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Masters, Ltd.; will supply you with one of their
World-famed 30/- Lever Watches on Easy Terms—
l§ pay 2/6 on delivery and 2/6 monthly. Gent's or Lady’s
"l size, Keywind or Keyless, and you have the watch
il| to wear while paying your monthly instalments.

§ff Masters’ ‘“ Veracity” Watches have Lever Move-
ment, Bold Dial, Dust-proof Cap over the works
SOLID SILVER Extra Heavy Cases, 27/- Cash, or
30/- Easy Terms, as above, Serd 2/8 now and have
a 30/- Watch built by experts which you will be
proud to own, Catalogue, Watches & Rings, FREE.
' MASTERS, Ltd., 97, HOPE STORES. RYE.

s to anyone
' eycle on

N DAYS
Ted.

BUY DIRECT FROM FACTORY
AND SAVE SHOP PROFITS.
" Bave won TWENTY gold medals

¥ Royalty, und guaranteed

for Free Art Album. |

THE QUADRANT E CO I'P
{Dept. ¥.1,), Foleshill Road, Coventry.

AMNUMN SILVER

KEYLESS WATGHES FREE

N\ Wegive vou absolutely FREE an amnum SILVER KEY

\\ LESS WATCH—a perfect {imekeeper—a genuine watch
—not a cheap toy—for selling or using 60 of our beautiful
Alll Pictorial Posteards at One Penny each within 28 days,
;| | As soon as you have sold or used the 60 cards, and sent
us the 5/-, you get the watch. If you do not want 4
watch, we have many other presents as per list we will
send, but do not fail to send a postcard with your full
name and address at once. Send no money.,  We will
trust you,

THE CARD CO. (Desk 31), Willesden Junction, London, N.W.

ROY AL .AJAS.

THE PEOPLE’S CYCLE.

From 5 12s. &d.
Cdsh, or "7 /& per Month.
All Accessories included Free. Carr.
Paid, BECOND - HAND CYCLEH
FROM B50/= UPWARDS,

€~ ART CATALOCUE vost frce

Best & Cheapest Firm.

BRITISH CYCLE MFG. CO. (1901), LTD.
(Dept. J.C.), 1 & 3, Berry Street, Liverpool,

A\

; ic Material
lF YOU WANT 5.9 %m::g ffgdo;:g{;x?dmlgr Samples
AD. LIVER

and Catalogue, FREE.—Works: JULY R POOL,

£1,000 = GIVEN AWAY

in Prize Watches to all clever readers who can solve this puzzle. The letters,
when esrrectly arranged, spell the names of three well-known ts. ¥ your
s e

answer is right we will give you a Real Lever Simula.
tion Gold Watch, guaranteed 10 years, entirely
free of cost. Send%‘;uur answer MOW, Wi ped
addressed envelope for our reply. Remember, you are not
ashed to sell anything for us, but winners must comply with
our one simple condition, and premise to show the Watch to
their friends as a sample of our wonderful Bargains,

Address—IMPERIAL SUPPLY CO. (Dept. 2),
42, Junction Road, Lond N.

PiMLu

P R‘Al!
D | T = Al

A REAL LEVER SIMULATION To Ain CLEVER
/ @ READERS OF
) GOLD WATCH FREE -rueGem:
- Thefourlinesof lettersin thissquarestand
for two boys’ and twogirig names. Wel Gl J [ K | A
will send you, Absolutely Free.oue
of our famous simulation 18-ct. Gold E/T/IR|B
Watches (ladies’ or gents') if yontl send i Sl
us the correct names; but yon must com-
ply with our one condition, and promise T K E A
to show the wateh to your friends, as we
wish toadvertise our goods. It costs you S o R E
nothing to try, so send your answer at

‘e, with nameand address. A post-
card will 4o~ THE LONDON GENERAL SUPPLY ASSO- I
CIATION (Dept. A), 72, Finsbury Pavement, London, E.C.

FREE TRIAL ALLOWED!!!

To still further inerease the already enormous .demand for the RELTABLE
HIGH-GRADE ‘‘SUPERB” cyeles we will send, packed FREE ON RAIL,
to the FIRST 1,000 applicants, the ““SUPERB " cycle, fitted wita FREE

: WHEEL, ROLLER BRAKES, MUD-GUARDS, Flated Rims and

Fittings, FULLY GUARANTEED, on receipt of

ONE SHILLING DEPOS

and the last of 16 monthly ins alments of 5/-
or £3 178, 64, net cash with order. Ladies' m.chines 5/- extra.
trated “* Uyelists’ Guide” Post Free ou application.
chance, Send 1/-to-day to—

HENRY ABEL & €O, WHITSTABLE.

"

in all,

MOUSTACHE

A nice manly mousta-he GROWS IN A FEW DA b an:
age by using “ MOUSTIA,” -5e only Guaran gosufmch&y
Foreer, Quitehs miess become men. Acis Hkednagie.
Remember. Success or maney Feturned. Boxsent i plain
;22&) 1or}d_£ta1pus &m prefervedl. Don't delay : send
o Je Dixon 1= Juieti
London, N. Send g . foree NPT R moady

A CYCLE for 1.

DEPOSIT & 1=~ WEEKLY.

Asan advertisswent we

send to &rst 1,000 applicants

our £8 8s. 0d. EMSLEM* CYCLE for

:.:.d::ros. IT, 1;1 fnst E:;:;hﬂ&‘ of 81 weeks
s, JUAKIDT £3 AN ME PRESEN

SENT FRER . £3 15z od. - "1\‘111(3

for liustrated C‘ZL«.-;‘E.: of Latest

ROYALEMBLEM CYCLE WdRKS
(C30), GREAT YARMOUTH,
and 5/-

=2/=- DEPOSIT 2=a 5.,

We send this High-Grade Free-Wheel CYCLE, Kd
Guards and Tools; fully guaranteed, to any address on
receipt of 2/ DEPOSIT, and upon payment of the last of
22 Monthly Payments of 5/, making total £5 12s. Od.
ggshi én'icz :55 5‘? Od. Se}lt on nEpmvaL CYCOLES from

s, 6d. Write for List. - ERSKINE CYCLE
CO., WALTHAMSTOW, LONDON. . -

= WARRANTED 15 YEARS.

== Packed Free. Cariage Paid. Zen Du ys
. % Free Trial. Best British-made MEAD

“COVENTRY FLYERS’

Defiance Puncture-proof or Dunlo; Pyres,
Coasters, Variable-speed Gears, (gc

\From & 2, 18s, “P8 oAy
| Tyres and accessories half usual prices.
\JI500 Shop-seiled and Second-hand

——

Estab: Y§Cycles from 75/- Great Clearance Sale.
lished Write at once for Free Art Catalogue
93 years, and Special Ofer on sample machine.

Save dealers’ profits. Agents wanted.
CYCLE GCO., D:pt. 103B

M EAD 113, Paradise Street, LIVERPOOL._

BLUSHING.

to all sufferers, particulars of a proved home treatmen that o
removes all embariassment and permanently cwies biushin
stamp to pay postage to Mr. D. I
eet, London, W.

ickly

terms than anyone else, Thousand e lo
SWIFT, HUMBERE, COVE.P!‘TR}EHALLENGPE‘T o 'R
TRIVAPH, PREMIER PROGRESS, Rovern GARS !
CENTAUR, SINGER, and QUADRANT cycles | b
always in stock for yon to select from. 2
RUDGE-WHITWORTHS from £3 15s. eash.
HICH-CRADE COVENTRY MADE CYCLES
wom £ 10S, P 5la Montny, 8
=

Isend the machine on approval, ang

refund your money if dissatisfied,

1 SAVE YOU POU
, give longer credit, and offer far easi
7

| ‘ﬁ W l?rien,g

THE WORLD'S LARGEST CYCLE DEALER,

Yeuars'
Fuarattee,

{Dept. 102), COVENTRY.
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“TOM MERRY’S WEEK-END!”
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A Splendid,[ohg, Complete Schp('{I" T;Ié' of the Boys of
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

St. Jim’s.

-
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z CHAPTER 1. :: %’dessved\ it I catch on at all!” said Figgins.
l Figgins & Co. are Astonished. o7, 2T, SHEEINET L , .
o« LESSED if I can understand it!” said Figgins. understres Rafty right enough, but— My hat! I can't

He stood in the quadrangle at St. Jim’s,
looking after a spare figure that was crossing
towards the New House. Figgins, of the Fourth, belonged
to the New House, and that spare figure was Mr. Ratclifi’s
—Figgins’s House-master. :
Figgins stared aftet Mr. Ratcliff in blank amazement.

e was so bewildered that he was quite lost to his
surroundings; and  he did not see three cheerful-looking
youths strolling over from the direction of the School House.

They were Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—otherwiso
known as the Terrible Three—and they looked at the
amazed Figgins, and then at one another. They were quite
close to him, but he evidently did not see them.

3 “Poor Figgy!” murmured Monty Lowther. * It’s como
4= at last! There have been signs of it for some time; but he’s

4 fairly off his rocker now!” .

" “é“airly babbling,” said Manners, with a shake of the
ead.

- “Perhaps
icharitably.

2

-it’s  sunstroke,” suggested Tom . Merry
“Let’s_ wake him up and see. I say, Figgins.”

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF

No, 66 (New 8ecries) 5

“1 say, Figgins!” bawled Tom Merry in“his ear.
Figgins started, and looked round. e
“Hallo! What do you want?”’ Fr B
““It isn’t a question of what we want, but of what you

want,” said Tom Merry. “I think a strait-jacket would

be about the thing.” - . > )
“Eh? What are you talking about?’ %
““Better hold his wrists,” suggested Monty Lowther.

““He doesn’t look safe. There’s a wild look in his eyes.”

Figgins retreated a pace, and doubled his fists,
‘“Hold on!” he said. ‘ What's .the little game?. What
are you getting at?”’ :
*“ Look here,” .said Tom Merry.  “If this isn’t insanity,
what is it? What do you mean by standing here in the

broad daylight with a face.like a—a—-—"

“ Gargoyle,” suggested Lowther.

“Like a gargoyle,” said Tom Merry, “ and muttering to
yourself? What’s the matter with you? If you're not off
your rocker, and it's not sunstroke, what is it ?”

TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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Flbéill$ grinned. St e i
‘Didn’t you see it he a~ked =T e
“1 saw nothing but a silly ass.’ §

“Well;"a chap couldn’t help be.ng astounded. =¥
my House- master, Ratty"' What do you think of h‘ls temper
as a_rule?” )

“ Retten %

“ Beastly ! said Mahners. ) %

“ Un# akable ! said Lawther. )
* , that’s about right. Now, suppose a chap bolted
right mto Raity without seeing h;m, and nearly knocked
hm. _over, what would you expect him to do?”

‘Scrag him.”
“ Flay him slive)”’ smd Lowther.
“ Exaetly. . Well, I just bolted into- him, and nearly

k nocked him over, gnd he—""
old you to come into his study?’ -

‘ Gave yon five-hundred of Vu-gll 2

¢ \’o " said Figgins cfo*wly and impressively.
me on the head, and said: > Never mind, my little man.
The Terrible "Three chuckled.

“Very good, Fxggmﬁ—xery funny indeed, but you must
iy sgain; You can’t expect old birds to. take in a thmgv
like that.” .

“Honest Injun !’ said Figgins. g

“Lock here, ‘what  are you giving us?’ demanded
Lowther. - ‘““You biffed Ratty, the very worst-tempered
master that ever mastered, and you tell us he patted you on
the napper; and said—"

o ‘:Ne\cr mind, my little man,”’

RN

’ said Figgios.

ap i
“Do I sleep, do I dream,” murmured Manners, “do I
Are mmgs what they seem, or is
visiens ahout?”? .

“My ox}fy hat1” said Tom Merry “If you say it was
o, Figgy,*1t was se, but—but yeu’re sure you haven’t gone
to sleep sta,ndmg up. like a horse, and dreamed it?”’

= Leox here,” said Figgins, “it happened. ~I'm not
trying to explain it. But it happened. I eould swear to
that before any Sceiety for Psychical Researeh. I don’t
pretend that I understand. You know, Shakespesre said

There -are-inore things in heaven and eatth Horatio, than

are dresmed of in your philosophy—— ”
“Yes, I think T know Shakespeare said that,”- asssented
“Fom: '\Ierry' ““I think I’ve. heard it quoted abeut fifty
milbion tn.les, within a dozen or two. The only thing T can
think of ‘about Raity is that he must be ill. Kesp &n eye
on him, It's the duly of a good junmior to look after his
House-master.” - ;

* Blessed if I can understend 117 said Figgins. - .

The Terrible Three couldn’t ynderstand it, either, B?t
the breakfast-bell vang just then, and they ayent o
digcuss a more important matter—bseak{ast.

Toms Merry & Co. went into the School House, and
Figgins slowly followed in Mr. Rateliff’s footsteps to the
other House at St. Jim’s—the New House. In the porch
he met kis chums, Kerr and Wynn. They were standing
with an expression of bewilderment on their faces, which
showed that they, too, had experienced a shock.

“Coming in-to breakfast?” said Flggms.

‘“ Breakfast!”” murmured Fatty Wynn.

As a rule that was a word to conjure with with Fatty
=~ Wynn, but just now it seemed to have lost ite force. - He
nn]v stared at Figgins. Figgins sheok him by the shoulder

““What's the matter thh you, Wynn?”’

“ T can’t understand it.”’

“Can’t nnderstand what‘/ 2

“ Old Ratty.”

Figgins gave a whistle. :

““Has he been starting on you?”’ he asked eageriy “ Has
he {apped you on the topper, and called you a little man?”

‘No,” gaid Fatty Wynn. “Tell bim, Kere.”

* There’s something wrong,” ‘said Kerr seriously.
“ Ratty came in just now, ard he stopped as he was passing
us, aqg said—what do yeu think?’

““What on earth did he say that for?’ said Figgins,
mystified...

n't mean that he said thai!” said Kerr
an what do you think he said?’
>Blessed if T know! Did he call you a little

Tell him

“ No. & said ‘Fxggms ran mto me just now.
“hope he-did not hurt himself.’
“ My only hat! And what did you say?”?
“1% 1 couldn’t say anythmg You could have knecked
me down with & stemhammer

“If"s not surprising,” said Figgins slowly, “it’s more
than surprising. It's—it'se astounding. Has anybody ever
Iknown Raity to be in a good temper before 7

THE GEM LIBRARY—No.
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“He pattecir '

“Solid
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i u’m mgms WEEK-END.”

*“ Perha s \yhen he was very young,”

not lately.’
‘““ And now——"" ;
“ Oh, it’s past understanding,” said Kerr. “ No good
trymg "to work it out. Euclid is a joke to it.” .
‘Let’s get into breakfast,” said Fatty Wynn. “Now I

¢éme to think of it, 'm hungry, but I was so astonished I

: qmt.e forgot it.”>

* By Jove, you must have been astonished !”
They went into the dining-hall of the New House. The

" New House at St. Jim’s was much smaller than the School

House, and the Fifth Form and the Fourth breakfasted at
the same table. Mr. Ratcliff was master of the Fifth, as
well as House-master, and so he took-the head of the table
where Figgins & Co. sat.
liberal, and though the ‘diet at 8t. Jim’s was generous, Mr.
Rateliff did his best to be sparing with it. ‘Tt was an old
grievance with Fatty Wynn that sometimes whole rashers
of bacon were sent off the table which he could very well

» have eaten if Mr. Ratclif had cared to recognise the fact
% that he had an excellent appetite.

But Mr. Ratcliff was not finished in his new line of
surprising the New House fellows. - He asked Fatty Wynn
if he would like a third helping, and VVvun was 50 surprised
that he almost forgot to sa that he would

“My word!” murmured Figgins. = “This is all right!
Exthex Ratty’s ill, ot he’s got a screw loose; and, anyway,
it’s all right for us.’

““Yes, rather!” murmured Fatty Wynn. “I s8Y,, Flbg\-,
do you ‘think I could venture to ask him for some more P’

““What are you going to do with it if he gives it to }O\l
qsked Figgins innocently.” Put it in your pocket?*

, don’t be an ass; thg I'm going to eas: 't You

Lnow I always get jolly hungry in this weather:™

“Or any other weather;”” said Figgins.

right. A:k him, and let out another buttor in cose of
accidents.”

“If you please, sir—""

Mr. Rateliff looked at Fatty Wynn.

** Would you hkg»a,mxther helpmg, Wynn??

“Yes, sir, if T may, sir?”’ .

““ Certainly, my hes t You shouid not be anrand to ask,”
said Mr. R‘.&kehﬁ

The whole-table gxsped Was the man who was spaakmg
in that kiedly tons z&allg ‘Mr. Ratchiff, the crustiest and
rugtiest snaster at tm’s—or any other school? -

What was the maﬁez with Ratty? 3

Taif3-Wyon passed wp his Flate, and beamed hke the full
moon as'he-raeen/red 2 iiberal helping:~

Other juniors,” encouraged by Fattv Wyun s success,
fo‘llowed his exa'nple, and that mm-mng there was nothing
the_table,
o.dsaked at ope anoiher when” they came out

fvfter breukfast
Ab~elute“}y off 1! he remarkvé. “ But it’s all right for
us!”’
And the Co. agreed that it was all right for them,

—_—\

CHAPTER 2.
The Sprinters. -

v ET out of the way, there!”
@ Tom Merry looked round. He had just come
out of the School House after breakfast with
Manners and Lowther, and, catching sight of Blake and
D’Arcy, of the Fourth, in the distance, he was going over
to speak to them, when Figgins’s voice fell upon his ears,

As he was on the School House side of the quad, - of
course, the dignity of a School House fellow wouldnt ‘allow
him to get cut of the way.

I‘lgglns & Co. were coming along in line at top speed

Figgins's long legs covered the ground easily, and Kerr,
the active and wiry Scotsman, kept easy pace with him,
but Fatty Wynn, in the mlddle was labourmg like a hea\y
old ship 1n a rough sea,

Those extra rashers at breakfast were telling on Fatty
Wynn, and as he kept up with Figgins and Kerr, he began
to wish that Mr. Ratcliff hadn’t been so generous. He was
breathing laboriously, and his fat face was streaming with
perspiration; but he could not stop, for Figgins and Kerr
had a hold on him either side.

“I 8y, stop a bit!” stuttered Faity. “I—I'm winded,
Figgy !’

“Rats!” said Figgy.
bpeak B

—[—I—"

““Why don’t you save your. bﬂeath for running, Fatq
You know f] olly well you've got to get into torm, and :,ou re
coming right round the quad before brekker.”

“ Oh really! But—

“If you were winded you couldn't

N

A Gmnd 'i'a.lo of The rs of St,
me s By l\!art.in Clfford.

o N
WY

FaTwd T

said Fat(y Wynn,

As a rule, Mr. Ratcliff was noi .

B’df it's all |

T AR D .JJ;*mss.m.,.ﬂg. o T

Figgms touched his forehead significantly.
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| ‘ What's that you’ve got there, Augustus?” asked Lowther curiously.

“Is it an opera hat

! or a concertlna.”

‘ ::iCo,me on! Hi, there, you School House bounders, get
aside !’

‘The Terrible Three had stopped, and they stood in line
directly across the path of Figgins & Co. There were sweet
smiles upon their faces as they waited for the New House
trio to reach them. J

‘“Are we going to get aside, my sons?’ murmured Tom
Merry.

-Yes, rather—I don’t think!” said Monty Lowther.

““Same here, and many of ’em!”’ grinned Manners.

‘“ Get out of the way!” )

‘“‘Sweet voice, isn’t it?” said Lowther. “I really think
Figgins ought to be a choirboy, or a bargeman, or.some-
thing, with that voice.” R

Blake and D’Arcy, being School House boys, of edutse;

came over to stand in line with Tom Merry, and bar the
path of the New House sprinters, and Bernard Glyn, of the
Shell, strolled up at the same moment.

“Oh, let’s get round the beasts!” grunted Figgins.
““We don’t want a row now in the middle of a sprint.”

*“I—I say, Figgy, I—I'd rather have a row than keep on
at this pace!” gasped Fatty Wynn. *‘Suppose we stop and
give ’em a licking ?”’

‘““Bosh! Keep.on!” .

And they kept on, changing their course so as to avoid the
solemn row of School House boys. But Tom Merry uttered
a word of command, and the row of juniors moved along
in line, and in a moment were planted firmly again in the
path of Figgins & Co. The trio had no choice but to charge
or halt—and they halted. Figgins was simply bristling
with wrath.

NEXT _
THURSDAY:

“TOM MERRY'S WEEK-END.”  * %ian "ai shase 2arm, % o

“Do yon think you look pretty standing there?” he
bawled.

Arthur Augustus D’ Arey put up his eyeglass and surveyed
Figgins.

“Yaas, wathah!” he replied. ‘ Without béin’ conceited,
I weally think I look wathah neat, for one, deah boy !’

‘““Are you going to let us pass, or are you not going to
let us pass?” b £

“Not!” said six voices cheerfully. .

Figgins & Co. glared. Only Fatty Wynn was glad of the
rest. He was pumping in air like the pump of a diving
apparatus. The extra rashers were avenging themselves. 7.

‘“Look here,” said Figgins. ‘I dare say you are funny.”™

“Not at all, deah boy. I wegard you as wathah °
funnay.”

‘““We’re sprinting,” said Figgins.

“My hat,” said Jack Blake, in a tone of wonder, * they
callnt}}at sprinting! T thought they were doing an easy
stroll.”.

‘“Borter saunter,” said Monty Lowther. )

““ And taking their time about it,” said Manners.

“Only one degree better than lying down, as far as I
could see,” Bernard Glyn remarked. “If you sprint like
that, Figgy, youwll want an electric shock to make you go
on the cinder-path.” H
. Figgins & Co. glared, and glared again, But glares had
no effect whatever upon the School House fellows.

¢‘I've heard before that these chaps think they can run,”
said Tom Merry, addressing his companions in a confiden-
tial way. - v

¢ Amazing !”

THE. GE RARY-—No. 66.
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“¢Of course, I've seen them run when there were School
House chaps after them.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

B But on other occasiens amble would be mearer the
mark.

“Rats ! howled Figgins,
day in the week !”

““Oh, I’ve no doubt you could run against me! You ran
against Ratty this morning.” =

.“I don’t mean that! ¥ mean—" i

“QOh, never mind what you mean! You can't run for
‘toffee !’ : d :

¢ We'll run against you !”

‘“ We're ready !” ’

*“Ass! We'll run you on the cinder-path, or cross country,
for anything you like®”’ shouted Figgins: * We’'ll hare and
hounds you till you haven’t a leg left to stand on !

“Now you're talking,” said Tom Merry. ‘“I've half a
mind to give you a
for us.”?

“ A quiet afternoon walk,” said Lawther,

“'Nuff gaid !’ exelaiméd Figgins, exasperated beyond all

“We'd run against you any

patience. . **If you don’t clear, we shall charge?”

“ How much will you eharge 7"’ asked Lowther.

“XH} jolly soon show you! Go for ’em!”

And the New House trio charged. The Scheol Heuse
fellows stood like rocks to stop them, but the impetus of
the .charge was great. Blake was bowled over, and he
bumped against D’Arcy, who sat down in the quad, clutch-
ing at his hat. Figgins rolled across him, and there was a
squelch from the hat as it bumped down under the weight
of Figgins, and was iransformed into a Gibus hat at one
fell> swoop. i

“ Bai Jove; miy hat!” .

Figgins ‘scrambled up and dashed on. Kerr was at his
heels, -and Fatty Wynn labouring behind. Fatty certainly
would have wanted rescuing if the School House fellows
cared to pursue. But they were gathering round D’Arcy.

Not that they were sympathetic. They were laughing.

