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“Pway don't come any neawah. You will wuin my clothes!” gasped Arthur Augustus
'D’Arcy in alarm, as the muddy foothallers closed round him.
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KIMPOLE'S
_ ScHOLARSHIP

A Splendid Long, Complete School Tale

By

CHAPTER 1.
Great Expectations.
" IFTY pounds!” murmmred Herbert = Bkimpola
musingly,

Bkimpolo etood at the door of the School House
af Bt. Jim’s, blinking dreamily through his big spectacles
at the pigeons in (he quad. There was a thoughtful shade
upan tha brow of Slimpole, as if weighty matters were
moving in his mind,

“Fifty pounds!” he repeated, unconscionsly murmuring
the words aloud. ‘Tt is a large sum—comparatively speal:-
ing. What shall I do with it7 Oh!"

Bkimpole's meditations wera euddenly interrupted by a
hearty smaek on the shoulder, He turned his head and
blinked sbmewhat indignantly at the Terrible Threo—Tom
Marry, Manners, and Lowther—who ware just coming out of
tho. Behool House, Tom Merry had a football under his
arm, and ho had administored “the playful smack with his
disengaged hand.
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““ Anything wrong with the brainbox?' he asked cheerlly,

Hlkimpole blinked at him.

‘* Certainly not, Merry. 1 cannot help regarding the
question as almost rude, Really——""

*Then what are you mumbling about fifty pounds for?"

“1 am expecting that sum——""
“Fifty pounds|” 1
“ Yer; precisely filty pounds.’® ‘

“When?"

“In about a month's {ime."

The chume of the Shell looked at 8kimpole, and looked at
one another. Skimpole did not look as if he was wanderinj
in his mind; yet he cortainly must be, Skimpole's people
were poor—so poor, in fact, that it must have cost thoem
doar to sond their son to a school like 8t. Jim’a. And fifty
pounds was a sum that the richest fellow at 8t. Jim's had

. never posseseed. Iiven Arthur Augustus D'Aroy, the swell
of 8t, Jim's, and the eon of a noble lord, seldom could show
moro “N”I o tennoer,

“ You're expecting fifty pounds in @ month’s time!” mur
mured Tom Merry.

 Certainly, Merry."

" Going to rob a bankt” asked Monty Towther pleasanily,

““ Certainly not.  Although as a sincero Hocialiat,” said

CF. TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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Skimpole, “T regard a redistribution of wealth ng NeCOssary,
yet also ng o Socialist I disapprove of a private individual
taking that redistribution into his own hands, Ae a Socialist,
1 consider a bank.robber as bad as a capitalist,”

“'Go hon1” said Manners, * But where is the fifty quid
coming from? If you've discovered n goldmine in the
Head's gardon, or u hidden treasure under ‘he dormitory
floor, you might let us into the secrat,”

* Really, Manners——"

“ Expound,” said Tom Merry. “ We're all short of tin,
and fifty pounds would come in handy this afterncon, Where
are you going to get your fifty?"

“HOf course, I shall have to werk for it. Suraly iyou are
not unaware that there ix fifty pounds in cash given with
the Codicote Scholarship, as wall as free bourd and tuition
for thrae years, open to competitors in the Fourth Form and
the Shell, mnd I am entering for it7" 3

The chums of the Shell looked expressively at Skimpole,

* You uttor age!"” said Tom Merry,

“ You shrioking duffer!” said Monty Lowther,

“ You unspeakable dummy " said Manners,
Y Reallp——"

* I havewntered for the Codicote Scholarghip,” said Tom
Morry, “tmﬂs of course, 1 rather think I've a chance of
pulling it off,” : :

* Ive entered for the Codicote Scholarship,” said Monty
Lowther, *“and I've gob o foeble eort of improssion that I've
got o sporting chance.” ; it

“I've  entered for the Codicote Scholarship,”  gaid
Manners, a8 if repeating a lessor.  “* And I've heen thinking
that I should: possibly come somewhere near the poat.”

Skimpole shook his head, 3

“1 agsure you that you are all mistaken, You haven't
an earthly.”

“Why not?”

“ Because I have entepred——'"

* Modesty, thy name ie Skimpole—Bertie Skimpole,” said
Tom Merry.

“ Of course, as o sineere Socialist, T am not troubled by
such folly ns false modesty,” said Skimpole, **I know my
powers, With my éplendid brain power [ cannot fail to
carry off so simple a thing as a scholarship. You soo, I
am writing a book on Bocialism, and have already completed
four hundred and eighty-one chapters. A fellow who ean do
that can win a junior scholarship, I ehould think."

1 don't th.init,” remarked  Monty Lowther,  *“ But go
ahead | With your wonderful brain‘powoer——

** That is exactly how T lodk at it, Lowther., You o not
often see a brain like mine.” u

1 haven't seen yours yet, and I've only got your word
for it that there's one there,” said Lowther. * You can’t
oxpect me to take a statement like that on trust,”

* Really, Lowther——""

“Come on, you chaps,” or there won't be any daylight

left."

The Terrible Three, grinning, marchod out of the School
Houee, lenving Skimpole to spend his fifty pounds—in
imagination, 'Their evident incredulity had no effect what-
ever on the amatour Bocialist of St. Jim's. With his
wonderful mental powers, he had no doubt of winning the
scholarship, and he was not troubled with the doubis tho
othor fellows had as to the existence of thoso wonderful
mental powaers,

* Pifty. pounds”  ho said thoughtfully, addressing the
quadrangle. “ It is a large sum, With fifty pounds in hane
1 could carry on my Socialiat propagande work much more
eliectively at Bt. Jim's, 1 will, I think, devote the whole
sum-to that purpose. Perhaps I might spare o few pounds
for the needy——"

“ My word " gaid a voico beside him. “T ghould think
vou might. You don't mean to say that you've come into
a fortune, Skimmy," d

" Really, Gove, you are interrupting my meditationg——""

* Yes, but——"

““Asg for the rabbit-pie, T guve it o a beggar,  As o
siticora Socialist, 1 could not allow a man io go away hungry
\]'hilo l.llﬁ:.'.w was o rabbit-pie in the house. You can sce
that——

* What's that?"* roared Gore. “ You—you've given away
my rabbit-pie,”

*“'Cortainly. As I explainod——""

Gore loaked for a moment as if he would hurl himeelf

upon the generous Bkimpole, He was 'Skimpole’s study- -

niate in the Bhell, and the amateur Soejalist frequently
raided his supplies {o reliove the needs of the hungry tramps
who passed along the high road. Gore wasn't at all goner-
ous, but even a generous fellow might have grumbled a
little when his special feads were distributed without the
formality of aslking his permission first,

There were frequent rows between Gore and Skimpole on

NEXT
THUREBDAY:

’

" THE RIVAL EDITORS.”
- R e e

that subject, and Tom Merry, fn the next stud , somefimed
heard the sounds of strife and expostulation, ;gul, Just now
Gore restrained himself. He wanted to know more about
that fifty pounds, ¢

* Never mind the l'nbhit,-pin,." he swid, with an effort,
“I—I dure say the chap was hungry. It's all right."

““Really, Gore, 1 think the grreat principles of ‘Bocialism
are permeating even your dull brain at last, and I em glad
to seo it, J——"'

“Yon were saying something mbout fifty pounds——""

“ ¥es; but I must remark ﬁﬂw glad 1 am to see this
change in your selfish and rather brutal mature,’ said Skim-
wile, beaming. *“Of course, as m Deaterminist, T do not
lame you for being selfish and brutal, It is wholly due to
your heredity and environment, mixed in equal proportions
—I mean——""

““But the fifty quid-—-—* ‘

“ Reared in the vile and degrading surroundinge of a

- slum,” went on Bkimpole, -fm'rly‘ mounted on his hobby

horse, “how could you expect——

" Who was reared in a slum, yon dummy 1"

“ Br—I was speaking gencrally——"

‘' Look here, you were saying you hnd fifty quid—-—"'

“Not that T had it, Gore. I am oxpecting it shortly,'

Gore looked at him hard. Skimpole had fliﬂ littlo ‘waonk-
nesses.  He would distribute any hody’s provisions to ths
hungry. But he had never been known to tell & lie. He
often explained that it was impossible for a sincere Socialist
to do so. Neither was he given to boasting. He made no
secret of the fact that his people wora poor; in fact, he
seemed rather proud of it, It proved that they were not
bloated capitaliets, at any rate,

If he said he was expecting fifty pounds, he was expocting
it, and Gore fealt that he could Lelicvc it. Az for the
Codicate Bcholarship, Gore had never so much ns heard of
it. Gore was not in the least studious, and he did just
onough work to enable him to escapo lickings. As a mattor
of fact, he was old enough and big enough 4o ba in the
Rifth, and only slacking had kept him in the Tovwer Form.
As for the Cadicate, he would as soon have entered for the
Marathon vace s for & m!['m]ura]ai[).

*“You're expecting fifty pounds?” he repaatod,

“ Yos,

““Quite certain of jt7"

“* Absolutely.”

“It's a jolly big sum of money,"”

*“ Yes; and yet small when one thinks how ar ‘it will go
in Socialist propaganda,” said Skimpole, “T shall havo to
devote overy permy——"

* You might spare a few quids for a Form foed,” gaid Gore.

"I am afraid I could not consent to waste monoy on
frivolity, while there are millions of our fellowscreatures
groaning in the slavery of the present social aystomn,” said
Sliim}mlo. shaking his head,

" Ye-c-es; but—~— T say, Skimmy, are you hungry 7"

“Yes, I am somewhat peckish, but I have no money——'"

“ Oh, that's all right; it's my treat. Come along to the
tuckshop.”

“ Really, Gore, this is very kind of you. T will come
with pleasure, 1 am, in faot, very hungry, as I have had no
tea, and I had very little dinner, Maynard took most of
the beef off my plate when I was not looking, and ate it
himself, Heo snid ‘that as a sincere Socinlist I could not
o;mrect to sharing out. 1 explained to him that the utterly
ridiculous idea of sharing out was not Socialism, but was
invented by the enemies of Socialism to throw diseredit upon
it. But by that time he had eaton the beef." :

“Yes, rough, wasn't it,” grinned Gore, © Never mind ;
come and have some grub at Dame Taggles’.” 8Bhe's got
eome of those nobby little pies.” %

“1 shall be very glad, Gore, I am moro pleased than I
can say to note this wonderful improvement in your
character,”

They entered the school dhop, leept within the precinets
of 8t. Jim's by Dame Ta rgles, the porter's wife. Saveral
Fourth-Formers wero strolling out, and they glanced at Gore
and Skimpole. To see the two on such amicable terms was
o novelty,

“Bai Jove!" eaid Arthur Augustus D'Arcy serewing his
monoele into his eye and regurding them with amazement.,
** This is a case of the lion and the lamb, you know,"

“Skimpole’s converting Gore to Socialism,”  grinned
Blake, *“through the medium of a feed, T suppose.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha "

“Not a bit of it!" exclaimed D‘?gby oxoitedly.
there, it's Gore standing treat !

Jack Blake rubbed his oves, X,

“My hat, o he is! onders. will never cease. Clore
must have come into a fortune, or gone off his rocker, or
gomothing,”

“Took
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Herr Schnelder started up with a suriek.  **Ach! Take tat peast away, ain't it!"” he yelled, |

¢ May as well make hay while the sun shines,” suggested
Herries, * Let's go and join them. I don't like Gore, but I
don't bolieve in bearing malice at a time like this."”

And the chums of the Fourth strolled after Gore and
Hkimpole. " The cad of the Shell was, indead, standing treat;
and Skimpole, seated on one of the high chairs, was eating
away with the appetite of a famished junior, Gore looked
unploasantly enough at the chums of 8tudy No. 6.

“Want anything ?"’ he asked,

“Yans, wathah!” said D’Arcy. “We want a civil
wecoption, <eah boy, and polite mannahs, though we are
very likely to be disappointed.”

“If there are feeds being stood " gaid Blake.

“There ain't!" said Core emphatioally. “I'm standing
this to Skimpole, because -because he's converted me to
Socialism."”

“What 1"

Skimpole stopped a laden fork half-way to his mouth, and
looked round at the chums of the Fourth,

“1 am very glad I have made a convert of Gore,” he said.
“You know that he has always been a selfish, votten sort of
beast ! Socialism, I hope, will make a great difference to
.hilll.”

“ Ha, ha, hal’

“1 fail to see what you are laughing at, Blake."

‘ Ha, ha, ha !

The chums of the Fourth were still laughing as they
walked away. That Gore had some deep scheme in his
mind, as the reason for his unexampled generosity, they were
certain, but they could not guess what it was.

Skimpole had no suspicions; he never had.  He ale,
drank, and was merry. Gore showed no stinginess over that
food. Fifty pounds was a large sum to share in, and it was
worth it. ’

NEXT
THURSDAY

" THE RIVAL EDITORS.”

“ Dear me,"”" said Skimpole at last; I really think I have
had enough, Gore, Yes; perhaps one more tart, as you are
s0 generous. I am very much obliged to you, Gore. I think
we shall get on better in the future.”

“T'm sure we shall,” said Gore nminh]y. * You haven't
told me where that fifty quid 15 coming from. '1 suppose
there's no doubt about it 7"’ .

“Not in the slightest. The monoy is as good as in my
hands already. I was just planning what to do with it when
you spoke to me at the door,"

I suppose you'll-be standing some [eeds in the study ?"

T should like to do so, Gore; but the c¢lnims of the down-
irmh!(-n millions must be considered before study feeds.

v

“ But, of course, you'd be willing to lend a fiver or so {o
n chap who was in need of tin—a fellow-Bocinlist ?"” sug-
gosted Gore insinuatingly.

“Oh, yes; certainly I' It would be my duty to do s0."

“Then you can put my name down for it."

“Let me seo,” said Skimpole thoughtfully. “ That will
leave me forty-five pounds for my Socialist propaganda
work, If you are really in need of the money, Gore— "
“And T am, Skimmy, old chap, I'ri r]]tfu“y short!"

“It is very generous of you to stand a [eed to me when
you are frightfully short of money,” said Skimpole.
“Under the circumstances, I shall be very glad to u{ﬂi]{u
you. You shall cortainly have five pounds out of my fifty."”

Gore chuckled. TIo knew Skimpole would keop his word,
if he claimed the fulfilment of the promise before the filty
was “blued.” Where the monoy was to come from was a
puzzle; but, after all, the chap might have rich relations-a
rich uncle, or something, He rememberad mecting o fellow
belonging to Greyfriars who had a hundred pounds sent him
by an uncle in India he had been named after,

il
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Skimpole slid down off the seat. He was very full, and
quite satisfied. Gore tapped him on the arm.

“I say, when will you have the fifty1"

“ At the end of the month, Gore.”

“And it's quite—quite cortain !’

‘' Absolutely. But pray excuse me now. T have to go and
finish my arviicle for Tom Merry's ¢ Weekly.” If you could
lot mo have the study to myself for the next hour, Gore, 1L
should take it as o favour.”

“ Certainly,” said Gore. o

“1f you like to come in in an hour's time, T will read you
the urticlo," gaid Bkimpole. ‘Tt is a real rouser, and will,
L think, have congiderabla effect in helping to convert the
whole of the Shell to Socialism.”

“Oh, I'll come; rather ! said Gore, Depend upon me."”

And Skimpole went off to finish his artiele; but when the
hour had c(}u[]sm], Gore made it a point to forget to go and
hoar it read.

CHAPTER 2
The Conspirators.
HERE was a pattoring of rain in the quadrangle, and
the football-field resombled nothing so much as a
mud-pie on an extensive gcale; but the juniors
of Bt. Jim’s did not care for that. The football season was
near its close, and a little rain was not going to prevent
them from playing one of their last games,
It was an informal game, with seven or eight aside,

‘batween juniors belonging to the two hounses of St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry and his friends had turned up for practice, and
the New House juniors had also been practising on their
part of the ground, and so they had joined in strife. As
there wasn’t an hour of daylight loft after afterncon school,
they wasted no time in preliminaries, but sot fo with o
football and a right good will, i

The %rouml was wet and elippery, and the raindrops
pattared about their ears, They were wat, and they were
muddy. The football was ns greazy ns a football could be,
and popped about in the most unexpected directions, A
run up the field frequently chanced itself into o slide and n
fall. Butl the juniors played up heartily. There was nothing
“goft " about Tom Merry & Co.

Tom Merry, Lowther, Manners, Blake, Herries, Dighy,
and Reilly formed the School House side.  Arthur Augustus
D'Avcy had declined. It was not only - the trouble of
changing his clothes that deterred him, but the certainty of
getting frightfully dirly on the field, And he stood under
shelter and watched the game with his eyeglass to his eye,
and cheered on his comrades cheerfully,

The New House side was composed of Figging, Kerr, and
Wynn—otherwise known as Figging & Co. -with Pratt,
French, Kvans, and Trovlyn, But their House colours it
wns impossible to see. Mud bespattered them, and mud
concealed colours and featyres and almost everything else.

“Bai  Jove!" murmured Arthur Augustus, D'Arcy,
“What o feahful-lookin’ set of w'ecks! T am wathah glad
1 Kept out of this. Go it, Blake, deah boy ! On the ball "

Jack Blake was making a run up the field with the ball
ab his feot, To dribble a ball that was greasy, on a field
that was gréasier, required some doing, and Jack Blake's
motions were acrobatic,

* Bwavo I shouted Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, as Blake
nearly slid over, and saved himﬂeﬁ' with a hop that would
have done cradit to any frog. ‘ Bwavo, deah {x)yl On the
beastly bull, you know 1"

Blake rushed the ball forward.

_ Figging way 5g)eedin‘g to get in his way, and he succeeded,
The long legs of Figgins fairly flew over the ground.

Blako tried to elude him, but it was no use. The ball
lew somewhere, and Figgins biffed into Blake.

Blake threw. his-arms involuntarily round Figgins as he
lost his footing, and for a fow seconds they waltzed
topether, and then they went over,

There was a yell from several other players, They were
all speeding up, and they did not stop themselves in tima.

In a fow seconds three or four jollows were piling on
Blako and Figgins,  Figging stroggled desperately, and
Blake gasped under the weight.

There was no refaree on the field, and go Arthur Augustus
toolc it upon himself to whistle, BDut the lay was already
ulopged, nearly all the players having added themselves to
the henp on the ground.

“Ow!" gasped Kerr, “Got off my chest!”

“Groo! Who's that got his boot in my eye? I'll give
him a thick ear !”

“Roll away, Fatty Wynn. Do you hear?”

“Ow! Ohn!"

They rolled off, and sorted themselves out somehow, and
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only one form remained prostrate on the ground. Tt was
that of Jack Blake. He was completely winded, and he lay
extended on his back on the muddy ground, gasping faintly.
They gathered round him in an anxious ring.

“My word I" said Dighy, * Here's Bluke knocked out I’?

‘It was Fatty Wynn's weight.”

“8it him up, nm.f thump him in the back.”

“Ow! Lemme alone!"

“Hold on!"” said Figgins, *Stand back, there! I can
manage this.”

“Rats!” said Herries. “ What on earth can a New House
chap know about it? Leave him to me.”

“ Lot him alone, T say. You know jollr well I've been
studying the subject of surgery lately, and I know exactly
what to do,” said Figging. “You needn't thump him on
the back, Dighy. Let him alone, Herrics. What he wants is
bleeding !'

“ Bloeding 7? ot

“That's it. Tt's the good old-fashioned remody fof overys
thing, and I don’t hold with new-fangled notions,” said the
amateur surgeon. *‘‘ Anybody got a lancet?”’

“ Yes. I usually have my pockets full of ’em when I play
footer I” said Monty Lowther, in the tone sarcastic.

“Don't you be funny, Lowther. This is o serious matter,

- I tell you, I've studied the subject. If Blake isn't relioved

at onco, he may have—have—I think it's congestion of the
~—the—the--I think it's the pericardium, or something, I
forget the word, but it's jolly serious. Chuck us your pen-
knife, D'Arcy.”

** Here you are, deah boy !I"*

“ Look here, Figgins, you're not going to stick that pen-
knife into Blake !"

“Ass! I'm woing to bleed him I”’

“Duffer! You're not !

“Ie'll get congestion of the peri<peri— What do you
call *em ?

Figgins opened the penknife, and knelt beside Blale,
Bluke had pretty well recovered by this time, and there was
a steely glitter in his eyes. His foob shot out as Figgins
knelt down, and the foofball boot caught the amateur
surgeon on the chest, and sent him rolling over hackwards.

Juck Blake jumped up.  Figgins sat in the mud, and
looked surprised.

“Ow! What on earth did you do that for, you imaga?"

“ Catch me being bled like a pig,” said Blake. . * You can
bloed Fatty Wynn, and see if you can make him any
thinner.” ;

"I was going to first-aid you.”

“Don't you bring that penknife near me again, you
dangerous lunatic. unless you want a prize thick ear!”

“Look here, Blake——"

*Look here, Figging—-"

“Oh, play up ! exclaimed Monty Lowther. "“It's nearly
dark. Where's the ball 7"

They played up once more. Figgins looked disappointed.
It was not often that he took up a hobby, but when he did
he was serious nhout it. It was growing dark now, and the
rain was wet, and when someono suggested o retirement, it
was adopted unanimously.

Arthur Augnstus D'Arcy serewed his monocle into his oye,
and surveyed the players as they came off the field.

They were certainly a muddy lot, and perhaps it was
excusablo for the swell of 8t. Jim's to draw back from any
possible contact with themn.

““Bai Jove!" remarked D'Arcy. “ You do look a feah-
ful-lookin’ set, Have you made it a special point to gwub
up all the mud you could 7'*

“Oh, cheese it!" growled Blake.

‘““Ha, 'ha, hal 1 \vug;m‘d you a8 a most comical-lookin’
lot of boundahs," said D'Arcy. “ Pewwaps you wish you had
taken my advice and postponed this? winy keep your
distance, Bluke. I do not wish to be contaminated with
that howwid mud. Iiggins, if you persist in comin’ close
to me I shall stwike you!"

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Keep away, you wottahs !
the spot.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard with alarm.

The muddy foothallers were all round him, and from their
expression the swell of 8t. Jim's knew what was coming.
There was no escape for the elegant junior, save by broal-
ing through the muddy circle, and he shuddered at the idea
of touching any of them. 3

“Pway allow me to pass, deah boys! T weally did not
mean to offend you with my wemarks, and, upon second
thoughts, you don't weally look so feahfully dirty, you
know."”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pway don’t come any neawah.

Pway lot me wetire fwom

You will wuin my
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clothes. Lowthah, get away! Tom Maw“}', if you touch
me I shall no longah wegard you as a fwiend. Mannahs,
vou howwid wottah, sheer off | IMiggins, you beast! Korr,
yvou howwah! Pwatt, I shall stwike you! I'wench—
Veilly Ow "

They closed round him. They grasped him, and wherever
they grasped him they left finger-marks that any detective
at Scotland Yard eould have traced them by.

The swell of the School House struggled, but his struggles
only made matters worse.

“Pass " shouted Blake.

And D’Arcy was passed from one to another; and then
Fatty Wynn, the Welsh junior, gave the signal for a scrum.
D'Arcy, struggling vainly, was put into the scrum, and they
scrummed for him as if he had been a Rugger ball. He
squirmed out of the scrum like an eel, and ran,

But the state of Arthur Augustus was worse than that
of any of the footballers who had moved his elegani
derision,

His clothes were reeking with mud and wet, and his
collar was torn out, and his shirt was a damp rag, and his
silk hat was a concertina. Ilis face was emothered with
mud, and his hair seemod like o towsled mop,

He paused for a moment, gasping, to hurl back some
remarks at the howlin fm)tbu]h)ru.

“ You feahful wottahs| I wefuse fo wegard any of you
a3 fwiends, 1I—"

Tom Merey and Blake made a movement towards him,
and he darted off; and then the junior footballers pro-
coeded to wash and change, frequently interrupling those
proceedings with shrieks of laughtef,

CHAPTER 3.

Arthur Augusius Apologises.
OOKING very fresh and rosy, and with all the mud
Hﬂ gone, the Terrible Three came in, and paused in the
upper corridor to look in at Study No, 6. A junior
was there, giving the finishing touches to his hair, and he
looked round with suppressed emotiops as the chums of the
Shell appeared at the door.. Then he looked grimly into the

mirror again, and went on brushing his hair.

“Feeling all right, Gussy?” asked Tom Merry, with
solicitude.

Arvthur Augustus did not reply.

“1 see you've had a wash,” remarked Lowther, * You
needed it.”

