached it. Twice he was shouldered, but
he hardly swerved, and he had the ball at his feet, and
with a magnificent dribble he brought it down the field.

A shout rose among the crowd, swelling to a roar.

“On the balll’

e 8 A

‘“ Hurrah!”? g

The Newcastle men, for onee, had been outwitted. Their
forwards were nowhere, their halves eluded. The backs
rushed in too late. There was the Northwood winger, right
up to goal with the ball at his feet. ;

Lawrence scemed all oyes.

If the winger could beat him, he would deserve well of his
side.  But could he do it? He would have only one chance,
for the Newcastle defenders were racing up,

He had time for a single kick !

He kicked!

The shouts died away. A breathless hush fell on tho
great crowd as they watched the leather whiz.

Lawrence was seen to clutch at it, and his foot slipped on
the turf, and the ball escaped his fingers by half an inch.

Bug half an inch was as good just then and just there as
half a mile.

The ball was in the net!

For a moment the crowd hesitated—it seemed too good to
Le true—and then a tremendous roar burst forth,

* Goal 1"

The juniors of St. Jim’s were on their feot, yelling like
lunatics. Round them was a sea of rolling sound.

‘“ Goal! GQGoal! Hurrah!”

In the midst of the roar came the pheep of the whistle.

It wae the finish! ¥

Northwood had equalised, and the game was drawn, and
tho players trooped off the field.

It was only a draw, but it had been so perilously near a
black defeat that the Northwooders were as enthusiastic as
if there had been a great victory for the home colours.

-

They raved and yelled and stamped as the players wenb
off, and *‘ Howard ” was cheered till the welkin rang.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed D’Arcy.  *‘That was what I
wegard as weally wippin’,”

Blake gave his elegant chum a slap on the shoulder that
made him stagger.

“ What do you think of that?”’ he roared.

“Ow! T think you are a beastly wuff boundah !’

“ Goal!” yelled Blake. ‘ Good old Franky!”

And in his excitement he smote again at Arthur Augustus,

- but this time the swell of St. Jim’s dodged. ? :
The crowd was pouring out of the enclosures, excitedly dis--

cussing the match. Even the man in the fur cap, who had
intended to wait for the juniors and rag them as they came
out, forgot his amiable intentions, and went off talking
football with his friends, and lauding the new winger; and
remaincd sober all the afternoon under the influence of his
enthusiasm,

The juniors of St. Jim’s left the gronnd, and walked off,
every movement made by D’Arcy being accompanied by
a clink of ‘small silver,

CHAPTER 12.
‘Arthur Avgustus Thinks it Out.

ACK BLAKE halted in the sireet, with a shade of deep
QH thought on his face. His chums gathered round him.
“ Going to speak to Frank?” asked Tom Merry,

Blake nodded.

** That’s what I was thinking of.
paused. :

*“ Yaas, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus encouragingly.
“ Go on. If you want any advice in dealin’ with this deli
cate mattah——"

il don’t)”!

* Weally, Blake, I was only goin’ to tell you what’s the
pwopah thing to do.”

“Don’t trouble, Gussy. Look here, you chaps, T don’t
kn(m; whether you're interested at all in my family concerns

“I wegard that as wathah wotten, Blake. You know per-
fectly well that we wegard you as a fwiend, in spite of many
disagwecable ways you have, and that as your bwothah,
Fwank Blake is our fwiend also. 1f we could do anythin’
to cement this unhappy bweach in your family welations,
wae should only be too happy.”

* Exactly,” said Tom Merry.
has stated the exact facts without talking rot.”

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

“ He talks like a giddy gramophone,” said Digby.
sentimente exactly. . Good old one and only!”

You see——" He

“ 1\1)’

“ Of course, we're all interested in the matter,” gaid’

Figgins. *“As a rule, I belicve in siiting on you School’
House rotters, but when it’s a serious mattor like this, why
we all want to chip in and help.” ;
“You're awfully good,” said Blake. ‘ Well, then——"
“ Pway just a moment, deah boy. There is alweady a

bweach in your family, but you must be careful how you '’

go to work about it. <You must not fail to show Fwank
the wespect due to an eldah bwothah. You ece, he might
cut up wusty, and get watty, and then there would be two
bweaches in the family.”

“ By Jove!” said Lowther.
pair of breaches, would it?”

* Weally, Lowthah——""

“ Gussy’s right,” said Tom Merry. “ Let’s take connsel
with one another about it. We're all anxioue to help Blake.
First of all, if the question may be asked, how does your
governor take it, Blake?”’

** He'’s cut up, of course,” .

“ Willing to be reconciled, of course?”

Jack Blake hesitated a moment.

“I'd better tell you the facts,” ho said. “ The governor
and Frank guarrelled on a question of footer. 1've no doubt
Frank was rather pigheaded. I've often found him so myself
when I've been at home, He never would give in to a
chap. He used to think that an clder brother ought to
order a younger chap about——"’

A must wemark that I quite agree with Fwank on that

»oint.’
: “But he was a ripping chap all the same,” said Jack.
‘““And he's really an awfully great favourite with the
governor, only dad must have lost his temper and ordered
him out for his nerve. Then it’s just like Frank to take
him too setiously, und not go back unless the governor
cilix}ﬂ)ed down. And that’s a thing the governor never would
do.”

**Yes, I know. You Yorkshire chaps are obstinate tykes.”

“ Bo we are,” said Blake, in full assent. *‘ It’s really firm-
ness, you know, but lots of people mistake it for obstinacy.

“1t wouldn’t do to have a

“ For once in his lifo Gussy
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doggy !’ roared thu «,rm\d
like a fl.\sh.

. “Go it,

It was l’onqo
Well, dad and Frank will never meet of their own accord,
but if they could be brought together, they’d chum up no
end on the spot, and admit that they’d acted the giddy goat.
But I'm blessed if I can see how it’s to be worked.”

The juniors leoked thoughtful,

It was evidently a serious maiter, and they were all in-
terested in bringing it to a satisfactory conclusion, but they
realised that it was quite possible that their interference
might make it worse instead of better.

* Suppose you wired to your governor,” suggested
Figgins, *“ and told him where Frank isto be found?”’

* Would he come down from Yorkshire?” said Tom Merry.

”]'Llw shook his head.

‘He would if Frank asked him to make il
wouldn’t come to make the overtures himself.’

up, but he

“1 see. Each uf the giddy g®ats—excuse me—is waiting
for the other to give in. You couldn’t very well wire in
Frank’s name, as that would be a swindle.”

‘“Yaas, wathah! It is an old mx‘um deab boys, never to

be a wascal that good may come of it.

“ Right!”” said Figgine. *‘ But lm\\—-h”

X ]’uw“ aps I can 1l|m.. cut an ideah,” saicd D’Ax
ping his forehead with his finger-tips as if to as
working of the brain within.

*“ Perhaps you can,” said Lowther,
if you had the necessary apparatus.”

“ Wedlly, Lowthah——*

tap-
ist the

(RS ARG L =
or perhaps you could

A r.quui mouqul had whisked inio the arcna, and was ‘““on the pball”

l)':\lpv minor’s shaggy pet.

* What if you go round and speak to Frank now, and get
is views on the subject?”’ suggoested Tom Merry.
Jack Blake shook his head again,
*“ No good.”
* Why not?”

“He would know he was spotted then, and he'd know T
should chip in. Hq¢ -(l make me promise not to give him
away to the governor.

* But you needn’t pmmiw;’”

“Then he’s as likely as not to bunk, and leave North-
wood.”’

“My hat! That wouldn’t do.

“ Wathah not! I have an ideah, deah boys-

“Oh, ring off, Gussy! You're vnlmruplnm the thinks.

‘1 wefuse to wing off. 1 have——

‘ Lie down !”’

1 uttahly and absolutely
the suggestion as widiculous,

‘“ Oh, po ahead, then!”
‘Let’s get the agony over.

‘I wefuse to have it wey

“ What’s the wheeze, ass?

“I wefuse to be alluded to as an ass,

“Arc you going to explain,” shouted Herries,
you not anu to explain?”’

* Pway give me a chance, deah boy. I have a wippin’
ideah. What you want, Bl , 18 to l)\\'nm your governah
and your eldah ln\olhull togethah unexpectedly.”

I \\u‘lnd
ideah——"
resignecly.

wefuse to lie down.

L have a wippin’ |
said Tom Merry
What is the i(lwu.’"
rded in that light.’

"

‘or are
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* Ys, if it could be fixed.”

. 1 have thought of a weally wippin’ wheeze, Suppose we
invited Fwanlk Blake to tea in Study No. 6 at 8t, Jim's.”

** What then——'’

** And send a mossage to your governal askin’ him to come
ta St. Jim’s on important business—somethin’ important,
sueh as advisin’ you about gettin’ a new toppah, or choosin’
a now thing in waistcoats—-—""

“ Ha, ha, ha!’

“ T weally see nothin’ comical in the suggestion. Of conrse,
I do not suggest pwevawication in the mattah. You must
bave some important mattah of that kind on hand, in ordah
to bear out the statement in the telegwam.  Then your
governah can meet your bwothah in the study.”
¢ ;i There might be something in that,” said Blake thounght-

ully.

‘“My dgah boy, there's heaps in it. You ean make Fwank
COME—— .

" That's the difficulty. He's more likely fo bolt when he
knows I know he's here,” seid Blako ruefully,

* Yaas; but you haven’t heard the west of my wippin’
scheme. You wemembah what Meollish and his wascally
fwiends were sayin’ about your bwothah,” y

Jack Blake's brow darkened. ‘

“ What on carth——*

“ Pway bo patient, deah boy.
gweat knowledge of human naturs in genewal, and of
Mellish and "his fwiends' natares in particulah, that they
will not allow that slandah te dwop.”

Blake's eyes gleamed,

“They will keep 1 up, deah boy, unloess they are simply
forced to admit that there is nothin' in it. And there’s only
one way of forcin’ them to do that—by gettin’ Fwnn& Blake
to show himself at St. Jim’s.”

! By Jove!” gaid Tom Merry. “Out of the moutha of
babes and sucklings and silly asses——"

‘“Pway don’t be funnay, Tom Mewwy. Blake, deali boy,
if you emplain to your c¢ldah bwothah, in a pwopahly we-
spectful way, how you are situated af St. Jim’s, 1 am quite
sure that he will accept your invitation o eall.”

*“ I vather think so,” said Blake reflectively. *‘ Blessed if
I ever knew that Gussy had so much hoss-sense.” P

“ When in doubt, play Gussy,” said Monty Lowther.

‘I have fw. uontf pointed out to you fellows that in a
case of doubt, I'm the vewy chap to show you what's the
lpwapah thing to do, but T must wemark that T ha ve nevah
veen tweated with weal wespect on such occasions.”’

I assuah you fwom my

tlemen,"” said Tom Meorry, * this must be eef right.
Gussy has never been treated with weal wespect. I move
that Arthur Adolphus Fitzgerald has deserved well of his
counfry on the present occasion, and that it be unanimously
passed by the meeting here present that he is not invariably
a silly ass,” ¥

g &euﬂy, Tom Mewwy--—"

‘“Hear, hear !’ ;

“¥ second,” exclaimed Figgins, “ that Gussy is not in-
variably a silly ass!”

“ Passed unanimously " said Blake. “Gussy s not in-
variably a silly ass!” .

‘“Heoar, hear!”

“Weally, deah boys—*

‘‘ Hear, hear!”

“T insist upon—-7""

‘“Hear, hear|”

And Arthur Augustus gave it up.

—

CHAPTER 13.
Straight from the Shoulder.
LINK! Clink! Clink!
@ The pocketful of small silver clinked muzically as
the chums of St. Jim’s walked off towards the rail-

way-station, Jack Blake was still looking very thoughtful,
He would gladly have gone round to the players’ quarters
to speak to his brother, but under the circumstances, it was
better not. The invitation to Frank to come to tea in Study
No. 6 was not to be sent until Monday,

Clink ! Clink!

*Oh, T say, keep that old clothes man off !” said Figgins.

“Figgins, 1 wegard that wemark as simply beastly——"

“ By govo, is it you, Gus?” :

“You were per ectly well aware that it was I, Figgins.
It is not my fault if Iywocvs-i\*ed the change of my fivah in
sinall silvah ! .

“Tie it up in a handkerchief, and put it in your hat.”

“I wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort,” .

*“Perhaps you eould carry it in your mouth, as Pongo
carries things,” Monty Lowther suggested.

*1 wegard that wemark as absolutely wibald-——

Arthar Augustus strode on
silver clinked away merrily,
in despair.

“Bai Jove, 1've a gweat mind to chuck it away !"ho ex-
claimed,

“Don’'t do’ that!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn eagerly. 1
know a jolly piace near the station where you can get
ripping feeds.”

“It's not a bad idea.” said Tom Merry.
myself.”

“So am I.”

‘“And I—rather!"’

‘“Pewwaps it is wathah a good ideah, now you come fo
think of it,” said D’Arcy, ladling out the silver in his
gloved hands. “1I can’t cawwy this stuff wound with me,
’owwaps I can get wid of ten shillin’s or 50, and change tha
west into gold—— Oh!”

He broke off suddenly,

Two rough-tooking fellows had been standing on the kerb,
and as the juniors passed, they caught sight of the handfuis

indignantly, and the small
He drew out a handful of it

“I'm hungry

_of silver.

Thef exchanged a glance, and one of them, pretending {o
stumble, rolled right upon D rey, and sent him reeling.
swell of St. Jim's gave a yell.

He staggered under the im act, and his silk hat fell off,
and D'Arey made a wild clutch at it to save it.