" D’Arcy was sitting on the ground; rumpled and dusty, with

his silk hat in his hand. The expression of his face was
quite enough, Blake declared, to make a cat smile audibly.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus. .

“ What's that yow've got there ?”’ asked Lowther curiocusly.
“1s it an opera-hat or a concertina ¥’ Y

‘“Weally, Lowthah—"* - - ; e
. ““Let me help_you up,” said Manners, taking-a grip with
botli ‘hands upon D’Arey’s ‘hair.

“"O\;v! Leggs; you wottah! T can get up vewy well
alone.” 8 <

D’Arcy staggered fo his feet. He looked at his ¢rashed
hat, and he looked at his comrades. They were laughing
hysterically. Tt TR Y .

“T wegard you as & set of wottahs!” said D’Atrey wither-
ingly. “This hat was almost mew—I only bought it in
Livahpool the othah day. Now it is wuined !”

“Yes, it- does look rather ruined,” Tom. Merry said
thoughtfully. “You could still use it for the opera, when
you go with your noble governor, or you could use it to
keep white mice in, .or ,gome“t(;’hi,ng of that sort.”.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—= ,
“Or it would do for & plaque on the wall of the study,”
suggested Blake, B <, . .
“1 wefuse to continue this fwivolous. discussion,” said
Arthur Augustus. 4
those New House wottahs a feahful thwashin’.” |
“,’(’3ertainly I said Blake. “Lead the way, and buck
up! - )
D’Arey -waved his hand.
“ Follow me, deah boys!’*
. And he dashed off at top speed towards the New House,
on the track of Figgins & Co., who had already disappeared.
It did not occur to him to look round and see whether the
juniors were:foHowing him or not." He had nearly reached.

could: hear no footsteps behind him. -

“ Come on, deah boys!” he panted. *

There was no reply. - 3

D’ Arcy turned his -head. )

He wag alone! o

The_juniors were standing in a group over by the School
House, looking after him, apparently very much interested
in ‘his progreéss. . o R

“Go it 1’ talled out’ Monty Lowther, waving his cap.

I’ Arcy’s feelings were too deep for words for a moment.

.. "He jammed his eyeglass into his eye and glared at the
juniors. : = s < ) g - :
“The—the wottahs! They’'re not followin’ me at all!”

He stopped, and turned back. Tom Merry and his com:
panions walked into the School House, and Arthur Augustus
P’ Arcy arrived a minute later. . -
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ance. It would be a genmtle stroll

T call upon you to back me up in givink

_remarked. “I

“ Jolly good, Gussy !”” said Tora Merry encouragingly.

D’Arey surveyed him eoldly. .

T fail to compwehend that wemark, Tom Mewwy.*?

“I was alluding to your sprinting. It was jolly goed,
and if you keep it up you'll soon get imto good form. You
started it rather suddenly, didn’t you 3" .

Arthur Augustus made no reply. He gave-an expressive
sniff instead, and stalked into the Fourth Form class-room.

- —

CHAPTER 3.
Mr. Ratcliff Takes the Shell!

“ YT T’S not half a bad idea,’”” Pom Merry remarked.
He made the remark in the Shell classroom, when

- the juniors had taken their places for morning
lJessons, Mr. Linton, the master ‘of the Shell, was not there
yet, though he was usually prompt at his desk. The juniors
were filling in the time with chattér, which was likely scon
to turn to horseplay.

Monty Lowther {oned at his chum,

‘“ What isn’t a bad idea 1’ he asked,

‘“ About the running.”’

‘“ What running ?”?

“You heard what Figgins said.
against the School House—"

“Jolly well hurt his napper if he did!” ’

“ Lowther, my son, den’t be funny. There is a time for
all things, except for your jokes. Tl{ey are barred.”

“Then why are they like football boots 7> asked Lowther,
undisturbed.

“ That’s an old friend, too,”” said Tom Merry. “ Jokirg
apart, it’s a good idea fo get up seme sprinting with tho
New House. We haven’t licked them for some time, and
it’s high time they were put in their places. Whatt” -

“Good wheeze.” - £

“1 think a paper-chase would be about the thing. Tt's
some time since we had one, and if Figgins & Cgichoose to
ke hares, I'll back up the School House to catch them.
Next half-boliday it would bé ripping. What do“you say!”

“Right-ho! That’s what I say!”’ .

‘“ We’ve got some runners in the Shell,”” Tom Merry went
on. ‘“Yourself, and Manners, and me, we can run; then
there’s Clifton Dane, and that new chap from Liverpcol,
Glyn—TI think he ean run. Can you 1un, Glyn?”’

“1 imagine so0,”~said Glyn, with .a sniile. “I've done

He's willing to run

scmé. I have done the hundred yamls in one-tenth
seconds.” E
“Rats!” . »
“Fact !” o &

““When did it happen ™ y .

““Last Saturday, at my dad’s house down at.the village.
I made a new electric battery,”” explained Glyn, who was
the inventor -of the School House, and usually in trouble
for seme one or other of his coatrivances. ‘1 tried it on
my sister Edith’s pet dog. Of course, I wasn’t going to
hurt him, but you could have heard him talk from one end
of Rylcombe to the other. Edith took a tennis-bat to argue
with me, and I did the distance from the house to the gate
in one-tenth of & second—at least, it seemed like that.”

Tom Merry laughed. Lowther broke in cagexly—there
was the chance for a pun, and Monty Lowther névér misged
a chance like that. )

“T see,” he remarked. * Yeou couldn’t stand the racket.”

“Oh; don’t do it, Monty ¥’ said Tom Merry imploringly.
-“‘ Blessed if I don’t get my old governess to send you down
medicine for it!” by :

“That was a jolly:good pun!”? . J

‘It may have been once, but puns aren’t like wine—they
don’t improve with age. But to go on with the washing.
We can get a good pack in the Shell and the Fourth Form,
and give old Figgins a run for his money.”

“I wonder where Linton is?"” said Manners, glancing at
his watch. “He's not usually late, end now it’s more’n

wed. - cfive minutes.’” )
the New House, when he was struck by the fact that he

3-“Ho was looking” seedy last night,” Tom Merry
hope he isn’t ill.”? :
My hat, I hope not! You remember last time he was
ill, Ratty tock his (Flace, and we had a high old time !”
“The class-room déor-opened, and the buzz of yoices died
away at the sight of Dr. Holmes, the Head of 8t. Jim's.

The entrance of the Head showed that something unusual
was happening, and the boys were all attention at once. -

“1 regret to have to teil gg}u that your Form-master is
indisposed this morning, my boys,” said Dryg Holmes.- ‘‘ Mr.
Rateliff will take the Form in his place.” -

. And he went out, leaving a silence of dismey behind him.
~ The juniors cxchanged hopeless lcoks. 7/

No master at St. Jim’s had ever been anything like as
unpepular as Horace Ratcliff. The School House boys, as
a. rule; were able to* avoid him, except those nmonf themn
who happened to be in the Fifth. On an occasion like this,

~ GpY Tale of the Boya of St.
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* lighted the fuse of a repeating cracker.

. hounds,” said Lowther grumpily.

Every Thursday.

however, there was no avoiding him. If.he took the Shell
the juniors would be fairly under his thumb—and Mr. Rat-
cliff was not a man to use authority lightly. He always
drove hard. And Tom Merry & Co. knew that they were
especially obnoxious to the New House master. They had
had their little difficulties before.

“Well, it can’t be helped,” said Tom Merry at last, in
a tone of resignation. ‘I suppose it means a few lickings
and a big crop of impots.”

“And gatings for Wednesday, instead of hare and
W “1 do think it’s rather
unreasonable of Linton to go about falling ill like this.”

“Cave! Here’s Ratty!”

M?, Ratcliff entered the room. He was looking unusually
cheerful. His Form was being taken by the Head, while
he took the Shell that morning. He gave the juniors a
nod and walked up to the desk.

‘““There’s trouble coming,” said Lowther. *See how
cheerful he looks. That always means that he’s going to
be nasty.”

‘eIt’s a curious thing,” murmured Glyn.

. Tom Merry looked at him.

‘“ What’s.a curious thing?”’ ~

‘“ Why, Ratty is -disliked by everybody here, but my
sistér thought he was rather a decent chap,” said Glyn.
““ He knew my governor in Liverpool once, and he called at
our house the other day. I must say he was more agree-
able there than he is here, and he talked painting with my
sister Edith till I nearly fell asleep. I was going to show
him over my workshop, but he kept on talking to Edith,
blessed if I know what for.” N

“I suppose - every sort of animal has its agreeable
moments,” "said Lowther. ‘Look out, he’s got his eagle
eve on us!”

‘“Someone was talking,” said Mr. Ratcliff.

His glance was on Manners. Glyn looked up.

“It was I, sir,” he said.

‘“You must not talk in class, Glyn

Glyn could only stare. Was it really Ratty who gave
that gentle reply? ‘

““ He’s laying for us,”’ murmured Monty Lowther. ‘ This
is some new game he’s playing. He thinis he’ll encourage
us, and then catch us on the hop.”

_ ““Blessed if I understand it,” said Glyn, unconsciously
repeating the words of Figgins. )

“I’'m jolly well going to jape him, and chance it,” said
Towther. ‘‘ May as well be Jung-for~a~sheep as a lamb.
-He’s-bhound-to pick-enus™* z

‘“Yes, rather! Only be careful.”

‘“That’s all right.”

While Mr. Ratcliff was looking into the master’s desk,
Towther calmly scratched a vesta under his desk, and
It was a daring
“jape” for the class-room, but Lowther, in the full con-
fict-lon that he would soon be punished anyway, was reck-
ess.

He slung the cracker into a corner by the blackboard,

THREE New Readers.
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and was sitting up looking very good and demure when Mr.
Ratcliff brought his nose out of his desk.

‘“Now, boys—"" began Mr. Ratcliff.

Crack ! A loud report interrupted the New House master.

He gave a jump, and the lid of his desk came down with
a bang.

Crack! Crack! Crack! .

“ What—what—what is that?” gasped Mr. Ratcliff.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Y —I—"

The boys were all on their feet, some amazed, some
laughing. Mr. Ratcliff looked round him dazedly.

“ What—what was that explosion?”

There was no-reply. The smell of gunpowder, and the
shell of the cracker on the floor, apprised Mr. Ratcliff of
what had happened. His face grew very sour, -and his brow
very stern. :

(13 BO S !!) -

“That’s Ratty again!” murmured Tom Merry. ¢ His
old voice.”

“Boys, who has dared to play this trick in the class-
room?”’ ’

The Shell sat silent now. : . .

Ratty in a_temper was not to be trifled with, and every

fellow was feeling glad that he hadn’t played the trick,+/
with the exception of Lowther, and he was beginning to-

wish that he hadn’t.

Mr.- Ratcliff glared at the class, and seemed about to
break into an explosion himself, but he did not.

Some thought seemed to occur to him wgith a calming
effect, and the thundercloud slowly dispersed from his
countenance. - i

“This is very wrong,”” he said mildly. “ Surely you must
know better than to make a mock of discipline inthis way ?”’

The Shell gasped.

Raity might have taken the occurrence in many ways,
any way, except this. He might have gated the whole
Form, or called in the Head, or caned every boy himself,
or given the whole class enough impositions to keep them
busy for a week.

And instead of that, he was taking- it lying down!
Wonders apparently would never cease.

‘“We will proceed with the lesson,” said Mr. Ratcliff.
“I trust that the boy who played that foolish trick will
reflect over his action, and feel sorry for it.”

Monty Lowther flushed crimson. ‘He would have stood
any punishment like a Spartan, but this coniplete change in
Ratty’s methods took himr quite off his gua;?.) He stood up
in his place with very red cheeks.

“If you please, sir, it was I!"” he said. “JI am sorry.”.

Mr. Ratcliff looked at him.

“ Very well, Lowther, ; As you have owned up to it, and
you say you are sorry, I ?v;ll,&sllow the matter to drop. You
may sit down.” 2O E P,

Monty Lowther sat—or rather -fell—into his seat. He
wore a dazed look for the rest of the morning.

ppens next week!
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CHAPTER 4.
Bernard Glyn is in High Favour.

21°R. RATCLIFF had apparently mézle up his mind to
keep the juniors of St. Jim’s in a perpetual state
of astonishiment. His forgiveness of Monty Lowther

—whom- the best-tempered of masters might have punished -

with -reason—was only the beginning. He wen
_one -surpg:z.to another. Gibbons, the dunce of the Shell,
had everything wrong as usual: but- Mr. Ratcliff did not
rag him as was naturally expectéd. He spentzs patient
ten minutes explaining things to G¥bbons which he had
explained to him before that mosning, and which his own

£3 om

. Yorm-master had explained to him a dozen times, at least.

And -when QGibbons failed to understand, as usual,’ Mr.
Rateliff let him dowmrquife gently.. .

Gibbons himself was surprised,- &
must have done extra well, as he wi
He looked very pleased with him
over. Mr: Ratcliff did not Ik pleage

_gmazingly patient. - Gore, the cad of the.Shell, taking’
dvantage of the Fifth  Form-mastér's ufiexpected plac-
-ability, proceeded to work off a common enough jape by
Jijetend.lgg not to understand the simplest things, at the
‘same time assuming an air of patient and docile inquiry
that would have deceived most masters. >
Even that failed to “draw” Ratty. L

he thought that l:ie
s/mot nagged or ragged.
when the ordéal was

He was patient with Gore, and when Gore went a little ..
even -

too far, and it was quite clear that he was “ rotting,”
then Mr. Ratcliff only told him to sit down.

Then Bermgtd Glyn came into prominent notice. Glyn
was & new mgy at 8t. Jim's, the son of /a famous engineer
who lived near the school. He was following in his father’s
footsteps: in many respects, and his inventive genius had
already caused trouble in many quarters. "His latest was a
clockvyork:,‘rat, surprisingly like the real thing, which he
kept in his desk. He was shawing_it to Tom ilerry when
it shppe&'_from his hand, and befors_he could recover it it
was scuttling along the floor in a very lifelike way.

‘ grlgn wﬁlgtrledl tt,mder his breath.h f & .
ang it} s mgking straight for Ratty.
= And it was. &k;& & g v o
Ratty was poigﬁ?ﬂg;{jout something on the "blackboard
when he caught sight of the rat, and gave a start. <

‘“ Dear me! A rat imthe class-room! Shushi :

. ‘That “shush’ wwould  have scared away -a r#al.zat, but
Glyn’s rat ran straight on. Mr. Ratcliff .;g@turﬂ% “wasn't
_prepared for thaf, and he gave a yelp as the: thing.zan
over his foot, and caught in the leg of his trousers. 2

“Ow! Hooroch!” e

He shook his leg violently, but the-rat hung on—by its
teeth, as the House-master supposed,
which had caught in the clotﬁ?g‘ ,
affright, and _the on the-floor;-and then thé
sound showed him that it was no ¥ing rodent.

It lay om its back, with the legs still working, and Mr.
Ratoliff looked down at it with an angry brow.
‘;,?acandaldu's P he exclaimed. “W%x

o

¥, - stamped in

e rat clumped:

. “If you please, sir, it is mine,” said Glyn.
“ Yours, GI. I am surprised——"

“I didn’t mean to let it get away, sir. I was just ghow- -

in% it to Merry i

hat was not exactly a judicious confession to make in

the class-room, and the juniors waited for the vials of .

wrath to be poured out.
But the vials did not pour.

Mr. Ratcliff looked angry for a moment, but that was all.

: A‘an_ggolent smile chased away the frown upon his face.

‘o4 must be more careful,“Glyn,” he said mildly.
“f{eg;, sir,” said the delighted, Glyn. “I will, sir.”

*

‘I commend your—er—predifection for—er—mechanical
pursuits,”  said Mr. Ratehff. ‘‘But they must be kept
within limsits,” § 4 3

“Oh, yes, eeftainly, sir.’”

“ You may sit down, Glyn.”

After thaf, an earthquake might have happened without
surprising the Shell very much. ; &

During the remainder of the morning, Mr. Rateliff
seemed to select Glyn especially for little kind attentions,
and though the Liverpool boy wag somewhat slack in his
work, through thinking of other things, Mr. Ratcliff never
onee found fault with him.

When the class was dismissed, they discussed the wonder
as they went out, many explanations being offered, the
most plausible being that Ratty was ®off his rocker I’

The master beckoned to Glyn to stay behind as thejelass
went: out, and the other juniors waited for him inmithe
passage, wondering what the New House master could Ka¥e
specially to say to a School House boy. =
_ Glyn was looking dazed when he came out.
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} at%’k‘( “Glyn blankly. .
Some of the masters had had very promising pupils {0 -

d, but he was patient, .

_go’there to tea than to be licked.”” = .-
Y Why, ves, any sensible fellow weuld. 2

- %%m tirke Lefeyre of the Fifth invited him o
£ . p

in reality by the legs,
Ratcli

om does this belong.

“What is it#% asked - Manners, tapping him on the
shoulder, -*Hasx tie confided to you the secrel” cguse of
these sudden attacks?” : :

“No; he’s azked me to tea.”
“%o which 7”7 T 5
‘o tea in his study.” -

e Shell fellows star

tea in their studies certainly, but Ratty never. .
The New House master was turning over a new_Jeaf wit}
& vengeance. . 5 ’

“Tea in his study ! said Monty Lowther faintly. You're

zBernard Glyn grinsied.. s
S “Quite sure. Tea -in_his study-
‘“Ratty never has feluws to 18
prefects don’t get agked to hi: sty R
“ And if he wants to begin a Hew line, what on earth has
he picked on Glyn. for?” said Clifton Dane. ‘‘ He might
have asked someene mice like—like myself, for instance.”
“Or me?” aspented Tom Merry, with a nod. “ But.to
ask a chap who might electrocute him for a joke %ny:
minute——"" = ; ST
The Liverpool lad Jaughed.
“ Well, he’s _asked me,” he said.
“ But why %
““ Haven’t4 faintest idea.”
“ And are yew going i’ asked Gore.”
*“ Yes, rather. 1 couldn’t very well refuse.’”” ..
“ Not much,’” said Tom Merry. ‘“ An invijation

sure he hasn’t told you to go there fof a licking?” ii

“That settles it.”

Bad fegm !
_~ “That’s it. I shall ‘go.” d. fess 5
“* Rather rough on you, old sen .
“Well, it can’t be helped, aud I dare say
soms decent grub,”’ said Glyni=*1.can stapd it. It's no’
catch having tea with Form-masters, 6f gourse. You_have

to be so jolly well-behaved, and the:i‘-_%‘fée.‘s always luke-

warm, and the bread-and-butter thick,~and not much jam.
You never like to take what you want, Still, it’s not the
“¥'d rather

worst thing that can happen to & ’(,:h;i)’it schools

. wonder if you could takeiin-a i.é'd:ftien

ver ‘thoughtfully.
Tom Merry laughed. -
It wouldn’t do with & Form-master.’”? -
And Bernard-@dgn shook his head. 3
‘““Can’t jape a masted like that.”. e
And the inventor of St. Jim’s put his hands in his pockets,
and’ walked &way, wondering. Why was Ratty so nice to
him? rggwn racked his brains to find a solution to the
prol:ief > but it weuld not come. He simply could not under-
stard 1v’ -

CHAPTER 5.
A Little Offering. i
HE Shell did not see much of Mr, Ratcliff for the rest.
of that day, as Mr. Linton was well enough to take
his elass in the afternoon. Mr. Ratcliff took the
Fifth ‘as usual, and proceeded to astonish the Fifth as he
had astonished the Shell. It was seldom that-the Fifth
Form was dismissed without some of its members having
impositions to write outi but on this occasion the impots
were conspicuons by their absence. And when Mr. Ratcliff
found Lefevre talking to Hart under His very nose, he only
gently reminded him that the class-roepf was not the placo
for general conversation; a gentle ré;gb‘éﬁ’bﬁa{; so surprised
Lefevre that he sat for some minutes with his mouth open,
just as it was when Mr. Ratchff 1 upted dim, and look- |
mg comically like a fish just taken? water. - o
The Fifth Form were dismissed that 2
high spivite.

No one had been caned, né one had

et
threatened with a report to the Head, no one had writhed ™

under Ratty’s bitterly sarcastic tongue—there was not even
an impot. to be done in the whole Form. . #38: ;
The fellows were almost too surprised to ho pléased.
“He’s laying for us,’’ said Lefevre.- ¢ Raity’s got some
awfully deep game on, though ¥ can’t quite see whateit-is.”
Anrd the others agreed that it must be so,-although they -
couldn’t see what it was, @ither. S
Mr. Ratchiff left the Form-room with a quiet and ¢
ful air, and as he went into the quadrangle he:mwet Mr.
Railton of the School House, There had never bden much

love lost between the two House-masters at 8t: Jim’s. The
rivalry of the Houses seemed to some extent to e d to
the House-masters ; though, as a matter of fact, Mr."Railton

had always been willing to live on ‘amicable terms. Mr.

OM MERRY'S WEEK-END."- ~ S "l il a st s
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i from a
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" be declined with thanks. 3 2 S

B will incan s

noon in unusually . .




e R TERY

g

~

“Byery Thursday.

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.

up a mighty spout of water.

“0Ow! Groo

There was a roar of laughter as the swell of St. Jim’s dropped exactly into t"'l’Q middle of the stream, sending i

Ratcliff’s sour and suspicious temper had prevented that.
He had a great love of interfering with others, and at the
same time he deeply resented the most trivial and fancied
encroachment upon his own sphere. The House-masters
had gradually fallen upon merely nodding terms, and the
politeness between them was sometimes almost painful.
But Mr. Ratcliff had apparently added the School House-
master to the list of those. who were to be astonished, for
he stopped as he met Mr. Railton.

‘“ What a pleasant afternoon!” he said.

¢ Pleasant indeed ! said Mr. Railton, somewhat surprised.

“It is a poetical time of the year,”” said Mr. Ratcliff.
¢ What is it the poet says—‘In the spring a young man’s
imagination——""

‘A young man’s fancy,” said Mr. Railton, with a smile,

 lightly turns to thoughts of love.”

““Ah, yes, that is it!
Ratcliff, .

“ They are good lines certainly.” g%

“They express the feelings of the human breast at this
geason of the year, Mr. Railton. Have you not felt your
heart expand under the influence of the—er—the vernal
breezes.”

¢ I—I haven’t noticed it,”” said Mr. Railton, wondering
whether his colleague had been drinking. “ I suppose we
all feel a little cheered in the springtime.”

““The heart expands,”” said Mr. Ratclif. ““ The frozen
sources of—of—in fact, the frozen sources:=melt, and—er—
and all is young again.” -

“I am glad you feel it so.”

What “wonderful lines!” said Mr.

et Ey:. . “TOM MERRY'S WEEK-END.”

“1 am afraid we have been somewhat on cold terms of
late, Railton,” said the New House-master.

*“ Oh, not at all!”

““ Yes, we have; and I fear it was my fault We had dis-
agrecments during a certain vacation which was spent at
sea. It was my fault.”

‘“Oh, no, no!” said the School House-master, utterly
astounded. ‘I dare say I was as much to blame.”

¢ I ingist that it was my fault,” said Mr. Ratcliff. I was
harsh. I hope we shall pull together ter in the fu_!};u;:'{;,
Mr. Railton. It would be better for the school. We shabid
be able to help one another in many ways.’’

“ That is very true. I am sincerely glad to hear you say
80, Mr. Ratcliff, and I shall certainly not be backward.”

Mr. Rateliff held out his hand, and the School House-
master grasped it very heartily, as they parted. Mr.
Railton was pleased—but amazed. Such a change in Mr.
Ratcliff was the last thing he had ever looked for. It was a
pleasant change, but—but what on earth did it mean?