Still silence,

“Got the article ready for the ‘ Weekly,! Gussy ?” asked
Manners. “ We've got to fix up the number for to-morrow,
you know !

Arthur Augustus D'Arey looked round again at last.

‘I wefuse to speak to you,” he said. *‘ You have tweated
me with a gwoss diswespect.”

“Oh, come, Gussy "

“You have pwactically wuined my clothes. Vou made me
howwidly dirty, I wefuse to wegard you as fwiendg.”

“1'm surprised ot you, Gussy. After the way we treated
you, too!"”

* You failed to tweat me with pwopah wespeet, T'm not
weally a particulah fellow, but I insist upon bein’ tweated
with pwopah wespect !”

Tom Morry looked sorvowfully at the swell of 8t Jim's

“Well, 1 can only say I'm surprised,” he said, * after the
language you used when we came off the footer field.”

Arthur Augustus started.

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——

‘“Yes, rather,” paid Monty Lowther, shaking hLis head
golemnly. ‘* After the language D'Arcy used i

“ Yes, the language,’” said Manners,  ““ Oh, the language !
l)';\g:c;\'! Lucky your young brother wasn't there to hear
you, -

“I—I—I wefuse to admit that I used any language,”
almost shrieked the swell of the School House. * You are a
sot of wottahs, and you know you're wottin’ !”

" Of course, we don't want to be hard on you,” suid Tom
Morry ‘loftily. “ Everybody forgets himself at times."
“1t's due to heredity, I suppose,” said Lowther,

And environment,” added Mannors.

D'Arcy glared at them. They were absolutely solemn, and
for a dizzy moment the swell of the Schoo!l House wondered
what he had veally said to the footballars.

‘l—l==I wepeat what I said, Tom Mewwy."”

Tom Merry looked shocked. ;

**Oh, really, Gussy !

“T insist upon wepeatin'—-

 Not even to oblige you, Gussy. Miss Priscilla Fawceit
brought me up too carefully. Perhaps if you had had the
care of a good governess, you would never—'"

"But T never,” said the helpless Arthur Augustus., I

(]
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wenlly nevah—nevah did! You must have misappwehended
me, deah boys."”

‘“ Now, Gussy, don't prevaricate 1"

“I wefuse to admit that I am pwevawicatin', T wegard
you as a set of wottahs. I nevah—'""

*Of course, we sha'n’t tell anybody. We've made Blake
promisge to keep it a secrct, too,” said Tom Merry.

“* Koep what o seowet? 1 wepeat-

“It’s all right. You can rely on us to—to Lhe death !”

““ Weally, Tom Mewwy i

The Terrible Three shook their heads solemnly, and
marched off, Arthur Augustus sat with the silver-bucked
hairbrush in his hand, looking dagoed, e folt eertain that
the Terrible Three were “rotting’; but then they had
looked g0 serious about it. Was it possible that he had for-
gotten himself, and—— Surely not! IHe started as three
faces looked into the etudy, They belonged to Figging &
Co., of the New House,

“Bai Jove! What do you New House wottalis want?”
demanded D'Arcy.

“Only to assure you that it's all right,” said Figging
affably,

“What's all wight?"

‘“ About what you said when we came off the footer field.
Of course, it wasn't nice, but we can overlook things said in
& moment of exeitoment.'

“ You uttah wottahs "

“Now, don't begin again, Gussy,” said Kerr, with a
wave of his hand, I was brought up rather strictly, 1
can stand it ence, but I can't stand it again, If you begin
I shall stop my ears with my fingers,”

* You—you—you~='" *

“In my opinion, ID'Arey owes us an apology,’” said Fatly
Wynn.  “We could let him off the apology if he stood a
decent feed, or something of that sort.” 3

“You uttah beast !'

“Look here, D'Arey!” said igging severaly., * It's all
right. We've overlooked it. But if you got into o state
of excitement like that again, you'd better let me bleed you.
That's the proper thing for excited nerves.”

“T wefuse to speak to you, I e

Kerr put his fingers in his ears. Figginsg and Fatly Wynn
followed his example, and the three of them marched out
with horrified fuces. D'Arcy breathed hard.
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A fow ainutes later, Blake, Herries, and Digby came in.
They were looking very: grave, and t[my did not speak to
D'Arey, They hegan to colloot up various manuseripts for
the current number of Tom Merry's “Weekly,” without
even rlmwing at the swell of 8t. Jim's.

Arthur Augustus had been irepared to cut them dead,
and he was somewhat urprisesi by thix chilling silence.

Aftor o few minutes he could stand it no longer, and he
broke the silence himself,

“I way, Blake [

Blake did not appear to hear,

* Have you seen my ipstalment of Sir Fatted and his
Fayre Ladye, Digt"  hé* asked. “I had it written out
ull ready for the * Weekly.’

" Here you are,” said Dig, :

“I spoke to you, Blake,” said D' Aray, with rising colour.

“Did’ you " "said Bluke. ** Cheel |” <

‘I wefuke to have a wemark of, mine chawactewised asg
cheek I' T was intendin' nevah to speak to any of you
ngain,”

“Then you'd better keep to it," said Blake severely.
 Aftor the languago you were using on the footer-field-——"
* What language 1" shrieked 1’ Aroy,

* Don't ask mo to repeat it. I couldn't.
thinlk of Dighy and Herries."

“1 nevah said anythin’—"*

“Oh, Gussy !" }

“ My wemarks wera quite harmless.”

Besides, T mush

. ‘“Now you're contradicting yourgelf,” gaid Blake
indigially. ~ *“You'd better let the mattor alone, Gussy,

You can live it down,' .

“I wefuse to live it down,” shrieked Arthur Augustus,
I am certain you are wottin', You must have misnppwes
hended my wemarls.”

“I think we had belter withdraw,” said Blake, with
dignity. . *“He looks as if he was going to begin again,”

“ Right-ho 1" said Herries. ** Come on |

Y You utiah beasts!”

The three chums hurriedly withdrow.
them excitedly to the door.

*“ You feahtul wottahs! I am just eomin’ to the editowial
office. had wesolved not to come, but upon second
thoughts I——* .

" Better not,” eaid Blake, looking round. * You might
lose your temper again, and——"

“1 insist upon gomin’. . T wegard you. as—-

But the three jumiors maho«f away and lost the rest of
the remark. D'Aroy went’ back into the study and finished
brushing his: heir.. He: was in a atate: of grent excitement,
but that waw an important matter, and could not be leff
unfinished,

‘Then he went along to Tom Maorry's study. By this time
he was half-convinced that he had, indeed, in a moment of
oxaitement, allowed some expression to fall from his lips
which had' shocked the duli)ioato susceptibilities of the
juniora of the School House,

D'Arcy followed

But as he drew near Tom
Merr ’emtud]ﬁy a sound fell upon his ears.

‘ Ha,, ha, ha!”

They woera Inug}ting.

D’Aroy, with a orimson face, threw open. the door. IHa
axy ! to. seo the juniors in convulsions of merriment;
but them: Hes wondered if his ears had deceived him. Thore
ware: nin juniors: ini Tom Morry's study, and they were as
W&rnvéﬁ;ﬁh. 'ﬁiu‘Romun Senate; when the Gauls broke
into (he Benate: i could not have looked more stately
and' solemn: than did! Tom: Merry & Co. as Arthur Augustus
D' Arvay. opened! the study door.

. Tha swelll of 8t Jim's pub up his glass, and looked af the
oy
: ' Youw ave womarKably quict,” he said: sarcastically.

They exchanged glances. ) : y

"I don't want to wound anybodi'" saiil Fuﬂ;ina—. looking
tound? “This is your study,. Tom: Morry, and' [ supl,)um:n.
follow has a vight' to keep any kind! of compan 'hu;lp [ TN
But: i|£” D'Avoy im coming in here;, I think I' Had' Better
retire:)!"”

T was thinling: so, too,” said Kerr, getting up: “Tin
sorry, tor have tar retire from the cditoriol staff of tHe
“Weokly " on the: dby, hefore going to press—"

‘“But, as lendors of the Now House juniors, wo're hound
l{:o keep up. a certain amount of —of respectahility,’” said
Migging,

‘a:Thu.dr’m 5 snid Fatty Wynni. “OF courso, we: liavon't
anything: agrinst. D' Avoy—it's more for the salie of appear-
aneos: then angthing alse:” -

I Arvoy, wag: dumb.  Ha looked! fbom ena: to snother of the
Jumiors: withy his mouth: wide.open;. lilée: an expiring fish,

Tom Merry shook his head mournfully. i

YT oquite unr]’nrul'u.nd your feclings,”” he said; *‘but, as
Hehool Housa fellows, we foel bound fo: stand hy D’ Arey
and try to lead him back to the right path.”
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* Waoally, Tom: Mewwy-—"? 3 :

That!s it suidrnln{m, with'a grave nod, “Wo can't
desort D'Arcy at.a critical moment in; hig career.. Ho stonds
at the parting of the ways, and a helping hand and a kindly
wfm'rt 3! advice. may save him from plunging into the gulf
P as

“ You feahfuli woitah 1"
* Wa feel bound to bear with hiin,” said Dighy. “We only
hopa II!ILIL he will moderate his expressions, and not shoele

i

* Weally, Dig——"

" Perhaps tlie matter could ba settled: by an apology.'”
shggosted Lowthier. “If D'Arcy withdraws all ho sajde—"

* *1 wefuse to—" .

S And expresses his regrof, wo may be able to aot with
him on the staff of tho “Weekly,) We can give him the
chance, !

“What do you say, D'Arcf?" -

* I—I—1 do naot wemembah ukin® any, expwessions that eall
for ah apology,” said Arthur Augusius (i'u.zmlly. “T was
wathah thinkin’ that the apology was due to me, IIo\\'nvnhr
T um willin® to go so fal as to say that if T said anythin
offensive ta anybody, I am sowwy for if,'*

Tom Merry Tﬂbk(‘(l round.,

“Gontlemen, is that satisfactory 7'°

“Yos," snid Blake, after some reflection; *if D'Arcy doos
not break out again,” . .

“Very well, Gentlamen, the mafter 1% closed,”

Y Wait o moment, Tom Mowwy-—-!>

“ I all right, Guesy | Wao admit you to our society again,
on an equal footing. The mattor is closed.”

** 1 ghould like to know what it was I said (hat——=

‘“Tha question is out of order. The incident, being closed,
cannot be reopened without the unanimous consent of the
whole staff.”

* But woally—"’
© “Order! Order!”

Arthur Augustus had to gi\'e it up. . And the editorial etaff
of “Tom Merry's Weekly ” sot to work with preternaturally
grave faces, and not a single ghost of a chuckle broke the
glern golemnity of the study,

CHAPTER 4.
The Stafl are Busy.
CRATCH, scratch, seratoh !

Tho editorial staff of * Tom Merry's Weakly ' were

busily at work in Tom Merry’s study. Thore wera

six of them round the table, writing away at express speed,

Figgins was seated on the locker, and: Kerr on a stool undoer

the window, with their paper on their knees. Lowther was

sitting on the fender, \\'il‘l his manuseript on the coalbox, and

Arthur Augustus D'Avey was standing up, rubbing his chin

thoughtfully. The swaell of the School House seemed to be
in the throes of deep thought, i

He came out of his reveric ai last and looked round. All
the others were busy, and no one looked up to meet hia
glance, D'Aroy coughed, and coughed again, und yet no ane
took any notice. Then he spoke.

"I say, deah boys———""

Tom Merry looked up. He did nat speak, bul ho pointed
with the handla of his pen to a notice Hung over the mantel:
siece, It was a large sheet of cardboard, with the word
*Bilence ' smeared on it in black ink with a gum-brush.

“Yans,” swid Arthur Augustus; “ L observe that notice,
Tom Mewwy, but—""

“Shut up " growled Lowther, X

“I bog your pardon, Lowthah !" said D'Arey, in his mogt
stately way.

*Granted I said Lowthor,

Y1 did not mean-———'

‘* Silenoce 1

“Yaas; but I gay—I*

** Chooso' it:)"?

“I wefuse to cheoso it 1" said Arthur Augustus, “Tt i
a wathah important point, and concerns the whole aditowinl
staff of the ‘ Weekly.! I want to put it to you all.”

“Oh, give us a rost!” said Manners, * How am I {o
write a really good article on touching up photographs if
you keep on jawing like—like a gramophone 1
- “T woally don't suppose you will w'ite a wenlly good
article undah any cires., Mannahs., I was thinkin'—-"

* Attentiop ! said Tom Merry, “ Everyone teke notice of
the extraordinary circumstance mentioned by D'Arcy! It
ought to go into the * Weekly * under the heading of * Natural
Phenomena ’ ! Ts that all, D'Arey 77

T was thinkin'——"

“Yes: we've got that down 1!

“I uttahly wefuse to have my wemarks tweated in thia
wibald way, Tom Mowwy! Unless I am tweated with
pwopah wespeet I shall wesign fwom the editowial staff, and

“ But shut up 17
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Avthur Augustus D'Arvey opencd the study door, ** You are wemarkably quiet!’ he said sarcastically.

that would place you'in a doocid awkward posish., with your
only weally good contwibutah gone ! ;

“Don’t be hard on a poor chief cditor, Gussy !”

“I don't want to be hard, Tom Mewwy, but a pwopah
considewation for my personal dig. may leave me no alterna-
tive but to wesign. {!:mm':lll. to wesume. I was thinkin’
that this week I shall want double my usual space &

S Rats ! maid several volces.

‘“ As, besides my article on the fashions, T shall want a
couple of columns for an article on musie,”’ said 1'Arey,
urnthoeding.  “ My discovewy that I have a wemarkablo
tonor voice has turned my attention to that subject, T am
thinkin' of puttin' in an article on singin' evewy wook.”

“Right-ho! You can put it in the place of your fashions
arkicle."

“ Nothin' of the sort ! Tf one of you fellows likes to woesign
his space to mo for a few weeks——"

“No foar !’

“Then the only allernalive is o publish a double number.

“ Morc ruts!"

“I do not see how the difficalty is to be othaliwise mef,”
snid Arthur Augustus.  * Howevah, 1 leave it to Tom
Mewwy, as chiel editah, only pwemisin’ that T shall eertainly
oxpoct all the stuff T w'ite to go in. By the way, I don’t
soem to be gottin® on vewy well with the article, and I
alwaya find my bwain works quickah if music is goin’ on. 1
supposo you fellows won't object to my turnin’ on Tom
Mowwy's gwamophone ?" ]

There was a yell of protest.

“ Weally, deah boys, if you are such unmusieal asses, vou
ought to be glad of an opportunity of studyin’ the thing!"
suid D' Aroy sevorely, s 2 :

“0Oh, rats!" said Lowther, “There's ten fellows in the

L2

NEXT
THURSDAY:

“ THE RIVAL EDITORS.”

study, and hardly room to breathe now. There's no room for
a row,"

“1f you wegard music as o wow, Lowthah—'

* Keep away from that gramophone !

““1 wefuse to do anythin' of the sort! You wemembah
what Shakespeare says, ‘ The man that hath no musie in his
soul is fit for tweasons, stwatagems, and spoils, Let no such
man be twusted'! I agwee with Shakespeare in thal
wemark. I have been w'iting an ‘Ode to Music' for this
numbah of the ‘ Weekly." "

* Keep off that gramophone !

‘“Wats "

And Arthur Augustus wound up the machine, and selectad
a record, and laid it on the turntable. Lowther rose from
the fender. D'Arcy put in a needle, keoping a wary eyo
on Lowther, aud started the gramophone. The atirring
strains of the * Soldiers’ Chorus” from * Faust” filled the
room with sound,

Now, nobody objected to the * Soldiers’ Chorus™ in itself,
but in a erowded room with, at least, nine juniora hard al
brainwork, it was really a little too much, Monty Lowther
made a spring at D'Arcy,

“Shut 1t uﬂl"!f'

“Wats I

“Well, I will, then!”

‘I wepeat, Lowthah, that my bwain works bettah when
have just listened to some musio!”

“Rats ! I don't believe it ever works at all!”

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Now, look here, (Gusay

“ Look here, Lowthah M "
The door opened, and Skimpole looked in. He blinkod
mildly at the busy editorial staff of the * Weokly,'

¥
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“Would you chaps mind making o little less row " e
aeked. T am working up for the exam, for the Codicote,
you know,”

. ' Oh, wats, doah boy ! You haven't any chance for that !"

“li.?«nal]y, D'Aroy, I think it is practioally cortainty for
e "

D But T have entahed, deah boy 1"

“What difforence does that make?"”

" Wall, T wathah weckon T am gottin® that scholarship 1"

“Doar mo! I heve often feared that you were sufforing
from incipient softening of the brain, D'Arcy, but I have
nevor had any diveet proof of it till now ! I

' You uttah ass 1

Lowther shut off {he gramophone,  Blessed silence
desconded upon the study.  Arthur Augustus sorowed his
monocle into his eye and stared ot Lowthor,

“T wogard you ns an unmusiosl ass " he said. *“ How-

i lowve the majtah to the majowity,
What do yon fellows sy 1"’

ovah, T am willin’ to

“Rilence " roared the fellows,

“ Vawy well. Bubt T must wemark shat T wnEnrd you as
a sl of unmusion] assps! T suppose there will be no’ objec-

tion to my aingin’ a tenor solo to wefwesh myself im fhe
midst of my labahg 7

o Xow, xather 1" shirieked Blake. “Dry up "
“If you put it that way, Blake, T shall wefuse to dwy up !

wafwosh me considewably (o ring the * Pwizo Shng"
fwom the ‘Meistersinger.” ™ ;
You'll got scragged if you do !
‘T shall uttahly wofuse do gel sowagged 1"
And Avthur Augustus starfed: piteict

" Morgoenlicht louchtend im rosigen
Von Blut und Duft,
Geschwollt die Laft—?"

“Oh! Ow! 0-0-0-0000h ™
Arthur Augustus suddenly stopped, as a Latin Grommar
o chin.

Hchein,

caught him under th 3
Arthur Augustus did net Jike a Latin Grammar much at

any fime, but talken extarnally, wnder the chin, it wos most
unpleasant of all.

He sat down.

*Now, you jolly wall shut up !
hurled the vo'lume. “Blessod if
gramophone 1"

" Munnahs, 1 wegard you as o beasi " :
That's all right, so fong as you do it quietly
I considah you a wanlk outsidah 1
‘Good I"

“T nttahly wefuse o co-opewate with you on the editowial
stafl' of the papah!”

“ Hurray ™

Arthur ‘Augustus rubbed Lig chin, bestowod a glance of
withoring seorn upon Manners, and strode [rom the study,

And the aditorial staff, with o gaap of general reliof, settled
down to their interrupted editorial labours again,

said Manners, who hLad
1’8 not as bad as the

CHAPTER 5.
A Blow for Gore—And Another for Skimpole.

OM MIRRY rose from the table with a sigh of relicf.

“ Well, that's done,™ he said, **If you fellows are

finished, we may as well gat down to the gym,, and
stroteh oursolves a bit,"

" Nearly done,” said Figgins, without looking up from
the u}sl-u!mont of the "“Bluck Chief of tho Red Braves,”
i) ;v:]ll ’Imry my sealping-knife in your chest—-"

v

"Awrid hﬁn}rl your remains to the wolves of the forosh -’

“What?'

“Oh, it's ol vight! That's only a speech of the Black
Chief of the Red Sruves,” suid Figgins renssuringly.  “To
be continued in our next, I thinlk that's a rather good cur.
tuin, I'm done,"

Bluke looked up, eeratehing his head,

‘Anybody know a rhyme for medimval ' he asked.

' Blessed if 1 do,’” guid Tom Merry. *“Put to be con.
tinuod, and leave the rhyme over for the next number. 1'm
going down to the gym., When you've finished, put the
sheets togethor, They’'ve got to go down 4o the printer's
to-night, or we sha’n’t have the numbor on SBaturday. You
fallows are so late with your copy, that there won't be any
time to look over the proofs, so tuke extra cars now."

Tho door opened,

' Hallo, 'S]lcimm}/.’" said Tom Merry,
“1lave yon g.lrut your article ready?
printer's with this soon,

I have not yet finished the article, Merry. Somehow tho
inspiration refused to flow. Rven the greatest brains foil
to come quite up to the mark at timea. 1 have been working

looking round,
I'm going down to the
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on the exam. instead, bhut T find the matter somewhab
harder than I had anticipated, I had givon it no attention
before to-day, I find that a part of the subject consists in
questions on Romam history and geography, and 1 am’ some-
what hazy on those subjects.’ ;

" Fanoy that dufler entering for the Codicote I mur-
mured Kerr. “Why, 1 expect to have a prefty stiff tussle
for it amyself 1"

"aﬁ.m you entering, Korr?" asked
wWordas.
ﬁ:‘,ﬁslf course—woeks ugo. I'm pafher expecting to pull it

o are we all,” laughed Tom Merry, ““So are a dogen
other fellows in the House,” 4 g

“Really, 1 ghould Jike to make asuggestion to you,” anid
Slimpole, with an air of deep pons g. ‘‘I find that it
will fake up a great deal of my time to work up for the
axnw fa.lm.]l ave fo éawp agide all any tguulu]]mtt- |'\ro- .
| ( or & fime, and give up amateur detective
:tu%iu. OFf course, if T devote my mﬂﬁﬁle brain powers
1o the subject, you feollows won't have any chanee,”

* Not an earthly, of course.”

“®o I suggest that yon should all sodign from the com.
petition——"

“What?" . 5

“ And leave me a clear fiold,"”

“Well, of all the nerye ™

“1 fail to see it in that light.
I wm bound to get the scha u.tdh:{. If you «m:gln‘
get it casily—the result ayill e the same, and
saved the trouble of werking.”

“Ila, ha, ha!"

“1 do not sse anything humorous in that sug
Merry. T may soy that others heside myself regar
4 certain winner—QGare, for instence.”

“His faith is great!” murmured Kerp,

* Really, Kerr——"

Gore looked into the study.
ceadingly amiable nod.

“ Hallo, old chap! Cominz down to the gym.7”’

“ Yes—er—certainly, Gore, I was just—!"

‘Come on, then! Don't stay heré with these swots,”
said (Gore, 1

" We're nof swolting,” said Heorries indignanily,
working up this week’s number of the paper.”
Lot of rot, I eall it,” said Gore.

“There’s the door,” suid Tom Merry.

Slimpole, calching the

L]

I you work, and T work,
i 1 chall
shall bo

estion,
me as

He gave Rkimpole an ex.

“We'ro

“Or perhaps

(iore passed his arm through Skimpole's.

‘' Come on, old chap.’

The whole editorinl staff stared at them. The oxtra.
ordinary amiability of the bully of the Shell was too amazing
for words.

“ Certainly, Gore,"” said Skimpole. ' But just wait a
moment. 1 was speaking to Tom Merry. Merry, will you
please oblige me in this matter by resigning from the com-
petition \

‘** Ask me another," :

“ Will you other fellows resign?”? ;

‘I don't think,” said the ofher fellows, in chorus,

“I consider this as rather selfish of you. I am certain 1o
get the scholarship if T worlk for it, and I am really very
much in need of the fifty pounds.”

“The what?’ suid Gore, starting. “What's that?"

‘I was apeaking of the fifty pounds given with the
Cadicote Scholarship, for which I have entere , Goro,”

" Is that—that—that the fifty pounds you were telling meo
about 1

“Yes, certainly,” p

' You—you won't got the fifty nounds unless you win the
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Codicote asked Core, scarcely - able to
artioulate,

H Certainly nob.  But there is no danger—I am cerlain to
avin it. If these fellows persist in competing with me, [
ghall exert my wonderful brain powers, and then, of
course, the thing will be o certainty.”

' You—you-—you!" stuttered Gore.

Skimpole gazed at him in amazement,

“Is anything the matter, Gore? You appear to be
annoyed,”’

* You-—you confounded. idiot " roared Gore. “ Youw—you
welsher 1"

“Eh ?l,

“ You've diddled me out of a feed!” yellod Gore. * You
told me you were going to have ffty pounds, and promised
mo a Gver out of 1."”

“ Well, that is quite correet.”

“Yes, if you win some measly scholarship or other—and
vou've gob about as much chanee against Merry or Blake as
4 kid in the Third has,” :

“ Really, Gore—"

“ You—you welsher |

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Me”{i,r

And the staff of ** Tom Merry’s Week!
The discovery of Gore's brue motives in ¢
Skimpole struek as comical,

The cad of the Shell glared at them fiercely.

“I am surprised and shocked, Gore; at discovering these
moroenury motives,” esnid Skimpole loftily. “ 1 imagined
that I had converted you to Soecialism, and I had hoped
that you would enable me to say-——— Ow!”