Needless to say, everything in his hands went by the
board, and there was a scattering of small silver on the pave-
ment.

“*You ass!"” roared Blake.

“It was that brute’s fault!”
“ Pick up the money, you chaps ¥

The juniors did their best. But the clinking of falling
coins had attracted eager seekors instantly from all quarters.
It was a vough part of the town, and there were a good
many wasters about, who were spending the winter after-
nooun in i railings. Thay

exclaimed Tom Merry,

leaning wmp against posts and
scrambled for the fallen silver, and the juniors of St, ¥m's
quickly had a dazen fights on their hands,

Arthur Augustus rvecovered his hat and jammed it on his
Lead. He stuck his monocle in his eye, and looked round
upon the serambling crowd of rouehs and juniors,

“Bai Jove, this looks like being a wow!”

“Gimme that bob!”

“You ruffiaun! Get aside!”

 Land "im oue in the eye, Billy "

“Let pside!”’

* Knock his ‘ead orf, Napper!”

“Take that, then!”

The two roughs, the original cause of the trouble, weora
sprawling on the pavement, but most of the monvy was
gone. - Arthur Augustus did not take part in the scramble,
lf[e rogarded it as rather unseemly.

‘“ Hold on, deah boys!” he said, ** Pway don’t get excited !
You can let’ them have the west of it! It's mot worth -a
wow !’

“Rats! They’re a jolly lot of thieves!”

“Not at all,” said D’Arey, mounting the high horse in his
usual way. I make them a pwesent of all they can find,
Go ahead, deah boys!”

Blake snorted.

* Well, of all the dunmimies—"?

“Wats! Scwamnble for the silvah, deah boys—1 make yon
a pwesent of it! Come on, you chaps, or we shall lose our
twain !

The juniors walked on, leaving a dozen or fifteen roughs
scmml:iing for what of the money was still left on the
ground.

Arthur Augustus, perfectly satisfied with the way he had
cettled the difficulty, brushed his silk topper with his sleeve
as he walked on.

*“ You—you ass!” Fatty Wynn said, in measured accents,
“What price that feed now?”

“ Bai Jove, I'd forgotten that.”

“ Worgotten it! Oh, there ain’t a word for you!”

““ Weally, Wynn—""

“B-rrr-r! You want suffocating,’’ said Fatty Wynn,
“There’s a ripping feed goge! How much have you chaps
saved from the scramble?™

** A bob here,” said Figgins,

““Tanner,” said Manners,

*“ Same here.”

“ Another bob.”

¢ Bai Jove, that isn’t vewy much out of four pound ten,”
said Arthur Augustus. “It'is vewy fortunate that wo took
weturn tickefs,”

“Yes, you duffer, and more fortunate gtill that they
weren’t trusted in your hands.”

* Weally, Tom Mewwy—" ¥ .

“Two-and-six the lot,” grunted Fatty Wynn, ““Oh, why

Clink! Clink! Clink! wasn’t D'Arcy suffocated at birth?
THURSDAY : “I'ARCY MINOR'S CHUM.” A BV ARSI i’!'!':’f/,""
o o ol

Y .

TN

e,

"":“ E

e o




Every Thursday.

3 “1 should have uttahly wefused to be suffocated at birth—
mean——"

“8till, that will do us a cup of coffee and a sandwich
apiece,” said the fat Fourth-Former. “Come on, I know a
place.”

Fatty Wynn generally did know a place where provisions
could be got. Figgins had remarked that if Fatty took a
journey to the moon some day, he wouldn’t be there five
minutes before he spotted a buffet.

The coffee and sandwiches weren’t much after the feed the
juniors had promised themselves, but they were welcome to
the hungry and cold juniors.

Then they took the train for Rylecombe, and arrived at the
village in the dusk of the early February ovening.

I'hey walked back to the school, and arrived thero in good
time for calling-over.

Gore and Mellish, and several of their set were in the hall
of the School Houre when Tom Merry and his friends camo

in,

They looked at Blake, and grinned at one another.

Their looks were too pointed to be passed unnoticed by
Blake, and the junior knew perfectly well what they meant.

His face went scarlet.

Jack Blake was not given to wasting words. He walked
gtraight up to Gore. ‘The cad of the Shell looked at him
cool{xf

““What do you mean?”’ demanded Blake hotly.

Giore yawned.

“What do I mean by what?”

“You grinned at me.”

“Well, it’s a freo country—I suppose a fellow’s at liberty
to grin if he wants to?”’ yawned Gore.

““Not at me,” said Blake. * I know what you meant.”

“Then why did you ask me?”’

“1 know what you meant,” repeated Blake, unheeding.
“You were thinking of the lies Mellish invented about my
brother.”

“You seem to be mighty touchy about your brother,”
snpel:?d Gore. T haven't said that I believe what Mellish

id.

“1 jolly well know you don’t believe it, but you want to
make out that you do!” exclaimed Blake excitedly. *‘And
you're a dirty cad!” ¢
) “Yaas, wathah! I must say that T quite agwee with my
"r' fwiend Blake. Goah is certainly a wotten cad.”

Gore flushed red. Although he never cared for a row with
Tom Merry, it was different with Blake & Co. They were
in the Fourth, and Gore was in a higher Form. The bully
of the Shell clenched his fists.

“Well, I'd rather be a cad than a thief,” he said.

Blake’s oyes blazed. He did not reply ; he hit out straight
from the shoulder. Gora’s parry was too late, and he could
not have stopped that blow, anyway. Blake’s fist caught
him just under the nose, and he went over backwards as if
he had been shot.

Blake stood over him with clenched fists, panting chest,
and eyes that seemed to flame.

“Get up,” he said thickly—“get up, you cur, and take
gsome more !’

But Gore did not get up. He lay, looking dazed and
s‘upid; and Blake, with a savage look of scorn, passed him,
and left him there.

Tom Merry slapped Blake on the shoulder, and Buck
T'inn, tha American chum in the Shell, drawled:

“1 guess you've got what you've been asking for, Gore,
by gum!”

And Gore only scowled savagely.

e

CHAPTER 14.
Kildare's Advice.

HERE was a serious consultation in Study No. 6 that
evening. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s plan had been
adopted unanimously, and the School House chums

talked it over to decide about the best way of putting it

into execution. Figgins & Co. had offered to take the whole

matter in hand, and run it for Blake, and the offer had been
firmly, if not respectfully, declined.

“VYou had bettah leave it to me,” said D’Arcy. “It is

my ideah, in the first place, and I am bound to be able to

handle it bettah than you chaps. Besides, what is wanted

now is a fcllah of tact and judgment.”

i “1 move that Gussy rings off.”

- “1 decline 4o wing off. Undah the eires.——'

. “It’s about settled,” said Tom Merry. ‘ Frank Blake is
to be invited to tea on Monday evening, and Blake is to

i
(

go over with the invitation specially, so as to be able to
explain matters to him.”

* That’s right,” said Blake.

“Then the question is, how to get Blake’s governor at

the school at the same time.”
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“T have alweady made a sufgestion on that peint-——"
“ But your suggestions are like the suggester—no good,”
said Lowther. ‘“ We want a good idea.”

* Weally, Lowthah——"

“ How can we get Blake senior here? Suppose Blalke falls
ill, and we wire his governor?”’

“1 should wefuse to have any hand in a pwevawication,”

“Who's talking about prevarication, ass? Blake would
have to really fall ill, of course.”

“Blessed if I know how to do it at a moment’s notice:”
grinned Blake. ‘' I’ve never been ill in my life.”

“Oh, it's easy enough. You can take some of the
medicines and pills that Miss Priscilla Fawcett sends to Tom
Merry.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Or let Herries play his cornet to you——'

“You let my cornet alone!” growled Herries.

I)'“l())r listen to some of Monty Lowther’s jokes,” suggested
ighy.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here, Dighy—"

*“Sha’n’t! Blake can, if he wants to fall ill.”

“Bai Jove, you know, I wegard that as wathah funnay.
Ha, ha, ha!”

““You're jolly easily pleased, then!” growled Lowther.

“We're getting off the ipoint,” said Tom Merry. “How
is Blake senior to be gently persuaded to turn up here on
Monday evening?”’

“Suppose you wired ‘ Come at once—important’?” said
Manners. ‘1 suppose that would fetch him.”

“Te might wire back " Rats!’” suggested Lowther.

Blake grinned.

“You see, a chap can’t order his father about,” he
remarked. “Tt’s a rotten state of things, perhape, but
there you are! We must take things as we find 'em.”

“ Bai Jove, I’ve got anothah wippin’ ideah!”

“Take it out and bury it!”

“ 1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.
Head to help?”

““The Head doesn’t know anything about it.”

“He would if you told him, deah boy.”

“Did you work that out in your head, Gussy?”’

“Pway don’t be funnay, Lowthah, on a sewious subject.
A telegwam to Mr. Blake in this style: ‘Come at once.
Vewy important.—Holmes,” would fetch the old gentleman
like anythin’.”

Lowther gave a sudden yell.

“Tve got it!”

They looked at him.

“What have you got?’ asked Torm Merry euspiciously.
“The jim-jams?”’

“No; the wheeze.”

(et it off your chest, then.”

“There's a kid in the Third who can help us.”

“Bai Jove! Do you mean young Wally?”

“No. I mean young Holmes.”

‘“ Holmes!”

“Yes, of course! He can send this wire for us. Mz,
Blake will very likely think it comes from the Head—"

“Very likely! Ha, ha, ha!” *

“ But as a matter of fact it will come from young Holmes.
What do you think of that idea?"

“7 think it’s an idea you won't carry out,” said a voice
at the door; and the juniors looked round, startled, and saw
Kildara, of the Sixth, looking in.

“Bai Jove!”

The big Sixth-Former came into the study.

“Sorry to spoil a little joke,”” he said, *“but I shall have
to nip this is in the bud, Lowther. It’s not much of an idea,
anyway. I looked in to tell you kids that I haven’t had the
lines this study owes me, am{ this is the last evening in the
wock. If they're left over Sunday there will be ructions.”

“ Weally, Kildare—-"

“ And now, what is it you want to bring Mr. Blake here
for?” demanded the captain of St. Jim's.

The juniors looked at one another. Kildare evidently had
his suspicions, and, after all, he was a kind-hearted fellow,
and could be confided in.

“Ts it something about your brother, Blake?”

“Yes,” blurted out Blake. Keep it dark, Kildare; but
this is how the matter stands. I’ve found Frank——-"

“You've found him!” exclaimed Kildare, in astonishment.

“Ves. He's joined a professional football club, and he
was playing in t{m match to-day over at Northwood.”

“ My hat!”

“T think I can get him here on Monday evening; and if
I can get the governor here, too, they’ll make it up.”

“1 see. It's a jolly good motive, I admit, but there
oughtn’t to be anything liko trickery about it.”

“Oh, I say—"" began Lowther.

“You didn’t mean it for trickery, Lowther, but it was

Suppose we ask ihe

A Tale of the Boys of St. Jim's.
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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gomething of that sort. It won’t do. Don’t you think,
Blake, that if you wrote your father that Frank would bo
here, he would {)o likely to come?”

Blake lock worried. -

“Well, as a matter of fact, tho dad is beastly firm,” ho
suid.  “I've never known him give up a point in dispute.”

“But this sort of thing can never have happened before.

urely, in a case like this——"

** Well, perhaps——"

“If "your father doesn’t want to come and meet Frank,
You've no right to dodge him into it,” said Kildare quietly.
“But I think it very likely that if you can bring yourself
to trust to your father’s judgment in the matter—-"

“Oh, Kildare!” . ;

“In that case I think it probable that he will jump at
the opportunity, and come as fast as an express train can

bring him.”

“I—1 shouldn’t wonder.  If—if you think it's the best
wheoze——"

“I do, undoubtedly, if you are willing to take my
ndvice?”’

* Of course wo are, Kildare.

*“Yaas, wathah! I haven't much of an opinion of Sixth
Torm chaps as a wule, but I must say I have always
wegarded Kildare as a chap with sense.”

“ Thank you,” said Kildare gravely. “Then that’s my
advice. And—and as you're so busy doing something use-
ful for once in your lives, you can leave tho lines. 1 dare
say you'll have a fresh lot next week.”

And the captain of 8t. Jim’s quitted the study, leaving
the juniors extremely satisfied with themselves, with him,
and with things generally.

We know you've got sense.”

———

CHAPTER 15.
To the Rescue.

ILDARE turned out to be cortect in his opinion,
after all, and Blake's doubts were set at rest. For
on Monday, in reply to Blake’s letter to his father,

came a wire that completely satisfied the youthful plotters:

**Coming at once.~—Braxs.” g

Blake tore open the envelope when the telegraph-boy
brought it, and tossed the boy a shilling in the exuberanco
of his spirits when he read the message. S

Then he danced away in search of his chums.

“Read that!” he exclaimed, thrusting the telegram under
the aristocratio nose of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“HWeu}ly, Blake, I wish you would not be so beastly
wulff——*"

“ Read it, duffer!”

“1I decline to be addwessed as a duffah——"

“Read it 1"

“ Bai Jove, that's good news!"” said D’Arey, looking at
the telegram af last. * Weally, Blake, I think you may
vongwatulate yourself on havin’ wequested me to ‘take the
lead in this mattah”

“Oh, yes, rather!” grinned Blake. And he dashed off
to show the telegram to Tom Merry.

*“ Good egg!” said the hero of the Shell.
goth to do 1s to get your brother here.
wake him a personal visit?”

“That's the idea!”