Mr. - Ratclff walked on to the New House. Taggles, the
school porter, was coming from the direction of his lodge
with a large cardboard box in his hand, carrying it by the
string. It bore on the outside the name of a florist in
Rylcombe.

“This 'ere is for you, sir,” said Taggles, touching his
hat surlily. “ Shall I take it in, sir?”

Taggles saw no reason why Mr. Ratcliff shouldn’t take
the box into the house himself. Ratty never by any chance
gave him a tip, 4nd Taggles—like many other” persons in
this unreasonable world—didn’t see why he should work
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for nothing; leaving his wages out of account in considering
the matter.

Mr. Ratcliff’s expression brightened as he saw the card-
board box. .

“ Thank you, Taggles,” he said; “1 will take it.”

He took the box, and bagan to fumble in his pocket.

* Btay a moment, Taggles. I wish to give you—er—a
slight remuneration.”

Taggles could not heve walked away then if he had wanted
to. He remained rooted to the spot in astonishment. .

Mr. Rateliff fumbled under his gown, and extracted a coin
from & pocket. It was a sixpence, and he placed it in

Then he walked on. Tapgles looked after him, and
scratched his head. Then he bit the sixpence to -make sure
that it was a good one. It was good enough! The porter
wors.a half-awalke look as he slowly departed.

Mr. Ratcliff entered the New House, and went directly

his study. There he opened the bex, and found a really
handsome bonquet packed carefully within. There was a
florist’s bill attached, which Mr. Ratcliff removed. He sai
down at his desk, and spent the next guarter of an hour in
writing the three words—* Dear Miss Glyn” upon eight
sheets of nof r in succession. is somewhat un-
accountable, performance finished, he rose and paced the
study till the striking of the hour warned him that time
was flying. Then he sat down again, and started on a fresh
sheet of notepaper—* Dear Miss Glyn.”

“ Dear me!” murmured Mr. Ratcliff. “I am usually a
very facile letter-writer, yet I cannot think what to put next.
It is surely a very harmless and a very civil thing to send
flowers to a charming young lady; it is absurd that I should
be at a loss for words in a letter to accompany the gift.”

He rubbed his- forehead, and gnawed the handle of tae
pen. Neither operation afforded him relief.  Finally he
made a desperate dash, end wrote a few lines, and placed
the note in the flowers, and then he carefully secured the
box again. The next question was, how to get them to
Glyn House.

T cannot trust this to the page,”’ murmured Mr. Rateliff.
“ It would—er—also excite remark. The box would be in-
dubitably broken if sent through the post. 1 will—er—take
a little stroll in the direction of Glyn House this evening,
and leave the box with the lodge-keeper.”

Mr. Ratcliff picked up the box and left the study. In
the passage a portly dame was coming along, and she
stopped as she saw the House-master. It was Mre. Kenwigg,
she dame of the New Housse.

“ Ah! I presume you were coming to my study, Mrs.
Kenwigg?? said Mr. Ratcliff. .

“ Yes, sir. You asked me to come and speak to you when

you came in after school,” said Mrs. Kenwigg ‘‘Is it .

anything wrong with the housekeeping, sir?” :

““ Oh, no, Mrs. Kenwigg; nothing of that sort,” said Mr.
Ratcliff, colouring a little as he saw the House-dame’s sur-
prised look turned upon the flower-box. He coughed, .and
set the box down against the wall. *“ Ahem! I shall have tea
in my study this—er—this afternoon, Mrs. Kenwigg.”

* Yes, sir.”’ -

“T have a young friend coming to tea with me, madam—
a youth, belonging to the—er—to the Shell Form.”

Mrs. Kenwigg could only stare.

“T desire to have .something palatable to a youth of
tender years placed upon the table,” said the House-master,
wrinkling his brow thoughtfully. .“I am not intimately
acquainted with the habits of young persons in this—er—
respeet. 1 know they like a great deal to eat—at least, I
beXeve that is the rule.”

“~1Ves, sir, I think so.” s

,“They are fond of sweet things, I believe, such as jam
pies——

“Jam what, sir?” i . .

¢ Pies,” said Mr. Ratcliff firmly. ““ Jam ples and cream
puddings and ginger-beer. These things, and other—er—
comestibles of a gimilar character, are generally devoured
uili.th”great eagerness by youthful persons. I have observed
this. ’

*“ Yes, sir!” murmured Mrs. Kenwigg.

“I desire to have a really well-spread table,” said Mr.
Ratclif. ‘1 wish the—er—the youth to feel at home. I
think I can trust to your judgment, Mrs. Kenwigg.”

 Certainly, sirt”

““QOpe point more—expense is no object.
all,” said Mr. Rateliff impressively.

“ Very well, sir,” said Mrs, Kenwigg faintly

““ The. youth who is coming to tea 13 Master Glyn, of the
Shell. He is coming at—er—half-past five. Will you have
everything prepared?” -

No object at

And Mrs. Kenwigg moved away in & dazed state. Mr.
Ratcliff wallked on, a faraway look upen his face, forgetiing
the box he had placed on the floor. A fat junior had just
come downstairs, in time to hear the concluding portion of
the interview. He stood rooted to the stairs, too amazed
to move; and when the House-master moved away, Fatty’
Wynn scuttled off to Figgins’s study to tell the news.

CHAPTER 6.
Nothiag for Fatty.

w ATS!’ said Figgins, . : '
R It wasn’t a polite remark; but what it lacked

3 in politeness it made up in emphesis.  Figgins
simply couldn’t believe it.
“It’s a fact!” said Fatty Wynn. p )
“1 say rats! Ratty have a fellow in to tea?* L ES
o Fm !’?
‘A jumior, too!”’
“ Solid fact!”

*“ And a School House boy!”,

‘T heard him say so.” .

“ Now, look here, Fatty, don't you start in business as a
funny man!” said Figgins, wagging his forefinger warningly
at the fat Fourth-Former. It doesn’t sumit your style of
beanty, and you can’t take us in at any price.”’

“It’s honest Injun!” said Fatty Wynn.

¥ But it’s impossible,” said Figgins argumentatively.
** You must have gone to sleep on the stairs and dreamed it.
It was the rabbit-pie you had a while ago; that must be
the explanation.” .

“1 tell you Ratty’s going to have Glyn of the Shell in to
tea,” said Fatty Wynn obstinately. “It's a fact. And I
think it rotten. There’s no harm 1 a House-master having
a chap in to tea—Railton in the' 8chool House simply
swarms his study with prefects—but I think a House-master
might be patriotic. He ought to have asked a New House
chap. I don’t say I like Ratty; but I'd have gone to tea
with him if he had asked me.” i

“ Jolly certain of that,” said Figgins. “You'd go to tea
with Charles Peace or Diek Turpin if you were asked. .
Where are yon off to now ?” :

“I’'m going to speak to Glyn,” said Fatty Wynn, moving
towards the door. “I dare say he will feel a bit strange
in the New House, you know, especially as he’s a.new boy at
St, Jim’s; and I'm thinking of offering to go with him.”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!” :

Fatty Wynn affeeted not to hear the laughter, and he
left the study and went in search of Glyn of the School
House. Figgins rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“ 1 suppose it's the fact,” he said; ** Fatty was giving it
to us straight. It’s of a pisce with Ratty’s latest develop-
ments. It'll be a case of de-de—what do you call it?"”

** Blessed if I know !”” said Kerr. ** Do you mean deuced ?”’

‘Of course I don’t! De-de-de lunatico inquirendo,” said
Figgins. ‘“ That’s it. Inquiry into whether Ratty’s off his
rocker, you know. Of course he is—right off. The thing’s
as plain as anything. When he began tapping a chap on
the napper and calling him a little man, it showed which
way the wind was blowing. Now he’s asked a junior-to
tea. Blessed if I should feel safe in his study if I were
Glyn. He might take a violent turn next—you never know
with maniacs.”

Meanwhile, Fatty Wynn had discovered Glyrn. He had
ventured into the hostile precincts of the School House, and
he found Glyn in his study. The inventor of St. Jim’s was
selecting the cleanest collar from a box. He had to put on
thedbest appearance possible for the state visit to Ratty’s
study. .

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE! |

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

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Address: No, 17, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,

*“ Very good, sir.” STRAND, LONDON, W.C. -

THE GEM LIBRARY—No. 66 . S censin are briTHG o
},m%mm BT MEBRY’S.WEEK‘EﬂB. © 7 “Jim'a. By Martin Clifford. -~
; . *




3

g

- Bvery Thursday.

¢ 1 say, Glyn,” said the fat Fourth-Former, looking in,
“can I come in a minute? It’s rather important.”

“ Oh, certainly!” said Glyn. “ Take-a seat in that arm-

chair, will you?”
" “N-n-no, thank you,” said Wynn, edging away from the
armchair, He had heard of the little surprises the inventor’s
gtudy contained for unsuspecting visitors, including acci-
dental electric shocks and collapsible armchairs. “I don’t
want to sit down. You are going to tea with my House-
master, aren’t you?” :

““Yes, rather!”

“I dare say yow'll feel a bit strange, going into the—
the lion’s den, as it were,” said Fatty Wynn. ** Ratty is a
gueer old bird, and you want to krow him:.”

‘“ Shouldn’t wonder.”

“Well,” said Fatty, coughing a little, *“if you like, T'l}
come with you. I know the ropes, so to speak, and I'H be
your guide, philosopher, and friend, as it were, and see you
safe through. I know Ratty like a book, and—and I know
he’d be glad if you tcok in a friend with you.”

‘“Did he tell you so?”

“Well, no; but I feel quite sure that——"’

. “That you'd like a feed in his study ?”

“N-no; I wasn’t going to say exactly that—""

“That’s what you mean, I expect. Sorry; I can't take
you. Ratty said nothing about bringing a friend, and if I
took one I should take Tom Merry or Blake.”

“ Look here—"

“S?}'ry, I can’t stop. I've got to go and have an extra
wash.

And Bernard Glyn nodded cheerfully and walked out of
the study, leaving Fatty Wynn alone and wrathful. The
fat Fourth-Former looked after him, and then slowly
followed him eut, and in the passage he met the chums of
Study No. 6—Blake, Herries, Digby, and D’Arcy. They
stopped him at once. ;

 Bai Jove !” said Arthur D’Arcy,. putting up his eyeglass.
“Here's a New House wottah! 1 am surpwised at his
cheek in comin’ into a wespectable House.”

““Yes, rather!” said Blake. “] suggest rolling him down-
stairs. He would go down like a barrel.”

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”

‘“ Here, hold on!” said Fatty Wynn, in alarm.
I came here to speak to Glyn. It’s all right.”

I wefuse to wegard it as all wight. I weally considah it
the pwopah capah to well this young wastah downstairs.”

Fatty Wynn made a desperate rush for the stairs, and
Blake gave a shout and clattered his boot§ on the linoléum
to give him an impression that-he was pursued. Fatty went
down the stairs three at a time, and reached the ground
floorbefore he discovered that he need not have hurried.
From above came a sound of laughter. The fat Fourth-
Former gasped for breath.

“Beasts!” he murmured. ¢ Fancy making a chap run
for nothing on a warm afterneon! I’'m quite out of breath.”

nd at a more moderate pace he returned to the New

“Pax!

- House. - His look told Figgins and Kerr of the result of his

“mission.
“No go?”’ asked Figgins sympathetically. .
““No,” grunted Fatty Wynn. ‘I think it’s about time we
put those School House rotters in their place.”

_ Figgins chuckled.

“ We've just got up a little jape for their especial benefit,
Fatty; wbile you were thinking of grub.”

“What's the idea?” asked Fatty, eagerly enough. He
felt that he ought to be avenged, somehow, upon somebody,
for his disappointment with regard to the feed, and the
breathless rush downstairs in the School House. )

“T suppose you know that Dame Taggles's stock of pies -

and tarts is sometimes—well, sometimes a little—a little
wangy ?” said Figgins.

“Yes, rather! She never works the wangy ones off on
-me, though,” said Fatty. “ If you want some shopping dene,
you can rely on me.”

“I don’t, my son.” I only want to draw your attention to
the fact. Mrs. Taggles’s compositions have a long life—
but even Dame Taggles draws the line somewhere, and at
certain times she clears out the remnants—tarts that have
gone wangy, and pies that would soon walk away if they
weren’t chucked. "Now, I've bought up a choice selectien
of the last lot, that were just going to the dust heap—the
E:angiest”tarts, the shriekiest pies, the fearfullest pud-
dings—'

“ What on earth for? If you think I'm going to eat—""

““Ha, ha, ha! I wasn’t thinking of standing you a feed
with them, Fatty. Look here!”

Figgins drew a brown paper parcel from the cupboard,
and opened it on the table. It contained a choice assort-
ment of pies and tarts that certainly could never have been
offered for sale with any chance of success. They were the
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sldest of Dame Taggles’s old stock. Fatty Wynn, in his
hungriest moments, would have drawn a line there.

The fat Fourth-Former sniffed expressively. .

S“My hat! Why, they’'re talking. How much did you
give for that lot ?” ¥ )

‘A tanner,” said Figgins; “and cheap at the price, con-
sidering. I'm going to jam them into a box, and send
them to Study No. 6 in the School House, with the compli-
ments of the New House. They'll think it's a treat from
home, you see; and I'd like to see their faces when they
open the box and catch the whiff.”

“My word! And it’s whiffy!” )

It will be a good jape,” said Figgins, grinning. ¢ Funds
have been low, I hoar, in Study No. 6, lately, and this lot
will come in welcome—till they open it. We want a box of
some sort. Have you got one?”’

“1I saw an old cardboard box in the passage,” said Fatty
Wynn, ““somebody had chucked it out of a study, I suppose.
If it’s still there, I'll get it in.”

‘“Buck up, then!” b

Fatty Wynn went to look for the box. The box he was
thinking of was the one Mr. Rateliff had left in the passage.
The House-master, thinking of his young guest, almost due
now, had quite forgotten the box, and it waa still there.
Ftﬁtlty Wynn picked it up and carried it away to Figgins's
study. - .

“ Good !"” said Figgins, looking at it. ¢ It's & thick, strong
box, and it will do rippingly. Seems to have come from
the Rylcombe florist originally. Is there anything in it?”

“Only some old flowers,” said Fatty Wynn, turning the
box out into the.study wastepaper-baskef. * No good, I
suppose. The box will do all right.” .

‘““It won’t hold the lot,” said Kerr.

“ Never mind; it will hold enough for the purpose. We'll
pub in the lightest things, to save the postage.”

And Figgins packed a quantity of tarts and puffs and
other delicacies—all of an extremely ancient state—into the
box, and put a rabbit-pie on top—that rabbit-pie being the
most emphatic, so to speak, of the whole selection.

. On_top of the rabbit-pie was placed a card bearing the
inscription: ‘ With the Compliments of the New House.”

““There,” said Figgins, “1 think that’s all right.”

 Absolutely OK !” said Kerr. *[’ll take it to the post,
zvhika you take Fatty round the quad. for a sprint before

ca.

“I—I think DIl take it to the post, Kerr,” said Fatty
Wynn; ¢1I-don’t want you to have the trouble, and I don't
feel 'quite up to a sprint. I'd like to——" -

“ Look here, you’ve got to get into running form.”

“Yes, but there’s plenty of time. I'll take it to the post.”

“Oh, just as you like !’

Figgins put the lid on the box, and tied it with the
original string. Then he addressed it in pencil, to Jack
Blake, School House, St. Jim’s.

“ Now, you take it,” he said. ‘**Come and get your run-
ning things on, Kerr. I hear that the School House are
going to challenge us to a paper-chase, and you and I will
have to be in form, anyway. Cut along, Fatty !’

Fatty Wynn took the box by the string and left the
study. But he had no intention of going immediately to
the post. He walked away quietly to Mr. Ratcliff’s study,
and remained outside the door, waiting for Bernard Glyn.
Fatty Wynn was getting peckish, and he meant to pursue
the subject onee more with Berfiard Glyn. After the
instructions he had heard Mr. Ratcliff give Mrs. Kenwigg,
tea in the House-master’s study seemed enticing. Fatty
Wynn did not mean to miss it over any trivial question of
personal feeling in the matter.

e affected to be greatly interested in a pieture on the
wall, as a pretext for lingering there, and he stood the box
down, meanwhile, very near the place where he had found
it. In a few minutes Glyn came along, locking very bright
with his newly-washed face and well-brushed hair, and his
clean collar. He grinned at the sight of Fatty Wynn,
guessing what he was there for. .

“1 say, Glyp—="

“Sorry I can’t stop,” said Glyn, and he tapped at the
House-master’s door. ;

“ But look here—"

The door opened, opened by Mr. Ratcliff himself. He
greeted- Glyn with a gracious smile.

“I am glad to see you, my boy. Come in. Er—is that
you, Wynn? Do you want anything kere, Wynn?”

“ N-n-no, sir,” stammered Fatty. X

‘“Then be off. What are you moving that box for? Let
it alone.”

“The—ths box, sir,”” stammered the junior, who had
s‘gooped to pick up the box containing the gifts for Study

vo. 6.

*“Yes. Give it to me.”
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There was no denying a House-master. Fatty Wynn
handed ‘over the box, and Mr. Ratcliff took it into his
study, and placed it on his desk. It occurred to him that it
felt somewhat heavier than it had been before, but he did
not pay any special attention to the fact. That it had been
tampered with never occurred to him.

Fatty Wynn walked away in a state of considerable dis-
gust. He met Figgins and Kerr just going out in their
running clothes. .

- ““ Where’s that box 1" asked Figgins
to post it now 27’ i

“Ratty’s got it.””

“Ratty ! How?”

“ He made me give it him.”

Figgins whistled. - !

“Then there’ll be a row! You are a precious sort of an
ass, too! The jape’s done in. Ratty will grow! when he
opens that box! Come on!”’

“T’'m going to the tuckshop—-"’ i

““No, you’re not; y?u’re coming for a sprint.”

“But I'm hungry.

“ Never mind, a sprint will make you hungrier.”

‘‘ But—but look here, Figgy-—-" .

“"Nuff said.. Come on.” '

And the fat Fourth-Former was dragged away. In a few
minutes more he was puffing and blowing on a rapid sprint
rcund the quad.

“ Aren’t you going

CHAPTER 7. s
- Tea with Mr. Ratcliff. o

‘R. RATCLIFF looked at his youthful guest, and

coughed.. He looked at the tea-table, and coughed

. again. He wished that he had identified himself

a2, little more with*the youthful life in his House. Enter-

faining a youngster was quite a simple- matter to Mr.

Railton, over the way. But to Mr. Rateliff the task was
new and strange, and decidedly difficult. '

*“ Pray-sit down,” he said.

“Yes, sir.” )

Glyn was feeling as awkward as Mr Ratcliff. He was
not a shy boy as a rule, but to be shut up in a tete-a-tete
with a master whom hs had always regarded with awe and
dread, and .who was evidently constrained, was encugh to
make any fellow feel awkword He sat down on the edge
of a chair. ‘- Ry

“ The tea is prepared,” said Mr. Ratcliff. 1 trust—-er—
that you will ind ii-—er—agreeable. Do you care for jam-
pies?”?

“ Jam-pies, sir 7' ‘-

‘“Ah! I see that the cook has, after all, neglected to send
up the jam-pies. I will ring for them, also the tea,’’

Mr. Ratcliff toueched the bell. A trim maidservant
brought in the tea in a minute or so, but there was no trace
of the jam-pies. ‘They were non-existent. Mr. Ratcliff was
going to inquire for them, but he coughed instead, and the
maid left the room. . Mr. Ratcliff sat down at the table.

“Pray draw your chair up to the table—er—my young
{riend.’* .

His young friend did so.

“Do you take your tea—zy—strong-—er—or—er—weak,
Glyn 7’

“ Both, sir—I—I mean, weak, sir.” i

“ Ah, I am glad to hear you say so, Glyn. Strong tea is
very bad for the nervous system, and a youth engaged in
your—er—scientific pursuits, needs to keep his nerves in a
state _of order. You are—er—I believe—an amateur
electrician, and—er—and so on,”’ said Mr. Rateliff.

“Yes, sir.”? - .

“Do you take sugar?”

“If you please, sir.”

“ And milk ?”?

“ Oh, yes, sir!”? '

Mr. Ratcliff had unconsciously filled Glyn’s teacup to
overflowing, and it slopped over as he passed it to the boy.
He passed him the milk-jug and the sugar-basin, and Glyn
was left to solve the problem of how to introduce sugar and
milk into an already overflowing cup, without making 1t
overflow. Glyn was good at scientific problems, but this one
bafled him, and he sat in doubt. His saucer was already
pretty full, and would not hold much more. . .

There was bread-and-butter and watercress to begin with,
and they began. Mr. Ratcliff had intended to grace the
meal with light and entertaining conversation, but subjects
seemed to be lacking. Lo

Observations upon the peculiarities of the Greek language
wonld have come easily to his lips; but were not likely to
icterest Glyn. He could have discussed painting, but he
already knew that Glyn did not care much about that, and
knew fess than he cared. As for Glyn’s scientific pursuits,
they were a sealed book to Mr. Ratciiff. The New House-
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master could not have told how a eimple electric-bell was
fixed, and Glyn’s talk on such subjects would have been
Sepskrit to him. - i

Mr. Ratcliff cudgelled. his brains for a topic, and mean-
while a _chilling silence reigned in the room, groken only by
the slight sounds of the tea-table.

Silence, ag usual in such a case, became more oppressive
the longer it lasted, until it seemed too venturesome an
cffort to think of breaking it. ‘

Glyn masticated bread-and-butter and. watercress, and

looked at his.tea, which he .was not drinkinghé He liked
plenty of sugar and milk, and there was not room for any,
and he was far too constrained to venture to pour a portion
of the superabundant tea into the slop-basin.
. If Mr. Ratcliff had ever cared to know anything abeut
beyish pursuits, he would not have lacked -a topic; and he
was paying the penalty now for his long indifference upon
those points. -

*Will you have a little more tea, Glyn?” he asked.

In the achmg silence of the study, his voice seemed to
come like thunder, and Glyn gave a start. o

‘“ Er--no, thank you, sir.” )

“ Dear me, you have not started yet! Is the iea quite to
yaur liking ?” N . F

“Er—it’s all right, sir.”” .

: “Very good. I suppose,” said Mr. Ratcliff desperately,
and thinking that any remark on boyish sports would be as
judicious as anything he could say--‘‘I suppose you are

Glyn grinned,

“ Foatball’s over, sir.””

“Dear me, so it is. I--T mean ericket.”*

““Yes, sir. I do some practice.” :

“You will be playing in the—er—the House matches?™

“1 don’t know if I shall get into the first eleven, sir—I
mean the junior first. 1t rests with Tom Merry.”

““’Ah, yes! No doubt.”

Cricket did nob seem to pan out well. Mr. Ratchiff passed
the cake, and Glyn helped himself. His tea was getting
cold,  and -at last, with a very wry face, he made an effort
and swallowed some of it, and then milked and sugared the
rest. The cake was certainly good, and the tarts that fol-
{owed it were fresh and nice, and Glyn began to feel a little
more comfortable. ' .

*I—I hope you like that tart, Glyn,” said Mr. Ratcliff,
after another long interval of silence. .

* Yes, sir, very much.” .

“Y am sorry there are no jam-pies. Are you very fond of
jam-pies ?”

“*1 don’t think I've ever bad any, sir.”

#Ah) The tarts, however, are good. There is also
ginger-beer. Will you have some ginger-beer ?”’ :

“Not with my tea, sir, thank you.”

“ Ah, -yes, I forgot. I suppose you will be spending the
n]exft half-holiday at your father’s house?” said Mr. Rat-
chiff,

“‘Oh, no, sir! We're getting up a paper-chase.”