Hlkimpole had not meant fo say ' Ow,” but the ejacula-
tion was uttered involuntarily as Gore’s fist smote him on
the nose,

The amateur Socialist staggered back, and sat down
violently upon the knees of Fatty Wynn, and Gore stamped
ouf of the study and slammed the door with a slam that

u

Scholarship ¢

E" simply yelled.
umming up with

imade the table jump,

‘' Hore, get off, you bony duffer!” said Fatty Wynn, and
He gave Blkimpole a gentle shove that sent him sliding to the

oor,

“Denr me!” said Skimpole duzedly, I feel as if I had
—had received a shock.'

‘' Ha, ha, ha !”

The amateur Socialist was dragged up by Blake and Tom
Merry, and stood upen his feet. Ie pressed his handker-
chief to his nose, and it was immediately dyed with crimson.

“Dear mao'l 1 think my nose is bleading!”

“It looks like it,”" grinned Blake, * iut handkerchief
is a study in scarlet already. Mop it up! Will you lend
Skimmy your hearthrug, Tom Merry?"

“Cortainly. He's quite welcome.”

“Dear me! I think the handkerchief will be sufficient.
This is very rough and rude of Gere, a sincere Bocialist,
I am opposed to every kind of violenee, or I should cer-
taninly follow him and strike him forcibly. I am ashamed
to say that at the present moment it would afford me con-
siderable gratification to strike him forcibly.” :

“You're all right,” said Figgina. “A ?ittle bleeding is
what a chap wants when he's in too good condition. You
don’t want it all from the nose, though, I'll just let a
littla blood from your wrist,” :

“Hh”

“ Keep still! Tend me your penknife, Kerr,”

“ Here you are, Figgy.

" Dear me! What are you going to do with thai knife,
Figgins?"

* Bleed you w little, my son. Hold still.”

P But I—I don’t want to be bled. I am bleeding con-
aiderably at the mose."

“ My dear chap, I've made w special study of this subject.
In fact, T've taken surgery up as a hobby,” said Figgine,
*“This ia all right—I know what I'm about. Hold ou
wrist."”

1 I—I““"I”—‘—‘” .

Tom Merry exchanged glances with Blake. Blake eaught
hold of Figgins's arm, and Tom gently but firmly extracted
the penknife from his grip. Figgins resisted.

“Don’t be an ass, Merry, This is a serious matter.”

1 know it is,” said Tom Merry. ““I strongly object to
pigsticking in my study. If you want to bleed anybody, try
Fatty Wynn, in your own study,”

“Well, T never thought of that, but it's not a bad idea.
{3 “"’iml(iddc) .rli‘uttydgri‘oﬁ.”

“ Would it?" snid Fatty Wynn, looking dangorous, It
anybody starts bleeding 111{3, there will bo"a jollgf big row, I
warn him!"

“TIf it’s for your own good, Fatty——"

:: Oh, vats!’” said Fatty ungratefully.

Doar me,” said 8kimpole. *'I think I shall have to go
and hold my nose under a key, or slip a cold tap down my
ack—I mean—"'

your
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* Good idew!' said Tom Merry. ;
And Skimpole left the study, still with his handkerchief
to his nese, and ruby drops spotting the linoleum as he
went up the passago.
P j—

CHAPTER 6,
A Mysterious Disappearance.

EORGE GORE had an exiremely unamiable expres-
sion upon his face as he strolled into the gim
There wag some satisfaction in the damage he had
done to Hc-.rbert'gkimpolo'a nose. But tfhinlclngf of the time
and trouble and money he had wasted in cultivating the
friendship of the amateur Socialist, all for nothing, made

Gore perfectly wild, ‘

Mellish and Sharp noticed his looks, and sympathetically
inquired the cause. They wore Gore's chums, but follows
like Gore have very little underatanding of the true mean-
g of chumming. ~As a matter of fact, neither Sharp nor
Mgllinh was displeased by Gore's glum looks, and they
derived considerable enjoyment from his recital of his
wrongs.

“After 1'd stood him a jolly good feed,” said Core im-
preseively. “ Then to find out that he wasn't going to have
any tin at all! Why, what are you laughing at?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Mellich,

“{;{::}a; he, he!" cac!tlej? Sharp.

¥t y, you grinning dummies—-—

Lid) v u{.]m?"

‘“He, he, he!” 7

Gore scowled at his hilarious friends. He wag looking in
i dun‘mrmls temper, and the two Fourth-Form juniora
quieted at last.

“ Excure me,” grinned Mellish, “ It struck me ns—as
rather funny. Ha, ha!"

“ Something elsa’ll strilke you jolly soon,” growled Gora.

“Oh, don't be ratty ! Fancy you being taken in like that,
though,"

“ Clean done!"” chuckled Sharp. -

“T1 shouldn't wonder if he planned it all from the begin-
ning, and Tom Merry was at the bottom of it,” went on
Meilish, who knew very well that euch was not the case.
But Mellish had an imagination far too free and soaring
to bo trammelled by any regavd for facts. Gore was in 1
humour to believe anything, however,

“T shouldn’t wonder,” he nssented. * They were laugh-
ingf like a lot of hyenas in Merry's study when I found if
out,”

: "iYuu; could got your own back,” Mellish observed care:
easly. : .

Gore stared at him,

o I'IO“"{"

“When I passed Tom Merry’s study a while back the
packet wae lying on the table there, ready to go to the
printer's.”

“Oh, was it? How do you knowi"

“Waell, I looked in.” Y .

“Why didn't you chuck the thing into the fire?' said
Clore savagely. 1 would.”

““'Woll, it's still there,” said Mellish.

Gore wrinkled his brows. He was smarting, end in a
mood to hit back hard for his fancied m}\%rie&‘. If the copy
for the ** Waeekly ” were destroyed, Tom Mervy & Co. would
have something else {0 laugh about.

‘“ Where's Tom Merry now?'' he asked.

”

“In thn.gfm,” eaid Mollieh. *‘ He came in o few minutes
ago, ¥ think.,  Yes, there he is over yonder, talking to
Finn.'

Gore looked woross. Tom Merry was chatting to Buok
inn, the sparely-built, keen-eyed American youth. Finn
had been laid up lately with infloenzn, and he was still
looking a little pale, but very mearly his old self.

“I think I'll go and have a stroll wvound,” said Core
abruptly.

Mellish and Sharp grinned at ane another as CGore left,
They know his intention, and they picturad to themselves
the faces of the editorial etaff of ™ Tom Merry's Weekly ™
when the copy was found to be missing,

A fow minutes later Core looked dnto Tom Merry's etudy.
The room was empty, the gas turned low, and in the middle
of the table lay a packet meably wrapped in brown paper
and tied with twine.

Gore's oyes gleamed as ho steppod into the stndy.

HeTplcked up the packet. Yes, thoro was tho mame of
Mr. Tiper, the Rylcombe printor, on tho outside, in Tom
Merry's big hand, Gore throst “he packet under his jacket,
and turned to the door again.

here was a footstep in the corridor, ]

The cad of the 8hell started, and drew baek., Was it
someone passing, or—— The next moment he kuew, Jack
Blake came into the study.
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The Fourth-Former gave a start on seeing Gore there.

" Hallo, Goro!” :

Gore muttered something, and went towards the door.
Blake turned up the zas, and looked at him again. Gore
left the study, wnd Blake looked exceedingly puzzled.

‘* Wonder what that rotter was doing here,’”” he muttered,
‘'Some little game, I suppose. Where's that packet for
the printer "

Juck Blake had a pass from Kildare to go down to Ryl-
comhe and take the copy for the '* Weekly,” and he had
Just come to the study for it. He had been told that it wae
on the table, but the table was bare. He glanced round
the study, but there was no sign of a packet, and he remem-
bered Gore, 3

Gore's guilty look, and his presence in the study, were
ox l-mﬂa!ed in a flash, Ie had taken the copy of the
" Weekly.”

In a twinkling Jock Blake was out in the eorridor,

The place was deserted. Blake heard a sound towards
the stuirs, and ran in that direction. He rounded a corner,
and almost ran into' Skimpole,  The geniue of St. Jim's
was studying a huge volume as he walked up the passage.

" Have you seen Gore?” gasped Blake,

S[(imlpw[ﬂ blinked at him, L

“Did you speak?’ he asked. ““I am just getting into
the interesting part of Professor. Jawfull Jabbar's great
work on Socialism, I shall, to a certein extent, take this
s m}' model—=" ¢ ;

" Haz anyone lmr-ﬁod yout"

As my mode
some four hundred and eighty-three chapters, zo far, so
there is plenty of room lefi for—— Ow, ow!'’

Blalke shook him violently.

Skimpole broke off, gusping, and the huge volume con-
tainmg  the valuable meditations  of Professor Jabbar
dropped with o crash to the floor, and Skimpole's spectacles
«hid _down his nose,

“Dear me! Blake, really—="~

“ Has anybody passed you?'"

* Yes, someone ran by me; but reslly——"

“Was it Gorel"

“¥es, I think so. Yes, I am sure; I remember he
d!‘om]cd comething from under his jacket, and stopped to
pick it up, end—"

But _Bi-ai{e was gone, - ITe was deseending the staire three
ab o time, lenving Skimpole in o state bordering on stupe-

faction,

“Dear me!” murmured Skimpole, replacing his speo-
tacles, and picking up the huge volume of Jabbarian wis-
dom. “Dear me! I cannot help regarding that as almost
rude of Blake,” 3
_ Blake flew down the stairs, 1t was unfortunate that Kil-
dare of the Hixth was coming up at the same moment.
Blake bumped into a broad chest, and an iron grip on his
collar [Jrouﬁhl. him to @ stop. Kildare grasped the banister
with his other hand, and gL'urml at the jumior wriggling in
his grip.

* You—you younges-'

“ Letelet—lemme go, Kildare!"

“Yes, I'm likely to!” enid the captain. of St Jim's.
‘**You nearly sent me Jownstairs on my neck.”

“T'mein @ huprys——"

“Come into my study, and T'll give you a lesson about
going downstairs in a hurry.”

“Oh, really, Kildare,” gasped Blake, “I'm after Gore.
He's collaved the copy of our ‘Weekly,’ and he's up to
somothing with it,”

Kildare hesitated a moment, and then his grasp relaxed.

Y Cut!” he said ‘briefly.

Blake did not need teiling twice, He cut, and went down
the rest of the stairs like lightning, Then he glared round
in search of Gore. The cad of the Shell was not to ba seen.

Bloke gragped Reilly by the shoulder. The Irish junior
was reading the notices on the board, when he was suc denly
whirled round by Blake's excited grasp,

“ Faith, and what—-—

" Have you seen Gore?"

"C’eore, 15 it? Faith, and he went into the quad. a minute
ago,

Jaclk dashed into the quady Tt was very dark there, and
there was no sign of Gore to be seen.  Up and down he
rughed excitedly ; but if the cad of the Shell was there, he
kept weil out of sight. Tom Merry and Buck Finn were
coming oub of the gym., and Blake dashed towards them.

* Have you scen Gore?”

“Gora?”’ said Tom Merry. “Not lately.”?

“1 guess not,” said Buck Finn, .

“ Did you leave the copy of the * Weekly® where you told
me, Merry?*

“Yes, of conrse T did,”

“Then it's gone,”
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“Gone "
¢ “¥Yes; and Gore's taken it

Tonl Merry, s excited now as Blake, geized him by the
arm.

“Buret .

“Ho was in your sludy; he sneaked out like a kicked
dog,” said Blake rapidly, *‘Then I saw the packet wasn't
there. 1 was after J}im like a shot, but he's dodging me,"”

“'We'll jolly soon hunt him out.”

‘T guess I'll lend you @ hand.”

Tom Merry's whistle rang through the gloom of the quad-
rangle, Tt was a signal well known to his chums, and they
were nob long in gathering.. A minute more, and the news
was known, and Tom Merry & Co. were hunting far and
wide for the vanished Gore,

el
CHAPYTER 7.
Towser Distinguishes Himself. g

ORE was not, a8 a rule, much sought after.  But jusk

now he was being sought after to a really remark-

able extent. A dozen juniers hunted for him high
and . low, asking every fellow they met for information,
Information was hard to gain., Some had scen him, and
somo hadn’t. Nobody appeared to know where he was now.

The hunters separated, and took different directions,  Tom
Mérry, Lowther, and Manners did the Shell paseage, search-
ing every study, Buclk Finn and Blake drew the box-rooma
—blank. Digby and Herries hunted through the Fourth
Form studies, 'Fhey rouied Arthur Augustus D'Arcy out of
the common-room, and made him join in the hunt.

D'Arcy, who was #till suffering considerably from dnmaﬁo
to his dig., declined at firet; but when he learnod that the
copy of tho * Weekly ’ was in danger, he bucked up at
once. To have his fashion ecolumn and his interesting in-
formation on music lost, was not to be thought of. Mo
joined in the quest with great ardour. Figging & Co., on
a chanee that Gore might have taken refuge in the New
House, hurried off thither, and searched for him. But it
z0on. became clear that Gore was not there.

Where was Gore? -

Nobody appeared to know. In the midst of the exciting
search, while the fate of the ' Weekly * hung in the balance,
Dighy remembered that he had a German imposition to tale
in to Jferr Schneider, and that it was overdue. He rushed
off to Study No, 6 to get it. Herries, who was considerably
dusty from a search in a lumber-room, was suddenly struck
by an idea.

“Towser 1"

“Eh%” growled Blake. * Thinking of that rotten bulldog
now, when we may have all our work to do over again!
Scat!"

“T'm thinking of Towser——'

“Oh, go and feed him, then!"

“I'm not thinking of feeding him. Ti'a iivge, though,”
gaid Herries, looking at his watch, “ But whao I was think-
ing of is that Towser might track down Gore.”

* Rata!"

3

“ Look here,” suid Herries warmly, “ you know jolly well
what o marvel Towser is at tracking down people. You
remoimnber how he tracked down the burglars who robbed
the (1‘1“]"1].”

““More rats )"

" Well, I'm jolly well going to try Towger, that's all,”

“You'll get into a row if you bring him inio the house,”
said Lowther,

“Well, it’s worth risking a row to get the copy of tho
* Weekly? back."

“ Yes, but—="

 Besides, Blake says that Towszer can'l brack down tho
rotter, and 1 know jolly well he ean, . I'l] just show you.”

And Herrvies, not to be argued with, rushed off for his
favourite,

Toin Merry laughed.

“There'll be ructions if Herries starts tracking peopls
indoors with that ghastly bulldog,” lie said. **But heng
it all, where can Gore bot”

The search had lasted more than half an hour. There
was ample time for Gore to have destroyed the *“ Weekly
if he had o wished, But Tom Merry thought he woulil
hestitate to do so. !

“ You see, if we hadn't spoited him——"

“1f 1 hadn't spotied him, you mean,” said Blake,

“Well, yes, if Bluke hadn't spotted him, he would very
likely have made an end of the copy, but now he knowa
we're on his track, he won't dave,'” suid Tom Merry, with
conviction, i 1 g

e could deny knowing anything about it,” said
Lowther, y 7

“Yes, and I know he wouldn’t mind lying; buf we shouldl
find some {races of it sooner or later,” said Tom. ‘* Two or
A Double-Length School Tule of
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three quires of foolscap aren’t got rid of so ensily. And
when we found the fragments—well, the proof wouldn’t
be conclusive enough for a court of law, but it would de
for us, and Gore would have one of the highest old times
of his life. And he knows it.”

‘" Bai Jove, I wathah think you are wight, Tom Mewwy.
What do you think the wottah will do, then?”

“Most likely hide it somewhere, and pretend to know
nothing about it.”

“Bai Jove! We'll wag him till we make him tell ua
whero it is.”

* Yes, rather! And that's why he's keoping out of the
way.”’

“Where can the wottah be?"

“That's o blessed mystery, Hallo, here's
his blughound, "Ware prefects, old fellow!”

" Blow the profects!” said Herries, dragging on Towser's
chain, *“ Fave you got anything belonging to CGlore—his
cup, or boots, or anything?"”

Girarararr |

Towsor apparently didn't like being kept waiting for his
supper. He was looking far from amiable, His growl made
Arthur Augustus draw back hastily.

*That wotten dog is not safo, Howwies.”

“ Ho's safo enough, unless one of the 'prefects geos him,”

1 mean he is not safe for us at close.quartahs.”

“1t's all right if you don’t look at him. Towser doesn't
like being looked at, that's all,”

“I'm just going up to Schneider,” snid Dighy, coming
i|_]unﬁ'. with an impogition in his hand, **I forgot about my
ines.

Herries with
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[ Arthur Augustus eccased Ian the middle of his tenor solo, as a Latin grammar caught him
under the chin,

“Have you got anything belonging to ‘Gore?  Hallo |
Quiet, Towser! What is he sniffing att"

““ My imposition, T believe,” said Dighy, snatching it
hastily out of the bulldog’s reach. ** It was left on the table
at tea-time, and some herring got on it. It's on the last
sheet, #o 1 hope Schneider won't notice it,”

“ Keep him quiet, Horries.”

“I1 am keoping him quiet,” growled IMerrics. T sup-
pose you don't want a bulldog to he as quiet as an Fgypliun
mummy, «do you?! He obeys me in everything. Quial,
Towser. Now watch him shut up,”

Gr-rer-ter !

'Y Quiet, old boy!

Gr-r-r-r-r'l

“'Well, wa're waiting for him to shut up,” said
patiently.

*Oh, rats!"” said Hevrics crosaly, * Towser isn't a measly
mongrel afraid of every word, If he wanis to growl, he
growls. Don't you, Towsy, old boy?"

Grevr-eer! said Towsy old boy.

“There you are!” said Herries triumphantly.

“Wonderful I” eaid Tom Merry, with due solemnily. 1
gee that you can dead Towser with o thread—anywhere he
wants to go. What on earth is he trying to get after Dighy
for?”

* Quiet, Towsor! Stop!”

“ Ha, ha, ha! He's after the herring on the paper.”

Towser strained at the chain. Fe made so much noiso
when Herries tried to restrain him that the junior, in four
of being pounced upon by an angry prefect, lot him have

Quiet, dogpy!™

Blalke
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his way. Towser strained and pulled on, and arvived along
with Dighy at the door of Herr Schneider’s study, Dig had
just tapped, and a deep voico had bidden him ** Gome ks

owser made o snatch at the imposition as Dig went in,
but the junior held it in the nir.

Herriea guve a sudden exclumation as the door flew open,

Tor theve, seated demurely at Herr Schneider's table, was
G{‘ﬂ!‘gﬂ Gore,

“Gore!” gasped Herries,

Gore looked round with a sweet smile,

“1 can't come now, Herries,” he said. “ Herr Schnaider
has kindly consented to help me with my German verbs,"

“ Dat is #0,” snid Herr Schneider, beaming through his
gpectaclos. T likes fo encournge to study among te Poys,
and 1 tink tat Gore espocially is ferry mooch in need of
tuking his vork mora seriously.

" My imposition, sir,"” said Digby.

"“You may blace it on te table, Dighy,” said the Herr,
I'rom where he sat ho conld not seo Towsor, but he suddenly
became aware of the bulldog’s presence.

As Digby laid the impol on the table, Towser made a
suddon spring for it,

It was useless for (he startled Herrios to attempt to stop
}1im.] The sudden spring had dragged the chain from his

Hin

Towsoer serambled on the table,

Heore Schuoeider started up with a shriel.

“Ach! Take tat peast away, ain’t it 1"

Hervies rushed forward. Digby sprang to his aid. Bub
they were too late.  Herr Schneider smoto the bulldog with
hig book, to frighten him away, and it wae about the worst
thing he could have done. Towser forgot all about the fas.
cinating scent of hevring that had led him on. He went in
or vengeance, Right at the astout Glerman he serambled
over the table,  Books and papers, an inkpot and a globe,
. went crashing to the floor. Herr Schneider took one look

ab_the bulldog’s jaws, and fled. 5
. He dodged round the table, and Towser dashed after him
With clinking chain,

" Towser " shricked Herries,

But Towser was too excited fo heed his master's voice.

“Ach!” gasped Herr Schneider, * Help! Merey! I am
murdair! ﬁelpl"

Dighy flung himself desperately between the bulldog and
his prey. II Herr Schneider should be bitten, the conse-
quences would he endless for the juniors. Towser, bafiled,
wag greatly inclined to bite Dighy instead, but he rECOK -
nised one who had often fed Lim, and bulldogs have good
memories. Digby clutehed his eollar and held him off, and
Herr Schneider promptly gained the other eide of the table
again, A

“Ach!” he gasped,
tog safely, Tighy ("

* Yaos, sir!"” gasped D.ghy.

" You vas ein prave lad.” Hold him tight.”

" ¥Yea, #in,” snid Dighy heroically. As he was in no
dunger, he could bo as heroic as he liked, and ho did not
let the opportunity slip. 1 won't let him bite you, #ir,
Ho shall—shall tear me in pieces -firat!”

* Prave poy! Hold him!"

" He's wll right, siv!" gasped Hervies.
frisky | :

"* You vicked pay ! But for that prave lad T might have been
forn in picces, after,” said Herr Schneider, * You shall
be reported to the House-muster, ain’t it, and tat fearful
peast shall be shot !

" Oh, siv!” gasped the dismayed Horries,

. :]Ihuf_rwid 1!' Go, and take tat peast mit you pefore.”

“0h, pipm——

* Not o vort!” said the German master, with a majestio
wave of the hand, “dol"

Herries dejectedly took the chain of the bulldog. Tom
Merry & Co,, all attracted by the disturbance, wera in the
passage outside.  They were looking at Gore YOIy ex-
pressively, but Gore appeared not to see if.

‘* As for yeu, 'Figby, my prave lad,” said Herr Schneider,
“T am ferry grateful to you, and if you asks a favour, I
grants him,’

“Oh, thank you, sir!" said Digby.

“You vas a prave poy. You may go. You also may go,
tore, 1 cannot after tat shock go on mit te Sherman verbs,
but I helps you anoder time.”

Gore gave o disquieted glance at the juniors in the passage,
But there was nothing to be done, and he loft the stucly.
And Jack Blake and Tom Moerry linked their arms in his
ag he came out, and marched him away quite affectionatoly,

“Mein gootness! Haf you gob tat

“Only a little

NEXT
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CHHAPTER 8,
A Case of Doubt.

OM MERRY, & Co. led Gore away without a word
The cad of the Shell made one or two efforts o
shake himself free, in vain. Then he went quie}ly,

lest worse should befall him. :

Herries had a dejected countenance. Reporting (o the
House-master meant a caning; but that did not worry
Herries, But the German-master had declared that Towser
should be shot. Towser had caueed frouble o often before
at Bt. Jim's that there was a very strong fecling against
him in many quarters, His violont death would probably
cause rejoicings among thoso who had been selected by
Towser for the purpose of trying hie teeth. But to Herries
Towser was all in all, Even his cornet paled into insignifi-
canco beside Towser, r

It was & much debated question in Study No, 6 in ihe
School House, as to which was the more utterly intolerable
in the study—Herries' bulldog, or Herries' cornet. Blako
had openly declared that he would stand a feed to anybody
who would smash the cornet. Arthur Augustus had hinted
that he had a spare fiver for anybody who shounld be re-
sponsible for the demise of Towser, But now that the fint
had gone forth, they were all sorry for Herries. :

1f Herr Schneider made a point of it in his complaint to
the House-master—and he was certain to do so—there would
be only the alternative of the death of Towser, or of send-
ing him away from the school. And Herries had a disma)
forcboding of how Towser would he received if he sent him
home.

“1t's too bad,” said Tom Merry. “I'm sorry, Herries.
Of course, it's rot about having him shot. Railfon will let
you gend him away instead.”

** Yaas, wathah "

. “Tdon’t want to send him away," said Herries miserably.

“It's hard cheese,” said Blake. “I can't say I like
Towser as a companion, but'il’s hard cheess all the same.™

* Yaas, wathah! Undah the cires., 1 withdwaw sevewal
wemarks I have made coneernin’ Towsah.™

“1t's all the fault of this squirming rotter,” said Figgins,
I Gore hadn’t taken the copy of the * Weekly——' "

“Bai Jove! Figging is wight, It's all Goah's fault!”

‘ Better get the critter back to his kennel, before there's
more trouble, Herries, old man,” suggested Monty Layether.

Herries nodded glpomily, and led Towser away. The
juniors gathered round Gore, who was looking a little
scared, bub impudent at the same time. Thoy debated
varions modes of torture, but it was agreed that it ehould
not commence till Herries came back, As the chiefly
injured party, he was entitled to have a hand in it. Herries
was not long gone. Ho came back with a vengelnl glitter
in his eyes. .