‘“And I think I had bettah comae along,” said D’Arcy,
who was at Blake’s heels. ““Undah the circs. we can’t be
too careful. If Fwank Blake should cut up wusty,a fellah
of tact and judgment will be wequired——""

“We may as well all go—or as many as can get leave,”
Tom Merry remarked. * Gussy wants to come to take care
of you, and certainly somebody ought to come to take care
of Gussy.” ¢

“Weally, Tom Mewwy "

““ Let "em all come,” said Blake.
own fares, and Gussy can pay mine.”

‘ Weally, Blake——"

“Rats!” said Tom Merry. ' “ What's the good of chucking
money away? If we can get leave to go to Northwood, we
can start early, and hoof it. What's a few miles to us 7"’

 Yaas, wathah; only it might be wathah exhaustin’.”

““You can stay behind.”

“ Yaas; but you fellows would be bound to get into some
twouble.”

‘“Then you can wallk."

“ Yaas; bub——""

“My word !  He's al “buts’ to-day. Ring off I”
“Wats ! T wefuse to wing off. I was goin’ to say—-"'

But Blake and Tom Merry wero walking off in different
directions, and they never knew what Arthur Augustus was
going to say.

It was casy for the juniors to obtain permission to walk

' Now, all we've
You're going to

“You can all pay your

NEXT
THURSDAY

“’ARGY MINOR'S CHUM.”

. )

Kildare, the captain. of the School,
He knew what they meant to

over to Northwood.
gave them the required pass.
do, and he approved. a
could be trusted out of bounds at any time.

When they were put upon their honour, there was no
doubt that they would “ play the game,” and the captain of
St. Jim's knew it by experience.

After tea the youngsters put on their caps and coats for
the start. Figgins & Co. were in the quadrangle, and Blake
stopped to speak to them in passing.

“ Going to fetch Frank?” asked Figgins.

“ Yaas; wathah,” said Arthur Augustus.
walk, and these chaps are comin’ with me.”

Figgins grinned,

“Like us to come "

“We should,” said Jack Blake. * But there's something
else you can do if you want to be obliging. We want a bit
of a feed ready for Frank. Will you make it pax, and get

“T'm goin' to

91y

tea in our study ? T know we can trust to Wynn's judgment >

in getting the grub.”

“ Yes; rather,” said Fatty Wynn emphatically. * You
can rely upon me when it comes to that, Blake; and I'll do
it with pleasure.”

The chief of the New House juniors nodded.

“Right you are, Blake !"

““Whip round for the tin, you chaps,’” said Tom Merry.

As most of the juniors had received i;ocket,-money sO0MoO
time on Saturday, they were pretty flush on Monday, and
they made up a handsome sum by general contributions.

Fatty Wynn's eyes glistened as he received nearly o .

sovereign in silver.

“By George! I can get a ripping feed for this!” he ex-
claimed.

“That's right.
appetites.”

“Yaas; wathah.”

And the School House chums left the gates, and took the
dusky road to Northwood. It was a long, long wall¥ but
the boys were fit and keen, and they did not care for that.

They were a couple of miles from 8t. Jim’s, and in a
lonel);d and shadowy lane, when Tom Merry au-dden'h'
stopped.

““ What was that?”’ he muttered.

“1 didn’t see anything,” said Blake.

““No, I didn’t; but I heard something.”

“ What was it ?"

“ Hark "

The juniors listened intently. i

Round them were the trees, heavy and dark and silent,

We'll undertake to come back with good

save for the rustle of the winter wind in the leafless
branches.

Through the silence came ringing a faint cry.

“Help !”

It was faint and far off, but unmistakable.

“Help !”

Tom Merry's eyes flashed,

“You heard that ?"

““ Yaas; wathah.”

“ Let’s buzz on !" exclaimed Blake, breaking into a run.
The juniors. dashed forward. The road they were follow-

ing was a lonely one, and had an unenviable reputation as .

the scene of more than one outrage by footpads.

The juniors had not the least doubt that some luckless
wayfarer-had been attacked by thieves; and, judging from
his cry for help, he was probably being hurt as well as
robbed.

Not for an instant did the juniors of St. Jim’'s hesitate to
go to the rescue. As for the danger, they not only did not:
care for it, but they did not even think of it till {hey were
on the scene.

They ran swiftly along the shadowy lane. Two figyres
came into sight, and then a third, and again the cry rang
out through the silent woods that bordered the lane.

“Help !” i

A yoé\ng man in a bowler hat and an overcoat was de-
fending himself against the attack of two roughly-clad men,
who were evidently seeking to get him down.

Jack Blake gave a cry.

“My hat! Frank!”

“ Frank Blake! Buzz on!’ -

It was Frank Blake, the young footballer—the gallant
lad of the League—who was defending himself desperately
against the two ruffians. -

Tom Merry & Co. dashed on at top speed. The footpads
were too busily engaged to heed them. The attack came
wholly by surprise. ‘ .

Tom Merry and Manners grasped one of the ruffians from
behind, and dragged him over in the.dust; while Blake,
Herries, and Digby seized the other.
were only a moment behind,
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The ruffians uttered yells of surprise and rage as they were
soized, but they had little chance of resisting the odds.

They were down, and the juniors of St. Jim’s were
scrambling over them-like cats.

‘“Got 'em !” panted Tom Merry.

Blake sprang towards his brother.

‘“ Frank !”

"I“]}e IiC?" ue foothaller uttered a cry of amazement.

ack !’

Jack Blake grasped his brother’s hand, and shook it
again and again. Frank stared at him in amazement. The
two ruflians were squirming under the weight of the juniors,
and yelling for mercy now.

“I—I never expected to see you, Jack!’ gasped Frank
Blake. ‘““ What on earth are you doing so far from the
school 7”7

“‘Thereby hangs a tale,”” said Blake.
going to do with these rotters?”’

The footballer laughed.

“Well, they seem to have been pretty well punished
already. I dare say they’ve had enough.”

“Y‘uas; wathah,” said Arthur Augustus. ‘I have been
stwikin’ this one violently, and I must say that he has had
a feahful thwashin’.”

** And I’ve nearly squashed this one!” chuckled Manners.
‘“He will want a new eye and another nose to-morrow.”

“Ow! Lemme go!”

“(Gerroff I” Y

“ Let them go,” laughed Frank Blake. ‘*They won't feel
fit for any more hooliganism to-night, or for some time to
:come, to judge by their looks.”

The footballer of Northwood was right.

The two footpads had been very roughly used. When the
juniors let them go, they crawled away, and disappeared
into the darkness with many a groan.

“What are we

CHAPTER 16.
3 A Guest in Study No. 6.

» RANK BLAKE shook hands with Tom Merry & Co.
as his brother introduced them. He had been saved
from a tight fix by the arrival of the juniors on the
scene. There was no doubt that the footpads had intended
to use any amount of violence to overcome his resistance,
and the young Yorkshireman was not the kind of fellow to
give in while he could strike a blow in defence of his
belongings.

“I'm jolly glad you came up,” he said; ‘‘but surely you
are not allowed so far from the school at this time? I hope
this is not an escapade, Jack.”

Jack Blake grinned.

“1f it is, it’s your fanlt. What do you mean by bolting
away from home and making me anxious about you?”

4 gack 4

“ Blessed if something doesn't always lm})pen, except
when I'm home in the holiday®!” said Blake. ** Never knew
such a chap as you are for getting into trouble. What were
vou doing here, come to that?”

rank langhed and coloured.

“I was coming to St. Jim's—-""

“Coming to see me?”’

¢“Oh, no! I shouldn't have come in. I was going to
take a look at the school, that's all. 1 wanted a trot for
exercise, anyway, and I thought I might as well come in
this direction. But you—-"

“We were coming for you. It's all right; these chaps
know all about it.”

“Indeed !"’

“We want you to come to tea in Study No. 6 in the
s&hool House,” explained Blake. ““We were coming over
with the invitation.”

** How on earth did you know—-"

Blake chuckled.

‘“We saw you on Saturday.”

“Yaas; wathah. As a mattah of fact, deah boy, it was

o " thwough me, I took up the case of the mystewious dis-

appeawance in my capacity of amateur detective, and I took
Jack to the football ground at Northwood — -’

‘“Well, of all the—-"?

“1 pwesume that you do not deny, Blake, that I took you
io the football-gwound.? You and Tom Mewwy both
agweed that I was leadah of the partay.”

[ But‘—“‘_",

““Also, that I took up the case in my pwofessional
capacity—-—"" .

*“Yes; but-—-"

‘* Therefore, the case is made out.”

“There’s no connection——"

“ Weally, Blake, I have pravided you with an explana-
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tion. T am not bound to pwovide you with a bwain to
undahstand it I said Arthur Augustus, with great dignity.

Frank Blake laughed. :

* Well, whatever the reason, you've found me,” he said.
“I'm sorry for this, Blake, as you will be bound to tell the
pater, and I shall have to leave Northwood.”

‘“Never mind that now,” said Blake. ‘‘You've got to
come to St. Jim’s to tea now.”

“I'm afraid it's impossible.”

“Rats!” said the younger brother cheerfully. *“I——"

“ Weally, Blake, I should wecommend tweatin’ your eldah
bwothah with pwopah wespect, or he is almost certain to
cut up wusty.” -

“Dry up, Gussy, and don’t interrupt your uncle! You
see, Frank, you've got to come. Some of the fellows at the
school have found out that you’ve bolted from home, and
they are starting a yarn that you busted the paternal cash-
box as a preliminary canter.” ;

Frank Blake started.

‘“ Impossible !

“Iract, my son!” said Jack, calmly oblivious of the fact
that he was eight or nine years his brother’s junior. *‘ That's
how the case stands I’ve biffed some of them; but, bless
you, fellows are too obstinate to be convinced by mere
biffing. Nothing will convince them that you are not scoot-
ing from the police—but one thing, You'll have to show up
at St. Jim’s.”

“ But—but I '

“You can’t leave me in such a fix, when you've brought
it all on me.”

‘“T—1 suppose not.” ;

*“ Come on, then.” : J T

Blake slipped his arm through his brother’s, and led him
off towards the school.  Frank hesitated a moment, and
then slowly acceded. R ;

Tom Merry & Co. dropped a little behind, from niotives
of delicacy. The brothers were free to talk unheard.

“ Nice sort of giddy goat you are, to hop off like that
without asking my leave,” Jack Blake said severely, *“I

bkl

“ Look here, Jack, T can’t go back,” said Erank uietly.
“Tt was about the football, in the first place. Perhaps I
oughtn’t to have lost my temper——""

* No perhaps about it.”

£5 WelE I admit I ougktn't, then; but the governor
ordered me out.” . ;

“I don’t suppose he meant it for a moment. And, besides,
it served you right, if you lost your temper to your own
father.”

Fra,;nk Blake looked angry for a moment, and then he
smiled.

“Well, I took him at his word, Jack.”

“Like a silly ass !

“T suppose [ couldn’t do nn%thin olse.” X

‘Yes, you could—you could have laid low for a bit. You
know the dad; he soon gets over his tantrums, and he’d
have been sorry.”

“Well, I was in a temper, too.”

“Of course you were—silly ass!”’

“Took here, Jack——" ;

“T'm looking—and I can-see a champion duffer,” said
Jack Blake uncompromisingly.  You've played the giddy
ox, and you know 1t. You've got to go back.”

“1 sha’n’t go back!”

‘““Obstinate ass!”

“Tt’s not obstinacy; I'm a firm chap.”

“Rats!”

The brothers walked on in silence. Frank showed signs
of hesitating u]e({uin when the gates of St. Jim’s came in

sight. But Jack kept a tight hold on his arm.
“You've got me into a fix,” he said. ‘‘ You've got to
ot me out. Blessed if I can understand you, Frank.

ou’'ve been away some time; I should think you were
anxious to make it up with the dad.”

“So I am; but—-"

“I understand; you won’t give in.”

“Well, I'd concede the point in dispute, as far as that
goes, l}ut I can’t make the first overtures. 1 can’t, and 1
won't,”

**Well, ecome in and have tea, and stop the cads jawing.
{1.31}11])1)9,50 that you can do that much, Mr. High and
Mighty.

Frank laughed.

‘“Yes, rather!”

The juniors and their gucst entered the quad, and passed
on to tllle School House, Mr. Railton, the House-master, met
them as they went in, and he looked at Frank.

“My brother Frank, sir,” said Blake. ‘You met him
when he came down for the sports, sir. He's the new
winger in Northwood Athletie, sir.” y

Mr. Railton shook handg with the young footballer.

A dozen fellows had heard the words, and Gore and
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Mellish, who were there, looked at one another with rather
sickly ‘expressions. They could guess Blake's motive for
thus parading his brofher before the house, and they fer-
vently hoped that Jack had not mentioned to the big,
muscular }ellow tho names of his slanderers.

Mellish silently slid away, and Gore looked nervous and
uncomfortable. Jack Blake gave him one look, and then
passed him without further notice.

Figgins & Co. were in Study No. 6, preparing the tea,
and there was an appetiging scent of frying bacon and eggs
and gausages.

“Hallo! You're early I” exclaimed Figging, looking up.

“Yaas, wathah! I hadn’t to go all tﬁw way, as [ met
{"\\'avr’i,k on the woad. Welcome to Study No. 6, deah
QY3

“Well, tea’s almost ready,” said Fatty Wynn, It won't
take us long to finish,”

And ere long the juniors and their guest were sitting down
to a solid and appetising meal in the famous study.

CHAPTER 17
Father and Son.
HE study was small, and the juniors were numerous.
But tho juniors of St. Jim’s were accustomed to close
quarters upon such occasions.