Mr. Ratcliff drank his tea, and thought. It was two or
three minutes before another remark was made. Glyn had
a good appetite, and the tea and the tarts made him more
at home, He felt less constrained now, and he ventured to
ask for another cup of tea. There was a slightly vacant
smile upon Mr. Ratcliff’s face, as if he were thinking of
beatific things, and he started out of a reverie to comply
with Bernard Glyn’s request.

“Tea—yes, certainly.” A

He emptied the remains of Glyn’s tea absentmindedly
into the milk-jug instead of the slop-basin, and began to
pour.out fresh tea. Glyn watched him in astonishment.

“ Of course, it is very pleasant for you, your father having
taken up his residence so near the school,” Mr. Ratcliff re-
marked.

“ Very, sir.” .

“It enables you to enjoy many—-er-—many a little—er—
run into the bosom of the family, so to speak,” said the
House-master. “It must be very pleasant for you to see
your father so frequently, and your—er—sister.”

Mr. Ratcliff unaccountably eoloured over the last word.
He was still pouring away at the tea, though both cup and
saucer were running over into the tray. Glyn wondered
what was the matter. "

“It’s very nice, indeed, sir, but——"" .

“ Surely there is no ‘but’ in such a case,”” smiled Mr.
Ratcliff. . L - .

‘“Oh, no, sir, I didn’t mean that, but—but you’re pouring
all the tea away into the tray, sir.” .

4 Mr. Ratcliff started, and sent a jet of tea into the sugar-
asin.,

“Dear me, so I am.” . N

He stopped pouring. It was time, for the tray was simply
swimming. The House-master looked somewhat confused,

playing a great deal of football now 1"
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As his silk hat wasglued to hisforehead with perspiration,
and his collar was damp and clinging, love-sick Mr.
Ratcliff was glad that Miss Glyn’s eyes weré not tgncd -

upon him as he came towards her.

T
i ....‘;

and Glyn could not-suppress a grin. There was silence for
some minutes. .

‘“ Your—er—sister is older than yourself, I believe?” said
Mr. Ratcliff, who seemed determined to come back to
that subject, whether he could think of an' intelligent re-
mark to make upon it or not.

Glyn stared, as well he might. :

‘“ Why, of course, sir—about ten years older.”’

¢ Ah, yes, of course! 'A—er—most charming girl, Glyn.”

““Yes, sir, -Edith’s all right,”” said Glyn; and then he
chthekled. ‘“ She’s got a ternper, though,” he said confiden-
tially.

“Dear me! Really?”

# Yes, rather, sir. You should have seen her when I gave
her pet dog an electrie shock. Of course, I didn’t hurt him,
bui he made a row. Dogs always make a row if you give
them eleetric shocks. Of course, it was only a mild one; I
wouldn't hurt an animal. But women never understand
anything,  you know,” said Glyn, with the masculine
superiority natural to the ripe age of-fifteen.

““Dear me! I should never have thought it!
rather thoughtless of you to—er—to electrocute——"

¢ Electrify, sir.” .

“Ah, yes—to electrify your sister—I mean vour sister’s

" pet dog? By the way, did I hear that Miss Glyn was
" engaged to

be married ?”’ ‘ B
“1 don’t think so, sir,” said Glyn, wondering what busi-
ness that was of Mr. Ratcliff’s. * She isn't, anyway.”
“Ah! Iam glad of that—I—I—er—I mean to say, how—
how surprising ! That is to say, I—I really forget what I
was going to say.” -

THURSDAY?

Is it not

Glyn locked a little alarmed. Mr. Ratoliff’s manner was
so very strange. The New House-master drank his tea to
cover his confusion, and scme of it went the wrong way, and
he .began to cough. The coughingleft him very red and

flustered.

ng watched him, a strange suspicion dawning in his
mind. . e

_The mere thought was enough to send him into ani explo-
sion of laughter, but he controlled it.

Mr. Ratclifi’s amazing change of ways during the past
day or two—his kindness to Glyn in particular—and now
the invitation to tea in the House-master’s study—Mr. Rat-
clifi’s interest in the question whether Edith Glyn was
engaged or not—all these circumstances, added to one or
two others Glyn had observed during Mr. Ratcliff’s visit to
Glyn House, opened his eyes at last.

‘“ My only hat!” he murmured to himself.

“ Will you—er—have a little more cake, Glyn?”

‘“No, thank you, sir.” - )

Glyn was anxious to get back to the School House and
confide his new discovery to his friends there, and the tarts
ceased to tempt him.

‘¢ Another tart, Glyn?”

“ No, thank you, sir.”

‘ Another cup of tea?”

“]1 am quite finished, sir, thanks®

“ Er—very good!” Mr. Ratcliff rose, and Bernard Glyn
rose, too. His face was grave, but his eyes were dancing.
“I hope you have—er—made a good tea, Glyn?”

“ Exgpll.en’?, sir, thank you. It was very kind of you to

ask me; sir. )
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"‘ Not at all, not at all, my boy !”

‘I think mi sister will be so pleased, sir,” said Glyn

derr}yrely, ‘“when she hears how kind you have been to
me. ‘
It was #fecler, to make sure that his surmise was correct,
and the perfectly idiotic smile of gratification that came
upon Mr. Ratcliff’s face was proof enough for Glyn. )
N “He wants me to butter him up to Edie,” murmured
lyn to himself. “Oh, my hat! My sides! How shall I
hold out till I get away ?”’

“I—I should—er—very—should be very glad to know
that I had pleased Miss Glyn in any way,” said Mr. Rat-
cliff. ‘““Good-bye, Glyn! I hope I shall see you again.”

‘“Thank you very much, sir!”’

.The -House-master shook hands with the junior, and Glyn
departed. He went across the quad. as‘he might have gone
down a running-track. Mr. Ratcliff picked up his hat,
and got into his coat. It was time for his little stroll down
to Glyn House with the flowers. #

“Dear me,” he murmured, as he picked up the box, “it
seems to be heavier, doubtless owing to some atmospheric
action upon the flowers! I trust that my little gift will
prove acceptable to—er—to the charming young lady.”

If Mr. Ratcliff had known what had taken the place of
the flowers inside the box, he would not have felt very
trustful about it. But he did not know, and he put on his
hat, and left the school, feeling very well satisfied with
himself and things generally.

ey,

CHAPTER 8.
A Case of Spoons.

LYN burst into Tom Merry’s study.
‘I say, you chaps—ha, ha, ha!”’ 5
The Terrible Three were at tea. ~Monty Lowther
was pouring out the tea, when Glyn burst in like a thunder-
bolt, and Lowther jumped, and poured the tea over Man-
ners. Needless to say, Manners jumped too.
_“You ass!” he roared, springing up, and knocking his
chair flying backwards. “Ow! I'm scalded!”

‘“Oh, never mind!” said Tom Merry.

“Yes, you're not scalded! The ass ’

“It wasn’t my fault,” growled Lowther. ‘Do you think
I was wasting the tea scalding you on purpose? That
dummy startled me, bolting into the study like that.”

““Chuck the rest of the tea over him.” .

“Good! So I will.”

- “Hold on!” gasped Glyn. ‘‘Pax—don’t—chuck it! T
mean, don’t chuck it. P've got news—shrieking, amazing
news. I know what’s the matter with Ratty.”

. Monty Lowther set down the teapot, and Tom . Merry
Julmped up. All three of the chums of the Shell stared at

yn. ; 3 =

“You know what’s the matter -with Ratty?”’ demanded
th‘r‘ee vo,i,ces in unison. :

“ And what is it ?”

“He’s spoons on my sister Edith.”

¢ What !

“ Fact !”?

There was silence in the study—the silence of blank
astonishment.

That Mr. Ratcliff might be insane—that he might be
playing a deep game—that he might be under the inflzence
of hypnotism or drink—all these things were possible, and
had occurred to the Terrible Three.

But that Mr. Ratcliff might be in love

“QOh, tell that to the marines!”’ said Monty Lowther,
breaking the silence. ‘“ What’s the good of bringing a yarn
like that here?”’

“Tt’s the solid truth. Funny. ain’t it?”

“Funny isn’t the word, ‘if it’s true,” said Tom Merry.
‘“How do you know ?”

Glyn explained his reasons. The Terrible Three listened
ia)ttgntively, and they had to agree that it looked very pro-

a g

last. “You remember the symptoms Gussy shows when
he’s in love? Updn the whole, Ratty has been giving it
away, if anybody had had the sense to see it.” .

“T.ooks like it. My hat! Ratty in love!”

“ A case of spoons!” chucljed Manners. “ Your sister is
a’ stunning girl, Glyn, but-Zbut fancy Ratty having the
ﬁheek”to ?all in love with her. Surely she won’t look at

im?

Glyn sniffed. ’

47 should say not! Why, the chap’s off his chump, you
know. I don’t suppose Edith will ever marry at all, as
she’s got me to look after hér, but asfor marrying Ratty—
Ha. ha, ha! My word! I wonder what she would say
if she knew ?” -
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“We ought to have.guessed it,”” said Monty Lowther, at

“ T60M_MERBY’S WEEK-END.” - -

“Suppose you enlighten her ?”’ grinned Lowther.

Glyn shook his head decidedly.

“Not much! She might take the tennis-racquet to me
again. I told Ratty she had a temper, you know, and he
seemed surprised. He should have seen her the time I gave
her dog an electric—"" L

“Poor old Ratty!” said Tom Merry. “It’s the spring
}:hat does’it, ‘you know. In the spring a young man’s
ancy——' .

“Bai Jove,.you chaps are lookin’ excited!” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, looking into the study.. ‘“Is there any-
thin’ goin on?”

“Yes; we’ve found out the secret.”?

. ““ What secwet ?”’

““ What’s the matter with Ratty.” . ’

“Bai Jove! I should be vewy pleased to know what’s
the mattah with Watty !”’ ‘

“ He’s spoons on Glyn’s sister.”

The Terrible Three expected D’Arcy to burst into a roar
of laughter. But he didn’t. He jammed his monocle into
his eye, and took a survey of the chums of the Shell. :

“1 do not wegard that as a mattah for wibald mewwi-
ment,” he said. “Miss Glyn is a most cHarmin’ gal, as-
you are all aware. It is not likely that she will evah look
at a chap of Watty’s type. There is a disappointment in
store for Watty, and I am vewy sowwy for him.”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. * Here’s Gussy giving us
alesso'r’g,, as usual; and he’s jolly well right. Good for you,

ussy !

“T weally do not wish to appeah in the light of givin’
anybody a lesson,” said D’Arcy. ‘I have a gweat howwah
of appeawin’ pwiggish, deah boys. But I weally think
that i1t is wuff on Watty, and I am qoin’ to back him up,
for one.” o

“QOh, rats!” said Lowther. ‘ We could get a lot of fun
out of this—"

“T should wefuse to have a hand in it, and I twust that
on weflection you will think bettah of the ideah,” said.
D’Arcy. “Pway tweat the mattah with pwopah wespect.
Any fun on the :subject would place Watty in a doocid
awkward posish.” .

“Well, he’s been rough enough on us, hasn’t he?”

“Yaas, awathah! But it is the duty of a Chwistian to
weturn good for evil; and besides, Watty has been turnin’
ovah a new leaf lately. I wegard this as bein’ pwobably
the turnin’ point in his caweer. I know that—"

¢ Oh, of course Gussy can give us points on this subject !I”’
grinned Lowther. ‘ He’s an old hand, so to speak. Gussy
on love would make a good article for the ¢ Weekly.””

“ Weally, Lowthah——"’

“Gussy’s right,” said Tom Merry, “we’ll let Ratty
alone:” ) .

“Yaas, wathah! I wish it to be distinctly undahstood -
that I am backin’ up Watty in the mattah.”

And D’Arcy gave Lowther a severe look through his
monocle, and quitted the study. He looked in again in a
moment.

“Bai Jove, I forgot to tell you what I came for! Will
you chaps come along to No. 6 to awwange about the
papah-chase ?”’

“VYes, when we’ve finished tea.”

“ Wight-ho !”

And the swell of St. Jim’s departed, fully determined to
“back up Ratty,” though what form the backing up was
to take, and what good it was likely to do Ratty, did not

“seem very clear.

CHAPTER 9,
The Gift,

R. RATCLIFF secmed to be walking on air as ke
M left the gates of St. Jim’s, and turned into Ryl-
combe Lane. His usually sour face was very cheer-
ful, and the smiles that occasionally wreathed it were a
little vacant. Sometimes he walked very fast, and then
again he would drop into a slow walk, and once or twice
he stopped altogether and looked at the sky. An observer
would certainly have surmised that Mr. Rateliff was a little
weak in the head, or else that he was under some influence
that had thrown him entirely off his usual balance. The
latter, as we know, was the case. -

Near the village a private lane led to the gates of Glyn
House, the dwelling-place of the adored, as Mr. Ratcliff
would have termed it. Mr. Ratcliff came in sight of the
gates. They were open, and on the lawn within he caught
sight of a form, the mere glimpse of whieh made his heart
beat faster. '

‘A fast-beating heart is nothing novel to a young lover,
but to a gentleman of Mr. Ratcliff’s ripe years it was some-
what uncomfortable. It made him feel short of breath,
and he was conscious of a damp perspiration all over his
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skin. However, he controlled a desire to walk very quickly
away from the spot, and entered the gates of Glyn House.
Miss Glyn was seated upon a rustic bench under a wide-

‘spreading tree, and she loocked very charming in a white

dress and a summer hat.
see Mr. Ratcliff.

The House-master was glad of it. The afternoon was
warm, and the walk had been an unusually long one for
Mr. Ratcliff, who was unaccustomed to exercise. He was
feeling a little tired and hot, and he had become conscious
of the existence of corns upon his feet. Shooting pains in
the toes were ill companions for love in the heart; but so
it was. His silk hat was glued to his forehead with per-
spiration, and his collar was damp and clinging.

Under the circumstances, he was glad that Miss Glyn’s
eyes were not turned upon him as he came towards her.

In the shade of the tree, sheltered from the glare of the
sun, he would feel more at his ease to face her eyes.

‘He found himself hoping devoutly that she would not
raise her eyes from her book till he had reached her; but,
as a matter of fact, the girl had now become conscious of
his presence, and she was looking at him under her lashes
without raising her head: .

She smiled slightly, and wondered what Mr. Ratcliff

She was reading, ard did not

wanted, and what could have happened to make h_im 80

flustered. . .

But she did not raise her head till his shadow fell across
her book, and then she looked up with a little start.

“l')’ear me,” said Mr. Ratcliff, “I hope I did not startle
woul’ g

“ Not at all,’2ssaid Edith. . .

Mr, Ratoliff was jerking at his hat. But dried perspira-
tion had fastened 1t to the skin, and for the moment it
would not come off. The House-master grew very red, and
he almost gasped with pain as he finally tore the hat away.
Edith did not appear to notice anything of it.

“Tt is very warm,” said Mr. Ratcliff.

“Yes, it has been a beautiful day.” -

“I dare say,” remarked the House-master—“1I dare say,
Miss Glyn, that you are surprised to see me this afternoon.”

““Oh, T am sure papa will always be glad to see you,
Mr. Rateliff.” .

“Yeo-e-es.”” Apparently papa’s gladness was not exactly
what Mr. Ratclif wanted; but he did not pursue the sub-
ject. “I-—I have taken the liberty, Miss Glyn, to—to—to—
in fact, to—to—to >

“Yes,” said Miss Glyn. .

“To—to—to bring you a_slight—a slight—er—what may
be termed a slight offering,” said Mr. Ratcliff, placing the
box on the seat beside the girl. ‘ I—I trust that you will

not be offended.” v
¢ Certainly not !” : o
“You are—er—fond of—— In short, I think you will like

my little—er—gift,” stammered Mr. Rateliff.

“You are very kind,” said the girl, in wonder.

She read the florist’s name on the box, and guessed that
it contained flowers. She noticed, too, that the name of
Blake, of the School House, was pencilled there, in the form
of an address, a fact that had escaped Mr. Ratcliff’s attention
in his preoceupation. But that might only have meant that
ad been to the florist’s to order the flowers for Mr.
Rateliff, and the girl was far from suspecting anything like
the real state of affairs. A gift of flowers from Mr. Ratcliff
surprised her, and made her feel a little uncomfortable, she
hardly knew why. She untied the string of the box.

Mr. Ratcliff was breathing more freely in the shade of the
tree. He watched the girl as she unfastened the string.

There was a little more colour in Edith Glyn’s cheeks than
heretofore, and the House-master noted it.

After all, was not the present a favourable moment to
speak ?

Mr. Rateliff, so far, had not given much thought to the
practical aspect of the question—that a millionaire’s
daughter was not likely to marry a House-master in a
public school—that a charming girl like Edith Glyn was not
at all likely to care for a man fifteen or twenty years her
senior, ; -

He had been too busy, like many lovers, with thinking
about himself and his personal feelings, to have any thought
to give to that aspect of the affair.

He revolved the matter in his mind, and determined to
put his fate to the touch while Miss Glyn still had the flowers
in _her hands. i :

The girl raised the lid of the box. . .

A curious smell came from within, and she looked sur-
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ptristed, and then she looked into the box, and gave a violent
start. )

“ Mr. Ratcliff !’

“Yes, my dear Miss Glyn, I—"" He broke off. There
was no mxstakmﬁethe girl’s expression, and he recollected
at that moment Bernard Glyn’s declaration that the charm-
ing Ldith had a temper. *You—you are not angry with
me?”

¢ If this is meant as an insultg—"’

¢ A-a-a-an insult !” -

“Or if it is a freak—"

“ Miss Glyn!”

“1 fail to understand the humour of such a joke, Mr.
Ratcliff! I must request ‘you to take these horrid things
away; and—"

“ Horrid things!” Mr. Ratoliff remembered the price he
had paid for the flowers to an extortionate florist, and feli
a little indignant. * Horrid, Miss Glyn! Surely the flowers
cannot have withered already ?”

6 “gl‘owers! Did you think there were flowers in this
ox ?’

¢ Certainly I”*

‘“ Look, then-!”

Mr. Rateliff looked, and jumped clear of the ground.

““ With the compliments of the New House !’

That sentence, in Figgy’s sprawling hand, met his eye first

2 %it-pie, and then the whiffy tarts and
puffs.

Mr. Ratcliff's eyes almost started from his head as he
looked at the unique collection of ancient stock from thz

_school shop.

Miss Glyn looked at him. There was a smile stealing over
her face now, She realised that it was the House-master,
and not herself, who was the victim of a joke. ‘

“Miss Glyn! How—how can this have happened? I+I -
trust you do not believe me capable of—of—of—of perpetrat-
ing such a—a—a brutal jest ?’” gasped the unfortunate House-
master.

The girl laughed.

I suppose you have been the vietim of a joke, Mr.
Ratcliff 7"

“I—I—I suppose so! There were flowers in that box
when I fastened it up, and now—now—now—— Oh, it is
incredible !

“It is very curious.”

¢ Someone must have tampered with it. - Dear mo, T know
that handwriting; it is Figgins’s! I will—"

 Pray do not punish Figgins,” said Miss Glyn, I should
be very sorry!”

“ But he deserves——"

“I should not like to be the cause of Figgins being
punished. Pray let the matter rest where it is.”’

“For your sake, Miss Glyn, I will pardon him; but—but
it is infamous!”

““It was certainly in very bad taste.”

** The wretched boy! How can I apologise ?*’

“Pray do not trouble to do so. - I should like you, how-
ever, to take the—the box away with you,” said Miss Glyn
demurely. ‘I thank you very much, but I cannot put these
—er—these pastries to any use!” -

Mr. Ratcliff was crimson as he fastened up the box. Miss
Glyn rose to her feet, and closed her book.

It was evident that the interview was over, and Mr. Rat-
cliff’s chance was gore. ;

. “Good-bye!” he said despondently.

““Good-bye, Mr. Ratclifi! And—you must not send me
any more flowers!”

Miss Glyn disappeared towards the house. Mr. Ratcliff
slowly walked away, carrying the offending box, which he
pitched into the nearest ditch as soon as he was clear of the

grounds of Glyn House. His visit could not be called a
suceess.

CHAPTER 10.
Called to‘Account.

“ UN!” said-Figgins disdainfully. ¢ Of course, we’ll
R ran—with any rotten runner .in the School House,
and leave you miles behind I
“Done !” said Tom Mezrf. “You and Kerr will be the
hares, then, and the School House will find the pack. Gf
course, the New House chaps can join the pack, and if one
ofl‘them catches you, I give in. 'My idea is that I shall
collar you.”

IN "TEXE
“IMLARWVEL”

ONIL X !

' TOM SAYERS

“TOM MERRY'S WEEK-END.”

EXT
THURSDAY:
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“ And my idea,” said Blake, “ iz that I shall collar him.”

“And my ideah, deah boys, is that I shall collah tho
wastahs!” said. Acthur Augustus D’Arcy. “ I wathah fancy
myself as-a wunnah, you know.”’

“ We'll start tearing up the paper this evening, then,”
said Digby. ‘“ Here’s some paper scribbled on in Gussy's
scrawl ;-that will do for a start!” -

‘“Hold on—pway hold .on !”

“ What’s the matter?”

‘“That’s my fashion article for the ecuwwent numbah of
‘Tom Merry’s Weekly.' T

“Yes; I know it is!® - :

“ You—you uttah wottah! There is the fwuit of hours of -
weflection in that article!’ said D’Arcy, snatching the
precious paper from Digby. ‘‘I wegard you as a beast!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . - -

‘““We’ll find enough old exercise-books. and newspapers,”
grinned Figgins. ‘ When is the paper-chase to come off 7

‘“ Wednesday afternoon.”- ~ g C

“Right you are! T suppose all the lower scliool will be-
{un?,l’ng? We'll jolly well give you a run for-your money,’
oo ! . 5 °

““Rely on us for-that,' said Kerr: -

Jameson, of the Third, put his head in at the door.

“Figgins -is wanted” . . .

Figgins looked round in.a leisurely way:

““ Did you address.me, Jameson,; my son ?”’

*“Yes; you're wanted in the New House !” B 4
¢ A doeter will be wanted in the New House, too, to-attend.
kid named "Jameson!” said Figgins darkly, .
“Cut off 17" .. O S e
Jameson grinned. : - B .
“But you're really wanted,” he said, *“It’s Ratty.”
‘“ What does Ratty want?” - .~/ -

And with that someWhat brief information Jameson cut
off, dodging a Latin Grammar hurled at him by Digby.

Figgins rose from his graceful seat on the corner of the
study table. - . -

“1f Ratty wants me, I'd better go,” he remarked. *It’s
bad- form to keep a House-master waiting !”

“* And jolly painful in its results, too!” said Blake,
" “VYaas, wathah!” =

“Well, it’s settled,” said Figgins. ‘““We run you on
Wednesday afternoon, and you can tear up all your old
rubbish for scent, including all your contributions to thc
‘ Weekly.” Nighty-bye ! 1

And Figgins and Kerr left the study.

Figgins was looking surprised as lie crossed to the New
House. He didn’t really know what Ratty wanted. Besides,
the fact that Ratty had grown so soft and kind of late,
Figgins could call nothing to mind that Pequired punishment.-
He was not always in- such a happy state, but just now he
could not remember--a single-rule he had lately trans-
gressed. . .

‘“Blessed if I know what Ratty wants,” he said to Kerr.
‘“ Perhaps it’s a new phase of his lunacy. He may be going
to give me a tip.”

‘““Not likely !’

‘““Well, no, it’s not likely,” assented Figgins. *‘‘Ratty’s
changed a lot, but perhaps not to that extent. He may be
uneasy in his conscience about having had a School House
chap to tea, and cut his own House, and perhaps he wants
to ask me to bring a few friends in.” )

Kerr shook his head; it did mot seem at all probable to
him. Figgins made his'way at once to Mr. Ratcliff’s study,
and the look on Ratty’s face showed him that he had not
been sent for on a pleasant matter. Ratty was quite the
old Ratty again, as far as looks went.