* Bettor get him into tho box-room,” ho said, “ I think
five hundred whacks with a cricket bat will about meet the
oase,"”’

“Dai Jove! Dwaw it mild, old chap!” s

“ Look here,” said Gore, *lemme alone! I don't know
what yow've talking about. Tt wasn't my fault Herries'
mongral went for old Schneider.”

“1If you call my bulldog a mongrel, Gore——"

' Well, I don’t care what kind of f)eant, it is. You can't
say it was my fault it burst into Schneider's study——"

" Yes, it was. He wag tracking you,"”

“Heo was whatting?”

* Tracking you, You know jolly well you were only fool-
ing Schneider—you were only pretendling to want his help
with those rotten verbs to lcecr out of our way.” (ore
grinned faintly. * We've been hunting for you everywhere,
and at last I thought of tracking you down with Towser,"

‘ Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, you image?’ demandad
Herries, turning to Digby. ‘Do you mean to say that
Towser didn't track Gore down, when he went direct to
Schneider's study 77

“Ha, ha! He was following the scent of the herring on
my impot 1"

“Yaas, wathah!"

“Oh, don't talk utter bosh " said Herries irritably.  “1t's
amuzing to me how everybody runs down Towser—a niece,
quiet, affectionate, intelligent dog. Here's he got into a
mese for doing exactly what we brought him into the Houso
to o; and you can’t even give him the eredit of running
down Gore.’

“ Wenlly, Hewwieg——"

““And so it was all Oore's fault Towser has got into a
row,' said Herries, ‘‘Ho's going to be jolly well ragged
for it, too!" ;

“ Yaas, wathah! T quite agwee with Hewwies there.”

* Look here,” said Gore, ' what's the row? I don't eare

a
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whellier Towser tracked me or not!  What confoundad
usiness' had you to be tracking me! What have I done!”

“¥You know jolly well what you've done!” exclaimed
Blake hotly., * {Nhat ware you doing in Tom Merry’s study
when I went theref” .

“I went to borrow his German Grammar,”

“ Why, ,vou—,ycu——"

““As {10 wasn't there 1 looked in to see whether it was
lying about in sight, and as I couldn't see it I was coming
aut when you came in,” said Gore coolly., **1'm blessed if
1 see what business it is of yoursl”

* Now look here, Gore—"

“If Tom Merry doesn’t like me going into his study, it's
for him to say s0, and not for a Fourth Form kid!" said
Gore, “Mind your own business!" *

' You—you—you——"" gasped Blake. *You took the
copy of the *Weekly' off Tom Merry’s table, and you
know it!" o

Gore looked surprised,

I took what?”’

“The packet uontn\ining the copy prepared for the
printer,” said Tom Merry sternly.

** Blessed if I know anything about any packet! Is that
what you have been chasing me around for?'”

“ Yans, wathah!”

“Well, T can’t give you any information.
little joke of yours, Blake——"

“ Mine " howled Blake.

“Yos, youra! If this is a little joke of yours, you'd
better own up, and produce the thing.'

' Pro—=pro—produce it ! almost stuttered Blake,

“Yes, The joke has gone quite far enough.”

Blake looked as if he would jump on the veracious youth,
I'igging held him back, The juniors were looking. very
curiously. at Jack.

Y Bai J
joke, Blake g

* It isn't !’ shrieked Blake,

Goro shrugged his shoulders,

“Of course, I don't know anything about it,”” he
romarked, *‘ Blake was the last fellow to be seen with the
packet—-=>"

I wasn't—=1 didn't—T—="

“It's my belief that Blake has played some joke with it,"’
want on Gore coolly. *‘IHe'll own up to-morrow or the
next day——"

" Lot me get at him !’ roared Blake.

‘“Hold on!"

“Weally, I cannot ewedit that there is anythin’ in
Goah’s assertion, as I know him to an untwuthful
pereon, and I can wely on the word of my fwiend Blake,”
said Arthur Augustus. ‘I suggest that we wag him."”

* Look here——"" .

Tom Merry lookad steadily at Gore.

“Do you give us your word that you don't know any-
thing of the packet, Gore?" v

Gore hesitated a moment. It was hard to leck into Tom
Merry's clear eyes and tell a direot untruth.

“T don’t see why I should be catechised,” he exclaimed.
“T've told you why I went to your study. Tf Blake didn’t
taoke the packet somebody else might have.' ¥You oughtn't
to leave it lying about if it was valuable.”

Tom Merry hesitated.

“There's something in that,” he said, at Ivn;’lh. “It's
suspicious ngainst Gore, but the packet might’ have bean
taken by someone else,” -

‘1 wecommend waggin' him, anyway.'

“1'm jolly sure he took it!” said Blake.

“8o am I" said Herrica. *I've got to part with my
bulldog—""

Tom Merry amilod faintly.

* There's no connection between your
whether Gore took the packet, old chap,'

“I know I'ye got to part with Towser, anyway, and Gore
ought to be made to smart for it,” said Herries obstinately,

“I'm for leaving the ragging over till we find out for
cortain," said Tom Merry. * It would be unpleasant to
vag Gore, and then discover that some other cad—I mean,
some other chap, had taken the packet.”

Herries grunted. He was certain that CGore was guilty,
but as his only reason was that he had to part with Towser,
his' position could not be regarded as logical. The rest
rather unwillingly agreed with Tom Merry,

“1 wegard Tom Mewwy's statement of the mattah as
cowweet,” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. “ Goah is a feah-
ful wottah, but 1t would be o doocid awkward posieh to
digcovah that we had wagged the w'ong wottah. I
wecommend that he is allowed to go, and to come up for
judgment if called upon.”

“Btart him with a kick,” said Kerr,

1f tlhia s o

bulldog and
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M Hold on!" exclaimed Fatty Wynn, * Suppose we fine
him—malke him stand a feed all round, and——"

““Oh, scat! Get off, Gore!”

“It's a jolly good idea!” said the [at Fourth-Former.
“I'm jolly peckish. I get very hungry in this March
weather." i b

Blake, who was only half-convinced of the propriety of
letting Gore go unpunished, atarted him with o kick, and
the cad of the Shell did not retaliate. He wag only too
glad to escape so cheaply.

He scuttled off, chuckling, to retail the joka to Mellish

“and Sharp; and when the Terrible Three went to their

study a little ‘later, they heard the sound of chuckling pro-
cced from Gore's room, But there was one junior in the
School House who was in no mood for chuckling, It was
Herries, He went inte Study No. 6, and plumped himself
into the easy-chair, and refused to spealk, His chums were
sympathetic, but unable to console him, Herries: was
mourning his loss, and was not to be consoled. And Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy’s kind offer to cheer him up by singing
a tenor eolo from *‘ Tannhauser " was received so brusquely
that the swell of 8t. Jim's gave up the attempt at consolu-
tion on the spot.

CHAPTER 9.
A Reaspite for Towser,

at Al Jovo!” 7
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy uttered the oxclama-

tion suddenly., Blake and Dighy looked at him
but Herries remained morose and preoccupied,  IHo had
plenty to think about in the sad plight of Toweer.

1 have thought of an ideah,” explained Arthur
Augustus, “I1 am wathah touched——"

* Why say ‘rather'?” grunted Blake.

“Weally, Blake, you misappwehend my meanin,’ T am
wathih touched by the extwemely dispiwited expwession
upon Ilewwies’ bwow, and though he has been somewhat
wude to me, still-—""

“ With all his faults, you love him still,”’ said Blake,
with a nod.

* Yaas, pwecisely——

** Well, he's still now,” said Blake—*' quite still.”

“Pway leave those wotten witticisma to Lowthah, Blake.
As you fmow, I have ulwa;,-s objected to Towsah—-'"

“You let Towser alone!” growled Herries.

“¥You misappwehend me, 2

“Well, shut up, then!”

“1 decline to shut up. You misappwehend me entirely.
I have been stwuek by an idenh on the vewy subject of
that wotten bulldog——"

“You'll be etruck by something else jolly soon! said
Herries darkly. i

“1 should uttahly wefuse to be stwuck by somethin' else
Hewwies. And I must &y that you are not vewy gwatefu
for my ideah, which is coneeived in the apiwit of genewosit
and self-sacwifice. When I think of the constant dangah
my twousahs are in thwough that beast Towsah, I nm
tempted to hold my tongue, and let the bwute [)o sent
nway,”

Herries started. y

* Do you mean to say that you have got a whooze for
getting i\im lot off 1" ;

**Yaas, wathah!" said D'Arcy, with dignity. * That is
pwecisely what I mean to say.”

‘*Well, go nhead "

“Undah the eircs.

¢ Oh, eut the cackle, and come to the 'osses!" said Blake.

“1 don't like that savage cannibal beast nosing round,
but on Herries’ account I'll allow you to get him off if you
can, I hope Herriea will be properly grateful.”

* Oh, rats!” grunted Herries. ‘' Are you cver coming to
the point, D'Arcy?"” .

“hnw can I come to the point, when Blake keeps on
intewwuptin’ me? What T was thinkin’ of is this: hat
our wespected German-mastah said to Dig,”

*“What did he say to me?” asked Dighby, storing. =

“You saved him fwom bein' bitten, at a feahful wisk to
yourself—"" :

“Well, I saved him from being bitten,”
“1 don't know about the risk to myself.
bite me,” v

| wasn't thinkin' of that. He might have torn your
waistcoat, and, a6 a mattah of fact, he did tear a went in
your twousahs." 0 i

“ Are you ever coming to the point, D'Arcy?’ nsked
Blake pni’itelv. “If you're understudying & gramophone,
T'll go for a little walk.” ; :

“ Pway be patient, deah boy. Herr Schneider suid that
if Digby asked him a favah he would gwant it."
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“8o he did," said Digbg'n “1 remember now |"

“ Woll, deah boys, that's the wipping ideah! Dig can
go to Herr Schneider and ask him for a favah—ask him to
ufvre'l;loolc thig mattah, and let Hewwies and his beastly dog
off,

Herriee jumped up, and gave D'Arcy o thump on the
back that sent him staggering across the study.

“Splendid 1’ he shouted.
“Bai Jovel” gasped D'Arcy. “You—you uttah ass!

You've nearly bwoken my back, and pwobably wumpled

i fﬂnh!’uilyy 1’
‘‘Buzz off,

my jacket
i dn'?ml wheeze '

repeated Herries heartily.
DJ'FI’ .

"o his surprise Dig showed a decided luck of enthusiasm,
Herriey shnul]: him by the shoulder,

" Buzz off, Dig, hofore Schneider has time to go to
Ruilton, What the dickens are you hanging about for?"”

Digby rose slnw]y to his feet. <

“Oh, all right!” he gaid. *T'm sorry for you, Herries,
limt 1 (lo‘tl.t enjoy the soviety of bulldogh as much as Gussy
dopg—— .

1 wag speakin’ in a spiwit of self-sacivifice—"" ;

o TN do my best!” grinted Dig, 'l make it all vight
if I can, Herriea—in o épirit-of-sell-sacrifice.”

And Digby left the study, :

l]'l}rri:\.-s followed him down the passage, to wait anxiously
outside Herr Schneider's door for the verdict, and Blake
looked at D'Arcy fixedly, -

" Well, you are o giddy ass!” he said. *“T'm glad*for
ald 'I'Ierr:crs' sake, but you've perpetuated that bulldog
now,

“I am afwaid s0,” said D'Arey,  * But poor old Hewwies
wag g0 feahfully dewnhearted whout it, you know.
actually weplied wudely when I offahed to sing him a tenor
folo fwom * Tannhauser,” which showed how awfully cut up
he wag.> - <I felt that I must do somethin’. . That bwute
Tawsah has no pwopah wespect for a fellow's twousahs, I
know, But a decent fellow ought to be always pwepared to
sacwifice even his best twousnhs on the altah of wiendship.’’

Herries and Digby entered the study a few minutes later,
Herries was beaming, and there was no doubt as to how the
appeal had gone.

" AN wight 1" asked D’Arey.

“ Yes, ripping,” said Herries.
bad sort. " :

"Good sort,” said Dighy. “ ¥Me wriggled at first, bul T
L\ur it to him strong, and he gouldn't get out of what he

ad said. Towser's ?(st- off "

“ And lodk here, I’Arey!” said Horries, in o burst of
Eratitude, ' I'm awfully obliged to you you know. You
can take Towser for a run round the :|unci if you like,"”

" Thanle you Vewy much, Hewwies. Pewwaps I will avail
mysolf of your kind offah anothah time, Just at pwesent
shacin L

“ Behneider's not such &

" Excuse me!" said 8kimpole, putting his head into the
study. ‘T hear that you wanf me.”
And the amateur Socialist of St. Jim's came in,

CHAPTER 10,
Skimpole's Skill,

KIMPOLE blinked at the chums of Study No. 6, and
‘ the four Fourth-Formers stared at Skimpole.
*This_is the first I've hoard of it,” said Blake,
dasually. * And how you could pnm-ibl‘y imagine that amny-
body wanted you, is a mystery to me.'
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“ Yaos, ‘wathah ! )

‘“ Really, Blake, T think T am right,” said Skimpole,
adjusting his spectacles, and taking out a large notebook.
' You have had a logge—" :

It'a all right now,” said Herries, who naturally could
think only of one subject just then. * Towser's all right.”

“1 was not speaking of your bulldog, Herries. 1 hope he
is lost—T mean, if he is lost T shall certainly not take up tha
case. 1 hear that the copy of the * Weekly ' has been pur«
loined from Tom Merry's study.”

“ Yans, wathah!”

“I am willing to help you in my capacity of amatenr
detective,” explained SEimpole. “1 do not mind giving
my bram a rest from the mighty problems of the social
state for a short time, while I solve mysteries which wonld,
perhaps, baffle Scotland Yard, If I find the missing will—
1 mean the missing packet, and restore it, perhaps you will
withdraw your frivolous competition 2
Scholarship,”

“Bai Jove | 2

“You see, I am going fo get that echolarship, but if
there are competitors I ghall have to work hard for it, and
I should prefer to save the time,” Skimpole explained, ** Ag

the exam. is held shortly, I sheuld have to spend all my

time over it, and T have many other irona in the fire. But
dbout this lost document. It was last seen by whom 7

“By the person who saw it last,” said Blake,

“Ahem ! Blake, I understand, went to Mervy's study
for it, and found it gone.” d
‘1 didn’t find it at all.”

“ Yes, that is what T mean,

" Yes, both of them,”

“ Both 7" said Skim sole, etaring, ‘I do not understand.”

““There was Gore o% the Bhell,” explained Blake. *That
was one,  The other was from your nose, It was still
spotting Tom Merry's carpet.”

‘* Bai Jove! T wegard that as wathah funnay.”

Bkimpolo took o couple of minute’s to zee Blake's little
joke, and then he frowned portentously,

“This is no subject for jesting, Blake,” he said.
surprised that you can jest s0."

“ Jest s0,” assented Blake,

. Really, Blake, there yon are doing it again! If these
documents ave really lost, I should be glad to find them.
Pray be serious, Gore declares that you must have taken
them for a joke on Tom Merry.” X

1 suppose Gore is looking for a thick ear,”

“1f you are guilty—-"

i Ell l{l'

“If you are guilty, Blake, the documents are doubtless
concealed in this study. 1 will make a zearch.”

“Will you?" gaid Blake grimly.

* Cartainly.”

“ Weally, S8kimpole, I wegard you as an uttah ags,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. 1 should wecommend Bluke to
kick you out of the study,”

“Ha!" said Skimpole. “You fear the search, then?”

‘* Bai Jove! I1”

“Yes, you! D'Arcy is the guilty party. The thief is
discovered.”

“Bai Jove!”

Skimpole pointed his finger dramatically at the startled
swall 0} 8t Jim’s.

“There stands the purloiner of the will, I mean the

documents I’

“You uttah ass!"”

*Boarch him !I"" commanded 8kimpola,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Blalke.

“This is no laughing matter, Blake. The packet is
doubtless concealed about the person. of the culprit.”

* Ha, ha, ha! Where "’

Skimpole looked thoughtful, As a matter of fact, the
elegant figure of the swell of Ht. Jim's, with its closoly-
fitting attire, would have shown at once if the bulky packet
of eopy had been stowed away about it,

“H'm, yes!" said Bkimpole. *“Ho haé probably con-
cealed it somewhere else; in that hat-box, in n‘lrpmlwbilify."

The amateur detective strode towards the leather hat-
box in which Arthur Augustus kept his Sunday topper.

With a bound D'Arey was in the way,

“Htop! By Jove!. My Sunday toppah's in that box.”
: “{\,h! Then I have d);scm'crud the hiding-place of the
oot,

“You feahful ass!" !

“The plunder is stored in that hatbox !” said S8kimpole,

“You blithewin' chump 1"

“Thoere standa the culprit! There——"

“ Bai Jove, I'll show you!" said I)’Arey, and he tore open
the hatbox, Then he almost staggered with amazement.

For, in the place of the silk hat that should have reposed

Gore was in the sfudy—""

“T am
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[f ]'l'arillu, Sk"iﬁJl'ny, got a head

there, was a packet wrapped in brown paper, squeezed and
jammed carelassly into the box.

“My hat!”” gasped D'Arey.

“Not your hat,” yelled Blake. * There’s the manu-
seript.”

‘“Bai Jovel”?

“It’s the eopy!" exclaimed Dighy, rubbing his eyes.
* Fancy it being D'Arey all the time ["

* Weally, Dig e

““ What have you done with your hat, Guasy?"

1 haven't done anythin’ with it,"" shrieked {he unfor-
tunate swell of Bt. Jim’s. ‘“Some uttah wottah has taken
my hat away and stuffed this thing info the box!”

*Ob, draw it mild, you know.,”

“1 wofuse to dwaw it mild. I nevah saw that before;
1 1_ml-u:: I nevah saw it here. Somebody has done this for a
twick.

‘“Come!"” eaid Skimpole, in a tone of remonstrance.
Y Now that your guilt 1s detected, I'Arcy, you had better
make a clean breast of it."”

‘“ Bai Jove, I'll—="

“1 have found the culprit and the missing documents,”
snid Blkimpole looking round. *“ As an amafeur, I accept
no fee for my services, but——"

“ You feahful dummy ! I tell you I don't know how that
manusewipt got into my hatbox,” shouted D’ Arey.

“Really, D’Arcy—"

“ Iay ha, ha!?

“Bai Jove! It was Blake, of course!
it there.”

** IEh, what's that "

I wegard a pwactical joke of this sort as in the worst
of taste, Blake,"”

“Well, of all the chumps— 2

He must have put

e 7" asked Gore. “ No; this towel is to assist the working of the brain and to {
| keep the head cool!” explained SKimpole,

“T wefuse to be chawactewized as a chump., I—"

“ Hallo, here’s the hat!" said Herries, kicking a silk hat
under the table. ‘It couldn't have been Gussy did it, or
ho'd have then taken care of the topper.”

My hat! Bai Jove, it's neahly wuined |"’

“1 have discovered the culprit, and-—"

" Look here, wasn’t it you, D'Arcy "

* No, certainly not. I should not be likely to play such
a silly twick with my own toppah, If it wasn't you-

“Tt wasn't!”?

“Then it must have been Goal |”

“Of course! It was Gore!" exclaimed Digby. *Tom
Merry guessed that he wouldn’t dare to destroy it, in cage
we found it out, and that he would hide it somewhere.”

‘“ Really,” said Bkimpole, 1 What are you doing,
Blake 7"

* Blinging you out, old chap!"

“ But Really—— Oh! Ow |

Skimpole's romarks were finished in the passage.

‘ And now,"” said Blake, “ I'll get down to the printer’s
with this stuff. There's still time if I hurry., You chaps
can pay Core a visit.”

“ Yaaps, wathah 1"

And Jack Blake, armed with his pass, left St. Jim's for
the village, while the others ealled for Tom Merry, and
then went to look for Gore, Herries thoughtfully toolk a
fives bat along with him.

Fellows paseing along the Shell corvidor a little later
heard voices raised in hented argument in Gore's study,
and then a sound as of beating carpets. And the next day
it was obsorved that Gore showed a strong liking for a
perpendicular position, and did not sit down at all if lie
could posgibly fu‘lp it.

.
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CHAPTER 11.
A Slight A tereation,
e EEL bad?” asked Mellish sympathetically.

i 1t was the afterncon of the day following. Gore

had twice or thrice been called to order by Mr.
Tinton, the mastor of the Shell, for not keeping still on his
sent. FHe was leaving the elassroom now in the worst of
tempers, and as the Feaurth Form were also coming out,
Mnl\iah met him in the wide-flagged passage. CGore replied
to the sympathetio quory only with a scowl. ;

Tom Merry & Co. were talking in the pussage in a choor-
ful group. The wopy of the * Weekly " was safe at the
printer’s office, Blake having taken it there in time the
previous evening., The juniors wore chatting now about the
appronching exwmination for the Codicote Scholarship. They
were nearly all entered for i, and each was firmly of the
opinion that he had the best chance of pulling it off. But
their rivalvy was quite friendly, N

The scholarship, founded somo two centuries before by a
dend-and-gone lord of Codicote all, near St. Jim's, was
wotth the winni It was for throe years' free board and
tuition at St Jim's, and & sum of fifty pounds in cash, It
wag open only to members of the Fourth Form and the
Bhell, and there were a good many entrids.

Tom Merry, Blake, and Kerr were popularly supposed
to have the best chances, but there were eight or nine othors
who had put their names down. Skimpele had done so
among the rest, though it wus only now, when the examina-
tion was drawing nigh, that he had begun to turn his
attention to it, from the move engrossing subjects of Social-
ism  and Determiniam, Tom Merry was speaking of
Slkimpola now, and the other entrants for the Codicote were
listoning with mingled expressions.

“ Ay n matter of fact,” Tom Merry remarked, “If T had
lirmwn,Bkimmy was entering I shouldn’t have put my name
down.”

“ Why " demanded Figgins.

Tom hesitated for a moment,

“Well,” he said frankly, “8kimmy wants it more than T
do. You know, his people are pretty hard up, snd the
acholarship, if he won if, would mean a lot to him—and
them. And it was really founded for the purpose of helping
poor scholars, you know."”

“Yans, wathah! T am twuly sowwy, now T come to think
of it, that I am goin’ to win the Codicote,” snid D'Arey,
shaking his head. *“Howevah, I shall ask my governah’s
permish to moke 8kimmay a pwesent of the fifty pounds.”

“You needn’t worry,” said Figgins, “l'm going to got
the Codicote.”

“ Weally, Figgins, this conceit-——"

“Why, what about your own?"

“Thero is o gweat diffewence between n pwopah weliance
on one's own pownhs, and silly conceit,” said Arthur
Augustus loftily. I uttahly fail to see anythin’ to gwin
ot an that wemark, Wynn."

But Fatty Wynn grinned all the same, and so did the
othora,

“Gussy's right on one
get if.
quidlets,”

“ Boltor got ‘em first,” suggested Lowther,

STl ?ninF to have a new twenty-five guinea camera oub
of the fifty,” said Mannors. * That's really why I entered
for the scholarship.”

“Well, I'm sorry about Skimmy,” said Tom Merry.
¢ Outside our select eircle, I think he would have firat
chanee.  But I think it must be admitted that there are
three or four fellows here who will lick him hands down.”

“Yans, wathah!”
~“ Wa could rosign, as far as that goes,”” Blake remarked.

Tom Merry shook his head decidedly.

“ Tmpossible—at least, without a jolly good reason. The
Head would inguire into if, and t-Emn we should have to
awn up=and look like a lot of good little boys out of a
slory-boolk."

Blake shuddered,

“My hat! That wouldn't do! T'm sorry for Bkimmy,
but I'm not Foing to be shown up as a good little Georgie
for his sake.’

“ Wathah not! I could weally stand anythin' but that.
And some of the fellows might think we were too lazy to
work for the exam., and were twyin’ to get some cheap
owodit, you know,"”

“Bome of them would be jolly cerlain to say s0,” said
Korr. “ Gore, for instunce. = He's confabbing over there

ANSWERS

 point,” said Blake. *Tiggy won't
T haven’t decided yot what I shall do with tho
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wilh Mellish now, and looking as if he was planning some
dirty trick.”

“Vory likely he is"” 4 : ;

The chums strolled out, leaving Mellish and Core still
confabbing, as Kerr termed it. Gore had been inclined ab
first to meet Mellish’s sympathy with his knuckles, but the
end of the Fourth had ‘a suggestion to make that aroused
(Goro’s interest at once, g

The Shell fellow was smarting and longing for vengeance,
as Mellish knew very well; and Mellish had old scores to
pay off against Tom Merry & Co., and was very willing to
use GGore as a catspaw. _

“The copy isn't in print yeb, you know,” Mellish was
remarking. 1 know t}mt Tiper doesn’t turn the copics off
till Saturday morning.” .