They left the guest of the evening plenty of room, and
that was the principal point.

Frank Blake was hungry, and it was a pleasant experience
to the new wingoer of Northwood Athletic to be entertained
to tea by an eager band of schoolboys. And the latter,
needless to say, were immensely glad fo have a lad of the
Leaguo for their guest. ;

They vied with one another in making Frank comfort-
able.  Kven Fatty Wynn ate enough for three ordinary
follows, in his hospitable anxiety to do Frank down in the
vory best possible style.

Nothing was heard in the study but the elink of knives
and forks, cups and saucers, and the merry voices of the
feasters,

But there was a shade at times on the face of Jack Blake.
ITo was thinking of the reunion that had been planned in
Stady No. 6/ Whoen would his father arrive? Ho had said
that he would come, and Blake had caleulated that he
would be thore about seven. 1t was past seven now, and
ho had not reached the school. . It would be impossible to
keep Frank there after eight, ®at the latest, and if Blake
senior were delayed after that hour, the whole schemo
would fall to pieces. And so Jack did not enjoy his tea
very much,

A good many fellows camo along the passage to look into
the crowded study, to sco Blake's brother. he news that
he was also the famous new winger of Northwood had
spread through the school, and it caused keen excitement.

Gore & Co. were frowned into silence on all sides now.
The story invented by Mellish was a palpable falsehood ;
but it was protty certain, at the same time, that the juniors
had taken the only means of refuting if.

Half-past seven rmx{g from the clock-tower. Tea was
really over, and Frank Blake laughin ly refused to have
any more, though Fatty Wynn produced the most tempting
]ull‘l'—ful‘h4| and cream-puffs.

C’Nuff's as good_as a feast,” he remarked. “T've had a
rx]])pm feed, and I'm awfully obliged. And new, I thinly,
1 had better be going.”
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“ Not yet I” exclaimed. Blake, in alarm.

“ Why not?” demanded his brother. :

“We—we haven't scen much of you yet. We want you
to tell us about the League matches you've played in, too.
Besides——""

Thero was a footstep m the passage, and a fap on the
door, . :

“Come in!” eried Blake.

Iis heart was beating havrd.

The door openod. An elderly, grave-featured gentleman
looked into the room. Frank Blake sprang to his feet.

* Father !”’

“ Dad !” exclaimed Jack.

The juniors all rose. They were silent.  Father and
eldest son looked at one another quietly and steadily, and
Frank’s eyes dropped.

Tom Merry made a sign to his comrades. They under-
stood. Quietly they slipped from the study, and the father
and his two sons were left alone. My, Blake did not seeni
to notice it. Ile came in, and held out his hand (o his
cldest son. t

“ Frank!”

€ I)ud__7’

“ Why did not you come back, my boy "

“Dad!” gaid Frank, choking, *

He took the outstretched hand of his father, and the tears
were dropping from his eyes. :

“ You—you came here—for me,”” he muttered.

“We both owe it to Jack,” said Mr. Blake, with an
affectionate glance at his younger son. ** Thank Heaven
for what he has done! My boy—my boy, do you not think
that T soon regretted what I had said? That I would have
given anything to recall them; to recall my son?”

‘* Father ! o

";[, was wrong, Frank; and you were wrong. But new

“ Now I ask you to forgive me, dad. T was a fool, and
a bluckf{uurd. I ought to have given in. But I will give
in now !” exclaimed Frank., ‘I won't say a word on that
subject aguin.” ;

Mr. Blake shoolk his héad.

‘““Nothing of the. kind, my boy. - T was hasty, T wax
wrong, but if you had been a little more patient I should
have come to see the matter in the proper light. You
shall play for your club as an amateur—1 know, from Jack's
letter, how you are winning fame in the professional ranlks
—but you shall play for your home team, Frank, and your
father will be proud to see you play.”

Frank Blake could not speak; he could only press lhis
father’s hand in silence,

Jack stole quietly from the study, He met Arihur
Augustus in the passage, and in the exuberance of his
spirits gave him a fremendous slap on the shoulder. Arthur
Augustus gave a whoop. -

“Ow! You uttah ass—-" -

“It's all right!” shouted Blake, dancing round the stag
gering swell of St. Jim’s. “1t's all serene,”

“T am vewy glad to hear it,”’ said ID’Arcy. “ But weally
{’ “'i’s;h you would modewate your twansports a little, deah

oy.

Glad enough were Tom Merry & Co. to hear the news.
And when Mr. Blake and his eldest son left the school, they
gathered to send a ringing checr after Jack’s father and
the Lad of the Eaglish League.

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

The Greyfriars School Cadet Corps, commanded by Captain
Sam Villiers, scouf, are -lundm;f about in small groups, talk-
ing anxiously, when the clattering of hoofs is heard, and a
young h\rm('l from one of the ]unn(\\l«‘ddw on the cliffs comes
walloping in on a sweating horse, and reins up hastily,

“The furriners are on us!”

‘There's a whole fleet o' tugs an’ barges an’ ships

o war h(‘.ulm in_for Frinton Gap, wi’ thousands o’ men

.:bu.ud' They're Germans, an’ they’re gum to land !’
upt.un Sain Villiers was at his side i a moment.

‘How far off are they?”

“TFour mile out when I left, and comin’ in fast. T’ve tried
to send messages ot the telegraph-offices, but noune can’t get
through. They tells me all the wires is cut. Lef me go!l [
must push onl”

he cries.

Nearly all the boys ave killed or captured when the first
German column attack and capture the school.

However, Sam Villiers and his brother, Steve,
cscape and gain the British lines.

General Sir Sholto Nugent manages for a time to keep the
Germans in check.

Af last Sir Sholto Nugent has enough men to fight a
decisive battle, and makes a glorious victory of it. Bad
news, however, comes {rom the north. There the British have
suffered . torrible defeat. Sam and Steve volunteer to take
vhwpuf« hes to the commander of the beaten force from Sir
Sholto Nugent. While making their way across the River
Blackwater, the two boy scouts are .run 30“ n and captured
hy the crew of a German yacht. 'lhoy are taken on board,
and are astonished when bmuuht ace to face with Kaiser
Wilhelm, Emperor of Germany. The two boys eventually
cscape, and gain their destination up north.

Sir Sholto Nugent joins forces with Lords Cethin and
X, Ripley—the commanders of the beaten div ikions—and, leav-
ing only a very small force behind, retreats in haste to
farlow. Sam and Steve are left behind, and asgk Devine, a
y--young adjutant, for information.

' Why have all our men ,gone o Harlow?  Are the
crmans advancing that way?’ asked Steven.
(Now go on with the Story.)

manage to
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Tercnce Kclly, the Irishman,

“‘ By gum, T chould think so!"” said Devine. ** The Gorman
commander-in ‘hn‘i is movin’ in on London, an’ he isn't far
off it by now. The news came at (luylnonk U uln"«) Wo Can
stop lnm at Harlow, he’ll be at the City’s gates in another
day.’

“My word! There’s only Epping Forest botween him
an’ London now, then?” excluimed Sam.

“That's it. There'll be the brainiest great fight on record
between Harlow and Epping. Very likely they'ro at it

m.w.”
“An’ we've got to win,”” .muttered Stephen; ‘‘for if
London falls—— 1 say, where's \\'urr-m’s little force hero

goin'? Will you be in at the death?

““ That'’s Juat what we're wantin’ to know,” answered the
adjutant. ‘We may get ordered off somewhere else to
protect the lines of communication, confound it! Hallo!
There’s goes the lu-lm " he added, “ We shall know now,
one way or the other.’

On the erest of a distant hill inland could be secn a little
point of light, flashing and \.lnl\mf{ in the sunshine as the
mirror of the heliograph signalled its message across
country.

Colonel Warren and his signalling officer were standing
apart, watching intently.

“Do you know the code ?"? raid Sam to Devine.

The adjutant nodded, as he kept his eyes fixed eagerly on
the flashing point as he walked forward.

“ Good business ! Wa re to follow on after (lethin as
hard as wo can pelt!” he said joyfully, “We shall all be
in it, you youngsters!”

The order came that the boys were to wait till they were
sent for, for the h(‘]l()%l‘d[)h"d messago wasg still running,
and the colonel watched it closely. hile the boys waited,
nlu orderly stepped out of tho field-hospital close beside
them.

“Thm: s a patient inside would be glad if you could see
him, sir,” he said to Sam,

“Call me out in a hurry when we're wanted,’
to his brother as he entered the hospital,

He was taken to a cot-bed, where, to his great surprise

gaid Sam
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and delight, he saw the gigantic Irishman Terence Kelly,
lyin, wi(ﬁ: a bandaged head and arm.

; “@ou. Kelly ?"" exclaimed Sam. *“ Well done!
dreamed to see you alive again !” :

‘“The top o' the ‘morning to ye, sorr,” said Kelly, saluting
with his sound arm. “'Tis only a bit of a bullet an’ a cut
that 1've got, an’ the sight av ye is enough to heal 'em!
Begor! We raised the dust among the spalpeens last night,
didn’t we 7"’

“ How the dickens did you get through.
men_round you !”” said Sam.

“ Thrue for ye, sorr, but a mighty wake lot they were,
an’ wid a good blackthorn stick 1I'd ha’ broke up the lot.
Howgver, I got the rifle o’ wan o’ them out av ﬁ\is hands
an’ cleared a space round me wid it, an’ before they got
a fist on me again I hove the rifle at them an’ took to me
heels. Barrin’ a cut or two an’ a bullet, as I said, I took
no harm, an’ by the same token I got into that dark lane
we came up on the way here, in two winks av an eye.
charged down it in the dark, an’ the long an’ short av it is,
I got past the lines in the confusion, an’ afthur that, bein’
a little wake wid loss of blood, I dropped for a spill. A
mounted patrol found me, an’ brought me here to hospital.”

“Gosh!” said Sam. “I didn’t think there was a cat’s
chance of anybody getting back like that! But you seem to
thrive on cuts and bullets that would double up most fellows,
Kelly. You've got to get well an’ go on another expedition
with me, an’ we'll do better next time.”

““ Bother, is it?” said Kelly joyously. * Begor, bether or
worse, "tis follow you through firo an’ cinders 1 would, an’
s0 wud any bhoy in the Fusiliers! An’ av ye'd give me the

rip o’ your hand, sorr, 'twould put the heart in me that

'd he off this bed an’ at the front again in two days!”

“Yes, and proud to do it,” said Sam quickly as he
gripped the one sound hand of the big Irishman, and just
at that moment Stephen’s voice was heard calling for him:

“ Hurry, Sam !”

Sam dashed out and joined his brother, and in another
minute both were bofore Colonel Warren.

‘1 called you up for information you may have obtained
at Maldon,” said the colonel to Sam; “but there is no
time for that now, as we have to make a forced march after
the main troops, But I know you can get across country
here quicker than anyone, and I want Lord Gethin’s orders
taken to two squadrons of mounted infantry waiting near
Writtle. Can you get there in three hours?”

“We'll manage 1t somehow, sir,” said Sam.

“Good! Then take these instructions where to find the
squadrons.”’

The boys saluted and were away at once, when Devine
came across them,

“Can't stay,”” said Sam hurriedly, as the adjutant tried
to stop him; *“‘we're on messenger duty.”

“I know you are, but you'll travel the quicker for my
news,” said Devine. “T’ve got your two horses.”

“What !” cried Stephen, ““ We turned them adrift three
days ago, a march away from here, an’—"

“I know—but they galloped into our bivouac just after
we joined Gethin, an’ knowing what they were, I scoffed
’em_for you. If nobody’s stoFen 'em they’re in the cow-
sheds at the farm yonder, where T put ’em.”

‘You'ro a brick, Devine, if ever there was one!”
exclaimed Sam. “ Come on, Steve; we can cut down our
time by half !"

Waving a hurried and gratoful farewell to the adjutant,
thoy ran to the farm, and there, stabled with some hospital-
corps horses, under the charge of an orderly, were Stephen’s
bay troop:horse and the black Uhlan charger Sam had
captured on the first day of the war, and which whinnied
and went frantic with joy at the sight of its young master.
In two minutes both were saddled and the boys were flying
along southwards at a gallop. v

“My aunt, but that’s good of Devine!” said Stephen.
“ An’ though you’re as rough-gaited an old camel as ever
wore out a fellow’s riding-breeches,” he added, addressin
his troop-horse, “I'm uncommon giad to get you back, all
the same !’

“There’s ro doubt about our bein’ in time for the fun
now, anyway,”” said Sam; “that is, unless we stop a bullef
with our carcases before wo get to the front. Colonel
Warren couldn’t have known these horses were there, for
he hasn’t one to his whole command, bar the. battery-
horses.” y

:: How does he come to send us to Writtle like this?”

- Got the order by heliograph to send to ’em,” said Sam.

Gothin evidently couldn’t get round to them except by
Warren. It shows how keen they are to get every last man
up to the front. Took, Warren's streaking out already !
He's as quick at moyin’ a corps as old Nugent himself.
Steady that beast of yours, or he’ll run himsoltgdown before
we'roe half-way.”

So fresh were the horses after their long rest and ample

I never

I saw a dozen
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feeding, that the journey was covered in a very short tiwe,
for Sam knew how to out off a third of the ordinary
distance. Nothing of any importance happened during the
ride, and the morning was still young when the boys found
tho force of mounted infantry who were ecagarly awaitin

orders. Sam gave the message to their commander, anc
hardly had he read it than the force was mounted, and
cantering away to the south-west.

“ Are you bound straight to the front?” said Sam to a
company-officer, as he drew alongside him.