“ Figgins, you have acted in a disgraceful manner!”

Figgins turned red. ’ .

He had his faults, and was always prepared to be hauled
over the coals for them, but he had never acted in a dis-
graceful manner in any way in his life, and he wasn’t going
to take such an accusation calmly. -

“Indeed, sir, I haven’t !’ he exclaimed. ‘I don’t know
what you're alluding to, sir; but I certainly haven’t done
anything of the sort I ‘

““Don’t dare to contradict me, Figgins !”

““ No, sir; only I haven’t acted in a disgraceful manner!”’

“What do you call this?” said Mr. Ratcliff, breathing
hard, as he thrust under Figgins’s nose that fatal slip,
“ With the compliments of the New House!”

“That, sir? I wrote that!”

“I know you did; I knew your hand at once!
you ?” .

“Tt was only a joke, sir!”’ ,

“You call it a joke? I have promised not to punish
you,” said Mr. Ratcliff. ‘I shall, however, endeavour to
point out to you in suitable words the enormity of your -

How dare

action !”’
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“ But—but it was only a joke, sir! I didn’t mecan any
barm. We're always japing one another.”

Mr. Ratcliff stared.

“Kiggins! You and the—ihe person that it was sent to,
arc always japing one another?”’

**Yes, sir; nearly every day in one way or other. It’s
only a joke! Tt was a little surprise for the bounder when
he opened the box, sir!”

“Bounder! He! Whom?
Glyn as a bounder ?”*

Figgins’s jaw dropped.

“Miss Glyn, six?? .

“Yes. Tt was Miss Glyn that box was sent to!”

Figgins's face was a study. ;

“T left it out of my sight for a time,” said Mr. Rateclifs,
“and this trick was played. The flowers intended for a
lady were replaced with a-—a—a foul assortment of stale
and exccedingly unpleasani comestibles.” .

“Great Scott! Did Miss Glyn open it?”

Yes, certainly she did.”
—I—-I'm awfully sorry, sir,”” said Figgins sincerely
encugh.” ‘‘ We found the box, and there were only.some old

Are you alluding to Miss

I
@

“0ld flowers!' I paid a half-guinea for those flowers
to-day.” *

“ Pm-awfully sorry, sir. I didn’t know they were any

good. The box was kicking about the passage, and-—-""
.1 happened to leave it in the passage.”

‘“ We—we thought we might use it, sir, as it was kicking
about. We chucked the flowers away, and put those things
in the box-for- Blake, sir. When you took.it away from
Fatty Wynn we thought you knew we were going to jape
Blake, sir, and were confiscating the box. We never
dreamed it belonged to you, sir. I hope you don’t think
we’d play a trick like that on a lady, sir?”’

Figgins’s ione wag too sincere for him to be doubted,
oven by the suspicious House master. o .

‘“ Very well, Figgins; I believe.yoy.”

““Thank you, sir.”

““Did you not find'a note in the flowers?”’

“We didn't look for one, sir. We really didu’t look at
the flowers at all. We just shoved them out into the waste-
paper basket in the study.”

“Very well, Figgins. You may go.”

Figgins went.

Mr. Ratcliff went at once to Figgins’s study, and in the
waste-paper basket he found the crumpled flowers, and his
note still in the midst of them. It was proof, if he wanted
it, that Figgins had told him. the truth. Innocent as Figgins
had been, that would not have saved him from sevcre’
punishinent if Mr, Ratciiff had been in his old mood. But:
the softening infinence of Eros had had a wonderful effect
upon the House-master, and it really seemed as if punish-
ment was to become a thing of the past in the New House

at St. Jim’s. )

“My only summer hat!” said Kerr, when Figgins
explained to him. “It was a ghastly mess, and no mistake!
Some of us ought to explain to Miss Glyn.”

Figgins nodded.

“1 shall apolcgise to her first chance I get,”” he said.
“I don’t want her to think I could do a caddish thing like
that on purpose.”

““ Rather not.”

And Figgins, wondering what Miss Glyn must think of
him, was rather worried about the matter. It was likely to
weigh upon hiz mind till he found an opportunity of
explaining and apologising. Meanwhile, Figgins & Co.,
like the chums of the School House, were busied with
preparations for the big paper-chase.

CHAPTER 11,

The Paper-Chase.
“@ H! You are perhaps—er—going home this after-
’ H noon, Glyn?’ said Mr. Ratchff; after school on

Wednesday, as hc met Bernard Glyn in the

passage. The meeting was not accidental on Mr. Rateliff’s
part. C
“ No, sir,” said Glyn.

“J—f was—er—thinking that I would walk with you as
far as Glyn House,” went on Mr. Ratcliff, unheeding. “I
find that a stroll in this charming early summer weather is
an excellent thing for the —ah—digestion.”

*I'm not going home, sir,”” sad Glyn, his heart sinking
at the thought of being compelled by politeness to walk
home that afternoon with Mr. Ratcliff, instead of joining
Tom Merry & Co. in thé: paper-chase. ‘‘ You see, sir, my
sister is over at Wayland this afternoon, and so I—-"

“ Oh, Miss Glyn is not at home?”’ R

“No, sir; and my gov—my father’s in Liverpool just
now, and so I haven’t anything to go home for,"
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] ‘*Shush!” shouted Mr. Ratcliff. ‘“Ow!” and he shook his legivioileintﬁl;;_
| but the rat hung on.

“ Very good!”’ said Mr. Ratcliff, glad that he had made
the discovery before he took the trouble of walking to Glyn
House. _‘ Miss—er—Glyn is at Wayland?’

" Yes, sir. She’s gone to visit some giddy cottager who
has a pain in the back, or something or other.”

*How very kind and charitable of Miss Glyn!” said Mr.
Ratecliff. . ’

“Yes, sir, ain’t it?’ o

The House-master would have liked to ask some more
questions, but he did not care to do so; but Glyn, who was
distinctly amused by’ the fact that Mr. Ratcliff could not
see that he guessed anything, went on glibly:

“You may have heard of the old person, sir—a Dame
Carter, the widow of a soldier killed in the war. She
lives in the cottage on the edge of the wood.”

““ Ah, yes, just so,”” said Mr. Ratcliff, greatly delighted.

He walked on, and ten minutes afterwards he was quitting
the gates of St. Jim’s. His silk hat had had an extra brush,
and he had new gloves on, and—wonder of wonders—a
flower in his coat. Taggles looked at him as he went out,
and wondered. Glyn looked'at him, and grinned. He was
still grinning when Tom Merry tapped him on the shoulder.
*Time for the meet,” said Tom Merry. * What’s the

joka?”?
* Ratty.” .
‘“Oh! What’s the latest from Ratty?”’

‘“ He's just got out of me that my sister’s visiting Dame
Carter in her cottage near Wayland, and he’s gone off there
to try and see her,”” grinned Glyn. ‘‘ My only hat! I shall
have to tell Edith next Saturday. It’s too good to keep!”

“Well, never mind Ratty. Come and get into your
things.” :

It was a cheery crowd that gathered on the edge of the
common. Quite three score of juniors were there for the
start,. looking very fit and well in their running-clothes.
Jack Blake sported a bugle, with which he was already
making the welkin ring by way of practice.

Figgins and Kerr were in red shirts, to distinguish them
from the pack, and they carried big bags of scent slung
over their shoulders. Figgins’s long, slim legs attracted much
attention and many comments, to which he replied only with
disdainful sniffing.

Fatty Wynn had joined the pack, but how much running
he would do was a question. He had lately demolished a
very substantial dinner, and he had erammed his pockets
with sandwiches to be prepared for a possible attack of
hunger en route.

“ Five minutes’ start,” said Tom Merry. * Who's going
to start you?” .

“I am quite willin—"" -

" ““Ass! You belong to the patk!”

“I wefuse to be called an ass. - I—"*

‘“ Here’s Kildare; he’ll do it. Kildare, old chap, will you
start us?’

The captain of St. Jim’s looked round with a smile. He
was passing along on his bicycle. But Kildare was always
obll)igiﬁxg. He jumped off the machine, and leaned it against
a bush.

““ Certainly !” he said. e .

“Thanks awfully! Long-legs is to have five minutes.’””

‘“ Look here—"" said Figgins.
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“ Off you go!” .

““If you School House kids catch us,”
—T'll eat what’s left of the scent.

** Same here,” said Kerr.

“OffI” said Kildare, taking out his watch.

The two hares started off. The pack gave them a cheer
as they started. They went at an easy trot, and disappeared
among the furze of Rylcombe Common.

“Time’s up, isn’t it, Kildare?” asked Wally, the younger
brother of the great Augustus, when two minutes had
elapsed.

Kildare laughed.

“ Not yet.”

“ Sure your watch isn’t slow ?”’ . o

“ Weally, Wally, 1 wegard your impatience as bad form,
and tI sho,uld not object to Kildare inflictin’ a slight chastise-
ment—" . 5

“OHR, don’t you begin, Gus!”

N ‘“Jolly ripping day for & run, isn't it?’ said Tom Merry.
‘Lemme see. It's across common, through the wood,
and round the old castle, and then back ronnd Wayland
and Rylcombe. Jolly geod run?”’ e

“Yaas, wathah! I am afwaid there won't be many of
you chaps in at the finish with me, deah boys.” )

“If you're in at the Enish, Gussy, we'll subscribe and get
¥ou a tin medal.”

** Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

said Figging, **I'll
I'm ready.”

“We've got-to catch Figgins, if only to put the New:

House in their place. You fellows buck up, and keep elose

ro“ni?(.i” satig Jack Blizke. : g g
rather gct close to: Figgins, if you don’t mind.”

remarked Monty Lowther urba.:{gefy. oL .

Blake, who was raising }is bugle to his lips, lowered it
nu‘c‘l glared at the jester of the Shell.

) Look here,” he said. * If Lowther’s going to be funny,
there will be trouble on this paper-chase. We've got a
hard run before us, and we can’t be expected to put up swith
Lowther’s funny business as well.”.

“Yaas, wathah!”

:: Time!” said Kildare.

Bai Jove, it's time, deah boys!”

The bugle sang out, and the pack started. Kildare
watched them off, and then remounted his bicycle and rode
away. The pack streamed across the common in fine style,
the bugle waking the echoes every second or two. )

Lowther tapped Blake on the shoulder. Blake shook off

“his hand.

. ‘' Here, Jyou hold on to Tom Merry!’ he exclaimed.
: You can’t expect me to help you along. 1 expect I :hall
have to carry Gussy presently.”

::Wea!ly, Blake—" J -
. I ’wasn’t holding on!” exclaimed Lowther warmly.
“Don’t be an ass! 2d want to speak to you. Shut up with
that bugle. You'ought to sound it when you sight the hares,
an.d not shove in obbligates all the time.”

‘If you know more about paper-chases than I do,

Lowther—"’

“If 1 knew less I'd—"

“Hurrah! There they are!”

A rpatch of scarlet showed among the green bushe:. The
hLares were sighted. Blake rang out a long, long call on
the bugle, and bestowed a glare of defiance upon Monty
Lowther, . )

The pack broke into a faster run. They were keeping
well together so far, and there were few laggards. The run
was pretty certain, however, to thin them down before

ong. -

The red shirts disappeared into the wood, and the pack
went trampling along the footpath in a stream, following
the trail of the torn paper. :

*“ By Jove, I am glad to be out of the sun!” said Arthar
Augustus, gasping. ‘It is weally a vewy warm aftalinoon
for wunnin’{” )
_“1 warned you not to come,” said Lowther. I told you
you weren’t up to it.” : .

“Yaas, I . wemembah
wemark. Lowthah.”

“ Faith, and they’re making for the Feeder!” said Reilly.
“They’'re going to jump it, me darlings, and that will
thin us down.” A

‘“ Never mind; come on!”

Ta-at-ra-ra-ra-tara!

‘“ Blake can see them !” i

“This way, my sons!” - :

The trail of ap}er had left the path, and trickled through
the bushes. The tare had taken the most surprising turns.
¥iggins, who had done training as.a Boy Scout in that
wcaad, knew every turn of it, and he was leading the hounds
a dance.

The way led towards a stream that flowed through the heart
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of the wood, called tho Feeder—a feeder of the Ryll. Cnu
its banks the St. Jim’s juniors had once encamped when
they were “playing Indians,” and the ground was well-
known to them. A

The hounds streamed out of the trees upon the rugged,
grassy bank of the little stream, that reflected the surnlight
glimmering through the treetops overhead.

There was a fresh shout.

* There they are!”

Down the stream ran the trail of paper, and at the end
of it the hares could be seen. It was a wide part of the
stream, and Figgins was in the act of jumping it. Figgins’s
long legs, which had caused: so many remarks, stood him in
good stead now. He cleared the stream like a buck, ,and
landed safely on the other side, and stood ready to give a
hand to Kerr. »

Kerr slung over~his bag of scent first, and then took a
little run, and sprang. He landed in shallow water on the
other side, and it came up to his calves, and Figgins
grasped him by the shoulder as he reeled, and dragged him
into_safety.

“ Bai Jove! ‘'They've done it!”

Figgins and Kerr looked back at the hounds, and waved
their hands derisively, and disappeared into the trees on
the further side of the stream.

. The pack streamed down to the point where they had
jumped, and stopped there. The jump was a big one.

“T'm going round,” said Fatty Wynn. .

“J wegard it as somewhat dewogatory to our dig to go
D’Arcy;  “1 wathah fency myself as a
jumpah, too.”

“Jump it, Gussy

“Yaas, wathah! I have no objection to showin’ youm
fellows a good example.”

“Go it !” .

“ Way for Gussy! Make room!” =

“Take a little run, old dear!”

“Yaas, wathah! Pway stand back, you fellows. I want
woom to get a wun. I shall have to wun like anythin’, you
krow.”

**Room for Gussy!”

“ Stand back there!”

“Go it, Gussy! Don’t be all day!” .

“Arthur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye, and
receded from the bank of the stream to get a good run for
the jump. ¢

The other fellows stood round grinning. They had had a
sharp run, and they wanted a ‘‘breather” before taking
the jump, but nobody believed that D’Arcy would succeed
in clei\rﬁlg the water.

. Pway -keep the coast cleah, deah boys! I'm just goin’
to wun.” ’ ) 2

Arthur Augustus started. He gathered speed as he ranm,
and came down to the bank in fine style—and stopped!

“ Jump ! roared a seore of voices. 1

“ Weally, deah boys—"

 Jump, you beggar!’”’

1 wefuse to ;unlp! I shall wequire anothah wun.”

a, ha, ha!”

“1 fail to see any weason for wibald mewwiment. I had
not exactly calculated the distance, and——"

““Ha, ha, ha!” . .

D’Arcy backed away to his previcus starting-point, and .
caloulated carefully. = Then he broke into a trot, and
charged down to the bank, and again came to a dead halt in

199
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the rushes instead of jumping.

“Yah! Jump!”’

¢ Undah the circs—""

“Jump! You can’t do it.” ] .

“1 wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort. I will twy again,
and this time I will show you boundahs how to jump a
little stweam like this.”

““You can’t do it!”

“Bai Jove! I will demonstwate to you.”

And D’Arcy, determined this time to jump, started on a
run, and came down to the bank like a champion of the
cinder-path—and jumped.

Splash! .

There was a roar of laughter as the swell of 8t. J im’s
dropped exactly into the middle of the stream, sending up
a mighty spout of water.

“Ow! Groo!” )

D’Arcy disappeared for a moment, and ¢ame up puffing
and gasping. He struck out, and gained the opposite bank.

NSWERS
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The juniors were doubled up with laughter.  Arthur
Augustus shook the water out of his clothes like a New-
foundland dog. L

‘“Bai Jove! I'm wet.” 3

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Tom Merry hysterically. ¢ Didn’t
you know the water was wet?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

It was a full minute before the pack could control their
merriment sufficiently to follow D’Arcy. The best jumpers
sprang across, and several floundered in the water, and had
to be dragged ashore. Others went down the stream to find
an easier crossing. The chase was taken up again; but,
meanwhile, the hares had gained ground, and they were
well out of sight when the pack went streaming through
the wood again.

CHAPTER 12.
Figgins Explains!

IGGINS chuckled as he ran, and Kerr joined in the
chuckle. From behind, they had heard the echoes
of splashing and laughter, and they knew that some,

at least, of the hounds had come to grief at the stream.

‘“Sorry we couldn’t stop to see ’em!” grinned Figgins.
“Hallo! Look there! The Grammar cads! We don’t
want a row now.”

Figgins and Kerr had come out of the wood, upon the
slope leading up to the old castle—a favourite spot for
picnics on half-holidays, both with the St. Jim’s fellows
and the boys of the Grammar School. Three youths had
just appeared in sight ahead of them, and Figgins knew
them at a glance—Monk, Lane, and Carboy, the chiefs of
the Grammar juniors in their rows with the * Saints.”

It was not an opportune moment for a meeting, for a row
with the Grammarian trio might mean capture by the pur-
suing pack. Monk, Lane, and Carboy looked round, and
grinned at the sight of the hares, and stopped in a line
across the path.

Figgins halted, panting,

“ (%et out of the way!”

“Rats !”’

““ Look here, it’s a paper-chase,” gasped Figgins. ‘“ Don’t
be a cad; let’s get on!”

‘‘Bay ‘please’ pretty,” said Frank Monk, relenting.

Figgins snorted.

“T won’t!”

‘“ Then you sha’n’t pass!” .

‘“ We'll jolly well knock you flying if you don’t elear!”

‘“Right-ho! W=2're ready to be knocked flying.”’

Figgiis hesitated. The fact that the Grammarians were
three to two did not make him pause. But a fight just
thén might mean failure in the big run, and that was to be
avoided at any price.

“Look here!” he said. “Don’t be a cad!”

‘“Say ‘please’ pretty, and—"

‘‘ Please pretty !I”” gasped Figgins.

Monk chuckled.

‘“Let ’em pass, chaps!”

The Grammarians, grinning, drew aside, and Figgins and
Kerr went pounding on up the rugged path to the ruined
castle. They were in among the ruins in a few moments
more, but they did not pause there. Figgins had intended
to make a couple of minutes rest at that point, but the halt
on the path had served the purpose. Without pausing in
the old castle, therefore, the hares left a trail of paper
fragments among the time-worn masonry, and ran out
through a yawning gap in the castle wall, and continued
on down the hill towards Wayland.

There was neither sight nor sound of the hounds, and the
bugl(;)i was silent. Figgins and Kerr were evidently well
ahead.

“This is ripping !”’ said Figgins, slackening down to an
easier pace as they came into the dusty Wayland road.
‘“ We shall have time to stop for a drink of milk at Dame
Cazrter’s cottage.” :

*‘ Yes, rather; and that’s just what we want now. I feel
as if I could drink a couple of gallons without stopping.””

The dust of the country road was in their noses as they
ran. A passing motor had churned it up into clouds. They
left the road as soon as they could, and skirting the market
town, they followed green paths towards the cottage where
Mrs. Carter lived.

Dame Carter turned an honest penny in the summer by

‘supplying cooling drinks to pedestrians who passed her

cottage. It was out of the track of cyclists, but fellows who
rambled in the woods often turned up there for light re-
freshments, as well as artists who came down in the summer
to sketch. It was a spot well 'known to the juniors of .St.
Jim’s, and as Dame Carter combined cleanliness with cheap-
ness, the juniors often dropped in there. Figgins and Kerr
were glad enough when they came in sight of the little
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cottage.  The fresh milk sold by Dame Carter was really
what it was supposed to be, and a more refreshing drink
could not be desired.

‘“ Here we are, kid!” said Figgins.

. The juniors halted at the door, which opened directly
into the little sitting-room, paved with red bricks. The
change from the glare of the sunshine to the cool shade of
the little room was blinding, and for a few moments the
bpys did not see that the room had any other occupant be-
side Dame Carter. The old lady, with her white hair
fastened straight back from her forehead, made a charming
figure, but not quite so charming as another that was there.

“By Jove!” murmured Figgins, as he caught sight of
the second figure. T .

It was Edith Glyn.

The girl, who ‘had seen Figgins before, recognised him,
and a very cold look came over her face. She looked
straight before her, and did not appear to be aware of the
presence of the juniors after the first moment.

“ Milk, please, Mrs. Carter,” said Kerr, ‘“‘and as quick
as you like. It’s a paper-chase, you know, and we’ve got to
buzz off.” N .

“Yes, my dears,” said Dame Carter, hobbling from her
chair. “*Won’t you sit down a moment?”’ -~

‘“ Thank you, I will.” ¥ e

Kerr sat down, but Figgins remained standing, twisting
his cap in his hands. He had wanted to see Miss Glyn, to
apologise to her for the affair of the flowers, but he hadn’t
wanted to run into her presence like this—in such extremely
scanty -attire, blazing with the heat of the run, and with the
perspiration running down his cheeks. But he took the
plunge all the same. . 5.

‘“ (-g-g-g-good afternoon, Miss Glyn!’ he stammered.

The girl looked at him.

‘“Good afternoon!” she said.

“I—I—I am sorry,” stammered Figgins. “I—I ought to
explain—about that box, you know. It was a joke—-"

““Indeed!” .

‘‘ Please listen to me, Miss Glyn,” said Figgins earnestly.
“It was a joke on the chaps in the School House. I was
going to send that whiffy rubbish to Blake, make him think
he’d got a feed, you know, till kie opened the box, and—
and somehow Ratty—I mean Mr. Ratcliff—got it mixed up,
and—and——"

The girl’s face cleared.

‘“Oh, I think I understand.” :

“I—I was afraid you’d think I meant it disrespectfully
to you, Miss Glyn. I—I wouldn’t have done anything of
the sort for worlds.”

“ Not for worlds,” said Kerr.

“I hope it’s all right now, Miss Glyn,” said Figgins
anxiously.

The girl laughed. .

“Yes, Figgins, it is.all right now. I am sorry I believed
that you had done that on purpose. It was not like you.”

Figgins was greatly relieved in his mind. The juniors
drank their milk, chatting cheerily with Miss Glyn the
while, and left in a few minutes. The girl looked after
them with a smile. She was not sorry for the-interruption.”
She was spending an hour in Mrs. Carter’s cottage, to talk
to the old dame, and the subject was chiefly Dame Carter’s
rheumatism, and certain mysterious pains the old lady had

‘had in her back, which she was doubtful whether to trace

to rheumatism or lumbago. Miss. Glyn

: . . was not an
.authority upon either rheumatism or lumbago, and px‘oba&

she would have welcomed some more interruptions.

Figgins and Kerr, feeling all the better for their brief
rest, left the cottage, and Figgins looked back the way he
had come. . The hounds were not yet in sight. But another .
figure was in sight—that of Mr. Ratcliff,

The New House-master was coming directly towards the
cottage. He looked warm and tired, and had apparently
taken a good time to walk through the wood to Wayland.
He saw the juniors, and they raised their caps respectfully.
Mr. Rateliff signed to tHem to stop.

‘“Ah, you are—er—enjoying a little run, I see,”” he
observed,

“Yes, sir; it’s a paper-chase,” said Figgins. “ We're the
hares!”

He meant that as a hint that they hadn’t any time to
waste; but Mr. Rateliff did not appear to see it.

‘““You have just been to the cottage ?’’ he asked.

“Yes, sir. ow we’re bucking up.”

“Dame Carter is at home, I suppose ?’?
) “Oh,’ yes, sir! We didn’t stay long, as we are in a
wrry.’ ’

¢ Ah, T think I will call in at the cottage for some—some
light refreshment after my long walk !> murmured Mr. Rat-
cliff. ‘I presume that—that Mrs. Carter is alone "

“No, sir. Miss Glyn’s there.”