“ What about it ?" i

“ Thoere’s a chance to put a finger in the pie, if you like
to take it. It would be a ripping joke on Tom Merry it
his:_ paper came out on Saturday with some alterations in

“Put how can I get at the paper, when it’s in Tiper's
house 7' said Gore peevishly.

Mellish grinned.

“ That's all you know. I've strolled round Tiper's house,
and !;.kmw how easy it would be to get in from the garden.

“ 1 understand,” said Gore savagely. * You've thought of
a wheezo for mucking up the ‘ Weekly,” and have spied oul
the lay of the land, gut you haven’t pluck enough to carry
it through yourself. You want me to do it.” 3

“H'n! I'm showing you a way to get level with thoso
cads 1"

“T'm on,” said Gore. *We'll go together.”

Mellish shrank o little,

# [-—1 dide’t mean—""

“1 know you didn't,” assented Gore sneoringly. “But I
mean”it. You'll come along with me and show me the way,
and keep watch while 1 get at the paper. Tl get a pass
from Knox; he'll give me one if I offer to bring him somo
cigarettes from the tobacconist’s.”

And as dusk was falling that evening, Mellish and Gore
slipped quietly out of the school. Knox, the prefect, had
I:rovidod the pass, on the condition that Gore was to bring
iim the smokes from the village. Mellish was far from
willing to join in the expedition, but Gore was not to be
gainsaid. :

The cigarettes were purchased in Rylcombe, and then the
two young rascels turned their steps in the direction of Mr.
Tiper's house.

ellish had evidently been on the scout for information,
and had picked up a great deal. Gore’s surmise was cor-
rect; the cad of the Fourth had schemed out the present
“jape’ from beginning to end, but had not had the nerve
to do the work himself.

He explained all he had learned as they went along, and
Gore listened attentively, Mr. Tiper carried on his business
in his private house, on the outskirts of Rylcombe. He was
a single man, and was accustomed to spend his evenings at
the Golden Pig. On these occasions the house was quite
empty, as the *charlady * who “ did”’ for Mr. Tiper always
went at dark. As Gore listened to the result of Mellish's
investigations into the. houschold arrangements of Mr.
Tiper, the jape appeared to become easier and onsior.

* It will be as simple as rolling off a form,'! he remarked.
Tl get in and alter the type, while you keep watch. 11
this the plaoce?"

“Yes, hore you are. That gate creaks; belter get over
it."”

“ 1 goe you know all about it,” grinned Gore,

“Well, I've beon up as far as the window,” Mellish con-
fessed. ** This way."

They stole up the dark garden-path. An uncurtained win.
dow looked out on the garden, and there was no gleam of
light from it. Mellish touched the window.

“Thig is the room.”

“ The catch is fastened,” said Gore, in & whisper, afler
squeczing his faco against the glass to see.

.“]It's shut, but it’s broken; the window will open all
right.”

th Well, we'll try.”

Mollish drew a chisel from his pocket, and the sash was
prised uls. In spite of the apparently fastened catch, it
rose easily euougln. Mr. Tiper was a careless man in some
respocts, but as there was nothing in his house worth n
burglar’s trouble, he had never Ead any feat of house-
broakers.

The two juniors pushed up the sash, and thén Gore
clambered over the sill. - Mellish waited outside. .

“ Buek up !’ he whispered. 2

“ Right you are! I shall have to have a light."

“Tt can’t be seen from the lane; tho trees are too thick.”

“Uood |
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Gore struck a match, and lighted the gas. He did not
turn it higher than was absolutely nnenasarhfor his purpose.
He looked round the dim room, where Mr. Tiper and a
youthful assistant turned out the weekly * Rylcombe News,”
and various local printings, as well as the more important
publication, “Tom Mearry's Weekly.”” His eyes alighted
ijien the formes containing the valuable lucubrations of the
editorial staff of the school paper—in type, and ready to be
turned off on the press first thing in the morning.

Gore's eyes glittered as he saw them, ‘

His first impulse was to loosen the type in the formes, and
seattor it into *“ pie,” an action that would have postponed
the publication of the “ Weekly ™ till long after the date
fixed. The printer would have ‘Ymd all his work to do over
u.ﬁnm, and the feelings with which he would have done it
afforded Gore considerable satisfaction to contemplate. But
after all, the brunt of the thing would have fallen upon Mr.
Tiper, who was his own compositor, and Tom Merry & Co.
would only have had to wait a few days for the paper.
h‘rnru docided that he must think of something better than

1k,

To mix up the lype, putting lines from one page into the
middle of another, was the next iden. That was cortainly
better, and Goro looked round for the tweezers to take out
the type. His eyes fell upon other formes, ready set up by
Mr. Tiper, and thinking that they might perhaps belong
to the '“'Weekly,” he looked at them. To road the type
backwards in the formes was no easy task to Gore, who had
very little aequaintance with the interidr of o printing-
office,

He managed to struggle through it, however, growing
more and more puzzled as he proceeded.

“ My hat!” he murmured. ‘I never knew that. any.of
the silly asees wrote articlea in Latin for the *Weekly.’
Showing off, I suppose.” '

It was certainly Latin, but as he spelled at it painfully,
Gore realised that there was something familiar (o him
about it.

“ My hot!” he exclaimed suddenly.

Ho was distinctly puzzled,

What on  earth the contributors to Tom Merry's
“ Weokly,” eould be printing a section of the " Ainals' for,
he could not understand.

Mallish looked in cautiously at the window.

1 say, Gore, how are you getting on 1"

“Look here,” said Jore, “I don't eatch on to this.
They've got some *Tacitus’ set up for the *Weekly.’
They must be off their chumps.”

COff yours, more likely,” grinned Mallish.

“Well, look here !

Mellish looked cautionsly down the garden.
and still. He climbed into the room, and stood beside Gore.
Mo looked puzzled, too, as he glanced at the forme, and
found that Gore’s statement was correct.

“Curious,” he said, “I wonder—my only hat "’

Ha broke off in amazement.

“ Well, what's the matter with you?" snapped Gore,
staring at him.

“ Rifty pounds!"" murmured Mellish.

“Tht! Whal are you chattering about "’

“My hat! If I'd only known. Tt's too late io enter now
for the Codicate.”

H0Of course, it is, You have to send in your name at tha
heginning of the term,” said Gore mystified. ** Whaat are
you talking about that now for?"

“Daon’t you eee. This forme doesn’t belong to the
f Weekly." '

“Rats! I ﬁuﬂpoaa Tiper isn't setting up Latin for any-
body in Rylcombe,” said Gore sarcastically.

“'No, of course he isn't
Holmes,"

“ What 7"

“ Can't you see? said Mellish impatiently. * Thig is
going to be the printed exam. paper for the Codicote.”

Gore jumped,

“ My word! 1If only I'd entered!”

“Yes,” said Mellish, with a sigh.
it's no good talking about that now.
at 8t ‘ﬁm’u would

‘1 should say so. -

“I wonder—— Suppose we made notes of it, and worked
it off that way? We could give hints to some of the chaps,
at a bob a time—"

“Ass! It would come out! You couldn't trust even a
follow who was entered for the exam. He might give us
away.'’

1 supore it would be risky."

“Of course it would.”

“It’s a pity, though.” Mellish looked over the locked
formes. ““Ilere’s the Latin prose, and here's the questions
an Roman history. A chap who had a Jook at this could
teke the Codicote on his head.”

“Tacituas |

All was quiet

He's setting it up for Dr,

“If we'd known; but
: ] There's some fellows
give a little finger to see this paper,”
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_Go'rc grinned gleefully us a curious iden cawe into his
mind.

C“1t's all right.
gize, and the type is the rame fount,
some of the * Weekly ’ out, and shift gome o
the place?”

Mellish stared, and then he chuckled.

“(food! Then the exam, questions and the Latin prose
will come out in the ‘¢ Weeakly,’ if Tiper doesn’t notice it.”’

“Why should he? He'll find these formes just ag he left
them—and I know he’s going to knock off the copies of the
‘Weekly * first thing in the morning, to send them up to
the school.  Ten to one he'll print 'em off without noticin
anything—in fact, I believe his boy does most of this hund-
press work.”

“Good! It's worth trying, anyway. My hat, it will be
funny to see their faces—and Railton’s, and the Head's,”

The work did not take long. Mallish, who was much
lighter-fingered than hia friend, did it, and did it well.
Wedges of the exam. matter were put into the pages of the
“Weekly,” an equal quantity ot Figgins'a Red Indian
serial heing tmmfurmtl to the Codicote formes. At a
glance, the formes all looked exactly the same as they had
Jooked before. ;

Chuckling, the two young rascals left the room, turning
out the gas and carefully closing the window. They stole
on tiptoe out of the garden, and in o few minutes were
apeeding back to the m,gmol.

CHAPTER 12,
Skimpole Does Not Listen to the Tempter.
KIMPOLE sat in the study he shared with Gore,
S There was o wel towel jgracefully twined round his
mighty brow, from which dropa dripped upon the
table and upon a nicely-bound Horace helonging to Gore,

Skimpole was hard at worl. :

The amateur Socialish of St. Jim's had realised, at last,
that he had been wasting time. In his confidence in his
powers, and his keen regard for the great problem of
regenerating modorn gociety, he had been careless about
preparing for the Codicote exam. ¥

Although the scholarship was not to be awarded till the
ond of the term, the exam. was to be held shortly. The date
had been known from the beginning of the ferm, and
Skimpole certainly ought to have swotted in readiness, He
had plenty of oxcuses for not having done so. e had not
returned from his American travels until after the term had
well started. Then he had been busy with Socialistic pro-
paganda, and in writing the famous book that was to
revolutionise the civilised world, It seemed a pity to pul
off the revolution for several weeks, whila he -won @
scholarship, and Skimpole might have refused to do so on
hiz own account. But Skimpole genior was imperative.

Skimpole senior wanted his son to win that scholarship.
Tt was a strain on his resources to keep his son at S, Jim's,

Look here, these formes are the same
Su})pme we ghilt
this stuff into

~and the echolarship would have gettled the difficulty nicely

for him. : i

Skimpole was a dutiful son. As u sineere Socialist, as he
would have put it, he was bound to show greal respect to
parents and to the influence of the home. Therefare, with
more than one sigh, he had put off the revolution, and
applied himself to the task of getting the Codicote.

But now thal he was setting to work in real earnest at
last, he found unexpected difficulties in the way.

The work was hard. Skimpole could have pasged an
examination in Socialism, Determinism, and several other
“iams.”” He could have written copiona]y on Marx's theory
of capital, or Henry Gieorge’s viewa on progress and poverty.
But in Roman history he was deficient, nnﬁ Latin prose had
never been his strong point. It was a question of hard -
work, and to hard work Skimpole applied himself. The
difficulty now was to make up for lost time, and get ahead
of his competitora in tho race. >

1f Tom Merry and Kerr had been out of it, he would have
felt more at ease.

Blake he thought he could probably equal, though the
keen Yorkshire lad was a dangerous opponent. But Tom
Morry was strong on the subjects dealt with in the Codicote
oxam,, and Kerr, the canny Scotaman, was known to have
classionl attainments that put many fellows in the Bixth
Form to the blush. :

And o, in spite of Bkimpolé’s almogt rublime self-
confidence, he was unecasy, and he was working away now
like steam. %

In &pite of his peculiar ways, and manners, and customs,
Skimpole was reallly brainy, and he had o gift for hard worl
when he liked. The wet towel round his head was an aid to
thought. He worked away, carcloss of the drops that ware
apoiling the cover of Gore'a Horace, and splashing on his
paper as he worked. He looked the picture of intent in.
dustry when the door opened and Gore came in,
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Gore stared at him,

“ Hallo! What are you up to " S

There was no reply from Sliimpole. He was too deep In
his worl.

“Got a headache?”

“ Rr—did you spenk, Gore?”

“Ves, ass! What have you got that rag round your fab
chump, for?"’

“It's o towel,' .

“1 know it is, dummy! What's it for?”

g nasist the werking of the brain, and keep the head
oool,” explained Bkimpole. 1 am working for the
Codicote exam,” _

“Fum," said Gove. **I hope I sha'n't disturb you get-
ting ten, Mellish and Sharp are coming, and they'll be hero
in a minute or two."”

“ Really, Gore——""

“Why, you—you ass! Loolk at my Horace 1"

“Dear me! {t appenrs to be wat!”

“You—you duffer! Yowve apoiled it!” :

“U'm sorry! Bul please don't got oxcited, Gore. I will
buy vou a new one out of the money paid with the
Coticote Scholavship.” y

A sudden iden ocourred to Gore. Heo had snatched up the
volume, and was about to use it as a club on 8kimpole’s
hend, but he refrained. He lnid i? down, and closed the
door earefully and mysteriously, Skimpole did not notice
it, Flo was deep in his work again.

“Hkimmy !

Skimpole looked up, blinking.

“1 wish you would not speak now, Gore— 3

“Shut up. Do you want to win the Codicote

“Yaz, of course. At my parents’ request, 1 am making a
ﬂ)ccinl point Lo do so,

0

. mueh’ to the detriment of wmy
ocialistic propaganda, 1 mfgurd it as a sincere Socialist's
duty to respect the wishes of his parents.”

“You've got no chance against Kerr or Tom Merry.”

“ T think 1 Isve an excellent chance. It is simply a ques-
tion of hard work. Asfor the others, I sm still more certain
of beating them.”

“You'd like to get out of the worlk, thent”

¢ Certainly. am wasting valusble time, Theso
luborious hours would be much better devoted to spreading
the glorious truths of Socialism—-7

“Would yau like a tip from mae?”

“You cantob help me, Gore.  You are extramaely ignorant
for o boy of your age, and on clussical subjeots especially.
Thank you all the same.”

CGore gritbed his teeth.

“oole here, you dummy. Suppose T could tell you the
exact questions for the exam., and’the Latin prose chosen?"

“That, of course, would make the whole matter simple;
but you cannot. Besides, it would not be honourable for
me to take advantage of such information. If would be
my duty, a3 a sincere Hocialist, to report the whole matter
to the Head." i
~“Look here, don't starh humbug with me! You want the
Codicote, and I want a slice of the fifty guid,” said Gore
cagerly. “I've seen something this evening—never mind
how or whore—and I ean tell you. 1 can essiy go buok sud
undo the little joke, as far as thut goes.

“Reunlly, Gore, I do not follow.

“ Novor mind that. Look here, 1 can get you all the
hoints of the exam., and it will be a walk-over for you.
What do you sayt”

“T hardly know what to say,” said Skimpole, blinking
af him, 1 must overlook the despicable suggestion, as it
is diotuted by regard for mo.”

“Oh, come off | I wanb ten out of the fifty.”

‘“Ah! Then you are suggesting that 1 should act in a
dishonest way, from mercenary motives. T .am afraid that 1
dospiso you, Gore. As n sincore Hocinlist, T am bound to
ImulrI with the failinga of my fellow-crentures, but
roully——

“You onn take the offer, or leave it?"

“1 ghall certainly leave it.”

Blimpole rubbed his chin thoughtfully, and his brow
werinkled up. CGore watched him anxiously.

Hle imagmed that Bkimpole was turning the temptation
over in his mind, and thinking il out. Skimmy eertainly
was thinking very deeply.

“Well,” eaid CGore impatiently, when tho silence had
lasted o couple of minutes, “are you thinking it out,
Skimmy 1"’

“ Vas, certainly, Core."

“ And what do you say!”

1 peally hardly know what to say.

“Bofter take the offer. I—"

“1 was not thinking of that.”

“Not thinking of that!” howled Gore. ‘ What do you
mean? What on earth were you thinking of, thent”

“1 was thinking that something ought to be done to

I was thinking—""
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bring you to a more honest and moral frame of mind," snid
Skimpole benevolently. *1 cannot call to' mind at the
present moment precisely which of my books would do you
mo:t good. There isthe great volume by Professor Jawfull
Jabbat——

“Y ol —you—y o —="’

“ (O the smalior but equally vulusble volume by Heratchs
ford, entitled —"

“You—you shriekmng ass!

"

"

“Or perhaps un article I haye marked in the current *
pe

number of the ‘ Trumpeter '—" ’

Gore picked up an umbrella from the corner, But just
then the door was opened, and Moellish and Sharp came in.

“Tap ready?” asked Meollish,

Gore gave Skimpole a vicious look.

“Not yet,” he said. We'll got it between us, Slim-
pole is wnrlc'mg for an exam., and we(.’nust- be caroful not
to disturb him.” v v

“Dour me, that is extremoly considerato of you, Clore,"
said Skimpole. ;

" Yas ian't it?" grinned Gore, ‘‘The fact is, it's my
intention® to bo considerate—very! Come on, kids, and
don't fail to be considerste towanrds Skimpole.”

“ What-h#8 1" gnid Mellish, °

And they set to work.

— s

CHAPTER 13,

¢ Unsmploy“\d.
" IND you don't disturb Skimpole, Mellish,” <said
Sharp, pushing a chair wgainst the table, amd
causing Skimmy to scatter blots right and loft,

“(ertainly, Sharp. T am very careful.” :

And/by way of showing his care, Melligh sent @ ewish of
water from the kettle across the table.

Skimpole starfed up.

“Really, T wish you would be a little more careful,” he
exolaimed. * You have quite spoiled my paper, and I was
going to show it to Mr. Railton.”

“ Indeed! Too bad.”

Skimpole sut down again—more forcibly than he intended,
for Gore had pulled his chair away. Skimmy sat on the
carpet, and gasped.

“Pear mel”

“ Dear-us !’ said Gore.
Skimmy '

“ Bomeone has removed my chair, I think.”

& Wall, yes, it does look liko it.”

1 fasl quite dozed, Tt is a most dangerous trick to play.
Pleasa don't push the table like that, allish—Sharp! You
may overturn it. Oh!”

Books and papers and inkpot ehot off the table and rained
on Bkimpole. Lle jumpoed up.

“PDear mo! My work is all spoiled! T—""

“Well, wo wan{ed the table for toan,” said Gore. ‘' That's
cloared it, Could you sit on the locker and sLurly, Slkimmy 1"

« 1 am afraid I must have the use of a table.”
}‘.‘ H'm! Go and ask Tom Merry for his, then, We want
this."

“ Really, Goree—— :

“Yes, really,” said Gore. ““ Upon the whole, you wouldn’t
be able to work much with us three talking and cooking."

“1f Sharp and Mellish were to rolire——"

“ A jolly big if,”" grinned Mellish,

“ Buppose youm and have tea with Mellish, Gore?”

“Suppose I don't!” suggested Gore, as if proposing
another alternative. ‘“Get the bacon out of the cupboard,
Mellish. You can chip the potatoes on the table, Sharp."”

“ Really, Gore, 1—1 suppose I had better retire.”

“Yeg,' grinned Gore, " I suppose you had."”

And tho unfortunate ‘‘swot' collected up his books and
his inky foolscap, and disoonsolately retired from the study.
And the three worthies left there howled with laughter and
went on with their feed.

Skimpole looked into Tom Merry's study. The Terrible
Three were busy there They were looking warm and some-
what fatiguod.  Buck Finn had been showing them some
American football in the gym., and the first insbructions in
that fearful and wonderful game had left them rather sore.

Skinfpole blinked at the chums of the Shell, and looked
for a vacant place to dump down his property.

«Can T work in here?” he asked. “ Gore and Mellish
and Bharp are makibhg @ row in my atudy. I suppose you
chaps are working for the Codicote?”

“,No; this is prep.”

@ T'yve finished working forithe Codigote,” eaid Tom Merry,
langhing. ‘“‘It's botter to take these things gently—better
than tetting it alone for a long time, and then oramming
at the finish."” !

“Yes, 1-think you are probably right, Merry. I should

“ What are you doing down there,

"
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like to do my work here, if you fellows would be sure not
to move or talk.”

The Terrible Three looked at one another.

“That's awfully kind of you, Bkimmy,” said Monly
T.owthor, apparently nlmost overcome by the offer, *but
we won'b enoroach on your kindness.’

“MY tell you what I will do,” said Manners, Skimpola
lookad at him inquiringly. **I'll biff you with that cricket-
bat if you don’t travel, and let me get on with my prep.’”,

“ Really, Mannerg=—""

“Oh, scat!”

8kimpole scaited. Ho went down the passage with his
[wlmngs under his arme, and looked into several studies
in search of a quiet place to work. The occupants wero
mostly abt prep., but whatever thoy hn}mpenml to be doing,
they did mot appear to be yearning for the company of
Skimpole. Various polite objurgations, and a fow whirling
books and inkpots, sent him faring forth again,

Te quitted the Shell passage in despair, and looked in
b No. 6 in tho Fourth Form passage. Four cheerful youths
had finished their prep. there, and were discussing  the
coming cricket season. Skimpole came in, and four pairs
of eyes-to say nothing of an oyeglass—were fixed upon him

immediately, = Skimpole gave an affable nod, X
“I'm glad you chaps are mot using your table,” he re-
marked.

“Weally, Skimmay, T fail to see how that cire. can be
of any intowest to you.”

“1 ghould like to do my work hera”

“ Would you?’ snid Dighy, hitehing the poker towards
lim with his fool.

“ Cprtainly ! 1f you fellaws wouldn't mind
tnlking, I should get on all right here.”

“Bai Jovel” '

Blake took out his watch.

“T'vo seen some cheeky kids in the Shell befora,” ho
vomarked, T think Skimmy takes the cake. I give him
threo seconds to get on the outside of the door. One !”’

L Reully, Blake——"

4 Twol” 3

“ But I ehould like to explaine——"

“ Three !

“ Under the peculiar circumstances of the case——"

Jack Blake jumped up and grasped the oker. Skimpole
was on the outside of the door in a -Lwinkﬁ)ing. He dashed
along the passage, shedding books and papers at almoat

leaving oft

overy step. ;
A Dear me!” murmured Skimpole. “T am really begin-
ning to feel like one of the wnemplo ed=—looking for a

chance to work and not finding it. All the fellows seem to
be very unreasonable, Perhaps 1 had better try the Form-

m.

‘And he marched into the wide passage upon which thoe
Form-rooms opened, and looked into the Shell.reom. 1t
wis lighted up, and a cirele of admiring juniors weére there,
surrounding Buck Finn, "The American junior was éxecul-
ing a Navajo war-dance, for the delectation of his delighted
Porm-fellowe.

“ Ahem |” said Skimpole. “ Would you
clearing out=——""

“(Fob out !

“ Buzz off "

“ Bunlk 1" -

8kimpole got out. He looked into another Form-room,
and found the Filth Form debating society hard at work.
Into the sacred procinets of the Sixth Form's quarters even
o Socialist could not venture. 3

From the Third Form-room came loud voices. Skimpole
found the door olmn. tnd looked in.  The heroes of the
Third had finished prep., which they did in the Form-room
under the sapervision of Mr. Selby. They were left alone
now, and they were improving the shining hour by getting
up an amateur boxing competition between 1Y'Arcy minor
and Dudlay. The younger brother of Arthur Augustus had
the gloves on, and so had Dudley ; but both had received
somo hard knocks, to judge by the appearance of their
features,

“1f you little boys would run away—-=""began Skimpole.

“ [lallo, what's that thing crawling in there?” asked
Wally, stopping after a round.

The 'l‘hirnf-l"ormom Jooked round. Skimpole looked round
too, not realising that he was himself the thing alluded to,

“Shove it outside!” said Dudley.

A crowd of fags rushed at Skinpole, and he was outside
in the twinkling of an eye. The remnant of ‘his books and
papers wenb no one knew whither, He picked himself up,
and pazed at the solid oak door of the Form-room, which
had been elammed and locked after him.

“Dear me! Where are my—my hooks and my papers?
T have only o sheet of foolscap left and—and o peneil.”
Slimpolo blinked doubtfully. ~ ** Ahem | Perhaps I had
hetter give up the working at the exam. for this evening,

followa mind
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and—and sketoh out tne four hundred and eighty-eighih
chapter of my book on Sociaiism.”
And he did.

o f

CHAPTER 14.
Skimpole’s Chance.

L
L B ‘ Weokly's’ comoe!” Tom Merry remarked, as
tho chums of the Shell left the Form-room after

: morning school that Baturday. ** Tiper promisgd
me that it should be delivered by twelve, and French sayd
he saw his man coming acroas the quad. I expect we shall
find it in my study.”