LY i\lo, worse luck. We've got to go right round by Ingate-
stone to escort a transport,” said the officer; and Bam
pulled up and let the corps go by.

“ That won’t do for us, Steve,” he said. “ We're under
no orders to go with them, an’ I vote we make a bee-line
across country for Harlow. The horses are fresh.”

“Right!” said Stephen, and away they went due west,
saving their horses as much as possible, for they had a long
ride before them.  For several miles they cantered on,
seeing scarcely a soul.

“We're nowhere near any Germans on this route, are
we ?” said Stephen, after an hour’s ride.

“ That's where you're jolly well mistaken. We aren’t
near the main body, but Uhlans an’ patrols are quite likely
to be met with, You see, we're pretty well in a line
between Steinmetz’s brigade to the north-east of us, an’
Von Krantz, the commander-in-chief, to the west. ’r’aps
we're to the south of em both, for I don’t know just where
they are, but anyway, we've got to keep a sharp look-out,
g

“ By gum, there’s one now !” exclaimed Stephen, reining
in his horse, as a motionless mounted figure came into view
some way ahead of them., ‘Shall I try a flyin’ shot at
him 2"’

Sam took a quick glance at the mounted stranger, about
whom there was a very unusual look. Ie was evidently
no member of any regular force.

“Steady!” said Sam.  ‘“ Keep that pop-gun of yours
down! That’s one of the Legion of Frontiersmen.”

He held his hand aloft, and the mounted stranger did
likewise. They cantered up to him.

The horseman was a strange and picturesque figure to
see on an lssex stubble-field. He wore a sombrero hat, a
black shirt with chain shoulder-straps, cord breeches, leather
leggings, and a Sam Adams’ belt with various pouches and
holsters strapped to it, and a carbine was slung across his
back. His horse was a wiry-looking bay, and he sat in a
Canadian cowboy’s stock-saddle with a coil of rope hitched
on the pommel. Yet he did not appear conspicuous at «
distance, and looked the very model of a scout. He had
a keen, hard, brown face, and sat his horse with careless
ease.

“Howdy ?”’ he said, with a nod and a smile, running his
eye over the boys and their horses. “Bound for the
front ?"”

“Yes,” said Sam. . :

“ Same here. Been down at Danbury cuttin’ off some
Prussian transport waggons with the other boys of my out-
fit; but I guess I'm due at the front to-night. Let's lope
along together.”

“You're one. of the Legion of Frontiersmen, aren’t you "’
said Sam.

“Yes; Essex command.”

Sam had a strong admiration for that well-known corpg,
vet this was the first member he had seen. He knew they
were all old hands at the.game, for any man who had
done practical work in the wild parts of the earth—either
ranching, cow-punching, war, or sport, and knew how to
look after himself and make things hot for an enemy, was
eligible.. There were vaqueros, ex-mounted policemen, big-
game shooters, and explorers among them. Some were
penniless, some were millionaires, but they were all “ hard
nuts ”’; and, indeed, they were Sam’s ideal of a corps, and
all volunteers. He looked at the horseman with interest
and respect.

“I guess you're old dogs of war—eh ?” said the Frontiers-
man, looking at the boys with surprised amusement., * Are
vou in the regulars?”’ .

‘“ Not exactly,” replied Sam. ‘ We haven’t any regiment.:
We were in the Greyfriars Cadet Corps, but it’s wiped

“'V_Vhat! Not the two young Villiers?” said the man,
looking -at them keenly.
‘“ That's our name.”

The Frontiersman swept off his cowhoy hat and donned ;

it again.

* Then, by glory, off comes my hat to you!" he said/
“I've heard of you, and if half what they say’s true, you're
the smartest pair of kids that ever put a leg across a horse.
1 don’t take much stock in the British scout; but I will say
that no kid in all the Dominion could beat your record, arn’
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ve've some sharp young "uns over there, Say, you ought

fto be in our corps.”

“Well, we hope we will be some day,” said Sam, laugh-
ing. “TI've heard you've all been like thorns in the skins
of the Germans ever since they landed, an’ that’s just what
I fancy best. Standin’ in a hollow square an’ firin’ volleys
ain’t in our line, though it's a good thing, too, in its way.
But it doesn’t show so much sport. That’s a new accoutre-
ment of yours on the saddle-horn, isn’t it ?”’ he added.

“That?” said the. Frontiersman. “That’s my rope.
What we use for ropin’ stock an’ horses out West, Lasso,
you call it.”

“Is that part of your corps outfit, then?”

‘“ No, it isn’t,”” laughed the horseman; “but we add
what we like as a rule; an’ I kind of feel uncomfortable
without my lariat, so I always carry it. Comes in useful
{or o’t’her things besides ropin’. Say, where are you from
ast !

Stephen told him, and as they rode the scout gradually
drew from the boys the story of the raid on Maldon.

‘“ Gee-whizigig ! That’s the greatest bit of night-work I
over heard of!” exclaimed the Frontiersman. ‘‘If you'd
got your paws on German Billy, and brought him home
across a cayuse, these old pelicans at the War Office would
ha’ made you a duke. It was only bad luck you didn’f

et Wilhelm ; an’ that feller Salyburg is a warm baby, you

et. They’ll be almighty glad you've got him prisoner.
Say, hold on!”

* Look out ahead!” said Sam, at the same moment as the
words left their new comrade’s mouth, and all three reined
up abruaptly by the side of a hedge.

- Sam’s quick eye had caught a moment’s glimpse of the
top of a dark helmet moving rapidly along on the other
niz&o of the farther hedge of the field they were in.

“Well done! You've got the eye for this work,” said
the Frontiersman quietly.

And the next instant a German soldier on a black horse
wasg seen travelling as hard as his mount could lay hoofs
‘to the ground. he boys and the Frontiersman were
screened from his sight for the moment by the hedge, but
they could see him D ainly as he approached.

“Despatch rider,” said the Frontiersman, under his
breath. "

“ Carrying papers to Von Krantz, sure,” added Sam.

. ““He's making that way. There’s nothing else he could be

riding here at such a pace for.”

The Froutiersman nodded, and the three sat silently
watching the German approach. At first it seemed as
though ?m would pass within a few yards of them if he
kept on his way; but Stephen’s troop-horse, which had
never been used for scouting till he had it, pricked up his
ears as he caught the wind of the German charger, and gave
a loud neigh.

The German wheeled his horse sharply away as the sound
reached him, and, ramming the spurs home, he galloped
off at the utmost speed his mount ecould show. The three
scouts at once dashed out in pursuit.

“Hold back, and I’ll try a flying shot!” cried Stephen,
unslinging his carbine. ‘* We must have those despatches.”

“Put up your gun, an’ leave hira to me!” said the
Frontiersman, spurring ahead. ‘‘ He’s my meat.”

The wiry* bay horse shot forward with such speed that
the heavier mounts of the two boys were outdistanced. The
scout drew no weapon, but deftly unhitched the lariat from
his saddlehorn and rode out in a long, sweeping curve.

“CGreat James!  What’s he think he’s goin’ to do?”’
exclaimed Stephen, disappointed of his shot.

‘“ Keep that carbine slung, an’ see,” returned Sam, as the
cadets both galloped after fugitive and pursuer as fast as
their horses cuuldl go.

The German found himself slowly overtaken, and, turn-
ing in his saddle, with a heavy revolver im his hand, he
fired rapidly at his pursuer. The Frontiersman swung him-
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self easily in the saddle, and the coiled rope went whirling
round his head in long, oval curves. As the second revolver-
shot spoke the lariat shot out like a long brown snake, and
the noose flew straight over the German and settled over
his shoulders and bogy. J

Round came the bay horse, the rope tightened with a
twang, and the German was jerked clean out of his saddle
and landed on the turf; while the black charger rushed
blindly on—riderless.

“My eye!” gasped Stephen.
thing like that in your life ?”’

“ No, by gum; an’ never expect to again!” said Sam,
Jost in admiration. ““But I'd give all Cotehall Towers to
=62 him within twenty yards of the Kaiser, I know that |’
They dashed up to the spot where the Frontiersman had
already dismounted and was bending over the fallen
German. The latter, helpless, with the noose pinning his
arms to his sides, and the wind knocked out of him by the
fall, glared up at his captor with a face so full of rage and

“Did you ever see any-
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blank astonishment that Sam and Stephen gave a shout of
laughter.

“Don’t jolly the fallen foe. You don’t know when your
turn’ll come,” chuckled the Frontiersman, running his swift
fingers over the man’s uniform.

In a leather pouch on the inside of the jacket was a sealed
packet, which the captor drew forth.

“ Got ’em in once! This is Von Krantz’s billydoo,” said
the Frontiersman, stowing it in the pouch at his own belt—
“from Steinmetz, if I'm any judge.”

_ A burst of German profanity came from the prisorer’s
lips, and he frothed with rage as the despatches were taken.

“ Dutchy, you don’t know when you're well off,” said the
Frontiersman, drawing a dirk from its sheath at the man’s
belt, and picking up the fallen revolver. “If it hadn’t been
for this hyer bit of string, you'd have bitten on a bullet, an’
you know it.”

# Verfuchite Englander I" spat the German furiously.

“You ain’t no sort of a scout,” added the Frontiersman,
loosening the lariat; ‘“an’ this serves you right, for
blunderin’ across the country as if you owned it. You
oughter—--? G

Before he finished the sentence he dropped flat on the
grass, and two rifle-shots rang out in quic]l( succession from
the hedge two hundred yards away. Stephen reeled giddily,
and clutched at his brother’s arm with a gasping sob.

How Stephen Tackled the Prussian Lancer.

The Frontiersman dropped to the ground almost before
the sound of the first shot reached them, and lay as flat as a
crouching partridge, just behind the prostrate form of the
despatch-rider. With one jerk of the hand, he pulled the
noose tight round the man’s body again, and slipped his
carbine-sling over his own head.

‘“ Steve, where are you hit?” cried Sam, for the moment
forgetting all else in an agony of anxiety for his brother.

“Down! Get down, you chump !” hissed the Frontiers-
man, pulling him by the ankle. \

And, rememhering the danger they were in, Sam followed
the scout’s example, and threw himself flat, bearing Stephen
with him, for the boy was unconscious.

Sam was only just in time, for another bullet buzzed over
him as he dropped. The faint fihm of smoke from the dis-
tant bridge showed where the shots came from.

“Serew yourself into the tarnation earth!’ said the
Frontiersman, levelling his carbine. “That's it; keep
behind this swab here! Now then, you with the rope on, ilf
your snipin’ pardners don’t let up they'll stand a smart
chance of baggin’ you. Ah, I see you, you son of sin!”

Another shot grazed the ammunition-belt of the prisoner,
and though no ordinary eye could see anything through the
distant hedge, the Frontiersman rested his carbine across
his captive’'s body with a cool, steady aim, and fired.

A man leaped into the air on the other side of the hedge,
his arms flung out above him, and dropped back limply.

“Got him!” observed the scout. “f always said those
darned cross-belts the Dutchies wear are no good. You
can see the glint of em through half a forest, let alone &
hedge! Say, step out o’ that, an’ show yourselves!”’

Another shot came from the hedge, and yet another; but
so flat did the three comrades lie, screened slightly by the
rise of the ground, that they presented scarcely any mark,
and the bullets passed a hand’s-breadth over them.

“Dutchy, I'll trouble you for the loan of your headgear,”
said the Frontiersman. And, pulling off the German cap-
tive's helmet, he put it on the end ofiis carbine, and raised
it aloft for a few seconds. f

The firing ceased.

“That gives you somethin’ to think about, don't it, ye
galoots 7’ said the scout, watching the hedge like a lynx
during the pause that followed. 3

Then, quick as lightning, he fired again. There was a
thick, equghing cry, just heard across the open space, and
m.rlr]lething heavy rolfed over behind the hedge, and was
still.

“ Nothin’ shows like a patch o’ white face in an openin’
among foliage,” remarked the Frontiersman, jerking out
the spent cartridges. *That’s all right. There was only
two o{’ ’em there; but lie close, for there’s more around, an’
they may be waitin’ for us to git up ™

“All right, you call it!” said gam despairingly, for he
had been too anxiously attending to Stephen to take any
part in the sniping. “If my brother’s done, I don’t care
whether I get through or not! He’s unconscious, but I can’t
find the wound. They’ve got him !

“Let’s see!” said the Frontiersman, turning his attention
to Stephen, whom he looked at closely and handled skilfully
while lying flat.  “I pguess you're a better scout than
surgeon. There’s nothin’ the matter with him but the wind
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from ¢he bullet; it’s passed a twentieth of an inch from his
temple. Look, here's the mark !” he added, pointing to a
bluish spot on the boy’s forehead. “When a high-power
bullet passes so close to Just that pla,co at close range, it
knocks you out of time. I've been there.”

“He 1sn’t wounded, then ?” exclaimed Sam.

“ Wounded, m aunt ! This is all he noeds.”

The scout took from his belt a small metal flask, and
poured some of the contents between Stephen’s lips. 1t was
strong, raw, ‘“tanglefoot’ whisky, and the boy coughed as
he opened his eyes.

“D'you feel all right, Steve 7"

‘“ Right enough! My head aches a bit,
Stephen. ‘“Have I been to sleep 7"

‘“Something like it,”” said the Frontiersman drily.
flat down behind this hyer galoot, or maybe you'll go to
sleep for good an’ all. Keep your eyes skinned, Sam
Villiers, while I do a crawl. Don’t you move !