¢ Ah, indeed !”
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" Mr. Raicliff walked*on, and the juniors broke into & run
‘again. ‘Figgins was ¢huckling. - -

“It's a casp of spoons, and no mistake!” he said.

“ Young Glyn’s right about that. Fancy Ratty spooning!”’

“The funny thing is, he doesn’t think anybody can sec

.it," said Kerr, a little scornfully. “ What on earth does he

take us for?" R . o

“Well, wa didn’¢ sep it at first. I suppose it will be all
over St. Jim’s before long. Not very pleasant for Miss
Glyn, either. Ratty really ought to. have a little more
sense,
b “ gan‘t see¢ anything of the hounds,” said Kerr, looking
ack, - :

(“No; we're well ahead.
bit.” i

And the hares ran on at an easier pace through the deep,
scented woods, listening every moment for some sound of

pursuit behind, and ready to put on a spurt at the sound
of the bugle.

We can take it easier for o

o~ CHAPTER 13.
Rough on Ratty.

R. RATCLI¥F walked nervously towards the cot-

tage, and paused outside for a full minute before

ho found the courage to enter. There was a

murmur of voices from the open door, and he distingunished

the soft tones of Edith Glyn. The voices paused, and Mr.
Ratcliff stepped in.

He Dblinked in the dusk at the young lady, who looked
surprised to see him, and not wholly pleased.

“ Dear” me, Miss Glyn {”

. Ho raised his hat. The girl rose and bowed, and did not
sit down again, She glanced at her watch.

“I am afraid I must be leaving you now, Mrs. Carter. I
shall come again next week, and——""

. ““But sure 1t isn't half-past four yet?” said Dame Carter
innocently.

“N-n-n-no; but—-"? -

“You were going to stay till half-past four, you said,”
said the old lady, in wonder. *“ And I haven’t finished tell-
ing you about the lumbago, miss.”

1ss Glyn, with a helpless expression, sat down. Mr.
Rateliff fanned his warm brow. He was too tired from his
long walk to take any especial note of what was being said,
only he was very glad that Miss Glyn was not going.
. “ What can I get you, sir?”” said Mrs. Carter, congratulat-
ing herself that her custom was extending from the boys of
St. Jim’s to tho masters at the.big school. “It’s a great
honour to me ta see you under my roof, sir.”

“Oh, not at all!” said Mr.  Ratcliff. f

“Yes, sir. A little milk, sir—fresh from the cow—and
some of the home-made cake, sir, that the young gentlemen
are very fond of ?" -

“ Ye-es,” stammered Mr. Rateliff, who was looking af
Edith Glyn, and not thinking of refreshments at all, *“ I—I
w1ll{1 —}}ave a little of—of the home-made milk, and—and a
cake. :

“ Home-made calke, sir, and milk fresh from the cow,”’

~ said Dame Carter, somewhat surprised.

“Yes, exactly.
from the milk.”

Dame Carter went to get out the milk and cake. She

could only conclude that the New House-master had been

drinking, or that the sun had been too much for him. Miss

Some home-made cow, and a cake fresh

‘Glyn was smiling slightly.

‘A beautiful day, Miss Glyn,” said Mr. Ratcliff.

“ Very beautiful.}:’ ! i

“I-1 . presume that the—er—beautiful weather bhas
tempted you to take a’little walk?” said Mr. Ratcliff,

oI am gaymg a visit to Mrs. Carter.”

Ah! T trust that my presence is not—not— not incom-
m?‘du;‘g yox,:',’ans Glyn, in your—er—visit to Mrs. Carter ?”
, no!

“The girl’s tone meant “Oh, ves ™ but Mr. Ratcliff was

) arter.
eshing. He nibbled the

cake. Carter placed tea and cake before’ Miss Glyn,

Dame

. and as she would have been hurt if they had not been par-

taken of, the girl had no choice but to eat. As a matter of
fact, she usually had tea in Mrs. Carter’s cottage when sho
called. But she-was not pleased to find herself taking tea
tcte-a-tete with Mr, Ratchiff. She was beginning to under-
stand, and what she was beginning to understand did not
pleage her. : : : :

Miss Glyn nibbled: cake in silence. Mr. Ratcliff nibbled
cake, and strove to find something to say. Before he could
think of anything there came an interruption.

Three youthful forms loomed up ‘in the doorway, and Tom
M‘e;rr Y &an’x}grs, and-Lowther, called out in one voice :
ilk-ho! E - : . '
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Then they saw the House‘master and Miss Glyn, and
coloured. - : - - .

“I—I beg your pardon,” said Tom Merry, raising his eap.
““ We didn’t know there was anybody here but Mrs. Carter.

““Come in, young gentlemen !” said Mrs. Carter.

Tom Merry hesitated. R

“Pray come in!”’ said Miss Glyn. .

They came in and sat down. The pack was streaming
up, and they all wanted milk and cake. Mr. Ratcliff bit
his lip. The cottage was over-run, and the garden outsido
was swarmed. Some of the pack had dropped off in the
run. but there wera still forty juniors in the running, and
most of them were in or around Dame Carter’s cottage.

Miss Glyn was smiling demurely. - She was glad of the
interruption, and the expression on Mr. -Ratclifi’s face
amused her. . .

She insisted upon helping Dame Carter serve her cus-
tomers. She laughed gaily as she carried out milk and
cake and ginger-beer to the juniors. The whole place was
in ar{"up‘roml- 'witéx voices and the popping of corks and the

urgling of liquids - )
& lvfgr gatcliﬁq sat still. He wished the jumiors at the ends
of the earth, or further. But he was helpless. :

Fortunately, from his point of view, the pack had n?t
many minutes to spare. The rest at Dame Cartgr 3
cottage was to be brief. ° X > o X

“Good-bye, Miss Glyn!"” said Tom Merry, raising his
cap. “Thank you very much!”

“Good luck!” said Edith Glyn. .

“TIt was jolly ripping of you, Edie!” said Bernﬁrd Glyn
admiringly. “T never knew you could be useful!

And he dodged out of the cottage in time to escape a box
on the ear.

“The pack streamed away after the hares. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy had asked for a cup of tea, and it was
not yet made, but he said he would wait. Blake dragged
him by the collar. -

¢“Come on, Gussy!” .

7T haven’t had my tea yet, deak boy!

“No time for tea. (Clome on!” . .

““It’s all wight! I shall overtake you! .

“You couldn’t overtake a mouse. Come on} .

T must wemain till I have had my tea. I wegard it as
a most wefweshin’ and coolin’ dwink, and when I have had
it I shall wun like anythin’.” ;

Blake snorted. But for Miss Glyn’s presence, he would
haye bundled D’Arcy out of the cottage in no time. As it
was, he gave him a shake and left him. The hounds rushed
on, leaving Arthur Augustus in the cottzgze. The swell of
St. Jim's fanned himself with a cambric handkerchief.-

“Bai Jove, it’s warm!” he observed, ‘I twust that my
pwesence is not disagweeable to you, Miss Glyn, if I wemain
till my tea is weady.” . - .

“I shall be very pleased,” said Miss Glyn, sincerely
enough. . .

T twust, Mr. Watcliff, that you do not object to' my
wemainin’ ?” U

¢ Oh—er—certainly not!” muttered Mr. Rateliff.

“Thank you vewy much. I weally find wunning wathah
exhaustin’,” said D’Arcy, sinking into a chair. “As a
mattah of fact, the wun ovah the hill has thwown me into
quite a fluttah.” .

“Pear me,” said Miss Glyn sympathetically. .

“Yaas, wathah! “And I shall have to wun like anythin’
t Upon the whole, I don’t
think that a papah-chase is a weally sensible form of exah-
cise. It is weaﬁy too much like work.” L

¢ And are you the last of the pack?” asked Miss Glyn.-

“Oh, no! There are a lot of fellows dropped off, and
some are still comin’ on. Fatty Wynn s stickin’ to it.
think he will stick to it till he gets here, and won’t go any
furthah. The last thing I heard him say was that he was
hungry. Is that my tea, Mrs. Cartah? Thank you, vewy
much "> : i

T will pour it out for you,”.said Edith Glyn. -

“You are vewy kind, deah boy—I mean, deah gal.”

Edith laughed and poured out the tea. Arthur
Augustus sipped it slowly. He was very comfortable where
he was, and in no hurry to move. Mr. Ratcliff was gnawing
his lips with impatience. He had looked forward to that
meeting with Miss Glyn, and it was too bad for it to be
endlessly interrupted in this way. :

Arthur Augustus rose at last. : . .

“] weally think I had bettah be goin’,’”” he remarked.
“Hallo, Wynn! I'm just startin’!- Are you comin’ ‘with
me? The fellows have all gone on.” . )

Fatty Wynn came in, gasping like a fish, and flopped into
a chair. .

“I’'m_not going on.” ; s

“* Bettah stick to it, deah boy. I'll give you a hand.”

“] don’t want a hand. I want some grub.” :
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‘“ Pway don’t be a slackah,” said Arthur Augustus, appar-
ently forgetful of the fact that he had been resting himself
for the last ten minutes. ‘‘I should be sowwy to have to
wegard you as a slackah, Wynn.”” ’

““Rats!” said Wynn. ‘“Hallo, I didn’t see you, sir, and
—and you, Miss Glyn! I—I hope you don’t mind my
having tea here?”

“Certainly not!” said Miss Glyn. “Why should I
mind 77’ ’

‘““Well, I shall have to be goin’,” said D’Arcy. “I am
sowwy to see you slackin’ like this, Wynn. Good-aftah-
noon !”’ 3 .

And the swell of St: Jim’s departed on the track of the
hounds. Fatty Wynn was breathing hard.  He did not
particularly want the hares to be caught, as they were his
own chums, and he certainly didn’t want to catch them, if
‘i]t involved taking a single step more without a solid meal
irst.

“What can I get for you, sir?”’ asked Dame Carter, who
was beaming all over her face. Her confidential chat on
the interesting subjects of rheumatism and lumbago was
hopelessly interrupted and ruined. But she was doing a
splendid trade, and that was more than a consolation. The
profits of this afternoon alone would be enough to pay her
rent for a month.

“Let me see,’ said Fatty Wynn meditatively. I sup-
pose you couldn’t cook eggs and- bacon, could you?”’

*“Yes, certainly, with pleasure!” .

“Then I'll have eggs and bacon to begin with—six rashers
and a dozen eggs for a start,”” said Fatty Wynn. ‘' I’ll have
a go at the bread-and-buttcr while you’re cooking them, so
as not to waste time, and you may as well give me some
ham. Put fthe cheese here, too, and then I sha’n’t have to
interrupt you. If you’ve got any sausages, you may as well
eook them along with the bacon. I get awfully peckish at
this time of the year. It’s the weather, I suppose.” s

Miss Glyn rose to her feet.

“1 will say good-bye to you now, Mrs. Carter. I hope
to find you quite well when I call again.”

“ d-bye, miss, and God bless you!” said Damec Carter.

Mzr. Rateliff also rose.

“ Perhaps T may see you to the station, Miss Glyn,” he_

remarked.
© “T am not going to the station, thank you,”
Glyn. *“I have a call to make in Wayland.”

*“ That is on my way.” i

“ Very good.” 54

They walked along- in-silence. In the sunny Hi Btroet
of the old market town, three youths looked at them, and
exchanged glances. They were the Grammar- School trio.

““ Ratty, from St. Jim's,” said Carboy. ‘‘ He looks a bit
more amiable than usual.”

Frank Monk grinned. )

“ That’s Glyn’s sister,” he said. “ Young Glyn, of the
Shell at St. Jim’s, you know. A chap told me the other day
gxat Ra’agty was spoons, and it looks like it.  Fancy old
Ratty I '

** Might chip him,” said Lane. ‘ Can’t bother Miss Glyn,
though, But I'd-like to chip him. He gave me a box on
the ear the other day, and it sings ygt.”

“Yes, he is a first-class beast,” agreed Monk. *‘ Never
mind, our time will come. Come on; we want to get some
ices before we go to the train.”

Mr. Ratcliff walked with Miss Glyn to_the door of a
milliner’s in Wayland, and there he had to leave her. He
wotld willingly have waited for her, and eonducted her else-
where, but Miss Glyn evidently did not wish him to do so.
Mr. Ratcliff, in spite of his obtuseness, was beginning to
dimly realise that Miss Glyn was not likely to -ever
reciprocate his affection.

Miss Glyn entered the milliner’s, and the House-master
walked slowly down the street towards the station. - He did
not mean to walk back te St.- Jim’s—his corns were already
giving him trouble enough. He took his ticket for
Rylcombe, and when the train came in, he entered an empty
carriage. He wanted to be alone to think over matters.
But just as the train was on the point of starting, the door
was suddenly dragged open, and three youths piled them-
selves into the carriage. )

Mr. Rateliff started up angrily.

He was not”in a cheeriul mood, and something of his old
temper—suppressed for a time under the influence of softer
emotions—blazed up in his sour face. -

“Cannot you boys get another carriage?’ he asked
ta}?.gr’n'ly. “It is intolerable that I should be annoyed like

is.

Frank Monk stared at him.

“ We didn’t know you were here, 6ir,” he said, with spirit.
“ And I suppose we can enter any carriage we please, if we
pay for our tickets.”

“Don’t answer me, boy.”

said 2Miss
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s NEXT .
THURSDAY:
L 3

#THE GEM” LIBRARY.

* “TOM MERRY'S WEEK-END.”

Jdne Peéany, 19

Frank Monk’s eyes gleamed. The train was already in>
motion, and it was impossible .to ¢hange carriages again,
even if he had wanted to. But he didn’t want to. Mr.
Ratcliff’'s unpleasant manner had got his ** back ” up. :

‘“ Jolly close shave to catch this train,” grinned Carboy.
‘“ All through you stopping for that other ice, Lane.”

‘ All through your wateh being wrong,”” said Lane. )
‘“ All through your being a pair of asses,” said Frank
Monk. ‘“I wonder how those St. Jim’s kide are getting on |
\vxt.h”the paper-chase. They want us t¢'show them how to!

run,

Mr. Rateliff glared at the boys.

*“ Will you cease this silly chatter?”?
annoys me.”

“Have you bought up the railway, sir?”’ asked Monk,
with mock politeness. ‘‘Is that a new bylaw you have
passed?”’ )

“If you are not silent,” said the irritated master, ‘I shall’
chastise you!”

Frank Monk assumed an expression of great alarm.

he dema‘nded. “ It

_ ‘“Oh, dear! I—I—I’m so afraid!”’ ho stammered; and he
gege}ri to sob into his handkerchief. ‘ Ow, ow, ow! Boo-
oo !’

His comrades were not long in taking their cue from'}

~him. They dragged out their handierchiefs and sobbed:

into them.
-*“ Ow! -Boo-hoo-hoo!” - . ‘ '

“ Yow-yow-yow !’

Mr. Ratcliff blinked at the three Grammarian juniors. Hea|
did net.quite know how to take their tearful alarm, they
we}-wiu' g it {;g well. g ped

‘ you quiet? e snapped.

“Ow! Boo-hoo!”

“I—I shall chastise you——""

+‘ Boo-hoo! Boo-hoo-hoo!” .

The train rattled into Rylcombe Station, with the three
Grammar youths still weeping copiously into their hand-
kerchiefs. A

Mr. Ratcliff was very much annoyed. If the vociferous
grief of the Grammarians should be seen, it might be very
much misunderstood by a stupid public. The Rylcombe
porter opened the door of the carriage

* What’s the matter ’ere?”

““ Boo-hoo!”

‘ Nothing !”” said Mr. Ratcliff hastily. ** These—these dis-
vespectful and altogether unpleasant-youths have determined

to annoy me.”’
.

Boo-hoo I”? T :

‘“What ’ave you been doin’ to them?”’ said the porter,
who knew Mr. Ratcliff well as a gentleman who neven
tipped. *‘ Hl-treating the pore young-kids, I'll be bound.”

** Boo-hoo !

“I—I haven’t touched them. I——'*

“ -hoo-hoo 1’ }

Monk, Lane, and Carboy alighted, and wept along the
platform. There were several people there, and they, of
course, gathered round the spot. Mr. Ratcliff stepped out,
looking very red and flustered. .
- *“Shame!” said a stout farmer. ‘' Been beating his poor
boys in the train—his own flesh and blood! Shame!”

““ Boo-hoo!”?
I-1——" Ratcliff,,

“I—I—I, really——
The Socioty for the Prevention of Cruelty to

6 They_l___”
“ Shame ! . 1

Children oughter ’ear about this,” said the Rylcomba

porter. .

[

% Shame !’

Mr. Ratcliff fairly ran for if. ts ‘and boos followed
him. Outside the station he stopped to mop his perspiring
brow. Three cheerful youths grinned at him, with all traces
of grief gone from' thieir f{aces.

‘“ Good-bye, sir!”?

And Monk, Lane, and Carboy marched off, chuckling,
leaving Mr. Ratcliff to walk to St. Jim’s, in a humour im- -
possible to describe.

He reached the school, and entered the sunny old quads
rangle,” walking with slow and heavy steps, and with a
sombre shade on his brow.

The annoyance of the incident of the train had passedg
Myr. Ratcliff had already forgotten the Grammarians.

He was thinking of nearer matters; of the unmistakable"
manner of Miss Glyn, and of what he could not help
deducing from it. He went towards the New House slowly.
The quad. was very quiet, and the Houses had a deserted
look. The New House echoed to his footsteps as he went
in, and went straight to his study. There he locked himself
in, and threw himself down into an armchair—to think,

His thoughts were not pleasant ones.

Mr. Ratclif was taking himself severely to task, and
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looking at the matter guietly and practically, as he would
have been wise to do earlier.

-What chance had he? The salary of a House-master at
& school like St. Jim’s was a liberal one; but it would seem
abject poverty to a millionaire’s daughter. He was growing
middle-aged and-slow and testy, and Edith Glyn was a
bright and happy. girl. He realised that he had allowed a
mere dream, a vision of impossibility, to throw him off his
balance. ,

He rose at last, a determined expression upon his face.

*1 have been a fool!” he muttered. * A fool—a fool!
But it is over!” ’ ;

*He sat down at the writing-table, drew paper and pen
towards him, and began to work, with a steady concentra-
tion that drove other matters from his mind.

CHAPTER 14.
Still Ruaning!
IGGINS paused and looked back.
The hares had been going strong, and they were
already a third of the way home on that®¥eat run
when the blast of the bugle came faintly from gfpr.- ¥
‘“ Hallo! That’s Blake again!” said Figgins. ¥ =
Kerr halted, panting.
‘“ They can’t be near.

thick and dark. - There were fields before them

thick X , green® glink-
ing in the sunshine. ‘ )

“To the branch of a high tree a form, diminut the -
distance, clung, and Figgins knew that it was Jack ’s.
Blake had climbed a tree to sight them, and th o of *

the bugle iold his comrades below that he had.
glimpse of the hares. (‘i‘
Figging chuckled as-he resumed the run.
“It’s all right! I wonder how many there are
pack now! They won’t be in at the death!” -

8

&

‘“ No need to lose time, though,” said the cautious Kerr. E

“Keep it up!”’ 3

. _They ran on merrily. The long .run .had, of course, told
upon them, as it had told upon the pack. But they were.,
still very fit, and ready for a hard spurt home. They ran
through level fields, crossed a plantation, and came out upon
the bank of the wide, rippling Ryll. The stream was
erossed in this place by stepping-stones, and the two juniors
sprang quickly and unhesitatingly from stone to stene, and
reached the home bank, But before landing on terra firma,
they went a score of yards up the stream in shallow water,
and then plunged into the thick bushes on the bank.

“ That will let them down, I think,” said Figgins, with
a chuckle. . - i :

And at a leisurelg}gace the hares ran on through the
trees of Codicote Wood, towards Rylcombe Lane.

On the further bank of the river, at the stepping-stones,
Tom Merry was the first to arrive.

- He stopped there, taking care not to cross till he had made
sure that the hares had done so. Figgins and Kerr’s actions
at the river had been hidden from the pack by the interven-
ing plantation. Tom Merry went down the bank- looking
for the scent, and Blake, the next to arrive, went upstream.
It was quite possible that Figgins might have waded some
distance, and doubled back again. But there was no trace
of the scent up or down stream for a score of yards.

" The hounds one by one gathered at the stepping-stones,
while their leaders were searching for a clue.

 Found anything?”’ asked Monty Lowther, as Tom Merry
came back. ] :

‘““ No. What price yeu, Blake?”

‘“ Nothing 1"

- ““'Then they’ve gone on.”

“ Faith, and let us go on, tco, me darlings,” -said Reilly.

“Follow your leader!” exclaimed Tom Merry; and he
sprang upon the stepping-stones.

" _The pack followed, panting. Their numbers had woefully _
dwindled since the start upon the common near St. Jim’s.

- 8ixty or more juniors had broken away at the signal from
Kildare, but not more than forty had passed Dame Carter’s
cottage. Of these, more than half had dropped out of the
race from that point. Less than a score followed Tom
Merry’s lead across the stepping-stones.

. “No scent here!” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he stepped
ashore.

Blake gave a grunt.

*“ They’'ve gone up‘or down the stream, then.”

“Did you work that out in your head?” asked Lowther
pleasantly. *
. Blake did not answer that facetious question, but went
down stream to look for the scent. Manners went up stream
and the rest waited. Lowther followed Blake to help him,
-and Herries followed Manners. . Manners plunged into the
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bushes and stoopsd to look to and fro for the fragments of
paper, ‘and Herries walked right into him and nearly fell
over him. :

Herries gave a jump.

‘“ Here they are, youchaps! Come on! I've got 'em!”

There was a shout, and the hounds streamed into the
thickets. Manners gave a yell.

“ Hands off, you ass!”

‘“Eh? Why, it’s Manners!"”

““Of course it is, idiot !”

“I—I thought—"

“I know ybu did, dummy !’

‘“ Look here, who are yéu calling a dummy ?” said Herries.
¢ Of course, I thought I'd got 'em, when I came upon a silly
ass crouching about——"’

“I was looking for the trail.”

‘“ Well, have you found 1t?"" demanded Tom Merry.

“How can I find it with a howling lunatic grabbing hold
of my back hair, and a lot more silly idiots asking me fat-
headed - questions ?’ demanded Manners crossly.

‘“Is that a conundrum?” asked Blake.

Manners snorted, and looked for the trail again. Herries
leaned against. a tree and breathed hard.

“T wish I had my dog Towser here,” he renlarked
“He'd jolly soon pick up the scent.”

“T don't mean the scent—I mean the scent—-"'
‘,;Joljy lucid, at all events.”
“¢This way, I think,” said Clifton Dane.
~ the trees here.”
. ““Bai Jove, deah boys, have you caught them?”
Tt was the voice of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The swell

“ Look under

t gl of St. Jim’s was, as a matter of fact, no mean runner, and
LS

the delay at the stream had given him a chance to come up.
did not look very red or flustered,.either, ]

red at him.

‘ Hallo, where have you sprung from ?” demanded Digby.
“1 told you I should ovahtake you, deah bcys.”

<4 ‘“Have you had a lift on the way?” asked Glyn.

¥ D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon the Liverpool lad.

4% ‘ No, I have not had a lift on the way,” he replied; “I
@ the question as fwivolous. Have you lost the scent,
al

The juniors

aps? Pewwaps you had bettah let me look for if,
s VWRarce in a hurry.”
TS ga'\:c’a a shout.

bugle rang out, calling the hounds together. The
pack rushed off through Codicote Wood, and now Arthur
Augustug D’Arcy was with the foremost.

““Bai Jove, you know, I weally think I shall be'in at the
death,” he remarked. “I always wathah fancied myself
as a wunnah.” .