“(ood!" said Lowther,
apparently.”

The chums of Study No. 6 had joined them immediately,
and Figgins & Co. were quick to follow. In o party the
udittori-ul staff of ““Tom Merry's Weekly " made for the
study.

Blake asked Lowiher in honeyed tonca whom he was
calling * kids,” but Tom Merry ruthl between them in
time. They reached the study, and there, sure cnou; h, was
the parcel containing the twenty-five copios of the ** ¥ ee&{ly."

“(Good 1" said Manners, taking oub_his penknife to cub
ihe atring. ** iper's kept hia word. He's busy on Satur-
tluivsl, too, Tiooks all right."”

1o opened the pn-rce-lwa.nd the neatly printed and pinned

“MPheso kida expect it too,

0

copies of the famous eekly ”? were exposed to view.

Y1 should say it does look all right,” said Tom Merry,
rather indignantly, *‘1 edit this paper.

“Yaas, wathal, and I contwibute.”

[ hope Tiper's made no blunders this time," said Figgine,
“ Fyery time Merry is too lazy to look over the proofs, come-
thing goes wrong.”

“ ook here, Figging——""

“ Well, if it isn't laziness, il's something else. You know
jolly well you don't eyen have a proof sent in most caees.’

“T suppose you don't want a Saturday paper to come out
on Monday? Of course, you chaps always keep me waiting
for your stuff.”

(Vs of courso; il nlways is anybody’s fault buf the
editor's,”’ assented Iiggins. “QOnly the trouble is that
Merry's laziness—or whatever it is—leads to blunders in the
printing.  You remember that a woek or two ago the 158
srinted my serial na ‘The Black Thief,’ instead of *The

lack Chief.’ i

“Well, that's only a diffewence of one letiah, Figgine.”

Figgins snorted, e opened the top copy of the paper,
to look iminediately at his serial, and make sure that nothing
of the kind had happened this time. : : -

“ Ah, hero it is!" exclaimed Figging, with satisfaclion,
“1'1 read you oul a bit.”

“Don't 1rouble, old chap.” y

No trouble at all. *The Black Chief of the Red Braves,
a stirring Red Indian serial, by G. Fiﬁgms‘l Chapler XXX,
The Massacre.” Ahem! ‘The Blag Chief of the Red
Braves drew his tomahawk from his belt, and the keen-
odged weapon whirled through the air, and descendod with
2 sickening thud——"" 5

“Tai Jove, that's wathah thwillin' 1"

“Cpon the head of the defenoeless scout.  The hapless
Broncho Bill had only time for one cry. He oried——" My
only hat!” ; !

“Rot 1" said Blake decisively. “Soouts don't say that."

“1 mean——" .

“ Bosides, if the Black Thief—I mean the Black Chief—
had given him such a oner, he wouldn't have had time for
threo words. He would have said COh1* or *Oh, help!' at
the most,” said DBlake, shaking hiz head. ;

“Took here,” roared Figgins, ‘' I'm nob talking aboub
what the Black Chief said. Pr,nisl that myself.’

“ Vs, and I tell you—="

“Took theral'

“ What's the matler?”’

“ Look at my seriall
with Roman history, ; b
“Look ab it, mixed up with hic,
dummy has done this for a_joke.”

“ My only hat! That's Tacitus.” g

“PBai Jove! Fancy Figgins owibbin' fwom 'Tacitus, yon
know.”

“You asg——"" ST

“ 1 weluse to be called an ase, If you choose to plagiawize
from Tacitus, of course it's your own business, bute——"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Tom Merry, ' Figgine must have
copiedd down a Latin exercise by mistake, or written an
imposition unconscionsly in the place of his ' Black Chief '
instalment,’ :

1 didn’h 1" raved Figgins,

Home ulter idiob has mixed it up
or something!" shouted Fi

ine.
haee, and hoo.  Somo

“ My instalment wad ull right

when 1 left. it with Tom Merry. Some jdiot has done this

for a joke."”
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And he looked aggressively at Monty Lowther. .
" Well, what are you glaring at n{u for?” domanded
!,owlhm- warmly, ** Do you think I would touch your rotten

Black Thief ' with a barge-pole?”

' Bome idiot has done it——""

o 1f you mean to call me an idiot——""

- Hold on!” oxclaimed: Tom: Merry. *“ Peace, my children,
ﬂ‘.lue contribiition. wasn't altered in the editorial office,
Ligy \'l.1r Il know I:Imt.“ It's & printer's error.’’

i how on ear : he printer i
al:“‘m AR v would the printer know anything

‘llom Merry wrinkled his browa thoughtfully.

My hut!™ he suddenly exclaimed. **Loolk heve!
cote lixamination, March 20th, Look!
questions, and that ia the Latin prose,”

* Bai Jovel”

‘: y word!"”

: My Aunt Selina !’

'Ijhﬁ‘ Juniorg ataved nt the strange addition to Figgins's
fmnml i amazement. There was no doubt about it. The
type had been n little dieplaced in baing changed into the
V;'ljong forme, and some of the questions were missing. But
there waa no mmt-akinﬁr. it Livery fellow who looked at that
pige had the scholarship in the hollow of his hand, so to

speal,
“That ass Tiper

Codi-
These are the

: “My hat!I" said Tom Merry at length,
s mixed the formes somehow—he is printing the exam.

ML[IE s 's.ah it i« i 2
:lsurlinljs" and he's shoved most of it into the middle of Figgy’s

::Y‘am‘-, wathah "™ .
Low(tjil::]?t.u for somebody to ropo in' fifty guid,” said Menty
M Don't be funny, Lowther

:‘ So is L{:w[.hur’ﬁ’ fun.”

s Cheeso if, deah boys. We huve to considuh what to do.
tali what wae have learned, it would be wathah wotten to
entah the exam,” :

"I.‘mn Merry nodded: glumly.

We couldn't do it. We know the whale thing now, and
ns we know what the questions ave to be, we coukln't help
looking up our knowledge on the subject. The exam.
papers will have to be get agnin, or wo chall be barred.”
lhinﬁ?ftm"'nu' we have equal chances. We've all scen the

“ What aboub the fellows whao en’ t—Hlki
French and Pratt, and the rest,” S e

‘1 forgot that.”

Tom Merry shook his liead. /

The question is, are we to report the whole matter to
My, Railton, and have fresh papers issued, or to vesign}”

*Tdon’t want (o resign,”

Nor L.”

‘“Nor '1.”

“ I don't want to, either, Bub wa're close on the exam.
now, and it will mean a lot of hard work for Railton to get
?l'w Emsli |lnalpol.'s.[ It's purtlyi!hu oxam, 'Fork that's knocked
rim up lately. I say, you chaps——' 'om Morr ;
and they all looked J;tyﬁim. X ey

s Well?"” said two or three voices.

“ You remember what I was eaying about Skimpole
yosterclay?  Thisg puts us ont, unless we give Railton his
work to do ull over again. Suppose wo resign?”

The juniors looked at one another grimly.

They all wanted the dietinotion of winning a valuable
anlwhu‘ulnlp. rol, they had to confess that not one was in
such need of it ag Skimpole wae.

There was o long silence.

it was Arthur Augustus who broke :jt,

I wegard Tom Mewwy's suggestion’ as an excellent one,
deah boys, and I for one wesign with pleasure. Attah all,
it will snve vs work.'

“Good 1" said Lowther. “I resign for another,”

*Oh, 1 suppose you can count us all out!” eaid Figgins
gloomily, I wanted it, to show my péople I could work.
Still, considering, too, that it was really founded to help
poor chaps, Skimmy ought to have it if he can got it.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

I “"l‘hon‘il.'n agroed,”” paidd Tom Merry, looking round.
“It's a bit of a wrench to all of us; but it’s what we ought
to do, you know. Is it o go?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ Yoy !l"

And go it was agreed.  And with somewhnt downoast
faces the juniors consigned the pages of the magazine that
bore the tell-tals questions to the fire. For that week at
least, Tom Mervy's ““ Weckly " was fated to appear without
Pigging's sorinl.  And before he allowed a copy to go out
of hig hands, Tom Merry scanned every other page to make
sure that nothing wag wrong on them.

This is serious.”

The fact that ten juniors had withdrawn from the com-
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petition for the Codicote Hcholarship was certain to excite
remark, Tho fellows who were considercd to be ““in the
running,” had all drawn out, and of the competitors who
wera left, thore was no doubt that Skimpole was the fellow
with the best chance.

But Mr. Railton, the House-master of the School House,
naturally wanted to know mmuthir':lg about it, and on
Monday he sent for Tom Merry. Tom ﬁucamf what he
was wanted for, - Ho made his way quietly to the House-
master's study ; but he coloured a little as Mr. Railton's eyes
were fixed upon his face,

“ You have withdrawn from the Codicote exam., Merry?”
Mr. Railton remarked.

“Yes, sir”

“ May I ugk your reason?’

¢ J—wo—several of us decided to draw oub, sir.”

“Yes, I am aware of that—but the reason? I approve to
a cerlain extent of selfsucrifico, Merry, but I could not
approve of your giving up the scholarship for (he suke of
the youth who at present seems to have the best chance of
winning it. "Wua that your motive?"

“That would be carrying self-denial too far,” eaid Mr.
Railton, ** I may mention that I must have the facts in
this caze, Merrﬂ.”

Tom Merry hesitated and coloured:

But he was not the fellow to prevaricate, and. there was
nothing to do but to-make a clean breast of it

Mr. Railton listened quietly while he told the story. The
House-master drummed on the table with his fingers for
some minutes.

*The date of the exam. would have to be put off,” he
gaid musingly. It would, of course, mean a great deal of
trouble, But——"" :

“ Wea'd rather have it as it is, sir,”” said Tom Merry
cagerly. “ Skimmy—I mean Skimpole may not be able to
stay abt St. Jim's after this term unless he gels the
scholarship——""

“Very well, Meorry.
this.”’ 3

“Oh, thank you, sir! We should all be sorey to lose
S‘ki'mmy, and he's really working very hard for (he exam.,
an.t!

I will lot you have your way in

“ Rut about this curious mistake at Mr. Tiper's office,”
said My, Railton, shaking his head. * I do not understand
that. I had a note from the printer on Saturduy evening
excusing himself for delay in mndinf; me the papers, as
something had gone wrong with the formes. Ile said that
he could only account for it by supposing that someone
had entered his house and played a practical joke with the
formes,”

Tom Merry started.

“Under the cireumstances, T shall not inguire into the
matter,” said Mr, Railton, with o slight inflection upon the
sersonal pronoun that was unmistalkable. Toem Merry took
]lis leave, with a timu;;htful expression on hia face.

Ten minutes loter, George Gors, who was in the grm., was
gurprised to see ten serious youthe march up to him and
surround him. He made a movement to escape, but
heavy hand wag laid on his collar,

“Hold on!" said Tom Merry “On Friday
evening——"

I LGH[{Q I

“On Friday evening, after you had been batted for
loging the copy of the * Weckly—-—'"

- I!fﬁm‘mc gol”

“You obtained a pass and went out.  On Friduy
ovening some practical joker entered Tiper's printing office
and mucked up the * Weekly ' and the exam. papers.”

Clore changed colour,

“ If you think——"

“ T don’t think—TI know!

“ [{—it was only a joke ' stammered Gore.

“ Well, this is only a joke, too,” said Tom Merry.
with him " ;

And Gore was frog’s-marched round the quad. till he was
dusty, dishevelled, and in a state of simmering fury. When
his punighment was over, he was loft lying on his back in
the gym., surcounded by an interested and admiring crowd
of fags.

It E'ua somo time before Gore forgot that experience, and
for consolation he had the knowledge that he had made the
Codicote Scholarship n © dead cert '’ for Bkimpole, though, as
he bitterly rvﬂvcl-c(ll? there was no longer any chance for him
to finger any of the fifty pounds that acoompanied Blimpole’s
scholarship,

grimly.

Frog’s mareh, kids!”
(T35 el

“Over

THE END.

(Another longy, compiete school tale of Tom Merry
and €Co. next ursd entitied; ¢ The Rival
Editors,” by Martin Ciliford. Please order your
copy of THE GEM LIBRARY in advance. Price 1d.)
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Let Your Friend Read the Oeom'nﬂ of this Grand War Sitory.

ITAIN

AT B

CHAPTERS 1 and 2.

Sam and Stephen Villiers, two cadets of Greyfriars School,
by a combination of Iuck and pluck render valuable service
to the British Army during the great Gierman invasion. They
are appointed special scouts to the Army, which is forced
back on London by Ven Krantz, the German commandor

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

Sam and Stephen are chafing at their enforeed inactivity,
whoen Ned of Northey, a young Hesex marshman, and an old
[riend of theirs sails up the Thames in his smack, the Maid
of Iseex, with a despatch le has captured from a*German
This contains useful information of the landing of another
Gorman Army ecorps, and Sam, having shown it to Lord
Ripley, is given permission to go down river, and see what
he can do. The boys and Ned sail down to the river mouth,
and board a dereliot steamer, which is loaded with petrol.

“The tide'll be an early one,” remarked Sam thoughtfully.
“ And if the Germans reckon to arvive just before high-water
it’ll be runnin’ down by the time they reach the Nore.!

“ Ay, sirl” said Ned. ‘““Then do you mean that they’ll
have to land on the piers?” ;

(Now g2 on with the Story.)

——

CHAPTER 3.
Y For the Old Country's Sake!"

“Neo, I don't mean that.” BSam caught the young marsh-
man by the arm. ‘I needn't ask you if you're, game for a
risky pioce of work, with a ten-to-one chance in i7"

“Nay, sir. I'm ready for any orders you give,”

Y Then launch your gunning-punt off the smack’s deck,
get a couple of big iran marline-spikes from the steamer,
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SPECIAL NOTE,-Although this story forms a sequel to « Britain Invaded,” it is really
new story in which all the characters are reintroduced to the reader.

an’ put the three of ns aboard the first of the dynamiie-
hulks in Hole Haven."

“Right,” eaid Ned cheerfully. *Bear o hand to launch
her, gents!"

“@lory 1" exclaimed Stephen, “We're gellin® fo work
now! Will she hold three?”

“She's gotb to,” said Sam, as they slid the light punt _into
tho water. *We ean't go in the dinghy-—she's too high on
the water, an’ too visible. In you get!”

The gunning-punt (nothing like an up-river punt, but a
long, low, flal canoe, pointed at both ends, and decked all
vound, hardly showing above the waler, was very deep-laden
when the three of them were in it, but there was not much
awell in Bea Reach at the time, and Ned skilfully edged her
aeross towards Canvey Island without mighap. Sho cut along
through the water as noiselessly and easily as o shark. The
marshman rowed her along by the edge of the Chapman
Sands, making for the little haven the smack had passed by
an hour before.

“Now, you chaps,” said S8am, “ we're in for it. We've gob
to overpower the guard on that dynamitesship, an' if they
ghow fight—as no doubt they will—they must be downed.
As Ned says, there won't be more than two-—three at the
most. There isn't accommodation on the hulk for more."”

“My aunt! But ain't il queer, thoge hnlks being still
thore?” said Stephen.

“Ne. The explosives on ‘em are nob the sort that ace
any good in war. They're trade explosives. It's tho salesh
places for ‘em—where they're always kapt. Nothing to be
eained by shifting them—exeept to us. We've got to clear
the guard an’ seb 'em adrift when the tide furns."

Btepl .0 gave alow whistle.

wain't far off high-water now,” said Ned, quickening his
stroke. ** Does the guard keep a watch on deck all night?”
said Sam, peering ahead.

“They didn’t when 1 lay there wi' the smack,” rvelwmed
Ned—“talkin’ below in the cabin most o’ the time, I realon.
There's no one to look after 'em. The light was burnin’
wost all night. They're allowed lamps.”
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‘ “But look lore, Sam,’” oexclaimed 8Btephen, * whab
o,

S Shut up ! murmured his brother warningly.
talkin', We're gotting too close.”

The narrow entrance to Hole Iaven showed boforo thom
% they turned the corner of Canvey Island, IHere, in times
of peaco, the Dutoh eel-boats that ourry eels to Billingsgate

d'ish Market, are wont to lie. Now they were gono, gut n

the usnal place a little higher up, the first of the dynamite-
- hulks lay moored.

Thoss hulks, the hulks of old ships, are uszed for the
storage of dangerous oxplosives, It is forbidden by law to
hring oargoes of dynamite or blasting-powder any higher up
the Thames, so vessels carrying them have to unload into
these hualks, which are moored in this lonely ereck, where
if n great explosion did happen, it would do little damage.
~On oach hulk a carvetaker lived, but these men had now
geen turned away by the Germans, to whom, however, the
dynamite stores were of little use.

What object Sam had in boarding the hulks neither of his

wogomrades knew, nor was there any time to ask.

They held themsalves ready to buck him up to the utmost,
and a4 the punt glided noiselessly towards the dark mass of
the first hullk, Sam etrained his eyes to see if thore was any-

“Nody on the deck, for he knew how much dependel on
tavarding her before any suspicion was aroused.

He could see nobody, however, and the punt, low upon
the dark wator, was almost invisible from a distance of a
fow yards in the gloom.

She slid silently alongside, and Ned quietly made the rope
painter fast to a nlamY, and secured the punt.

“Nip aboard quickly I” whispered SBam; ‘“and if it's a
fight, remember we're strikin’ for our country.”

He set the example by reaching up to the bulwarks, and
llnutmf himsolf on deck with a quick spring.

Flardly had his feet touched t}m deck, when a mutlered
oath was heard below, and a German corporal came dashing
up through the cabid” hatehway,

His riflo, with bayoneb fixed, lay against the hatch, and,
snatching it up, he rushed at Sam, shouting hoarsely to some
unseen companion.

Springing aside, the young scout brought the iron marline-
spike down acrosa the German's skull with a ecrash that
stretched him lifeless on the deck, and he fell without a
groan.

A aecom} man, in the uniform of a German Sapper,
appoared in the hatchway ot the same moment, his face
{ll\'uh \11-ith surprise and roge, a heavy Service revolver in
118 At.

Before he could use it or reach the deck, a crushing
blow from the butt of Btephen’s carbine sent him foppling
back down the hatchway stairs, and he fell with a hoavy
thud at the bottom. 4

The brothors paused a moment, their weapons grasped
firmly, ready for any others that might come up. H[nnl
waited but a second, howéver, hefore ﬁo sprang down the
hatchway, marline-spike in hand, taking his chance of any
hidden enemies below.

There wore no others on board, as he quickly found.

“ Take your marline-spikes, an’ unshackle the cables,” hie
vried, renppearing for a moment in the hatchway, “as
sharp ns over you can do it; there's no time to lose !”

Ned and Stephon ran up into the bows of the hulk, where
the two heavy iron cables that moored her were stopped to
the bitts,

To cast them off would. have been far too long a task,
40 they attacked the shackles, unsorewed the pins as rapidly
as they could with their marline-spikes, and let the greaf
cables ““}" ovorboard of their own weight, This done, they
darted aft to serve tho gtern cablos in the same way.

While they were about it Sam came on deck with a
souple of large cans of colza lamp-oil—the only oil allowed
on the powder-hulls,

One he emptied over the decks and down the hatchway,
and with the other he drenched both sides of the hulk
amidships, down to the water's mIF«y. ;

By the time he had done it the stern cables had been
slipped, and the hulk was adrift on the tide,

. Ape those two men dead?'” said Sam quickly.

“ Dead s door-nails ! roturned Ned, who had looked af
hoth the fallen Germans.

“Pull awidy to the next hulk like bluzes!” cried Bam,
jumping intoithe punt, ‘“Put me ahoard her, an' you go
on o the nexkctwo above, an’ freat them the same way.
There won't time. for any more. Pick me up on your

way boek ' 7
i ﬁ‘&-’ﬂha next hulk as they ran alongside,

“ No moro

He clambered hoard f A
witl}out stopping the punt, which rowed swiftly on up the
preok, 2

Sam found the vessal he was on deserted, as Ned had
snid, and he worked like a domon to set her adrift. In
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ton minutes he had unshackled and cast off all four cablos
and, breaking open the ecabin hatch, he went below an

nn;mcd the docks and sides with oil, as ho had done to the
other.

He waited impatiently for the others, as the hulk drilted
gontly along the narrow creek.

In ten minutes the punt returned, and took Sam aboard.
: “They're both adrift above,” paid Stephen; ‘thit's
our,

“Did you dose 'em with oil?”

““Yes, two big cans cach.”

“ﬁ?udl Pull back to the steamer now, as hard ag you
can '

““We can run her bacle under canvas, The wind's fdir,”
said Ned, hoisting a little mast and enil in the bows of
the punt, and, the crew sitting aft, she slipped along fast,

They soon passed the first hulk again, which was now
driving gently down the creek towards the Thames, for
the tido was beginning to run seaward. v

“1 wonder if it'll come off 7" muttered Ham, knitting
his brows as he looked baok at the old hulks, *It's long
odds, but it's worth our while to try. There's no other way
that I can see.”

“Are you reckonin’ on the German ships runnin’ into the
dynamite hulks in the dark?” said Stephen cagerly.

“No, no; they're not such fools. We've got to lay a
better trap for them than that.,”

They could got nothing more out of Ham, who was 1666
in thought, oaloulating the chances of his plan, and watch-
ing the quickening filﬁ‘. as they ran down Sea Reach again
to the stranded steamer.

Sam took one long look down through the darknees {o
seaward from her decks,

“Now,” he said, ““there’s just half an hour before us
an’ you must work like slaves. The fate of Britain may
depend on whether we get done in time. Rig the tatkles,
and sweat those petrol-tanks out on deck, Don't talk now,
but work!"

Setting the example, he took a derrick-wheel and ran
aloft. With the double pulley and ropes thus hanging
over the hold, they hooked up one tank after snother,
heaved them up on deck, hanling in the tackle-ropes, and
swayed them out on deck, next the bulwarks that were heels
ing down to the water.

Not a word did they speak, save the orders to * IHaul I
or “8lack!” and no rest did they take. Sam alone gave
an oceasional glance down towards the Nore.

They toiled like niggers, and though the regular tanks
wers too large for them to move, they brought out a dozen
of the portable ones and a number of metal drums, all full
of petrol. v

“ Tasy olll” said Sam at last, “That'll do.”

Ho brought aft a couple of long-handled axes and o
lavge centre-bit, and took one more long look wenward.

“Thank Henven, they're not in sight yet!"” he muttered.
“(fan it be that we're goin' to sugceed "

“ Hera come the hulks,” cried Stephen,
down!”

The four great black hulla from Hole Haven were nearly
abreast the steamer, out in the deep water.

They had drifted out of the ereek with the tide, which
was now carrying them down Sea Reach towards the Nore.

A strange, silent procession they looked, driving slowly
seawanrds, without masts or rudders. They might have
heen the ghosts of some old navy, haunting the waters.

“ Just in time ! said Sam thankfully.” * Let 'em come
nearly abreast us, an’ then start in an' breach theso tanks.
Gal the plugs out, an’ let the stuff pour overbonrd as fasteas
il ean.

Stephen gave a whoop of excitement, as the acheme
came home to him at last.

“By gum, Sam, you're a genius !
whole river with the dynamite hulks on it?
sproad enough 7"

« All over the Reach. Ono gallon’ll cover fifty square
vards, an’ there's hundreds heve,” returned Bam, ‘' You've
honrd of setting the Thames on fire? Now you'll sea if
done. Start!” :

e brought his axe down on one of the drums with »
squelch that burst the head in, and the raw petrol rushed
out over the deck.

Ned gave a cheer, and with Stophen's help they soon had
the screw-plugs out of the biggest tanks, and started to
broach the Olﬁt‘.rs with axes.

The colourless fluid gushed forth in quarts and gallons,
and the decks of the stranded vessel being on the start, il
poured out through the scuppers and valve-plales in apout-
ing calaracts,

Naturally, floating on water, it ran far and wide over the
tideway in all directions.

The four dynamite hulks came drifting down

“drifting
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time to moet the flood' of petrol; and drove along with the
tainted water, coverad in i, lapping round their sides. As
they: slowly passed the eteamer the stuff continued to pour
out and follow them, and for twenty minutes the waterfalls
of petrol still flowed, till the last tank was emptied. HBam
watched it, hia face strangely whita and tense,

‘3ot aboard the smack, an’ run the sails up,” he said,
“Tf the luck holds, we've got 'em now "

A thrill ran through Stephen as he renlised what was to
come. They boarded the smack, and sailed out across the
river in the darkness,

The supply having stopped, the petrol-covered fide, with
the hulks upon its ’imnom was running down towards the
Noye.. - Tha deadly, inflammable stuff now conted tho
water right across the channel, and nearly o mile in
length.