The scout moved off through the grass like a snake on his
belly, and disappeared round the curve of the hillock. The
horses were waiting together fifty yards away by the hedge,
and to reach them a space of perfectly open ground would
have to be covered. in less than a minute the scout was
back, arriving so invisibly that Stephen, still
damaged, dl(l not see him till he had joined them.

“Two of 'em finished—there’s a third sneaked away, un
signalling away like fun to some Uhlans two fields away,’
sard the l‘l()nhorqmun “We've got to make a dash for the
horses, an’ de. it quickly, for likely there’s more snipers in
hiding, waitin’ for a fair plug at us. It's a wonder the fools
uin’'t shot our horses. Now for it !"”

They sprang up, and sprinted for their mounts, Sam help-
ing his brother along by the arm; but the boy was now
himself again, and needed no aid.

A couple of rifles cracked from some bushes a long way
off, but the three comrades travelled swiftly, and the bullets
went wide of them. In a trice they were in their saddles
and dashing away at full speed, bending flat along their
horses’ necks. As they did so, eight Uhlans came into
view, riding as hard as they could gallop.

Tho late prisoner, who had been left with the lariat round
him, had struggled to his feet, and was shouting to the
(lerman horsemen with all his mlgllt and one turned and
galloped towards hun

“Dog-gone him " said the Frontiersman. ¢ He'll give it
all away. The right thing woull ha’ bin to plug a hole
through him before we left, an’ shut his mouth for good;
but I never could stomach them Injun tricks, often as I've
seen it done. They'll know I've got the despatches.”

The Uhlan, who had neared the prisoner, now swung out
ngam, yel]mg to his mounted comrades.

‘The one in the black shirt!” he bellowed,
Prussian dialect. ‘“ He's got the despatches !
him at any price!"”

“Will you take six to four, or two to one bar one?” said
Stephen, who had quite recovered from the shock of the
bullet, and was bu('ll(etmg his horse along at the top of its
spood.

“Don’t shout too soon,”
anything like that;
at present.”

“It's cut an’ run,” added the Frontiersman, lifting his
wiry horse along like a streak of light. “ There’s no waitin’
for a scrap till these yere papers are ~ufo in camp. If we
can’t beat that outfit, I'll quit ridin’ an’ buy a bicycle.”

Sam was not nearly so sanguino of their chance, for the
Uhlans had cut in across them when first they appeared,
and were no great way behind. Uhlans need no teaching
how to ride; and they came along with their lance-pennons
whistling, their eyes fixed only on the Frontiersman, who
was now several yards ahead of the boys.

".'%cnttor, you two !’ cried the scout.
'em "’

said his brother eagerly.
that’s all,”’ said

“ Keep

rather

in broad
You've to get

said Sam. “The odds aren’t
an’' those despatches are anybody’s prize

““I can manage

How Stephen Hoodwinked the Uhlan,
Escaped with His Life.

Sam and Steve pulled out sideways a little way, but they
kept on the same course. They would not leave the scout,
for they knew he meant them to save themselves; and,
knowing how important it was that the despatches should not
be recaptured, they were willing enough to risk their lives
in hindering the pursuers.

How determined the Uhlans were to take the Frontiers-
man was soon seen, for only four of them, mounted on mag-
nificent horses, were able to equal the speed of the scout’s
mount; and, fast leaving their comrades behind, they came
right past the boys within a dozen yards, and did not even
turn aside to attempt a lance-thrust at them, for fear of
losing ground in their race after the scout.

and narrowly
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Sam drew his revolver and fired twice; but the pace .
so furious, and the ground so broken, that he missed.

Not so the Frontiersman, who, as the Uhlans drew near,
turned in his saddle, with his long-barrelled six-shooter in
his fist. To use a pistol backwards from a galloping horse
is the most difficult of all shootmg and, expert pistol-shot as
the scout was, he fired twice before he iioughe'dI the leading
Uhlan, and then only drilled him through the left arm.

The man only rode the faster, but the third shot dropped
him in a heap; and two more bullets were spent before the
next was sent reeling out of the saddle.

The scout had but one shot left in his weapon; and the
Uhlans, having no pistols, trusted to their iunces. The
Westerner had evidently miscalculated the speed of their
horses, for they were drawing up to his fast, and at any
moment a spurt might enable them to drive a lance home
in the Frontiersman’s back.

“They'll get him!” cried Stephen; nnd suddenly a
thought shot through his brain as he rode, wild with the
exutement of the moment. By gum, if this erock of mine
has wind in him for one dyin’ effort, I'll try it! Hi!”’ he
shouted. “I’uss me wmcthm as I come by you-not the
despatches—an’ I'l] drnw em off 1"

‘“Not on your life!” cried the scout,
“Pull off wide, I tell you!”

But Stephen, bent on his plan, lifted himself on to his
horse’s neck as if he were an American jockey riding a
Derby finish, and drove the spurs home. The troop-horse,
snorting wildly and angrily, made such a sprint }nrwurd
that he passed the two Uhlans, and, the scout swerving just
;hon, Stepheh came for one brief instant right alongside
1m

The Frontiersman had too much pride to help the boy's
ruse even then; but Stephen reachoed ouf, and made a
hurried grab as they dashed together, as if taking some-
thing from him, and then swerved sharply off to the right,
and tore away in the opposite dnc(,tlon, thrusting his hand
into the breast of his jacket.

It was all done in a moment —almost too quickly for the
eye to follow; but one of the Uhlans shouted to the other,
and directly afterwards dashed in pursuit of Stephen,
leaving his comrade to follow the Frontiersman alone,

Feeling his horse beginning to fail, Stephen rode as he
had never ridden before.

The Uhlan, uncertain whether or not the coveted
despatches had been passed to the boy, dared not leave it
to chance, and pursued him fiercely.

Sam, who had been too far away to the left to help,
turned off also; for he saw that his brother had sacrificed
himself to give 'the scout a bettor chance to escape with the
papers.

Sam came flying along with drawn revolver, his heart in
his mouth, for he saw the boy’s horse was foundering, and
would soon fail him altogether.

“Pull aside, and let me get a shot at him!”
eagerly.

“No. You'll only plug me!” shouted Stephen, who had
less faith in his brother's shooting. But a few seconds later
he was forced to turn to escape the lance, and, wheeling with
a wrench that wrung his horse's shoulders past repair, hoe
pulled up short.

The Uhlan was too late to catch him with the lance, for
he was on the off-side of the boy; and, plunging pasf, he
;\!hleelcd round, and came at Stephen again like a flash of
ight.

“ Look out !
at the Uhlan.

Both Stephen and the German had been far too intent on
cach other to see what Sam meant, or to attach any meaning
to his warning ery. The boy had pulled up almost on the
very brink of an old quarry-pit, with a sheer drop of thirty
feet close against him, and the Uhlan was charging blindly,
with his eyes fixed on his vietim, and his weapon in rest.

Sam had swung his horse round, and fired his last three
ghots in despair. One missed, one hit the Uhlan's shoulder-
strap and glanced off, but the third, by good luck, struck
him fairly in the lance-arm. 3

Tt did not stop him even then. Stephen saw there was no
chance to escape the long weapon by flight, and, instead of
turning, he spurred his fnundomi beast klap at the German
with its last effort. Te threw himself suddenly flat along its
neck, and the aim of the lance spoilt and thrown high by
Sam’s lucky shot--passed over the boy’s body, and the horsev
met breast to breast with a tremendous shock.

Stephen flung his arms blindly round the Uhlan’s as thnv
came togother, “and the next instant horses and riders reeled
over the edge ot the quarry, and were hurled into the pit
below.

over his shoulder.

he cried

1

The quarry !” yelled Sam, as he fired rapidly
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The Great Array at Harlow.

What happened to him, Stephen never quite knew. He
did not realise that he was being pitched into space; and his
one idea in the brief instant wfmn they left the quarry’s
brink was that he must keep his grip on the Ullan’s arms
at all costs, to prevent him using a weapon, Then he felt

 himself wrenched free from his hold, and the wind rushing
past him, o sereain from the German ringing in his ears.

Then came a tremendous seratching and shaking, and the
cadet felt absolutely dazed by the shock. How long he
remained so he could not tell, till he saw Sam’s scared face
just above him, and felt his brother’'s hands lifting and
hauling at him.

““ What’s the matter?’ gasped Stephen.

“Areat Seott! I didn’t think there was a ghost of a
chance that you hadn’t broken your neck!” exclaimed Sam.
“You can thank this bush for saving your life,” he added,
helping Stephen to crawl out of a high clump of shrubs into
which he had fallen, and which he had crushed nearly flat.
* Are you much hurt?”’

* Smarting as if I'd been whacked with barbed wire,” said
Stephen; ‘““but no bones broken, I think., You looked as
scared as an owl when you came up.”

“ 8o would you if you could see yourself.
all over blood!”

Stephen looked as if he had come out of the fiercest battle
ever fought, so gory was he; but he goon faund his wounds
wore only skin-deep, and a score of scratches from the bush
were only payment in return for having flattened it out.
'.lllm ispringy branches and twigs had broken his fall com-
plotely.

“ Scratches, that’s all,”” said Stephen, wiping his face.
“1 couldn’t tell what had happened to me at first, but I
remember now., Where the dickens is the. Uhlan?”

“Mhere!” said Sam grimly, pointing to the lancer’s horse
which lay dead close by. Under it was the body of its late
rider, crushed out of all recognition.

Stephen turned away, with a shudder.

“An’ there’s my mount,” he added, looking with a sigh
at the motionless form of the bay troop-horse that lay just
beyond, with its neck broken. * Well, say nothin’ but good
of the dead, he was rough in his gait, but he served me well,
an’ I’'m sorry he’s gone.”

2}

Your face is

“We'd better get out of this.

You'll have to ride behind me on the Imp,” he added, walk-

ing towards his black chorger, which was waiting for him

close by. “ I galloped round like one o’clock an’ got into the

uarry by the lower slope, when 1 saw you go over. But
never expected to find anything but your corpse.”

“ I never saw the beastly quarry at all,” returned Stephen,
as he got up behind his brother. *“1’d enough to do lookin’
after the Uhlan, for I fancied T was goin’ to get stuck like a
ﬁlf You got him in the arm, didn’t you? I say, did Buffalo

ill get away all right?”

“1 don’t know. Nevor saw. him after you turned off,”
roplied Saf, as they rode out of the quarry. * The lancer
was thu,r"d at his heels, an’ I fancy the chap’s revolver was
emnpty.

T hope he did get away. I took a jolly Jot of trouble to
draw ’em off, an’ I nearly overdid it,.too,” said Stephen,
mopping his cheeks again. * Well, we’'re out of it, anyhow,
an’ 1 hope we don’t meet any more Uhlans, for this horse is
'do(xllo up, an’ he’ll never carry a double load clear of ’em
to-day.

Sam took a careful survey before he started out again; but
they had travelled a long way from the point where they had
been surprised, and no traces of the enemy were in sight.

* We ought to be outside the range of "em here,” said Sam,
urging his horse to a canter. ‘“The sooner we reach Gethin's
force the better, for our report might be useful; besides,
which, 'm famishin’ for a meal, ‘an’ we're both of us on
our last legs. We've had the dickens of a time of it since
we last slept.”

Hollow-eyed and weary, but still alert, the brothers
jogged on, till the uplands of Harlow came into view, and,
as they saw ahead of them the distant outposts, and the

reat bivouac of the two British generals with the main

orce, a cheer broke from both of them.
~ “By gum! What a set-to it’ll be when all that lot fairly
‘gots to the final grips with Von Krantz’s army!” said
Stephen.

“An’ it'll happen within a few hours at the latest,”” put
in Sam, ‘‘Hallo! Who's coming up across the heath there?

h “It’s lucky for you that you fell ciear of him, an’ the
e : Uhlan, too,” said Sam.
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Grel‘af”glmsi It’s our friend who ropes Clermans round the
neck !

“He’s got through them! Hurrah!”? ghouted Stephen,
as the Frontiersman:suddenly caome cantering down towards
them from the left, his horse in a lather, and sorely dis-
tressed.

He and the boys waved their hats to each other as ho
rode up.

“Got the dispatches safe?”’ cried Stephen.

“Thanks to you,” said the scout. * Gee! but I'm glad to
clap my peepers on you again, you bet! I'd never have
held my head up again if you had come to harm:through
what you did. 1f ever there was a white man,’”” ho said to
Stephen, “it’s you!”

“Oh, it's nothing to shout over!” said Stephen. * My
giddy Uhblan fell over a cliff, so 1 was all vight. We were
in a stew to know whether you got clear with thetpapers.”

“ Shucks!” said the scout. “If I couldn’t handle one
bung-eyed Dutchman with a spiked pole in his fish 1'd get
off and chase myself! But you did me a real good furn
when you drew the other daisy off. There’s. nothin’ liko
makin’ sure.”

“What became of your mant’
curious to know.

“ Well, T guess he wou't diaw any more pay from the
Kaiser. Seein’ he was so cager to Zm on the soil o this
country, where he didn’t belong; I pinned him to it with his
own lance. 8o if he ain’t satisficd now, he’s mighty hard to
please. One single Uhlan don’t amounnt to shucks; but 111
allow1 was kind of surprised to see what good horses some
of 'em have.”

“They get the pick of the light cavalry horses,” said Sam ;
“an’ they can ride a bit, too, though they haven't a geat
like yours. The despatches are sofe, an’ that's the great
thing."” :

“I owe 'em to your young brother, though he did go
‘plumb dgainst orders,”’’ said the IFrontiersman, *“an’ I
gha'n’t forget to give him the crodit when I deliver up these
yere papers to old Gethin. Say, it warms you up a bit to
sec the boys drawn up to the old flag like that! he added,
as the combined forces of Lords Gethin, Ripley, aund
General Nugent came info view on the long hillsides,

“It'll be the "biggest battle on record ! esiliimed
Stephen, his eyes glistening.