But no one replied; the juniors wantad their breath for
running. The pack swept on as fast as the wood allowed,
and as they came out of the trees again into the Rylcombe
road; there was a shout.

“There they are!”

“Tally-ho !” )

Ta-ta-ta-ra-ra-tara!

— —

CHAPTER 15.
Skimpole is in at the Death,

“ AI Jove! Thert the toundahs are!
]B anythin’ !”

The hounds burst out into the road, and ran
hard. The hares had taken thirgs just a little too easily,
and they were sighted—and closer this time than at any
previous point in the:run.

Figgins gritted his teeth.

“ Put it on, Kerr,” he muttered.

“Right you are.” - .

The hounds, following by sight now, sprinted along the
road. First came Tom Merry and Blake, neck and neck,
and after them Clifton Dane—then Lowther, and Digby, and
D’Arcy and Manners—and the rest strung out. In that hot
burst six or seven more dropped off and gave up the chase.

‘“Bai Jove, we're gainin’!” .

“ Hurrah! Put your beef into it!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

Closer and closer! But Figgins and Kerr put on a spurt,
and forged ahead once more. It was a hard and level run
now, as hard a trial of strength as any on the cinder-path,
and for some minutes the pace was terrific.

It was too fast to last. ]

Figgins tapped Kerr's arm, and sweryed from the straight,
and with an agile bound crossed a wide, flowing ditch, and
plunged into a hedge. He scrambled through, and caught
Kerr's hand as he jumped, and helped him over.

s
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The manceuvre was sudden and unlooked for. The hounds
went racing on for some seconds, and they had shot well
%a.st the turning-point hefore Tom Merry halted. And then

lake biffed right into him, and he rolled on the ground,
and several more of the hounds fell over them.

There was a wail from the midst of the tumbled hesp.

“0Ow! Get off my legs, you howwid asses!”

“Groo! Take your shoulder out of my eye!”

“Yah! Clumsy asses! Gerroff!”

Tom Merry sorted himself out and dragged himself up,
somewhat dazed. Blake jumped up, and put a hand to a
discoloured eye. Somebody’s elbow had discoloured it for
him, and it looked as if it would shortly be a beauty.

‘“My hat !’ gasped Tom Merry.

‘“ Here, let’s get on!”’

‘ Where have the bounders gone ?"

Ta-ra-ra-tara ! -

The pack plunged through the ditch and the hedge.

Arthur Augustus followed, at the tail of the pack; but
the pack was very small now. The hedge and the ditch
had stopped more of them. -There were now only seven
pursuers in all on the track of Figgins and Kerr. The
hares had thinned them down with a vengeance.

Figgins had intended to follow the road to St. Jim’s, but
he had been too closely pressed. And now he led the last
lap through a terrible country for the runners. Over
ploughed fields, over fences and walls, through ditches wet
and dry, led the trail of the runners. There was a feehle -
note from Blake's bugle as the clock tower of St. Jim’s.
came in sight in the far distance. Home was in view, but
the way to it was still devious. Figgins and Kerr, runnin
on steadily side by side, came to a high stone wall, ang
Figgins stopped. :

“Up you go, kid!” he gasped.

Kerr scrambled cver his chum’s shoulders, and reached:
the top of the wall. Then, with his chest on the stone, he
held down both hands for Figgins. Figgins scrambled up;
and ten seconds later Blake was springing up, missing him !

Blake tried to clutch at the wall, but he could not do it.
He shouted to his comrades.

““Buck up!”? s

Manners panted up with Tom Merry.  Dane and D’Arcy <
reeled against the wall. The rest were hopelessly behinds

**Come on!” exclaimed Tom Merry. *‘ Your shoulders, .
Dane.” | = .

“ Here you are!” i

Tom Merry scrambled over Clifton Dane’s strong shoulders

on the wall. Arthur Augustus D’Arey followed, and then

anners. - The latter stopped to heln Dane oveér. Jack
Blake had made a jump, and gaught the wall in his hands.
But he was spent, and he could not drag himself over. He
gltropped back into the field. The three of tHem were out of

it.

Of all the resolute pack that had followed the hares so
far,. only two were still in the running; Tom Merry -and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Tom Merry glanced for a second over his shoulder.

“It’s between us now, Gussy. e

“Yaas, wathah.”

They said no more; they needed their breath for the run.
Figgins and Kerr were winding back to the road, and after
them went the hounds hotly. A broad and flowing ditch
barred the: course of the fugitives, and Figgins, without
stopping, cleared it at a bound. Kerr sprang after him, -
and fell short, splashing heavily into the ditch. The water
s};;lashed into the faces of the hounds, so near now were
they.

Figgins turned back. .

His grasp was on Kerr, and he dragged him from the
water. Tom Merry and D’Arcy, not essaying the jump,
came plunging through the ditch up to their armpits in
muddy water. .

“I—T'm done!” gasped Kerr, as Figginy dragged him
out. - “Keep on—leave me.”

[ Rats !” P

“I—I—I'm done, old chap!”

(13 Stuﬁ !7’ -

And Figgins, who seemed made of iron, took a firm grip
on Kerr's arm, and ran along helping him. Aided by the
grip of Figgins, Kerr put on another spurt, running with
teeth clenched hard, and lights dancing before his eyes.

D’Arcy lost his footing for a moment in the slippery mud,
and reeled, pushing against Tom Merry. The hero of the
Shell staggered and flopped bodily into the water.

“Bai Jove, I'm sowwy !” i .

Tom Merry's head came up, his face disfigured with mud.

“Go 1t !” he managed to gasp. ‘ Never mind me—catch
them! Run!’

‘“ Yaas, wathah.”
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And D’Arey, scrambling from thegwater, broke into &
rapid run on the track of the New House hares.

Tom Merry, who was half-choked and blinded with water
and mud, dragged himself out of the ditch, and reeled ex-
hausted #gainst a tree. After a moment or two he resumed
the run; but he knew he was out of it now. At the finish,
all depended upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The honour
Sf' the School House was in the hands of the swell of St.

im’s.

The pack, as they came running on hopelessly behind,
could see what passed. Figgins and Kerr were in the road
now, running for the gates of S&. Jim’s. There were &
crowd of fellows there, watching them come. Kildare and
Darrel and Monteith and other Sixth-Formers in the crowd
shouted encouragement. It had been a splendid run, and
it was a fine finish.

But even yet the end was uncertain. . -

Arthur Augustus, with his monqcle flying behind him, and
an extremely determined expression upon his features, wag
running his hardest. And the swell of the School House,
when he chose, was a fine runner.

“Go it, Gussy!”

‘“Put ‘it on, Figgins!”’

“Dear me, Figgins appears to be running away from
.someone !’ said a youth with a big forehead and a large
‘“ What is the matter?”

But nobody answered Skimpole. They were all too

greatly interested in the close finish of that great run.
- Skimpole blinked at the crowd in the gates, and blinked
at the runners. He did not know that a paper-chase was
on, and-he was too short-sighted to see how matters stoed.
But Skimpole, the amateur Socialist of St. Jim’s was good-
natured to a fault. It was clear to him that Figgins was
running away from somebody, and he thought at once of
the Grammarians. He wondered why the other fellows did
not go to the rescue; but that did not prevent him from
going to the rescue himself. He ran out of the ecrowd at
the gate. .

There was a roar.

“Clear the way!”

“ Get aside!”

Skimpole blinked round in amazement. Figgins and
Kerr ran right into him, and, too utterly fagged to sustain
the impact, they rolled in the dust of the road. The next
moment Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was sprawling over them,

Skimpole sat in the road and blinked.

‘“Dear me! What has happened ?”

“Bai Jove, I've caught you!”

“Caught us!” spluttered Figgins, through a mouthful of
dusg “You couldn’t catch one half of us! If was that

”
3

“Really, Figgins

“You—you—you—-

“I trust I have not inconvenienced you in any way,
Figgins,”” said Skimpole, blinking at him. *“I saw you
sunning, and came to the rescue.” :

¢ Oh, jump on him, somebody !’

“Bai Jove, you are an awful ass, Skimmay! You have
mucked up the wun, at the vewy finish! Of course, I should
have caught them anyway!”

“Rats!” said Figgins.

Tom Merry came panting up. .

“Well done, Gussy! It wasn’t your fault that Skimmy
was the only one in at the death. Will somebody kindly
take Skimpole into a quiet corner and suffocate him.”

“Bai Jove, the uttah _ass ought to be suffocated, or
somethin’!  Of course, I had actically caught these
boundahs.”

‘“Rats !’

“Tf you say wats to me, Figgins—"

“ Well, I do—whole tribes of ’em !’ .

“Then if I were not so exhausted I should certainly
administah a feahful thwashin’. Undah the cires——"’

‘“If vou call this a win, Tom Merry—"

Tom Merry laughed.

*“Tt’s all right, we don’t. We'll.eall it a draw.” &

“ Well, that’s only fair,” said Figgins.- “I admit it was
a near thing, and we’ll run it over again with you with
pleasure.”

‘““Bai Jove, I'm weady, any time!” said D’Arcy .

“T'm jolly well going to get a wash and a feed,” said
Tom- Merry, going into the gateway. ‘“If you chaps turn
up in my study in a quarter of an hour, youw’ll hear of some-
thing to your advantage.” ¢

And they turned up; and they enjoyed a feed that made
Fatty Wynn, when he heard of it, wish he had stayed in
to the finish of Tom Merry’s paper-chase.

THE END.

(Another grand Ilong, complete schco! iale of
Tom Merry & Co. next Thursday, entitied ** Tom:
Merry's Week-end.”) §
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‘THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Sam and Stephen Villiers, two cadets of Greyfriars School,
by a combination of luck and pluck render valuable service
to the British Army during the great German invasion. They
are appointed special scouts to the Army, which is forced
back on London by Von Krantz, the German commander. _

At the time when this account opens,

London has been Bombarded and Carried.

Von Krantz had entered the City with his troops, and from
the flagstaff on the Mansion House the German flag floated
where none but British colours had been since London was
built. London Bridge was blown up, and across the great
river the remainder of the British troops and the half-
starved millions of London waited in grim silence for the
next move.

Sam gnd Stephen are chafing at their enforced inactivity,
when Ned of Northey, a young Essex marshman and an old
friend of theirs, sails up the Thames in his smack, the Maid
of Essex, with & deSpatch he has captured from a German.
This contains useful information of the landing of another
German Army Corps, and Sam, having shown it to Lord
Ripley, is given permission to go down river.

The boys have many exciting adventures, and one day
Sam finds himself, together with a Lieutenant Cavendish,
who has lost his -torpedo-boat in .destroying two German
battleships, called to an interview with Admiral Sir Francis
Frobisher.

The twor are complimented on their performances, and
the admiral offers Sam the task of running the steamer
Blaine Castle, laden with provisions, from France, past the
blockade into London. Sam agrees to make the attempt,
and with Stephen’s help eventually reaches London.

Shortly afterwards the two brothers fall into the hands
of the Germans at Sheerness Fort, and are on the point of
being executed, when the fort is bombarded by two British
cruisers. The boys are thrust back into a cell, but the fort
crumbles bencath the terrific bombardment, and they climb

_out over the debris on to a steep grassy slope, down which
they allow themselves to roll.
{Now go on with the Story.)
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A Lucky Escape!

Where they would land there was no saying, but Stephen
gave a gasp as he pitched over the edge of a straight wall
gpd fell on something yielding, Sam plumping down beside

im. :

The beys scrambled up, to find themselves in a eircular
bastion, of which the onl
gun and four dead Prussian artillerymen, who lay round

the dismounted piece. It was on one of these that Stephen

had fallen. Sam took a quick, cautious look round over
the smashed breastworks, and it showed him there was no
immediate danger.-

The entire fort was a ruin. It was torn to pileces,
battered, riddled, and the earthworks were thrown up ‘n
fantastic shapes. So terrific had been the last stage of the
bombardment that not a man appeared to be left alive.
There wers many dead gunners in every emplacement,
many more were buried in the underworks, and prone,
shapeless things that had once been men lay at the back,
where the guard should have been, but where the death-
dealing shells had burst with awful effect.

The boys could not see all of this, nor did they wait.
They scrambled over the broken remnants of the fort, which
was like a pie with the crust stamped in, and only halted at
the outermost part, where .an open space separated them
from the nearest shelter—some bushes a couple of hundred
vards away on the seaward side. Close by, in the last of
the wrecked scarps, was another gun and its dead crew.

The two cruisers could be seen pounding away as hard as
ever at the second fort, nearer Sheerness, and that one
also was now weakening Fast. It was raining hard, and the
whole scene was desolate and gruesome as it could be. But
the boys did not stay to notice the bombardment; they
were full of the new hopes of escape, that grew stronger as
they found no living enemy at hand. :

‘I wonder if we could reach those bushes without bein’
spotted?’ said Sam eagerly. ;
somewhere at the back, but it’s no good skulkin’ here.
Somebody’ll turn up in a minute or two.  Come on, an’
we’ll make a dash for it.”

Despite the need for hurry, Stephen stopped to pick up

the carbine of one of the dead artillerymen, and snatched"
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the pouch of cartridges. With these in his hands,  he
jumped into the gap in the torn earthworks beside Sam.

Away to the right, inland, they caught sight of a group:

of riflemen doubling towards the fort.
moment whether to run for it
creased to a- perfect deluge,
heavy squall swept over the
under cover of it, :

The bushes were reached, and the boys, half-drenched,
crouched behind them and took a quick outlook. It seemed
very unlikely that they had been seen, so thick was the
squall, nor could they see much ahead or around them.

Sam darted onwards again.

“Come on!” he said. °‘Make the most of this, and let’s
get as far as we can! There’s a clump of trees back from
the shore to the eastward!” o o

The trees loomed up before them through the rain after
a hard run of five or six minutes at top speed, and the
brothers stopped; panting, as the rain began to clear off
and the squall passed. - .

““Thank Heaven!” said -Sam fervently. “It’s simply

« t00 good to be true that we’re out of that! We neven
dreamed of gettin’ out of that guard-room alive, except to
be strung up! I.really-believe, with any luck, we shall
come -clear of itail!” = =

They hesitated a
or hide; but the rain in.

land, and away they dashed

““What a day .it's been!” said Stephen. “ Wgll, we had .
guard-room,” he added, with a faint "
. - We’d better iie{vgtf:;
ourse&_ves to" gettin’ off the beastly island with whole sking,

a rest of sortssin the C
grin, “an’ we haven’t traveled far.

now.”

g :
What's the good of loadin’ yourself with that? ~You don’§
suppo#é you can shoet your way off Sheppey?”’ =

** Nice little gun, an’ it’s got a sling,” said Stephen. I
dor’t feel like myself without a rifle, and it-never gets in
the way. What about dodgin’ out along the hedges now—
we'd better push on: Think they’ll send after us?’. - -

“Not they—they’re too busy—unless they saw us go,
Keep close behind me now an’ look nippy. = It’d be-erucl
work to get"dropped on.now we’ve got so far.” o

There were few dangers in front of the for the next
mile or so. . They had reached a place from which it wss
possible to go right ahead under cover of the hedges, and
save for one or two galloping scouts and messéngers, who
were seen and avoided, Ot-%ey had no troubles to contend
with. =It was different when they -approached Minster and
-had to go-imland to skirt round a busy array of infantry
wha-were pushing -sotith-in & tremendous hm‘r% “and the
bo¥s had y 3 fo #6 time to let them go-by. © .

3 ;%iba,ck to the higher ground again &s soon
; . thers” was better cover towards the cliffs.
" Wonder what these Hanover Riffes were in such &
sweat about?”’ he said. ‘‘They were bein’ shoved along
at-a rare pace! The firin’s stopped away back off Sheer-
" negs, by the way. Suppose that means the other fort’s
silenced.” ) )
*“There it goes again!” said Stephen, as heavy guns were
heard to the northward. i b gm
“That ain’t it; that’s somewhere out to sea—not far
away, -either! Hallo!” )

They came suddenly to a gap that opened through the
high lyzmd and gave a wide view seaward. The first thing
that caught Sam’s eye and made him exclaim
Orion, and behind her the Denbigh, flying along at every
inch of speed they could raise straight for the Oaze Deeps
and the open sda to the eastward by the way they had
come. .-

Away to the west, towards the Swin, three large ironclads
wero steaming in full pursuit, smoke pouring from their
funnels and their guns booming heavily; but the racing
cruisers were leaving them fast behind, though the big
;%hells dropped barely short as yet. .

#-* The.German battleships comin’ back 1’ said Stephen.

“£VYes, _an’ too late!” returned Sam exultantly.
“Frankie's cruisers have had time to smash the forts first!
Hurrah! Lucky they weren’t caught in range; one of those
battleships could sink the pair in ten minutes! The
cruisers have got the legs of em, an’ off they go! Shoot
away, you big, fat beggars—youw’ll never catch *em now!”’

“ Good egg!” said Stephen. ~“ But they’re both better off
than we are, for thoy’ve escaped already; while we’ve got

. the gauntlet of the German-troops to run an’ the Swale to

cross hefore we can call our lives our own. Come on!”’
*“ There’s %ghtin’ to the south of us too—away over the
island. towards Kent!” said Sam, stopping with a puzzled

look.  “ What the dickens can be up there? There ain’t

any British vessels up the Swale creek, it’s certain, an’ as

for troops—how could they get across the water, even if

there were any?” N :
Repid musketry-fire was in progress between them and

’ mv%v:
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the Kentish 'mainland without a donbt; and they ceculd hear
the drumming of small machine-guns. d

““Bome sort of a scrap’s goin’ on, it’s a sure thing,”” said
Stephen, with interest. ‘“That must be what the German
infantry we saw at Minstér were hurryin’ up for. They
were doublin’ that way full pelt. I say, let’s get to a place
whgre we can see what’s up. It may mean everything to
us. B .

“Right! Let’s strike away inland, an’ if we can get to
the top of that bit of a hill there wo shall be able to £ee
without being seen from among tha trees.”

It did not take thgm very long to reach the point of
vantage, though thére were several Ublans and scouts’
riding both ways from Sheerness and towards it, and all of
them were galloping at full speed: - "

“They can’t all be looking for wus, can. they!” said
Stephen. C Mot B,

“Rats, no! There’s something a jolly sight more ime
portant than us afoot; though I dare say by this time
several of ’em have been warned of our escape, an> they'H
make short work of us if wé're seen.””. ;

“Not take us back to old Squareface?”

“No. Plug us,
Thank goodness, even if we're caught, we sha’n’t be hanged-
now! They’re too busy to waste time playiw’ the fool.
There go some more guns: -Give ’em time to go by.”

Along the road, not far distant, a field battery was swing-
ing at full gallop, heading southwards like all the -rest..
Guns do not- travel at such a j t wa -
i a hurry, and the boys were more anxious than eve:
find out what the action was, and where. s e

T:n;{ dodged across the road as coon as the battery
passed, and taking to the fields again they reached #i
of the hill where the clumy of trees were. o

It gave a good view over the rolling meadows and:.: ot
marshes beyend that stretched away to the Swale, which
cit off the island from Kent.- Out at the easternmost end
of Sheppey, at Shellness, the body of troeps they had seen
there in the carly merning had all left the place.

On the rising land just ebove the marshes, midway across
the island, a hot fight was in progress. The irregulas.
crackling of rifle-fire and the long rattle of Maxims wasg
plainly heard, and the fringe of the fight tas not more
than a mile or two away. - _ ; . .

“ They’re hammerin’ each other like fun!® gaid Stephen
excitedly. ““Can you make ’em out? ;

“¥'d give a fin

“ We -eould tell what to do if-we
could anly see what they're at an’ which is whish® -

It was hard to make
nearly all modern warfare, both forces were well in cover, -
plugging away at each other furiously. tfince the Bder

e open. :

*“Only one thing’s sure,” exclaimed Bam, *‘some‘of our
troops are there, an’ they’re holdin’ the Germans back.
Must be a forlorn hope, or something. How they got
across the Swale is a puzzle we sha’n’t know till we reach
‘em. But that’s what we've got to0 do.”” :

“Our place is there,” said Stephen eagerly. *““If there’s
a gcrap goin’ on we're not fit to éneak off the island. -
There’ll be some fine scoutin’ work to be done, and, by
gum, what a score if we could help to mop up that beggar
of a Von Weisshaus! Lét’s get a move onl’’ ks :

“ Look here,” said Sam suddenly, *it seems pretty clear
our own side is on the north; they've outmanceuyped the
Germans. We could reach ’em by ecuttin’ round the base
of the hills there, only it'll take half a day if we've got to
go on foot an’ stop every ten minutes to dodge scouvts.”

“It’s the only thing to do, though. We must make &ll
the speed we can,” said Stephen, starting down the eastern
slope of the hill. “ We inust run whenever thére’s a
chance. Look at the Germans swarmin’ up this way from
Sheernessd ~ They’re bound to
abead. Come on—bunk for it!” .

They scurried off down the hill as fast as their legs would
it;a;‘ry them, and struck right away in the direction of the

ring.

Before they had gone very far, however, they had to
hasten out of their course and.take to cover to let a troop
of German dragoons go by—and-even then they were nearly
discovered by an aide-de-camp, who came galloping by
on the other side of them. :

“No good; this won’t do!” said Sam impatiently, as
they went on. “The fight’ll be over one way or the other
by the time we get there, at this rate.” ; )

“Why, you don’t suppose our gettin’ there is goin’ ‘to
make. any difference to. it?"’ said Stephen gravely.

“Of course not, you young ass; but it'll make sll the .
difference to us. If our chaps shift again before we reach
them row, it’s odds we never get to ’em at all. Turn down
this chase here, an’ let’s run for it all the way, whether
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We'll have to chance their bein’ too
Unless

we’re seen or not.
busy to stop an’ hunt down a couple of runaways.
we Confound !’ 3

He tripped and fell sprawling on his face, for between
funning and talking Sam had paid too little attention to
where- he was going. They were making their way down
one of the long chases, or narrow; grassy paths with a hedge
on either side, common. on the island.

Sam fell pretty heavily, for his feet were entangled in
something which he found, on rising, to be a large loose
coil of wire rope, half-hidden in the long, dead grass.

Tle kicked his feet free from it and hurried on.

“I'd give one of my fingers for a couple of horses,” he
repeated earnestly. ‘“Even one decent charger’d take the
two of us. I’d wager my head on gettin’ round to the fight
in time if we’d a mount.”

¢ Not much good talkin’ about it,”’ grunted Stephen. “I
might lie up an’ plug a scout; but then it’s odds we couldn’t
catch his horse—it’d go gallopin’ off. An’ if we shot one,
it wouldn’t be any good to us, would it? Besides, I bar
shootin’ a horse, anyway—it ain’t like shootin’ a German.

“There comes another of those beastly Uhlans—right
along this drive, too!”” he added, jumping back into cover
as a German horseman with a long lance appeared in the
distance behind them at the end of the chase. = “ We'd
better get through the hedge an’ out of this.”

“Confound him!’ growled Sam, springing in beside his
brother. ““ An’ it’s no good shootin’ the fellow, as you say.
His horse’d turn an’ gallop off down the ride as soon as he
was out of the saddle.. Wish we could lasso the ruffian.
However, it’s no use—"

““ Lasso. him?” said Stephen, with sudden interest. “ No,
you caii't do that; but, by Jove, I say! How would it be
to trip him up with that wire? The horse, I mean. It's a
soft fall on grass—not likely to hurt the horse One end
of the wire's fast, ain’t it? An’ with that horse we’d be
with our forlorn hope yonder in twenty minutes, ‘back to
the colours again!”’

“Trip him up!” said Sam blankly.