This traoct, therefore, was slowly moving seaward, and
the Maid of Essex tacked backwards and forwards just
above it on the unpetroled water, but edging down all tho
time, so as to keep just off the edge of it. By the oily
shimmer on the surface, Sam knew just how close to go.

“(Got any wax matches, Ned?"” he said, ‘' Give me u
box. You might go up to the cross-trees and keep a look-
out seaward. ‘The fate of the German army corps hangs on
an inch an' a half of vesta now, unless the luck turns
against us, I hardly dared hope for this.”

“Good heavens ! muttered Stephen. ‘“ ID’you mean we
oan veally stop 'em—we three?”

Sam made no reply; he was straining hia eyes through
the darkness.

“No sign of them," he said, under his breath. ‘' Can
there be any mistake? If they don’t arrive soon the
petrol'll sprond too far an’ evaporato; it'll be all up.”

“ Lot o small vessels awny boyond the Nore, sir,” hailed
Ned from aloft, * headin’ this way. They ain't so small,
either, I can make 'em out now. hoy're tugs—big
ocean tugs—with strings o' lighters an' barges towin' be-
hind ‘em.”’

“I¢’s the Germans at last!” oried Bam.
from aloft, Ned.” k

“ Now for it!” thought Steplen; and a thrill of intense
excitoment shot through him.

They had followed the dynamite hulks and the petroled
tide down past Canvey and abreast Southend. The
tainted water had driven straight along in oneo vast, oily
pateh, spanning the whole deep-water fairway. The hulks,
which had separated; considerably, were now nearly oppo-
gite: the lighiship of the Nore, whose white, revolving eye
winked steadily. She was now in the hands of German
aperators. y

Out of the darkness beyond the lightship, sweeping along
rapidly from the open sea, came a multitude of dark
objects, that ™ presently resolved’ themsclves into large,
Eower[ul_ tugs, each with a train of great, open bargea

ehind her.

Tvery one of these was packed as thick ‘as it could hold
with German troops, In the same way the first invaders
had descended on the Bast Coast two weeks before—a
vastly quicker and less perilous method than landimi)frmn
troopships in deep water, for the shallow-draught barges
could put their men on the very beach itself.

Through his night-glasses Sam could see the spiked
helmets of the Kaiser's mon briatlin% like a small }I)rusﬁ
on every lighter. In others ware the horses of the cavalry,
and others, again, bore the heavy guns. If any warships
had come with the flotilla they were left outside, and the
only esoort was a couple ofsnaky, black torpedo-bonts.
Not a light was shown by the whofa fleet as it crept into
the ltlng‘l of the Thames.

Tn those lighters, as tha boys knew well, lay their country’s
doom.  Should that powerful army corps be landed
and added to the vast force that had already overwhelmed
Britain north of the Thames, the nation might still fight,
but with no hope of victory ngainst such huge odds,

BEvery nerve in Stephen’s body tingled as he gripped the
smaok’s rail and watched the flotilla steam steadily into
the great trail of potrol-covered water, The dynamite
hutks were now not far in front, and one of the torpedo-
bonts suddenly flashed her sourchlight on to their Llaclc
hulls and 1it them up plainly.  Sam, with steady fngors,
drew a single wax match from his box. g

"ll?or the Old Country’'s sake!” he said, between his
teath.

And, striking the match, he flicked it as far forward of
the smack as possible, whilo the Head' was still blazing. The
result was amazing.

As that tiny spark of light strucl the surface a tongue of
smoky flame shot up, as ﬁ from the water itself. For one
fraction of a second it lpnised, and then, with a hiss that
grew into a long, dreadful roar, the flames raced sideways

“Come down
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and forwards across the great river's mouth with the speed
of a galloping horse.
he inner edge of the flames shot fo within a fow feab
of the smack, and she put down her helm and raced awny
bacl, They could not follow, for she was above their Hmit.
Bastwards, the sheet of flame spread swiftly, till' the
whole: river seemed on fire, lighting up the gloom of night
with a wild, smoky glare. In a few moments il was all
round the dynamite hulks, which instantly began to blaze
and erackle furiously as the oil upon them eaught and their
dry old sides were devoured by the flumes.
_Right round. and through and among the tugs and
lighters shot the flames, and within ten sesends of the

striking of the mateh the German flotilla was steaming

through a sea of fire.

Tho boys on the smack's deek, with the glare roflected
on their faces, stood appalled by the upnur.n.(ﬁn. Wild out-
cries and curses camo [rom the vessels, which, bewiledérod
by tho digaster, lost their proper stations, and went eragh-
ing into cach other in wild confusion, while the dynamite
hulks, blazing furiously, and swirling along in the strong
tide, drove right in amongst them.

“(osh!” cried Ned hoarsely. * There’s an end o' the
Kaiser's army corps! Not beaten, but wiped off the seas!™

With an awful, devastating crash the first dynamite hulk
exploded as the flamea reached her vitals, and the vossels
nearest her woro blotted out of existence. Hardly had: the
ochoes ceased rumbling when a still louder roar split the
heavens, Hulk No. 2 hud gone, taking with her overy
livinp’; thing within a hundred yards,

“Up—hard up your tiller!” eried Sam; springing to
the helm. “The wind's dropped, an' the tide's carryin’
us into tha flames!”

8o engrossed had the threo comrades been in watching
the huge flare that they had failed to notice their own
peril. The wind had fallen light, and the smaclk was being
rapidly drawn into the flaming tract of sen, Nod dashec
aft, and hauled in the mainsheot with all his might, ns Bam
tried to keep the smack up to windward and sgtem the tide,
Hotter and hotter grew the glare as she drove slowly
towards the flames.

*Qut sweeps!” cried Ned, seizing one of tha lon
“Pull for your lives! Once among the petrol an
done for!”

The flare of the blazing petroleum was now nol len feet
away, nor could the boys’ efforis at the oars bear the heavy
smack against the ebb-tide. H}Hm seemed gone,when the
dark water behind them was ruffled by a sudden gust, and
the mainsail filled.

oars,
we're

*“A breeze!” cried Sam, springing to the tillor again, -

“ [latten in your jibl”

A sigh of reliel escaped all three as the little vesee]l began
to heel over and skim away up river again out of reach of
the flames, pointing as close against the wind as she could,
and the ripple of the water against her bows wae music to
their errs. The wholo affair had not lasted forty seconda.

* Keep her well away now, sir, an’ over towards the
Blyth sands!” cried Ned. ‘* Wo can cast anchor then, if wa
have to.”

“Wall out of that!” panted Sam. “Wa couldn’t have
mnl'?pluined. I s'pose, if we'd fallen into oup own trap. Buf
ptil]e—"’

The rest of his worda were drowned by a deafening crash
far down among the flames, and the smack’s crew fairly
staggered under the force of the explosion, distant as it
wany, The third dynamite-hullk had Blown up, and with her
went o couple of tugs and their string of lighters,  The
boys looked back at the disastor with awe.

“My heavens, it’s an awful smasher for them!" gasped
Stonhen, * Will they all be burnt?*

“No, no; go to tha bottor, that’s all!”" said Sam grimly.
“ Tt ain’t pleasant, this night's work, but those beggors in
the spiked helmets are here to take England from us, and
they muet abide by what comes!”

“Joa!” cried Ned. *“It ain’t o minute since the petrol
was fired, an’ half o them are gone! What's that ecomin’
this way?”

Through the inferno of smoke and flare and wreckage
gomething was charging with bewildering speed, with
sharp, cracking reports lfsrenlcing from it, and in another
nm"'?nt the thing was clear of the fire and dashing up Sea
Reach,

“Torpedo-bout!" exclaimed Sam, *“CGot the panic! Her
crew have lost their heads! Look at "em sheoting all round

the clock I
“Gosh! Will she go for us?” anid Stephen.
No grimmer witness to the defeat could have been ween
than that torpedo-boat, for she was an example of the
sanic o great catastroplie can create in men's brains, 8he
l}ehnvud ike a mad ship. Iler crew, not knowing how the
disaster had occurred, or where the enamy wds that had
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cauged if, had clupped on all steam and rvushed ahead,
blazing their’ quickfirers at everything they saw. It was
their guns and not the flames that had exploded the third
dynamite-ship, and now, blinded by the glare, they came
rushing on into the darkness beyond,

Those on the smack watched her in bewilderment and
suspense, for there was no saying what she might do. Her
superior gpeed had enabled .i}ﬁ!‘ to do what the tugs and
lighters could not-—to race clean through the fire before her
urew was overpowerod,

On camo the torpedo-bont, nearly straight towards the
smack, her thin iron sides still flickering with the wash of
burning petrol she had brought from the fatal tract. The

_8mall machine-guns on her deck wore spitting \-igorously.
and as her crew caught sight of the Maid of Essex she
turned violently away, and a gun was turned for a few
seconds on the smaock,

A sudden shower of load came hurtling over the boys'
hoads, ripping holes through the mainzail, and one shot cut
the peak halyards away, and down éame the mainsail with
a run, leaving the smack rocking on the waters like a
orippled gull. ~ Her crow expected to be annihilated, but
the ~crazy torpedo-boat held on her wild career, and,
auddnnly"m‘ghtlng the stranded stesmer on the Blyth flats,
rushed straight at it, her guns going furiously. A few
seconds later a great column of white water leaped up
ngoinst the steamer’s side, and hardly had it fallen back
beforo the stranded ahip-i:ursr. into flames, and began to
burn furiously, Bweswing past her, the torpedo-boat
rushed on, and then stopped dead with a shock that shoolk
the short funnels clean out of her; and there she remained,
helpless and stranded,

“Great James!” cried Sam.
the petrolship "

“Took her for an encmy,
panic ™' enid Sam -exeitedly,
on to the Blyth sands now.

“The fools have torpedoed

bein' all ends up, an’ in a
‘““ An' she's run zwrsclf hard
By gum, it was just like n
mad dog chargin’ an' bitin' everything he saw! Don't
wonder, either, 1 thought we were done for!”

* Help splice these halyards!' cried Ned.
anchor, or we'll be drivin’ back again!”

Stephen deftly cast the turns of the anchor off the smack’a
bitts, and the anchor splashed overboard and brought her
up sharp, for she was now in shallowar water, and hsr
hook could reach the bottom, Theoy sel to work rapidly
with a couple of spikes and n serving-mallet, and very soon
Ned's defr fingers had spliced together the halyards that
had Teen cut through, and the mainsail was ready for
hoisting once more. No time was lost over (his, for fo
have command over the boat was urgent. Onee done, they
let her ride at anchor, and watched the finish of tho
conflagration, }

The burning tract had driven far down to the open sea
by pow, and was flickering out as the last of the petrol
consumaed iteclf, In its track was w waste of wreckage and
ruin, The blackened hull of the Nore Lightship still swung
at its cables, and here and there over the tide were dotted
the shattered fragmeonts of lighters that had been blown to

ieces, and the boats from the tugs. The second torpedo.

Mt wos nowhere'in sight.” A more desolule picture of
ruin was néver seen,

Away below over the Shoecburyncss flats, now fast un-
covering, two or thiee lighters, with their ocrews, had
drifted,  Strangest of all, the fourth dynamite hulle had
siranded «on the Knock, and burned down to the water's
edge, but her perilous freight had failed to explode, and the
flames were dying out in her harmlessly,  But the others
had done their work.

© Silence reignod for a time on board the Maid of Fssex,
as her crew waltched the blackness of the night shub down
onve more when the flames died on the waters. It was

Stephen who epoke first,

“Qam,” bhe said soberly, ‘“that plan of yours has saved
Britain, The Kaiser's army corps no longer exiats.”

It was in better hands than mine,” said his brother
quietly, “ We did our best, and the rest was dono for us.
Yos, cave for a fow companies who may find their way
ashora over the Mapling and who won't mako much
difference to Von Krantz's strength, the second invasion is
wiped out. Britain has her chance of winning still, if she
lith.-q as wa know she will."”

“Qosh 1" said Ned, looking with awe at the wreckage of
the lighters. - “ You ought to ba head o' the Fleet, Master
Bam, eir, An army o' men an' ships smashed up by three!
Who'd ha' dreamed of such a plan before?"

“You're wrong, Ned,” said Sam, with-a grim smile.
“I'm only movin' with the times. . Three hundred yoars
ago Sir Francis Drake sent his fireships driftin’ down with
the tide off C'alais, an' in half an hour half the Spanish
Armada was stranded, an’ the rest flyin' for their lives.
Petrol an' dynamite weren't invented in those days, but
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the little man with the red beard mopped up twenty times
his weight in Spaniards, just the same.”

Y Woll, the sea is the grave of the Kaiser's army tonight,”
said Stephen, ** just as it was of King Philip’s fleet, And
we owe it ta, you, Sam.
one better than Franky Drake.”

Nor was he far wrong, What Britain has done Britain
CT(llu do again while she '{vrcv{lu the same sons as she did of
old. ?

CHAPTER 4,
Run Down,

The breaze [reshened, and the sinack began to roll in the
short sea off the edge of the sands, Ned stood up and
looked keenly over the dark waste of waters,

“We ought to be slippin’ out o' this, sirs,'
“ After this smash-up their destroyers’ll be sweepin' round
an' pokin’ about everywhere., A yardarm job for us if
we'ra caught!”

“ Right-ho! Up hook!” said Stephen.. And in a minute
the anchor was broken out and the sails run up.  *‘ But
there were only one of those two torpedo-boats—one's ashore
an’ the other's sunk. Hallo! What are those?"”

“Just what Ned feared muttered SBam, as two long
black hulls, hardly visible in the gloom, came swiftiy in
along the edge of the theﬁury sands  opposite.
* Destroyers!  The Germans have got a squa
Sheerness. lere goes another!”

A couple of searchlights, like long white pencils, suddenly
ls'pruutet} out from the foreparts of the destroyers, and
began to play back and forth over the waters.

“ Lookin' for men to rescue,” said Sam grimly. *‘ They
won't find any. There's the third one now, searchin’ for
the enemy. Can’t you get us out of it, Ned? But it's no
good ; they're bound to spot us.”

One of the searchlights threw ite vivid circle within
twenty feet of the Maid of Essex, and the crew held their
breath. If the light fell on her she would be shown up and
cuptured instantly. She was so far out of the regular ship-
channel, however, that the light swept past just short of,
her, leaving her in the gloom.

“rhere’s just one¢ chance,” said Ned. * We'll try the
Jenkin Swatchway, an’' get past 'em., Hasy away your
sheets!"”

The smack stood straight in for the Kentish ¢hore. She
had sailed some way up above the geens of the German
defeat, and Ned ran her into the narrow channel between
the Nore sand and the main shore of Kent, The long shelf
of sand, now uncovered by the tide, cut her off from the
destroyers, and while they were racing up the main
channel of Hea Reach, she was slipping away down the
nar ow swatchway, soawatds, ¥

There were a couple of minutes broathless suspense before
ghe was under cover of the sands, for at any moment the
sonrchlight might have hit upon her, while even inside her
gails could have been seen from the top of the sandbank,
But the destroyers were now above her, and kept their
lights playing ahead, The danger was past, ;

“ Phow 1" gpid Sam.  © That’s as close o game of hide-
and geek as I've ever played.  Another ten feet, an’ that
light would have meant a hangin' job for us! h b

“They couldn't have proved we did the business,” enid
Stephen. g,

wProve! A lot they'd trouble to {\mwt Any Britisher
they eateh afloat to-night’ll be hanged or shot, They'll call
'om spios. They'll be too mad to let any go for feur: the
right ones should escape, aftey the wreckin' of their blessed
army corps. Don't wonder!” i : ;

“1 packon they won’t find anybody afloat either,”’ said
Ned, *‘except us; an' we'ro not out o' the wood yab,
We've gob to cross the open mouth o' the Medway, inside
which their ships lie, in a few minutes. Thie swatchway
don't lust for ever, as you know.” ’ %

The boys needed no warning on that point,  They had,
in their own little cutter yacht, sailed the lower Thames
and east coast, winter and summer, for 8ix yoars, and they
know every creek and sounding. It was not long before
the sheltering Nore came to an end on their left, and the
Maodway's mouth opened on their right. From the fort on
Garricon Point, now in the hands of the Germans, a power-
ful searchlight was sweeping its ray in long cireles over

ron ab

tho approaches to Sheerness,  For a moment Ned was
uncertain what to do. R =
“ Run straight across and chance it!" said Sam, As

close to the Point as you dare, an’ we may run undor the
genrchlight with luck. Onee past-the opening we shall hll:
all right, with the high land of Sheppey for a background,
“It's Hobson's choice!” muttered Ned; and ten minutes
later the advantages of facing the matter boldly were seen,
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for the smack ran swiftly across the Medway's mouth, un-
touched by the searchlight, and way down along the dars,
forsaken shallows that fringe the Isle of Sheppey, heading
east for the North SBea.

“ Now we'ré out of it!"” said Stephen exultingly. * We
can leave 'em to clear up the mess, By gum, what are
those 1*

He pointed to the norihward, away from the land. Four
huge, massive forms, half o mile out in the deeper water,
were heading silently in for the Thames and Medway like
great black spectres. .

. ““Baftleships!” said Sam. *German ironclads of the
line. We're well out of their path here.” «

“Wonder if they've come in from a turn-up with our
#hips in the Channel? 1I'll swear I heard distant firing

when we sailed down,” said Stephen, watching the great
vessels slowly steaming ahead,
™ “They're goin’ into Sheerness,” said Ned. “The

Germans  ha' captured tha Isle o Sheppey, an’ they're

holdin’ it for o base. Their guns command both sides o

the Medway. It's the only place they hold south o the

Thames," .

'* Where do they lie, Ned " asked Sam suddenly.

“"T'ween Sheerness an’ Queenborough. Just where our
Nore Squadron used to,” answered the smacksman,

“ Do they, by Jove!” muttered Sam, And he relapsed
into pensive silence, and did not open his mouth again for
some time,

*It’s rum, their usin® our harbour as s basge!"” remarked
Ned, " 8’pose they're glad o' the stores an’ coal, though.
Wonder they ain't landed any troops on the Kent siﬁo.
Maybe that army corps was to go there .an' take South
London in the rear.”

" Rats ! teplied Stephen. “They couldn’t take South
London on their own; an’ they’d be cut off from all help
from their own side an’ Von %mnlz. The only way for
the Germans to take London iz to starve it out an' cross in
o mass. They doren't split themselves up. No; Sheerness
is nul,y a naval base; they can't get any furthor down this
way,”

“TI ain't no soldier,” said Ned, sucking at a cold pipe,
for he dared not sirike o match; *“*salt water’s good enough
for me.”?

' Where's this hooker hound now, Sam?” asked Stephen.
* What's the next movei”

"1 think we ought to get word to Lord Ripley that the
army corps is done for,” said Sam. "It might make all
the difference in his plans; an’ how's he to learn of it elsa?
Q’ml t'i’mrc any of our men along the coast beyond Sheppey,
Ned?

“TI ain't been there this eruise. Don’t think there's any
troops—they’'re all drawin’ landwards. But there'd be some
Tcmltrs, no doubt. There ain’t no Germans that side, any-
how,"? ’ h

* Then we'll lund, if we can get as far, and find somebady
to vide up with the report.”

* Ripley'll be pretty well pleased whon he gets it,” chuckled
Stophen, *‘ His remainin' hairg'll turn dark again with joy.”

** Yeg," replied his brother. ' When I eaid there might
be a way to stop the invagion, he teld me pretty snappish to
go an’ find it. We've done it! It wasn’t meaning to brag,?’
gaidl Sam simply, * for I never dreamed at the time that it
was really possible. There's Warden Point!  We're nearly
past Sheppey Island. Are there any German ships guardin’
the entrance of the Swale that rune behind Sheppey, Ned?"”

*Ain't heard o' none. There's nothin’ for ‘em to guard

R ahoe N cane Tiuhs. b G

, the ereele runa right behind Sheppey an’ cuts into
tha Msg,wny at Queanboro’—just by Shmrrﬂss:‘” said Sam,

© YAy but it's only & muddy ditch, or not much better,”
gaid Ned scornfully, *“with a big iron railway bridgoe across
it!  Nothin’ can go through ‘cept barges—certainly no ships.
An' the Channel's as difficult an’ twisty as an ecl.  You know
that, Master Aubrey; you've heen messin® about there
shootin’ an’ in' oftener than me."”

“1 have,” said Sam quietly, *and no ships over go
through, as you say. But at high tide I'd undertake to take
any oraft through if she had a‘low mast an’ only drew—say,
four or five feet of water,” .

** Whal—a barge?”

“* Noj a torpedo-boat.”

* Phew I”" whistled Stephen. ** An’ it's tho back way into
Bheornese—whers the Garman battleships lie, too!™

* My eyo!” muttered Ned. * You have eaid no less than
the truth, siv, I do believe, though no torpedo-boat's ever
been through,  Nobody knows the creek’s channel but the
bargees an' chapa like you an’ me. King's Ferry Bridge ia
supposed to stop the navigation. Though it's made to. open
it maver does,”, g

“ Well, it's no good talkin’ about it,” sighed Stephen.
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“This old emack ain't a torpedo-boat, an’ there ain’t one,
probably, for a hundred miles—except the Kaiser's."

Sam said no more, and soon Sheppey was pussed and tho
Kentish mainland, with the few lhights of the now almost
deserted town of Whitstable twinkling wcross the wuter,
came into view, )

They bore outwaxd at this point, and looked anxiously back
at the wide entrance of the Swala where it opened behind
Sheppey. There were no craft to be seen, however, save &
couple of trading schoonere—probably deserted—lying ab
anchor above Shellness. The smack held on till Whitstablo
was left astern,

“Thig'll do,” said Sam. * There's o place where wa can
land, if I remember, nearly abreast of ue. Won't do to go
ashora at one of the towns, Haul u}l) the dinghy. You an’
1 will nip ashore, Steve, while Ned heaves to an’ waits for
us. "

Sam went below and hurriedly wrote o brief report of the
destruction of the German flotilla seribbled on a sheet of
wrapping paper. Folding it up in a second shoet, ssaling it
with pitch, he put a cord round it, and joined Stephen in the
dinghy, which was bobbing alongside. 2

“Tack up an’ down, Ned, an’ look out for us in about
an hour,” said Sam. ** We may be some time,"”

The dinghy was pulled away steadily over the emooth
swells, heading in for the land. They had a long row, for at
low tide the sea is 8o shallow off that part of Ient that thero
is no getting closer than a mile or more with o smack, At
lust, however, the dark sea-wall loomed up, and leaving
Stephen in charge of the dinghy, Sam went ashore with his
despatches.

It was more than half an hour hefora he returned.

“It's all right,” he said, vith much relief, stepping into
the dinghy. ** Found a chap who told me where I'd find o
Yeomanry scout, Caught the scout waterin’ his horse at a
farm, an’ he's off to London as fnst as he ean lick with my
message.  Wo don’t wané to take the smack up the river
again if we can help it.”

“ No; there's more to he done down here,” snid Stephen.
“Pull away, an' let's get back aboard.”

“How dark it is!" said Sam, after they had rowed a full
mile, * Hold on, we're far out enongh! Where the dickens
is the smack?"

Look as they might, they could see no signa of her, It waa
now the hour befora the dawn, blacker than ever, for the
sky was overcast with clouds.
and the dark outline of the distant shore was to be seen.

They hailed two or three times, but there was no unswer
from the gloom,

“ There she 181" exclaimed Stephen. © No it isn’t, though;
it’s & tug or—— Great Scott! A torpedo-boat!”

“ Look out! She’s down on us!” cried. S8am, seizing the
oave ns a black, sharp bow came gliding m\vi{r_l_y through the
darkness right on top of the hoat, ** Pull hard 1"

It was too late, - With a splitting crack, the steel bow
slruck the dinghy, hurling the boys clean out of hor and
cutting her in two. g

Down they went, the black water hissing round them.
And as Sam came to the surface, wondering wildly where
his brother was, he heard the thresh of the torpcﬂo-bmu’s
scrow and saw her swerving round some way behind, At
the same moment something in the wuter—one of the boat's
oats—was driven heavily against Sam’s head upon the creat
of & wave before he could ward it off.

A thousand stars danced before his eyes, the water roared
in his ears, and hie senses left him,

CHAPTER 6&.
Mr. ‘“ Bobby " Cavendish of the King's Navy.

When Sam came to himself—~which ho would never have
expected to do had he been able to think when the oar
struck him—he was conscious of the taste of ample sult water
in his mouth and throat, and a throbbing iron deck beneath
his back. It took him some seconds to guess where he was.