““An’ the last stand, too, if London’s to be saved,” added
the scout. * I reckon Johnny Bull'll lyul. up a big Osht
against the Dutchies this time. An’ if he don’t win %

“Don’t win? He will win! He’s got tol” said Steplion
sharply.

T gay, if he don’t win,” said the Frontiersman grimly,
“ it won't be for waut o' courage, nor want o’ skill. 'The
blame for the ruin o’ Britain’ll vest on those who lot things
slide, an’ cut down our forces, and caused all this muddle
an’ misery an' blood. 1f Britain had bin guarded as she
should ha’ been by those in charge of her, d’ye think we'd
evep ha’ had the Germans here at all? Would the Kaiser
an’ his spike-hatted conscripts have dared to as much as set
out across the North Sea, if we hadn’t as good as chucked
_the opportunity at em?”’ -

“We know that,” said Sam sourly. * We know whom wo
owe all this to. Plenty of folks pointed it out befove, but
they weren’t listened to. 1t’s been muddle all the time, an’
it’s muddle still! Even now we're all at sixes and sevens.
It ain’t Gethin’s fault he was whacked up north, nor
Ripley’s. They’d not half the guns they wanted, an’ tho
reserves weren't there to back *em. Tt ain’t much better now,
an’ we've lost a heap of men; but talking won’t mend it.”

“1 reckon the country’ll know what folk she can't trust
next time,” said the scout, with a shrug of his shoulders;
“but fight's the word now, young ’un, not talk, as you ray.
Here's the picket.”

The guard let them through, and after inquiries they wera
passed through the inner lines, where the boys were at
once among friends, and greetings were given them on all
sides as they rode in togetﬁer on the black charger.

“You seem kind of popular with the British Army,” said
the Frontiersman. ‘‘Say, d’vé think you can get me a quick
interview with this hyer lovd, so I can pitch the despatches
in quick?”

“Rather!’ said Sam, as they rode in towards head-
quarters. “ There’s Howard,”” he added, catching sight of
Lord Geothin's aide-de-camp. *‘ Hi!”

In a few words Sam told the importance of their wission,
and the scout was admitted to Lord Gethin’s tent at once.

In about three minutes he came out again, looking very
cheerful.

“He's a white man, that!” he said to the boys. - A
proper sort of soldier. One of the best! 1l've got to go
“and look after my horse now. fHee you later.”

“ Lieutenant and Sergeant Villiers,” said the

said Stephen, who was

aide-de-
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camp, with a grin, appearing at the tent-flies, ““inside,
please !”

Once more the brothers stood before Lord Gethin and his
staff, and after the salute was given, the famous general
‘rankly held out his hand.

“You're not in the Service, but I wish I'd a few more
who could do such work!” he said. ‘I have heard how
pluckily you aided Commandant Fenne, of the Frontiersmen,
in his smart capture of these despatches. They are of the
greatest aid to me. But I have yet to thank you for your
assault on Strood House.”

Sam flushed rather painfully.

“I—I"m sorry we failed, sir,”” he said in a low voice.

“ Failed I” exclaimed Lord Gethin, ‘It seems to me you
performed a miracle! The capture of Salzburg is of ‘the
groatest importance, and is as valuable a service as you have
vet done us. Now, tell me quickly, what happened at
Maldon, and what you saw there. I only heard of your
escape from the colonel of the Ifusiliers, who have "just
arrived.”

Sam .related as quickly as he could the details of the
Strood House expedition, his disguise as a German private
of the line, and the mishap to the Kaiser in Maldon IHigh
Street. The general listened intently.

‘A first-class piece of work,” said Lord Gethin. *Your
pluck and resource are so well known now that T need
hardly congratulate you again. But what about the German
plans, and their expectations of fresh troops? Could you
not have found out something about that while you were in
their ranks?” «

Sam reddened, and drew himself up.

“1 am a British officer, though only of a dead Cadet
Corps, sir,” he said softly. * There is a difference between
scouting and spying. I put on the German uniform to effect
wny escape, but I could not ferret out their secrets while I
had it on.”

Lord Gethin nodded.

“Quite right, my lad! T apologise to you. In fact, T
didn’t suppose for a moment that you had done anything of
the sort. I may tell you that, on General Nugent’s applica-
tion and mine, you have already been gazetted as D.S.0.,*
and your brother is also recommended for it. He will cor-
tainly get it, too.”

Sam stared in amazement for a moment, and then,
ﬂushinlg with gratitude, he stammered out his thanks. With
o kindly smile Liord Gethin dismissed the boys, and turned to
the urgent work before him.

“ Hallo, Lieutenant Villiers, D.8.0.,”” said the aide-de-
camp, grinning, as the boys joined him outside. * Don’t
bust the buttons off your tunic.”

““What on earth does it mean, givin’ rewards an’ titles
before the campaign’s over?”’ exclaimed Sam. ‘I thought
they always waited till after the war?”

“I b'lieve they’re so keen on the work you kids have
done, that they want to encourage you,”” said Howard.
“An’ you deserve the D.8.0. six times over, too,”” he added.

“I's jolly decent of Gethin,” said Stephen, his eyes
glistening. ‘““By gum, though,” he added, with a h8liow
groan, ‘I b'lieve I'd swop a field-marshal’s job for a square
meal an’ a sleep just now. I'm nearly droppin’.”

“You'd better mess with the Fusiliers, an’ then turn in,”
said Howard. “There'll be no fighting till to-morrow.”

¢ Well, we sha'n’t want eighteen hours sleep, even then,”
said Sam, though he could scarcely keep his eyes open, and
every muscle ached. He saw the black charger fed and
watered in the White Flussars’ lines first, and then both boys
got their rations as quickly as possible, and dropped asleep
almost before they could finish them.

They slept like the dead that night, nor did any of the
noisv._as of the great bivouac arouse them. hen they awoke,
reveille was long past, and they found themselves lying snugly
among some fodder sacks, where a couple of troopers of the
White Hussars had carried them, to be out of the way, and
they had not even awakened in the process.

They broke their fast with the I'ysiliers, and Devine heard
their adventures since the parting at Witham. The calm
before the storm seemed to be hanging over the forces, and
all were resting or preparing for the great affray.  And
although the two great armies were but a few mily;s apart,
and the upshot of the war was so soon to be decided, it was
the easiest day the boys had had since first the Germans
landed at Frinton. They were not sorry, however, to ease
the strain for a time, and a supply of money arrived for
them from Captain Villiers, who was reported to be * going
strong " with his company on the flanks of the enemy near
Royston.

Sam gave nearly the whole of the money to his brother,

" Distinguished Service Order. Given to officers only for
active service of very special imerit.
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who, with its aid and an order from Tord Gethin through T

his aide-de-camp, procured a good horse for himself, though

horses were harder to get than diamonds at the time.

About noon skirmishing broke out on the flanks of thé
army, and messengers were galloping hard to and fro. Sud-
denly, at two o’clock, the British forces began to draw back,
quickly and quietly, and fall southwards towards Epping.

* Good man!” said Devine. *‘ Gethin’s got a great position
prepared for us there, they say. We all wondered how he'd
expect to hold this place. He's just spoofed the Germans, an’
kept 'em off while he got ready. If we can't wipe 'em out
at Kpping, we can’t do it anywhere!”

“Of course we shall do it!” said Stephen,
to say you think we sha'n't?”
Devine's face.

“I can tell you nothing about it,”” said the adjutant
grimly., “ Thanks to our precious rulers, we've got the
biggest task on hand now that ever even the British Army
had to face, an’ all the odds against us. We shall either win
or smash up. If we do the former it'll be a miracle. We've
been let down, but we shall do our best. You kids had
botter get your mounts if you're goin’ with the forces.”

“ Old Devine’s got a liver on him,” said Stephen, as they
rode out. ** Never heard him croak like that before.”

Sam said nothing. They went, well ahead with the advanee-
guard, and the huge force fell back upon Epping. There
wore some expectations of a German attack on it while it
was moving; but it was so perfectly handled and guarded
that the enemy were given no such chance.

At five in the evening the position was taken up, and the
British Lion bared his teeth and claws to fight for the strong-
hold of the whole Empire. - London, the huge city which
was a pivot for all Greater Britain, lay a fow miles behind.
And in front, bent on reaching it, were the enormous armed
hordes of the Kaiser.

The Germans, held back by the guns and regiments left to
check them, now followed on rapidly. It was plain they
meant to wait no longer, but to strike at once, and strike
hard. They had the advantage of fully 20,000 more men than
the British, and their batteries held the best and heaviest
artillery.

With a roar and a boom of shells the battle began, and
the distant, almost invisible, enemy began to pour their fire
into the British position,” while ‘musketry and machine-gun
were keeping up one tremendous, infernal tattoo on the
flanks. Lord Gethin’s batteries replied, and the game of
war, like pawns on a chessboard, began in bitter earnest.

Sam and Stephen, in spite of all they had gone through,
were. almost dazed with the uproar—the hail ‘of shells, and
the vastness of the two opposing forces. The biggest en-
gagements they had been in—the storming of Colchester,
and the rout of Von Adlér at Southminster—were nothing to
this,

They could not see much of the battle. The deadly
struggle at their own end, where the batteries above the
Iusiliers were answering the German guns to the right, and
the conflici of a corps of British mounted infantry below
with a number of German sappers, who were trying to
bridge the stream in front, gave them enough excitement,
and the whole plan of the great battle was too big for
them to see.

The sky was overcast, but no rain fell, and a great dry
wind roared and whistled across the country—a fit accompani-
ment for the battle. Every here and there, a shell would
set the stubble and grass fields alight, and clumps of dry
gorse were blazing among the spluttering rifles. 'Ihe awiul
din and slaughter, all at long rang, continued till nightfall,
and, just betore dusk, a Prussian battery took up its place
on the fringe of the forest, far to the right, and poured in
a cannonade that told heavily upon the entrenched regi-
ments on the boys’ side.

Sam, sitting behind a gun-emplacement, watched this
battery for some time with a thoughtful face and knitted
brows. He could not see much more than the faint * smoke-
less”” puffs from the guns, as they were whirled away by
the gale, and, as the dusk came down, it shut out the view
altogether, and the gun-fire ceased. Devine came by, dusty,
worn-out, and blood trickling down his face from a frag-
ment of shell, but he was alert and cheerful.

* Hallo, kids!” he said. ‘ We're hittin’ it! It’s gone the
best with us, so far; an’ to-morrow, when it comes to grips,
we'll twist their tails! - There’ll be lots of skirmishin’ an’
cutting-out expeditions, all right,” he added, as he hurried
on. ‘“Just in your line—you’'d better join one of ’em.
Thoy'lll be glad of you. That battery up there has been giviry
us socks!” ¢

“Shall we, Sam?” said Stephen eagerly, slinging
carbine.

“We won’t join anything, but ourselves,” said Sam. “ We
haven’t any instructions, so we'll make ’em on our own.

“D’you mean
he exclaimed, looking at

”
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. T¢’s been strikin’ me all the evenin’ thai that German battery
yonder is in @ rum place.”

‘“There’s no gettin’ at a battery,
@ rum place?”

. *“It's right to leeward of the big grove at that end of
the forest, an’ it’s in among the trees. There’s a sixty-mile-
an-hour gale blowin’, an’ the forest’s as dry as tinder—
there’s been no rain for six weeks. Now, it seems to me,
Steve, with a couple of torches, we'll up-wind of the battery,
if we can creep there.”

. “Burn ’em out, d'you mean?” ‘exclaimed Stephen. * By
gum! Can it be done?”

““ Once the wood’s afire, the flames will travel quicker than
a horse gallopin’. 1 know every yard of the place, an’ if
you're game to come-—"’

“Let’'s try it!” cried Stephen eagerly, ‘‘Even if they
get us afterwards, we'll have done some good! Gosh !
Won'’t the chaps be pleased, if we can shift those guns?”’

Sam made his way at ouce to the rear, where he stole a
length of thick, tarred oakum from the transport. This he
cut into two pieces a foot long, giving one to Stephen and
keeping the other himself. A iox of wind vestas, with long
tops, was the next thing he required, and armed only with
these, the oakum, and his revolver, he set out at once, with
Sitephen and his trusty carbine beside him.

Stephen was out of his district here, but Sam knew. the
eastern sido of Epping Forest and its outlying coppices like
a

”

said Stephen; “ but why

Before long, they were worming their way through dense
serub and over mossy clearings in the inky darkness of the
night, twice passing close to a Prussian patrol.

The journey, yard by yard, took over three hours, nor
hach - Stephen the least idea where they were when they
halted in.the forest. The roar of the wind in the trees had
helped to deaden all noise on their way.

** Wait here, with your oakum an’ vestas ready,’” whispered
Sam. “When you see my match strike, light your torch
an’ touch up this dry bracken an’ gorse in as long a line
as you can.’

He disappeared, and Stephen was left with beating heart—
for he heard the tramp of a German gentry not far off, though
he could not sce the man—and presently the faint light of
Bam’s match could be scen to gleam for a moment away to
the right, followed by a strange glare.

Stephen set light to his cakum torch instavtly, and ran
along, touching off the dry scrub as he went. It blazed up
like tinder, caught by the wind, and away raced the flames
towards the pine-trees, gaining at every yard. In Sam’s
direction, a similar blaze was rushing along before the gale,
and, a moment or two later, Sam himself dashed up to Lis
brother, as the two fires met at their edges.

They darted out of the forest, and ran along the open
ground outside, till once more Sam went down flat, and bade
‘his brother creep. Presently they stopped, and, right in
aniong the trecs, Stephen saw the long, grim, black Prussian
guns, their muzzles pointed towards the British position. The
guniers were sleeping round them, the gun-horses were
hobbled close by, and the sentries paced outside with their
carbines.

el

I am Homeless Hector.

4

See this week's CHIPS.

“#THE GEM"” LIBRARY.

" D’'ARCY MINOR'S CHUM.”

One Penay. 27

Suddenly one of the sentries threw up his head, and
sniffed at the wind like a dog. He listened, and the dull,
crackling roar through the forest was plainly heard, rushing
along like an express train. The stntry squibbed off his
rifle hurriedly.

* Fire—fire !”” he cried.
ing down on us!”’

The guard sprang up hastily at the cry, and, even as they
did so, the great wall of flame came swiftly up before the
roaring gale. For some moments all was confusion. The
hoarse shouts and oaths of the artillery officers brought the
men together, the horses were limbered up with feverish
haste, and away went the battery at a mad, headlong gallo
racing with death, for the wall of living flames rushed after
close at the back of the flying guns.

“The forest is alight, and sweep-+

The Gun that Saved the Fusiliers.

Yelling, spurring, galloping, the Prussian artillerymen
urged their horses to their utmost speed. The great guns
went thundering along before the rushing flames, crashing
over the stumps of trees, while the sparks flew all round
them from the pursuing wall of fire.

“ By gum, we've got 'em!” oxclaimed Stephen, wriggling
\n;ith 'excitomenf. as he lay in the bushes, ‘‘ They can't get
olear!” :

“They'll do it easy enough,” retarned Sam, watching
keenly., ‘ We've shifted ’em out of it, an’ made ’em lose
a lot of their gear, an’ that’s all we could hope for.”

During the first minute or two it certainly looked as if
Stephen were right. Swiftly as the gans were limbered up,
it yet took some time to get them fairly horsed and in
retreat. That delay gave the flames time fo come up so
close that for a brief space it looked as if the battery must
be overtaken and annihilated. .

The frantic, maddened horses galloped as if their hearts
would burst as the gunners flogged them on—a useless thing
to do, for the flames were enough in themselves to make
the beasts use their utmost strength and speed.

Through it all, separated from the forest in their little
thicket, and well out of the track of the fire, the two brothers
watched the rout of the battery.

Once the horses got fairly into their stride, however, they
began to outdistance the flames, and at the first opportunity
they swung out into an open space, cleared the forest, leav-
ing it on the left, and d‘usﬁod furiously ahead over the grass,
The whole tract behind them, wherever there was bracken
and furze, was now alight and in a mass of flames that swept
along before the gale,

1 told you they'd get caught!” eried Stephen, pointing
to the forest. “’J‘ﬁero’s one overtaken, at any rate. No, it
isn’t, though; it’s the gun they never limbered up at all!”

* Yes, they had to abandon that one,” said Sam gleefully :
for in the thickest part-of the fire, just opposite, a deserted
gun was standing, with the flames flickering around and
over it. ** Where are the horses—stampeded?”’

**No,” said Stephen. “Can’t you see ’em tethered out to
the right there? Look round the bush.”

Sam did so, and saw the four powerful horses that should
have drawn the abandoned gun. They were straining at
their tethers, squealing and rearing with fright at the rush-
ing flames, of which, however, they were well out of reach.

“Good biz!” said Stephen. ' “I don’t like wipin’ horses
out; it's a different matter from Prussians, The crew of
that gun had no time to get at the horses at all. They were
needed to save the other pieces, an’ they rode off on tho
limbers, or they'd have got cooked!”

“Did they, though?” exclaimed Sam, his face suddenly
changing,

“Look at 'em!” chuckled Stephen, nodding his head to-
wards the north, where, in the glow which the fire sent up,
the battery could be seen disappearing at a breakneck pace
over the rise of a slope. ““They can't pull up now, even
if they want to, till the horses run (.hemse}vns down. They’re
trained”to stand gun-fire an’ shot an’ shell, those horses, an’
most things beside; but you can’t trust any gecgees in the
world when it comes to a big flare; Look at those just
beyond us there!”

*“Yes, they've been through a dozen actions, most likely,
an’ yet they’re in a lather with fright,” said Sam. ‘I eay,
if we—— There goes the gun!”

The Stolen Gun.

A loud crash in the burning forest told that the abandoned
gun had exploded a cartridge; amother shortly followed
suit, scattering the blazing embers so far and high that some
of them mnearly reached the boys’ hiding-place. The tethered
horses whinnied and squealed again as the sparks ehowered
among them. y

“We'll get a couple of new mounts, anyway !” said Stephen
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gleefully. ‘““Bags! TI'll have that big chestnut; he's a
better horse than that new one of mine. We'll take all four
into camp; our gunnere’ll be glad of 'em.”

“Horses?” exclaimed Sam. * Better than that. We'll
~bu1g the gun!”

fiven Stephen was taken aback for a moment.

“Can =we?! But it's blown up. There goes another
cartridge |”

“Only rounds of ammunitior in the cases on the ground.
Give the fire five minutes, an’ we'll yank their old popgun
out of that,” said Sam, * provided we can do it before the
beggars come back.”

‘“My eye, but it'll be red-hot!"

“Don’t talk rot! The fire's swept past an’ over it; can't
you see? It's bare already, an’ it's only the burnin® bracken
close to the ground that's-made the shells go off.”

Indeed, the- fire had gone as swiftly as it had come.
Sweeping through the wood and burning everything in its
track that was dry enough to catch fire, the body of the
flames were now exhaasting themselves half a mile away,
and where the fire had passed there was now only a blackened
track of smouldering grass and scorched trees. The remain-
ing flames were dying out even as Sam spoke, and the gun
stood up, practically unharmed, amid a waste of smoking
turf and blackened saplings.

“ By gum, you're right, Sam!” cried Stephen eagerly
“Let’s be at it!”

“In a couple of minutes,” said Sam, holding him baclk.
“TIt won't do to take the horses on to that hot ground, orv
we shall stampode em an’ do no good.”

Just then, Smwevor, a stray eddy of wind drovse some
smouldering bracken wut of the forest, and part of it fell
among the dry brambles of the coppice in which the boys
lay. In a fow seconds the wind blew them into flame, the
lithle wood began to roar and crackle, and the fire came
sweeping down on the brothers just as it had done tirough
the forest, only on a small scale, and the boys had to scuttie
out as fast as they could on to the open ground.

“T believe I can hear horses gallopin’,” said Stephen sud-

denly.
“(Come on, then. We'll have to try it now, an’ take the
chances,”’ said Sam, running to where the horses were

tothered. He swiftly soothed a couple of the frightened
boasts, as he well knew how, and loosed them. * Take one
of 'em, Steve!™ he cried, jumping on the back of the
heaviest. *“It's impossible for the two of us to handle four
horees at once on that hot ground. We'll have to haul the
gun out with a couple, an’ hitch the others on when we get
Jem clear of the wood.”

“Right-ho !” said Stephen.
ever we do.”

They urged the horses forward at a emart canter, straight
for \\'Ymm the gun stood in the scorched wood, not more
than twenty yards in, with its muzzle pointing towards the
British' position, as may be remembered. Onward they rode,
scattering the burning rabbish behind them, and Sam swung
his horse round smartly as they came abreast the limber,

“Only let's look sharp, which-

heavy pull for only two, but the sparking ashes were botter
than any spur, and the piece of artillery went lumbering over
the burnt ground at the pace of a hansom cab, to be pulled
up- short as soon as they were on the cool turf.

“ Hold her there while I get the others,” said Sam, spring-
ing down and running for the second pair of horses.

“Look sharp, for goodness’ sake! IHere come the Prus-
sians!” ‘cried Stephen.

Out in the distance, in the direction which the escaped
battery had taken, six horsemen came riding at a hand-
gallop, and their dark forms could be secen dimly in the
starlight.

Sam gave them but ono glance, and he and Stephen
hitched the second pair-of horses in their places in silence,
and as swiftly as they could. They were not as smart’ at the
work as artillerymen, buf they had been long enough with
the forces to know how a gun is limbered up, and the know-
ledge that death awaited them if they delayed, made their
fingers nimble. Sam seized the driving-reins and jumped up
on the limber. Stephen sprang into the saddle of the near
leader, and away went the gun as fast as the well-trained
horses could drive it.

The Germans were vet three hundred yards away, and
they seemed to pause in surprise as they saw the gun start.
Sam and Stephen worked up their horses to a gallop thaf
brought the gun along like an express train, and Sam was
nearly jerked off the limber as they bumped over a log.
He braced himself with his feet against the bar, like a driver
at the Agricultural Hall, knowing it was no case of winning
or losing a prize, but of being shot without trial if he failed
in his driving.

The Prussians behind .shouted loudly, but their voices
were drowned by the gale, and Sam, with a good lead in
hand, turned sharply down a road through the forest, and
tore down a long incline.

“8it tight, Steve! Left wheel!” he yelled a couple of
minutes later, as he turned down a side road, and shortly
afterwards he left this altogether and dashed down a long,
grassy ride through the woods. He was now well out of
the part the fire had devastated, and knowin{z the whole
cast side of the forest thoroughly, he took the short cut and
came out again upon another road.

“ We'ye shaken ’em off now. They won't find us!” he
cried to Stephen, when suddenly they saw ahead of them ¢
full company of Saxon riflemen marching rapidly along th'
road in }mnt, going in the same direction. o

“Took out ahead!” cried Steve.

“ Shut your mouth! Chuck your cap away, an’ don’t say
a word " answered Sam hurriedly. * We've got to bluff it.”

There was no time to whee! or turn. Sam 1erked his
Service cap away, and forced his horses—which he had
allowed to slacken their pace—to their sharpest gallop once
more.

“ Forward ! yelled Sam at the top of his voice to the
company in front, in gruff German. **Gun forward!”

Well was it for Sam ot that hour that there was no English
accent in his German All infantry give way to a gun going

into  action, and  the

and sprang down, his
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however, the hot ashes and
burning grass were fet-
lock-deep, and now the
trouble began., The horses
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had not. The company of
riflemen opened out
smartly, and left the way
clear, the gun dashed
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reared and plunged
frantically, and Sam was
fortunate in getting his
mount hitched to the trail

through them in the dark-
ness, and was away round
the curve of the road in
a twinkling. One glimpsc

before it ~ became. un-
manageable. Stephen, how-
sver, was overpowered by

the big black horse he “GEM " Library, 23.9, Bouverie want a longer look. 1In a
had charge of, and it Street, Fleet Street, London, who will couple of minutes the Ger-
nearly dragged him off his e o | be pleased to hear from you, mans were half a mile
feet. R A TR RIS behind.

“Bring him to it, for
oodness’  sake ! Hitch
im!” cried Sam, run-
ning round to help. For
a moment it was tonch and
go, but by a lucky and
skilful catch of the chain
Sam managed to hitch
him to his place.

he moment the two
horses found themselves
hitched they started off

of Tom Merry & Co.
as much as I did.

Bay.”
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WHOM TO WRITE T0: The Editor,
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D’Arcy Minor’s
is the title of next Thursday’s Long, Complete School Tale
I feel certain you will enjoy reading it

Look out for the opening chapters of * Britain at

P.S.—The prize of 2s. 6d. goes to Robert Gillon, 129,
Trinity Road, Trinity, Edinburgh, N.B., for the best answer

of the riflemen and thoir
staring officers was all the
boys had, and they did not

“T'1l bet they wonderad
where we were goin’ ab |
this timoe of night,” called
Sam, with a laugh, as he
eased his horses again.
“ Lucky it was too dark
for ’em to see our khakr'
jackets. The caps woul' |
have done us.” ¢

Chum ”

The EDITOR.

(Another long instal
ment next Thursda,

to the question: ¢ Why is ‘The Gem’ Library the best
stery book 2
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furiously, and it was all
the boys could do
to scramble on to them
i time. The gun was a
= :

Order your copy o
“THE GEM" LIBRA
in advance, Price /
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" | The finest Military Yarn which | “A SON
| has yet appeared. Start it OF THE

| | to-day. | SWORD.”

No. 52. “THE GEM ” LIBRARY

THE MARVEL, 1d

Nowsw omn Sale

Contains:

“ JAGK, SAM, AND PETE'S NEW CHUM.”|

A Splendia Long, Complete Tale of the Three Famous Comrades.

By 8§ Clarke HooK,

and
@@ ) * '\:f.;.‘"
By Arthur 8. Hardy.

A Urand Complieie Siory.

“A SON A New Stirring Military Serial |

OF THE dealing with the present Sedition

SWORD.” in India.

FREE THE FREE

‘|| FOOTBALL | BOYS" | FOOTBALL

PLATE. gl PLATE.

EVERY TUESDAY.  ONE PENNY.




FEBRUARY ADDITIONS TO

THE BOYS: FRIEND”

ICOMPLETE LIBRARY.

No. 73.
“LARRY & CO.”
A Spilendid, New, Long, Complete Tale of
School Life.
By JACK NORTH.

! _ No. 74.
‘ STHE AIRSHIP’S QUEST.”
i A Story of Thrilling® Adventure.
By L, J. BEESTON.

No. 75.

|“ THE TERROR OF THE REMOVE."

A Long, Complete School Tale,
By DAVID GOODWIN.

IPRICE 3> EACH!  NOW ON SALE!