“ Great James!” he thought. ' The torpedo-boat’s picked
us up! Wasn't that Steve’s voice I heard?” IHe coughed
and choked painfully as the brine stung his lungs ¢ Better
if wo'd bean left in the water!” he muttered bitterly, trying
to raise himself. * We'll be shot now, if not hanged!"

“ Hallo!" said a cheerful voice in puve KEnglish just
qb::vu him,  *‘Take a pull of this. You look as if you want
it.

Sam sab u]l'n and staved blankly at a spruce, very youthful-
looking naval officar, apparently not much oldor than himself,
with a good-looking face which gave the idea that nothing
could Hut him out of temper. He was handing Sam a tiny
silver flask, ¢

* Great Seotl " exclaimed Sam. ** Arve you Iinglich?"?

* Ra-ther ' said the young offizer,
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" Then 'ro in & British craft?" :
“Bomewhat! Did you think the Germans had got you?
Torpodo-bout No, 667, Bub-licutenant Cavendish—that's me!"”
“You've gob my brother, haven't you?’ said Sum quickly.

“ You; I've just sent him below to got out of his togs an’
borrow a elopsuit from my torpedo-gunner, Told me he
wag your twin, He's all right. Take a whack of cognac—
it'll pull you round.” ;

Ham did so. He did not eare for apirvita at any time, but
ha neaded the gill of old brandy badly, and, being the finest
of modicines in case of need, it pulled *him together and set
hia blood eireulating.

“1I'm beastly sorry 1 ran you chaps down,” said the sub-
lioutenant, * but it was as dark as the inside of an elephant,
an' my look-out didn't sce your little boat. How d'you feel?”’

* Hoapa better,” said Sam gratefully, * I've gol to thank
you for savin' my life. I got a whick on the L]mufl in_the
water, and was about done for,”

“ 1 know. I saw you bobbin' abou! when wo eame round,”
said Cavendish cheerfully, My signalman stuck the boat-
hook through your pants—hope you don’t mind. We got
your brother first, though. IHere he is,”" he added, as
Btephen, in a suit of blanket-like clothes much too large for
him, came up the hatchway, He expressed his gratitude to
Cavendish, who waved it aside. ;

" Least I could do for you was to pick you up,” he said.
“ Where wore you bound?”

1 say, where's Ned an’ the smack?” exclaimed Stephen,
suddenly remembering them, ‘' We were pulling off to our
vessel,' he said, to Cavendish, ‘‘Can you take us to him?'!

* Phew! = Borry, I can't,” replied the young lisutenant
sericusly. ‘‘ You eee, I'm under orders, an' must get back
to my squadron as quick as 1 ean—there's the dawn breakin’
already, We're a couple of miles from where I picked you
up, too,” he added, for the torpedo-boat was now leaping
along ws swiftly as a dolphin, heading along the coast past
Herne Bay and towands the Foreland. Sam took a look
round him, and saw the foree of what the lientenant said,

** Of course,” he replied, ** we couldn’t expect that! We'll
have to stay with you for a spell, then, and you must pitch
us out when we become a nuisance. IEh, Stove?”’

“ Rather! Old Ned’ll be ablo to look after himself for a
spell,” said his brother. ** We'll got back to him some day,
an' this suits mo. I've never beon on a live torpeda-craft
in war-time, an’ if the captain don’t mind having us——""

“ By all means,” snid Cavendish, langhing. * Can’t very
well heave you to the fish, can 17 But what on earth ware
you up to? Why, you're sodgers, aren’t you?"' he added,
gloneing at Bam’s khaki jacket and cord breeches.

“ About that!" said Sam, grinning.  ** Cadets, when we're
ab home. * We've had s0o many queer jobs that I'm hanged if
I know what we are just now. Hort of harumfrodites,
perhaps.  We came <own from London in the smack,
yesterday,"'

““What have you been doing?” said Cavendish, eyeing
them in & puzzled way.

Y Well," said Bam, “among other things we've blown
up the German flotilla that was bringin’ an extra army corps
into the Thames."

“T gay, draw it with a little less hond on!” remarked the
sub-lieutenant cheerfully, * Anything in reason, you know,
we're used to it at son, Bul——"

ANl right,” said Sam. ‘ Would you like to run up an’
have a look at the wreckage! The petrol’s burnt out, of
coursp——"

The young officer stared at him.

“ That infernal glare an’ blaze I saw when I was coming
up? D’you mean that?”

* That was the army corpe, burnin' up.”

*1 say, tell us what you're drivin® at! We never heard
of any army corps. I bolieve T'm the first of our Fleet to
get round hero since the early smash-up~they sent me ahead
from down Channel to scout through the enemy’s lines, I
never saw any flotilla——""

“ No, you were just half an hour too late. We only got
the nows aceidentally,” said SBam. *““We gave it to Ripley
an’ came down to scout, so we got the start of you.”

‘“1 say, tell me about it, will you!" said the young officer
eagorly,

Hum gave him as briefly as possible the atory of the
dynamite-hulls and the petrol.

“Groat Cmsar!” gasped Cavendish.
mean it? I saw the glare! I say, who are you?"

“ Just a couple of cadets. Stephon an' Aubrey Villiers are
olr names,’’ said Sam simply.

“ Not }‘he chapa that held Greyfriars against the Germans!”

“““Yes,

“My aunt! Shake hands, will you!" exclaimed the young
officer. *‘ We got the news of that when we reached home

"

“Then you really
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from Crete! 1 say, you two are livin' wonderal You ought
to be in our Service!"

“Well, we're gucsts of it just now, as you've kidnapped
us on the high seas,” said Sam, grinning,  ‘‘ But, I say,
where's the I'leet an’ what's happening at sea? We'yve had
pracious little nows, ashore."

“Why, the main Floot's comin’ down by Secotland, you
know. It's beaten the first cruiser squadron of the Germans
off Pentland.”

“We've got that much.”’

“Oh, you have? Wao had the news by wireless, yesterday,
Then there's the second division of the Channel Fleet, that's
moved up through Dover Straits into the North Sea, an’
where that is now there's no sayin', though Frankie knows,
no doubt, Frankie’s my boss, you know—ho’s fbesickin’
about the Channel with four big ¢ruisers an’ eight torpedo-
craft—Vice-Admiral Sir Francis Frobisher's his name an’
grade, It's our equadren’s job to keep the Channel an’ do all
the runnin'fights, We're a fast Jot, 1 tell you—the slowest
18 good for twenty-two knots. We've been chasin' the Mary
Anng."

“What!" said Stephen.

“The drank German warships an' armed stenmers that
have been bombardin' the :snuiL coast towns, They shelled
Brighton an’ Hastings an’ several other places, an’ yesterday,
when our little lot turmed up, thay hooked it,” said
Cavendish, chuekling. * The old man sent two of his ships
in chase, chivied 'e¢m forty miles, an’ wiped up the whole
lot—ecight of 'em. Not one gol away.”

“ Good biz!" exclaimed Stephen excitedly.
squadron now?"’

“ It was swoopin' up Channel past the Isle of Wight before
dark, after sinkin’ the Mury Anns. Frankie sent me ahaac
to try an’ get into the Thames, as mine's the fastest craft
an' <raws the least water, so I licked ahead. Dodged a
Gorman destroyer off the Foreland—it was a bit foggy—an’
gneakod in over tho flats here, up nearly to the Medway. I
never dreamed T shoull get so far, or anything like it, an’ I
couldn't underastand how it was nobody epotted me. But now
I recken that flare-up
wrapped up in it.  There were four German battleships came
in with all lights out; soon after,”

“Weo saw 'em ! said Stephen.
torpedo ona?" x

“No; I was under orders not to engage in any fAghts,”
sail Cavendish regretfully, * but to sccot back to the Fleet
with news at all speed, They're waitin’ for me—an’ I think
Frankio guessed those ships were about. He never knew

““ Where's your

“Did you have a try to

_ they wers hangin’ out at Sheerness though, bul they are.”
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* Yes," cried Btephen eagerly, “ they're there now! Ham,

it ain't an hour since we were sayin’ how a torpedo-boat
could srl\,ouk throngh the Swale, an' here we are on one! 1
s0y——
. " Too Tate, worse luck!” said Sam, with a slight sigh.
“ Pead darknees an’ o flowin’ tide are necessary, an' thera's
the heastly sun riainr. Boaides, our rescuer’s under orders,”
He looked regretfully back ot the now far-distant entrance
of tho Bwale, :

“What d'you mean?” said Cavendish

Sam hesitated before he apoke.

“Wall, yop know, 1 was wonderin’ how a torpedo attack'd
como off when those German battleships are lym’ at anchor
at Bheerness,”

“No go,” kaid Cavendich, shaking his head. “The mouth
of the Medway's very narrow, an’ when the beggara aro
ingide, they'd certain to have a boom swung across the
entrarnce, so that nothing could get in to have a try at 'em.
Any torpedo-boat or destroyer would smash lerself up
against the boom, Even without it there wouldn't be much
chance, for the guns in the fort, an' all the ship’s batteries
ag well, could sweep the entrance.”

“1 know that,” said Sam, ‘“but there’s a back door.
1i this boat went into the Swale creek behind us there, she
could go right through at the back of Sheppey an’. she'd
come out in the Medway, just above Sheerness.”

“ My dear ohap, there's no way through!” said Cavendish.
“No ship in the Service has ever done if, or could! It's
only & ditch when you get high up, an’ I've heard there's an
iron railway-bridge "’

“TPhe barges go through,” said Sam, “ but I suppose they
wouldn't let torpedo-boats go mud:darkin’ up there in times
of peace, an’ if a man didn’t know every 'inch of the way,
he could mever do it, even in daylight, for there are no
heacons or buoya to mark the ehoals, You've got to know
where they are.”

“What do you know ahout it?” said the sub-lieutenant, in
purprise.

T don't know much about Navy work, but I do know the
Thames-mouth, an’ every creek in it. I've taken a small
vucht through the Swale scores of times, of the same draught
as this torpedo-boat. An’, as 1 say, she'd slip into the
Medway betore it was known she was there, just at the back
of the gattleﬂhlps’ anchorage—while they were watchin’ the
entrance, 'too,”’

“CGrent Scott ! exclaimed the young officer, smacking the
rail with his fist. ‘ Could you take this hooker through—in
the dark?’ :

“ Blind, paralytic, or asleep,” said Sam.

“Then hang me in a rope if I don't ask the old man to
let you pilot me!" ejaculated Cavendish. ‘*Of course, we
e'«]hnulld’ probably get wiped out in the jobl You don’t mind
that?

“It's no good minding it, is it?"" returned Sam, with a dry
smile. *“We aren’t quite new to takin' rieks, either of us,
But., d'you think there's any chance of your chief lattin’ us
go?’

“That’s the Tub. It's a bit ont of the way, lettin’ a
landsman pilot you, but, in our Service, we'r¢ supposed io
bo ready for anyl.hin{:, an', p'rlaps Frankie might let me
try. He's a rum old bird! By gum, you two chaps are
bricks "

“Bame to you. Where d'you
squadron?”’ said Btephen. -

“ Bomewhere between the North Foreland an’ Dungeness.
With a craft like this, one can gkip over fifty miles of sea
like nothing.”

“8he does walk along!” said Stephen admiringly, as the
apray threshed his face. * That’s Margate just abeam, ain't
it? Looks pretty different to what it used before the war.
’l‘lht_\tl'(,\’ must have been a few shells pitched in, by the look
of it.

The torpedo-boat was racing along eastwards with the
North Kentish coast a mile to windward of her, and the
boys marvelled ai the way in which she eut through the
water, They stood watching the land slip by, and the keen,
crisp aiy of the North Sen stung their faces. Bath the
brothers were delighted as they felt the swift, deadly little
craft throbbing under their boot-soles. Suddenly Cavendish,

Iancmf over his shoulder, gave a short, shirp whistle, and
dropped his mouth to the speaking-tube that led into the
engino-room just below.

*Give her all she'll stand, My, Hicks,
last revolution|”

“Right, sir!" came the answer of the tube.

O with the gun-covers!” was the next order, and the
two machine-guns were -swiftlly and deftly stripped, their
black muzzlea pointing seaward.

** What's up "’ gaid F§3t4epl1em.

The sub-lieutenant jerked his head towards the north by
way of reply, and, with a thrill, the brothers saw a long,

reckon to find your
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black shape leaping through the seas with tremondous #peed
and power, racing down in pursuit of No. 667,

“ German - destroyer,” snid the sub-icutenant coolly.
“She’s got the legs of us!” :

“D'you menn she's faster?’ said Stephen, staring at her.
“What's she goin’ to do?” -

“Sand us to blazes,” anawerod Cavendich, with great
chearfulnoss. * Bhe's five knots faster than we,’ !

Heo glanced at her, and bade his steersman alter the course
a couple of points. [ X

“1 seo,” muttered Bam, to himself. This is a torpedo-
boat, an’ that's a ior]pcdﬂ- oat destroyer! I knew it bofore,
but there's nothing like an example of thia sort to show u
chap just what it means,” He raised his voice. * Then
we're done for, I 8’'pose?”

“Ra—ther, " said’ Cavendigh. ,

“Phere's another comin’ up behind I oxclaimed Stophen,
oatohing sight of a second destroyer, some distance beyond
the first, ploughing fdriously in pursuit. :

“One's quite enough,' said the sublieutenant imperturh-
ably. “Wall, I'm steamin’ back for Frankie oven though
he won't see me again. 'Fraid I've done youfellows a bud
turn by picking you up.” .

““Don't mind us,” said Sam.

Ho was surprised at the young officer’s coolness, and
vecognised the sort of stuff they uee in the Navy. Hurdly
more than a boy, at an age when many youths are still av
school, the subJicutenant seomed no more disturbed by the
peril of sudden destruction than if he were nf a roview.

““(Can't we got o whack at 'em before they sink us?'" ox-
claimed Stophen,

“Blesa you, yes,” said Cavendish, ‘“as soon a8 there's
decent ronge. But he's got hewvier guns an’ more of 'em,
an’ it don’t take much more than a pistol-shot to sink
little oggshell like this of ours. We've got one uncommon
good gun, though. There he goes."”

Tho nearer destroyer, which was a long way ahead of tha
other, suddenly opened a rapid, drumming fire. The snnll
shalls dashed up ilmmtnins o]t' water, first well astern of No.
667, and then to windward of her,

“Rotten bad shootin'!” . remarked Cavendish calmly.
“Their torpedo men aren’t mueh good at gunnery. “Samson,
let her have it! Wae ought to reach ’em now!”

Cirack, crack, orack! went the torpedo-boat’s machine-gun.
The first shot struck just in front of the Germun destroyer,
and the other twornked clean along her deck and ‘dismountad
a torpedo-tube, as Sam sew through his glagsed. Cool s he
always was on land, every nerve in him thrilled ut that rush
throagh the soms and the drumming of the guns, for here
one shot driven fairly home meant destruction to ship, crew,
and all. '

At that moment, in answer to the British gun, a couple
of German shells screeched l)mnt the boy's enrs, one glanumg{
from the rail without exploding, and the other smuaclkec
clean through the funnel and left u ragged hole.

It seemed to Sam the very death-knell of the little craft,
for now the German boat had the range she was bound to
got home lower next time, in the hull itself, As he turned,
he saw Cavendish leave tho canvas dodgers of the (iny
l)ridfg, and step across to the gun,

“Tat me have her!” ho =aid quietly; and-the next
moment the gunner had stepped aside, and the young officer
lovelled the long, black barrel,

Crack! Boom! :

The German destroyer seemed suddenly fo heave up her
head like o horee rising at a fence, The middle part of her
decks were burst asunder’ by an explosion that sent a shower
of debria shooting up into the air, and, before tho eyes of
the astonished hoys, she realed, lurched, and went down in o
cloud of tFrey-white stenm, The sen clored ovor her piti-
lessly, and torpedo-boat No. 667 flew onwards like o a\\‘uhuw
slkimming the waves,

“Got him in the boilers!" snid Cavendish complacently,
leaving the gun and stepping back beside the petty officer
at the wheol, * Bit of luck, that! Thoso German torpedo.
boat destroyers are fiited with fire-tube ones, an’ if you get
‘om a fair smack, up they go!”

“ (reat Scott)” ejaculated Stephen. ““Ts she wiped out--
by that one shot

“Ra—~ther! There’s nothing to keap the lead out. Why
a rifle-bullet’'d go clean through both sides of this hooker,’
said Cavendish imperturbably. * Sides aren’t much thicker
than posteards, an® those destroyers aren’t much stronger.”

“(Gone, crow an' all!” muttered Bam. ‘It was a groat
shot of yours, that., I thought——" .

“Yog, it isn’t usual for a chap to handle his own guns,*
said Cavendish, ‘“An' my torpedo-gunner’s a good man,
too; but I've made a pet of that gun, an’ I can shoob with
her. Not that 1 expected to got him in the hoilors like that
—it was rare luck. Mr. Hicks, can you whack her up a
trifle?"’ : 1

“She’s doing her top-weight, sir,” came the voice of the

A Double-Length School Tale of
Tom

erry & Co,
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tube.  H Shouldn't be aurr'zriaod to see our hoilers go, with-
out any kholl to help 'em.”

“Well, she's doin’ a [fair twenty.six!”
Uavendish, glancing over his boat approciatively.
had one of those now turbines.”

“The other destroyer’s comin’ up fast,’! .eaid Slﬂphon,
squinting back Lllrougil the spray, * What dbout her?”

““Bhe?. Oh, she'll get us!” said the sub-lieutenant un-
concornedly,  ** We're not likely to do that trick twice in
ton yanrd, LIl bol it surprised ‘that one to sea her ‘go
down.”

f-; “Then they'll dquare up by seein’ us go down?”’ queried
o :

o lm: ther! You'll sco it, too—only it'll be rather quick
work,”

“Can't yon torpedo her?" sald Stophen, looking anxiously
nt the death-dealing eraft that was new fast shortening the
distance betweon them. The young offioer burst into a roar
of laughter.

“You soldier Johnnics are rum chaps!” he chuckled.
“Did you really think two little orafts like these, both
roin’ at twenty-six knots, cun torpedo each other? Haw,
1aw, haw!" :

Sleiphen could not seo what there waa to laugh at. He
had feced death often enough, but out here on the grey,
white-crested soas, in an iron shell, with no poesible chanco
of a single soul aboard getting out of it alive if she were
onee hit, it scemed to him grimmer than usual.

The torpedo-gunner crouched at the gun. Cavendish, his
faco stung crimson by tho lashing spray, and his eyebrows
flaked with salt, peered steadily ahead as the palpitating
fire-pot hurled herself onward through the seas.

To their starboard, far out of reach, the great white head-
land of the North Foreland—the gatepost between the North
Son and Dover Straite—showed its green cap of turf above
the glistening chalk. They were fast approaching the
turning-point, where the Long Noso Reel marks the entry
into the Straits. The striped buoy, like a great black-and-
white pillbox, marking the end of 1he rocks, came into view.

Suddenly, with a raitle and a whir, the German destroyer
spened with both her guns. The scream of hustling shells
fillad the air, and the next instant there was a stunning
prash aboard torpedo-boat No. 667. Sum, hall-blinded by
the explosion, stagzering helplessly along the decks, felt her
reol vielently under his feet. :

“ Gha's gone I was the thought that flashed through Sam's
brain ns the shock sent him staggering. e fell sprawling
upon the steol deck, shaken off his feot by the tremendous
jar of the explosion, and az he went down, a shell screamed
¢lose over him and whirred sway into spoce.

A wash of sea sweeping over the rounded deck dashed
over him as he was flung against the low rail, and he
thought she had foundered under him. Ho opened his eyes,
gasping, to find the torpedo-boat was still hurtling along as
fast as ever. The small ¢

murmured
“Wish 1

vivhirrod over and all round the quarry without hitting
\er,

“'Rather bad shootin’,” remarked Cavendish oritically.
“ They've got my signaller, though, as woll as the Maxim,
IHead her three points inside the buoy, Hallett,”

“T #'pose it's only n. question of seconds now |” gasped
Stephen, clinging to the rail, for the wind raised by the
v]r,\a:—(\l's speed scomed to blow his words back down his
throat.

“ Yo, aaid Cavendish, as the firing censed; ‘‘she's run-
nin' close in to make sure of us. Shc'ﬁ shoot better at close
quarters.””

The dostroyor cmna flying onward in pursuil of her preys=
gaining rapidly. Her crew could plainly be made out now,
and there seemed no hope for 667. Her shots were knocking
the Cierman craft about badly, but the superior size and
power of the destroyer kept her going, and no lucky shot
ronched the hoilers this time. It was plain enough thaty
when the German opened fire at short range, the little
torpedo-boat would bo blown out of the water,” And yet the
wholo affair was Lut a matter of minutes from the timo
l\;r]mn] the enomy was first sighted, No. 667 swerved fo star-

oard.

4 “ My aunt, ha's goin’ to cut inside the buey ' mutterad
Bam.,

s TR

NOW YOU'VE FINISHED

GIVE ME AWAY.

With o rush the vessel made  daring short cul, and shaved
close to the sunken roef of the Long Nose, At the same
moment the German ' let go'’ at her with both guns. The
emoke-stack ~ was shattered- by a shell, and destruction
soemed upon the torpedo-boat, when, turning sharp to the
right, she ran round the headland of Foreness, anc openad
up the Straits, with Broadstairs and Ramsgate ahead of her.

So sharp was tho turn, and so close had she gone to the
rocks, that for the moment she was shut off from the view
of the destroyer, which was still round the corner. In a
few moments, the boys knew, sho was bound to follow, but
as they looked ahead on rounding the Forenaess, o greal shout
burst from them. y

i Arae thoso our ships, ot tho enemy's?" eriad Bam.

Right in front, to the north of the Goedwin Sands, four
magnificent steel-clad cruirors were steaming slowly up in
liné abreast, statoly as floating fortresses, and the moment he
had spoken, Sam saw tho white ensign fluftering at the
poop-stafl of the nearest, = - A

“Ours!” exclaimed the young officer. “ Our sguadron!
Good old Frankie! I never thought he'd come so far!"

Cavendish gave o de.

Maxim on thé starboard
side had nothing left of it
hut  the stump of its

lighted chuckle.

onrringe, and a dark red
stain tinged the wave that
just then swept the deck
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“IN THE RANKS.” ';:1 qu_m}!?nf(ti% ‘To'" Alfl“l‘s’iml‘li'\s: “They  muat ' have
Now on Sale. Price One Halfpenny. spotted  .usl” cried
Stephen,

*Ra-ther! Come along.
vou awab behind the

near if. ;
‘“ Better hll.l'lﬁf on tight !
snid Cavendish, over his

Hera's a gay old surprise
packet for you!"”

He had hardly uttered
tha words when the

shoulder, without looking
vound,  “No, she isn't
gouppered,  She whacked
the starboard gun fto
blazes—didn't get her in
body, Let go with tho
pom-pom, Bireh!".

The torpedo - boat’s
larger gun bogan to ratile
away sharply, and Sam,
wringing the walter from
his eyes, and looking baels,
saw the shells burst like
fireworks about the long
decks and funnels of the
destroyer.  The German
opened again with bath
gung, but the small sizo of
the British boat, half
buried in the water, and
tho. paca ghe was travel-
ling, ézemead too much for

Merry's Weekly !

New House !
Curtain!

Exit!
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“‘}!I'_l;lUM TO WRITE TO: The Editor,
iE

Street, Fleet Street, London, who will
| be pleased to hear from you.

« RIVAL EDITORS.”
Giore, Mellish, and Skimpole start a rival paper to *“ Tom

Blake & Co. raid The Terrible Three's study.
The Terrible Three rald Study 6 and Figgins & Co, of the

Figgdins & Co. get the blame
Herbert Skimpole, Editor, gets the push!

The above is just a briel outline of next week's story,

2] Goerman destroyer c&ma
rushing round the poink.
She had, like 667, been
prevented by the headland
from socing the eruisers
until she doublad TForo:
ness, Now ghe came full
pelt in pursuit, intent
upon her prey, and while
sho was still. swerving
round the Long Nosa
buoy, her guns opened fire,
Almost immediataely a
jot of thin smoke spouted
from tho port casement of
the nearest British eruizer,
Z00-00-00-00—bang !

" Library, 28-9, Douverie

(Another long Instal=
ment of this Grand
War Story next Thurs=
day., Ploase order your

Yol to] ol ol tol 1ol 13T Tol el tol ol lol to el )

Order in advance, will y y h
the destroyer nb that L Ll The EDITOR. fg’r’;’yﬁ' I:T’:'l:tva‘;ﬁ:%,
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