“Yes! I'll lead the fellow on, if you'll stand by with the
wire. I’ll show myself an’ plug a shot at him, miss him,
an’ then run like blazes. He'll be after-me with his old bean-
pole like anything, an’ you can tighten that wire an’ try
to bring him down. It's worth havin’ a shot at. I can
dodge him all right, even if you fail.” ) s

Sam cast a rapid glance down the chase. The Uhlan had
disappeared, for though he was still riding towards them, a
long dip in the ground hid him. He would soon be upthe
ride and in sight of them again.

“ By Jove, we'll try it!” he cried. ‘ Well thought of,
Steve! It don’t look like coming off, but let’s try!” -

“You take the wire, an’ hurry up,” said Stephen; breaks
ing through the hedge and vanishing.

Sam ran back along the chase as fast as he could lay his
toes to the ground. They were over two hundred yards
beyond the place where he had tripped, but he reached it
in time, and seized the coil of wire.

It had been intended to fence a long gap in the hedge.
One end was fast to a stout post close by, but the war, or
somo other cause, had caused the owner to abandon it.
~ other end of the coil was loose.

Sam darted across the chase, uncoiling the wire as he went,
and allowing it to rest on the grass. It lay fairly evenly,
save for a kink or two; he had no time to straighten it
thoroughly. He chose a place in the opposite hedge, beside
a tough young oak sapling, near which he crouched among
the white-thorn bushes.

There was no sign of the Uhlan yet, and Sam began to
fear he had turned back. A minute later, however, the man
appeared over the rise a hundred yards off, cantering along
with his lance upright. ;

Stephen was out of sight altogether, nor did Sam know
where to expect him. Suddenly, about forty yards in front,
the boy broke through the hedge, and stood in the chase.

He looked at the German as if in surprise, and the lancer
himself was astonished genuinely. Stephen threw his car-
bine to his shoulder and fired, the bullet whistling close over
the man’s helmet; then, turning with & cry, he fled straight
up the chase.

Instantly the Uhlan drove both spurs home and thundered
after him, lance in rest. Stephen came sprinting by like
the wind, whooping at the top of his voice; but he bad cut
things very fino in the matter of distance, and the glittering
lance-head was not two yards from his back as he dashed
past the post.

Sam heard the German’s cath as he spurred his horse in,
and heard, too, the wicked whistling of the lance-pennon
as it rattled in the wind. At the last moment he sprang
out, and snatching the wire rope tight he took a swift turn
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with it round the stem of the young oak, and kept all his
, weight on the end.

There was a tremendous lurch as the wire met the horse
above the.knees—a wild plunge, and the sapling bent like
a reed. The Uhlan shot out of the saddle, his lance striking
the ground ‘and enapping off short, while the horse rolled
head over hecls like a shot rabbit.

The Pig-headed Troop-ﬂofse.

Sam dropped the wire as if it had burnt him, and sprang
forward to seize the bridle of the kicking horse. It was a
rough way of stopping a mount, and the first anxiety of
both boys was lest the, beast should be hurt. ‘

They were soon freo of any doubts on that head, for the
big troop-horse, plugging and kicking most violently,
scrambled to its feet and at once reared high in the air.

“ Han[? on to him !’ cried Stephen.

“I'm likely to,” grunted Sam, who,
strength, was nearly pulled off his feet.
jump up behind me when I mount!”’

It was easier said than done, however. The horse, recog-
nising the hand of a stranger and maddened by the
sudden fall, behaved like a wild creature, plunging and
striking out with its forchocfs, and spinning round like a
teetotum.

It had taken no great hurt, save for a chafe across_ its
forelegs and a headstall full of dirt. The Uhlan lay at full
length on the turf, gasping, with the breath knocked out of
him by the shock.

“Look alive!” exclaimed Stephen, jumping to help his
brother. * Come up here, Persimmon! Steady, wiil you!
Be quick, Sam; here’s more of the beggars after us!”

In their haste to secure the horse, neither of the boys had
kept a watch on the neighbourhcod, and the first warning
they had of danger was a full view of three more Uhlans
with lances laid appearing over the rise and galloping to-
wards the brothers as fast as their horses could tear.

With one spring Sam threw himself across the back of
the captured mount, swung himself into the saddle, and held
out a hand to his brother. -

“ Up behindeme, quick!” he cried.

But the plunging brute, in spite of Sam’s horsemanship,
wase all over the place at once, and Stephen was quite unable
to get alongside him long enough to take a hold. He made
one attempt and slid back heavily, while the Uhlans were
coming up rapidly. :

“It’s no good!” he cried, rapidly unslinging his carbine.
““ They’ll be on us by the time I get up, an’ with a double
load we shall be ridden down. Hold back a bit. I've time
to fix up those three!”

If you miss one of ’em we're done,” said Sam. ‘ Hold

in spite of his
““ Look sharp and

up, you son ‘6f Satan, will you!” =

Stephen dropped coolly on one knee, and his eye glinted
along the earbine’s sights. The three Uhlans, not ome hun-
dred and fifty yards away, were coming up like the wind,
one in front and two abreast behind.

The little rifle spat sharply. As it did so the foremost
horse threw up its head and received the shot -meant for
its rider. The bullet severed tho horse’s spine, and down
he went with a crash, the horse behind cannoning violently
into him, and both horses and riders rolled over on the
grass. .

The third man came on faster than ever. The repeating
lever of the carbine clicked as the spent cartridge was thrown
out and the bolt closed again.

8o close did the man come that Sarg thought for a
moment that the carbine had “missed fitfe. The German,

bending low in the saddle, his spurs set to his horse’s flanks.

and his lance-head pointing straight for the kneeling Loy,
could neither turn aside nor rein back in that narrow lane.
He had to come on, and he was almost upon the boys when
the shot rang out, and, flinging up his arms, he pitched our
of the saddle.

# Good shot!"”’ said Sam, urging his horse right across the
path and blocking the way. *‘I was thinking you'd left it
a bit too late. - Grab that beast there if you can!”

The dead Uhlan’s troop-horse, however, had pulled up
short on finding his rider out of the saddle and the way
blocked. He whipped round and galloped back again with
a enort, leaping over his dead comrade further up the-lane,
and flying’ after the unhurt horse, who had scrambled up
and sped away.

¢ Stand by a moment! I'll catch that beggar for you if I
can!” cried Sam; and driving his heels into the ribs of his
own mount he dasha>d off in pursuit. : -

Of the two Uhlans who had come down in the collision,
one was lying on the grass in a damaged condition;, and
the other scuttled through the hedge as fast as he could when
Sam came charging down the ride. The young scout paid

. no attention to either of them, however—it was the horse he
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wanted to_overtake, for with a fresh mount apiece he knew
they would have & better chance of reaching the British side.

His newly-captured steed was still intractable, however,
and had a meuth as hard as:leather. Sam could sit anything
in the shape of horseflesh, but he soon found that with
such & pig-headed brate he had not much chance of cap-
turing the riderless troop-horse in front, and he had neither
spurs. nor whip. Once in the open he thought he would be
able to manage it, but as socon as he was on the crest of the
niaxt rise he saw something that made him change his
plans. .

A squadron of cavalry was riding hard not very far away,
and two more Uhlan patrols were on the right. A glance
was enough to show that not only was it useless to go on
chasing the troop-horse towards the enemy, but that if he
did not make haste e would be cut off altogether. Wheel-
ing round, he galloped as hard as he could back to Stephen,
and reined the hard-mouthed troop-herse in.

"“I#’s cut en’ run,”” he said, ‘‘if we mean geitin’ there
at all. Jump up!”’

There was less trouble about it this time, and in five
seconds Stephen was up behind his brother and the horse
was fiying down: the lane with the pair of them on its back.

“He ean carry both of us as easy as winkin’,” said
Stephen; *“we only bargained for one horse, an’ we’re lucky
to get that. The wire brought it off finety—eh? ¥ thought
the blessed trée would be pulled up!”

“Jolly lucky it wasn’t; you left little enough space be-
tween the fellow’s lance an’ your back, young 'un. Wish
this precious lane’d come to an end; it’s ke runnin’ up a
water-pipe, and if any move gome in at the back end——)

“It’s dons us a good turn, anyway. Here’s the outlet—
lockt If you can skirt round that wood at the emd, we
ought to get a good elear start an’ get over among our
chaps.” : .

“ Hope so, for the whole country’s scattered over: with
troops like flies on & newspaper,’ said Sam, as they dashed
out into the open and skirted the wood; ‘“an’ it's hard
enough to steer this great camel any way you want to go—
he’s got the head of a pig an’ mouth like a broken bell-pull.
Rummy horses they seem to deal out to their Uhlan
troopers. Glory! There’s another half-company of infantry
away to the left,” he added, wrenching the hoise round and
changing his course at the end of the wood. ‘‘ One thing,
nobedy on foot’ll catch us now, unless with bullets.’”

“It looks ae if our chaps’ll get eaten up anyhow, with
all these troops swarmin’ out after ’em.” said Stepfien.

“ Ron’t know that. aren’t such a lot of men, only
they’re split up an’ scattered about so. ~ By gum, i¥ our
fellows yonder had a {roop of cavalry they could ént up
half these companies an’ batteries that are fooling around.
Now you can get a glimpse of where we’ve got to go,”” he
added, as they came on to higher ground—*a long pull
round by the left, an’ we shall get in on to the British flank
an’ join ’em. They're holdin’ cut well.” }

“It’ll be a proper scrap to peg out in,” remarked Stephen.
And Sam turned shayply away and made a long circuit.

THey had left the bulk of the advancing Germans behind
them; and those,attacking the British foree were far away
to the right; but there were still one or two scouting parties
and outpests in. the way.

Going as fast as they did—for the troop-horse had plenty '

of speed—it was not very hard to avoid these; for everybody
seemed more intent on the British lines and position than
on any strangers. 1t was not a very usual sight for the
Germans on Sheppey—a pair of khaki-clad youths on a
Uhlan’s. horse—but the only man who gave chase had a
tired mount, and was soon shaken off. All the same, as
Sam said, it was more by luck than skill that they had got
so far, for the captured steed went pretty well the road he
pleased, and the bridle had not much effect on him.

“I1 believe the old dromedary’s going to land us in

harbour, after all!” exclaimed Stephen. * Unless—
Hallo! Isn’t that & German picket there—round the
eoppice 7 .

They only caught a glimpse of -it for the moment—five
German riflemen with a non-commissioned officer standing

next a small coppice not far ahead. The next moment a -

shoulder of the coppice shut them out of view, and Sam
thought he had not been seen, for they were all with their
backs: turned to the boys, intently watching the British
position. .
#Sharp to the left again, an’ we can go on out of sight
of ’em,” said Stephen.
Samr attempted to turn at oncé. Any other herse would

have answered to it; but whether it was that the trooper’s

mount refused to respond to any but his master’s hand,
or- whether his temper was upset, he declined point-blank.
Sam pulled his great fiddle-head right round; but the brute
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charged on gaily round the corner, and in a few seconds
was almost on-top of the picket. ; -

*“ Great Scott!” gasped Stephen, trying to unsling his
carbine—what for he hardly knew. K was all over in the
wink of an eyelid.

The Germans whipped round, grasping théir weapons as
they heard the drumming of hoofs behind them.  But the
horse and its riders were already on top of them, and there
was not even time to shoot.

Nor was there room to pass. They were standing in a
gap hetween the coppice and a fence that ran down to it

whether there was room or not, He went slap through the
picket, knocking two of the»men flying with his massive
shoulders, and upsetting the rest as if a railway-engine had
charged into them. It did not even check his career. He
went blundering on at full gallop, leaving a ehorus of oaths
and cries behind him; and only one sclitary snapshot that
misged its mark came from one of the rifiés as heorse and
riders plunged through the next gap, and vanished out of
sight down the steep slope beyond.

How Colonel Blake Tricked the Prusaians.

. " Cinders!” panted Stephen.
jolly earthquake, not a horse! He thinks he’s a battering-
ram! Il bet my carbine he doesn’s pull up tilf he gets to
the sea—an’ not then!”

‘“He must have shaken up the insides of one or two of
those gaping beauties,” chuckled Sam, eontriving to swerve
the horse enough to put a hedge between him and the top
of the hill. ‘“He pulled us through, anyhow; and we
mustn’t grumble, for we got him cheap. Look! There ars
our lines at last! Sit tight, nowt One more gallop, and
we're there!”’ :

Right shead, not half a mile away, was the flank of the
Jittle British farce; and soon, as they rode out across the
flat country between, the boys heard the whistle and whirr
of the: German bullets, fired from behind them to the right
—not aimed at them, but at the British trenches.

The main attack was much farther to the right, and the
boys: had ridden far enough round to eome up. on the side.
Yet there was ample room for shots pipping round them
to make things brisk. R : : .

“Shove the camel along; don't let him slack off !’ said
Stephen. “ You're as likely to get plugged by a stray bullet
as by one aimed at%you, as far as Pve seem: I suppese our
chaps’ll spot who we are?”’ o 7 A -

There suddenly seemed a doubt about it, for as the troops
lying in eover were neared, a bullet or two from their direc-
tion came very close, and one flicked a chip from th# troop-
horee’s ear. L g "

.Sam rose in his stirrups, and helding his hand high in
the air, shouted ai the top of his voice.

The shots from in front ceased for the moment; but those
from the distant German froops seemed to redouble, and
Sam thought he had never been in a hotter corner. d

A bullet rang on the barrel of his carbine; and glanced
off with a scream, and a few momepfs later the troop-
horse dashed right into the British position, while a cheer
rose from the khaki-clad riflemen who were lying in cover.
No sooner were they there than a shot struck the big troop-
horse a handbreadth over Sam’s knee, and he ecanme down
headlong in the midst of his stride, shooting the boys cver
his neck en to the turf. . . . .

“By Jove!” said a clear voice. “* Where the dickens dlg
you fellows come from? Get in here before you're pipped!

A hand laid hold of Stephen’s jacket, and he found him-
self hauled into a_ muddy trench, where Sam quickly
followed. The speaker was a youthful-looking subaltern;
at the right-hand end; and Sam no sooner set eyes on him,
than he exclaimed in surprise: ;

‘“Hallo! Why it’s Dicky Spencer!
the Rutlands, then!”’

.across the field. The big troop-horse did not seem to care -

“We must have eaptured a -

We've come across -

“That's us. Soon be the late Rutlands, by the lock of -

things. Well, it isn’t a surprise to find you turnin’ up any-
where, Villiers, old ¢chap! You've had more sport than we
poor regulars in this campaign.
for more cartridges down this end, will you? That’s your
young brother, Villiers—eh?? s
“That’s me!’’ gasped- Stephen, for the fall had winded
him rather badly. ‘ How are things going here?”’
¢ 8lack for the moment; but they’ll brisk up again soon,”
said the subaltern, looking through his glasses at the
enemy’s position, as the firing gradually lessened. “It’ll
soon be as brisk as anyone could.wish. I say, yaw chaps
really are wonders, you know! Where ha,ve,%g: come from
on that *bus-horse there, an’ what have yau.been up to?
heard yow'd gone down with the Blaine &
‘“We bobbed up again,” said Sam. '* We're-from Sheer-
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. and though the trenches were becoming silent,
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ness ’]’?orts, an’ that’s a Uhlan’s horse we annexed on the
way.

“ My aunt! I wouldn’t have given much for you when
I saw you ridin’ across the open there! Still, it’s here that
]\;: %gt the hottest fire, an’ I'm afraid it’s done for your

ast.” .

. The Uhlan’s horse lay a few yards away, its eyes glazing
in death; and Sam looked at it sorrowfully.

““ Poor old camel! He'd a hard mouth, but he went his
own way an’ carried us through it! I wish he could have
got through with a whole skin. There goes the machine-
guns. again, an’ the Germans are startin’ a cross-fire!
They’ve shifted a lot of their men,” added Sam, as tho
crackling of the rifles recommenced with increased fury,
and the bullets screamed over the trenches, and knocked
up flylng spurts of mud. .

“Whose troops are you, an’ how on earth did you get
here?” exclaimed Stephen. ‘‘ We could hardly believe it
when we saw you on Sheppey!”

“We're a couple of battalions of the Rutlands, a hundred
Yeomanry without any horses, a company of sappers, an’
six machine-guns,”’ said Spencer coolly. ‘' We're under
Colonel Blake—and a very nice chap, too! But as to how
we got here, there isn’t time to tell you now, for we’re
gettin’ blessed near the knuckle. It does seem_a bit of a
miracle to me how we find ourselves alive! However, I
dare say you chaps would like to have a hand in it
wouldn’t you? There are several rifles to let, unluckily, if
you aren’t too exhausted.”’ .

“We can shoot,” said Sam eagerly, taking the rifle that
lay beside a dead corporal in the trench, and a bag of
cartridges. *‘ Steve’s the crack hand with a rifle, but I'll
do my best, too.”

“P]l stick to the little carbine,” said Stepken,’ lying
down in the trench, and putting the rear-sight up before he
cocked his eye along the barrel. ‘It may have been made
in Germany, but it fits me to a T. That was a ncar one!”
he added, as a bullet flicked through his Service cap.

The duel of musketry began with tremendous severity,
and two field-guns which the enemy had brought up began
to throw in shells as fast as they could. The enemy was
evidently expecting a great deal from these, but they did
far less damage than might have been expected, owing to
the situation of the British force, and most of the shells
dropped just beyond. . o=

“QOur C.0.’s a chap who krows something. judgin’ by the
position he’s chosen,” said Sam, swiftly refilling the maga-
zine of his rifle after the first shots. ‘T'd like fo know by
what sort of a.conjurin’ trick he brought this job off. But
whether any of us'll live to hear is another matter. What
d’you think, Spencer?”’ - ;

“No saying,”’ replied the-subaltern, -who was firing away
with the best of them. *‘ There’s only about nine hundred
of us, an’ we've no decent guns.” . .

«Then unless your colonel can do another miracle like
flyin’ over the Swale, we’ve no earthly, I can tcl,l you.
There are three thousand Germans at Sheerness, an”mo.st
of em were on the way here when we came through,” said
Stephen, picking off a mounted messenger cight hundred
yards away on his front. -

“You don’t suppose we can hold out here for good !’ said
Sam. . “ My word, but it’s gettin’ thick!” . ,

“No,” returned Spencer, ‘‘our fire’s slackening, d’you
see? Don’t shoot too fast. They’re in a hurry to wipe us
up, an’ when they think their guns have hushed us up th_e_\:
may try an’ rush the position. That’s what we're hgpln
for, an’ if they don’t do it soon it’ll be awkward for us.

The British fire was becoming fitful and uneven. Trench
after trench slowly ceased, till only ragged shooting here and
there was to be heard, while the German shells boomed and
burst faster than ever. The British machine-guns were also
slackening—four of them had ccased fire. It seemed no
wonder, under the hail of lead and exvlosives that the
Germans were pouring in.

‘And yet, as Sam was able to see, there were no great
tosses. The rifle-fire was not telling much on the, Rutlands,
it was not
because the men in them were shot down. They were, on
the contrary, crouching low in the trenches, well out of
sﬁight-; while & few of their comrades kept up a desultory
re. -

“T soe,” said Sam. “It’s very neatly done, but do you
think the Germans’ll fall into a trap like that? They’re no
fools at the war game!”

“No, they’re not; but the ground here’s so good that they
can’t tell what’s happening. They want to mop us up
as quick as it can be done~see?-

‘““Why in such a hurry?’ - % ° = .

“ Because Vion Weisshauss’ll getiin a tearing old row with
the German commander-in-chief for lettin’ us get on to
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Sheppey at -all, an’ if he's got to walt an’ bring all his
garrison away from Sheerness—where it’s wanted—to squash
us, there’ll be worse. ructions still. He’s got his reputation

to think of.”
Never thought of that. Then if they

‘“That’s true.
charge now——"

“They’ll get blazes. You don’t need tellin’ that—you
can see the position. If they do come on, we shall drive
’eﬁn g“,?k with heavy losses, an’ get a chance to scuttle on
ahcad.

Once_there, we can defy ’em for twenty-four hours at least,
and in that time, let me hint to you, there are one or two
surprises that may turn up for Von Weisshaus and his
men.

Sam looked back at Shorlands, where the famous old
Manor House still stood, with the horsé’s-head weathercock
on it spire, and he understood.

“That’s so—it’ll be a glorious position if we can reach it.
I’'m fecling more and more respect for your C.O., Spencer.
I wonder what you think’s goin’ to happen in—— Hallo,
they mean comin’ at last!”’ _

There was a sudden change in the German position. The
faint notes of a bugle rang out, and men—swarms of them—
could be seen pouring out of cover in évery direction, while
the rifle-fire ceased, except from one quarter on the flank,
where the enemy’s troops still remained in their trenches.

“The beggars!” exclaimed Stephen. ‘‘It’s drawn ’em!
They’ve swallowed it whole !’

There was no hesitation about the enemy once the bugle
was sounded. The dark gréen and grey masses of infantry,
dotted with spiked helmets, came rolling across the level
ground as hard as the men could run, and almost in silence.
~“Fix bayonets,” ran the order along the British lines,
‘““under cover of the trenches! Keep down there!” .

Swiftly and silently, down behind the breastworks, th
bayonets were locked home,, As the Germans came rushing
on, the Rutlands kept up a spluttering fire—less than a
dozen rifles speaking from each trench. The enemy, their
sword-bayonets glittering in the winter sun, seemed to be
charging in one solid mass.

The hearts of the boys beat fast. Sam took the dead
corporal’s three-cornered blade and fixed it to his rifle.
Stephen could find no bayonet that could be attached to his
Uhlan carbine, so he slung the latter across his back, and
S%)encer, secing he was weaponless, passed him the revolver
g ;l:he captain of the company, who had fallen early in the

ght.

“ Gosh!” muttered Stephen, stooping low as he watched
the two full battalions of Prussian carabineers—for such
they were—racing to reach the British position, with four
companies of Hanovers close behind them. ¢ They’ll swamp
us, wen’t they?”’

Sam shook his head.

“You’ll see a quick change in a minute. They’re a heavy
lot, though, an’ if any of ’em do get to the trenches, you
stand under me with that popper an’ I’ll reach over you
with the bayonet.” -

Up came the Germans, in the face of the feeble fire that
dropped a fair number of them here and there. There was
but two hundred’ yards left for them to cover.

Suddenly from overy trench in the British position came
a deadly, withering blast of rifle-fire. The Rutlands, whoin
the Germans had thought to be decimated by the shell-fire,
but who had been lying low behind the breastworks, rose-
up with their comrades, and eight hundred repeating-rifics
poured forth their hail of lead.

The effect on the charging Germans was terrific.  The
whole of the foremost ranks seemed to go down bodily as
they encountered that almost solid wall of bullets. At such
short range every leaden messenger would drill three bodies
in line ahead—and did. -

The Maxims, at the same moment, loosed off with a
deadly rattle and swept the advancing line from end to end.
Every muddy ditch that had been so hastily dug out when
the regiment went to ground became a spouting line of fire.

“Tet ’em have it!”’ cried Spencer, shouting to make him-
self heard above the roar. - *“Low and fast, men!” .

The Germans checked, amid an outburst of cries and
desperate shouts from their officers urging them on; for no
flesh and blood could stand against such a hail of death.
But to go back was impossible, and so near were they that
the Prussians on either flank charged on in desperation—
their front broken, and their men falling like corn before
the reaper’s scythe.

If Stephen had wondered what the result would be, he
was appalled when he saw it achieved. In the centre the
CGerman masses were fairly held back and ravaged by the
withering fire. Twice they tried to come on—knowing that

to turn and fly meant just as certain death—and twice they
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failed. In less than thirty séconds a full half of their force
la; dead or dying on the field, shot through and through.

t was only at the sides that a broken-up hundred or less
managed to reach the trenches, and there they were met
by the bayonets of the Rutlands—

. I T T

The breastwork behind which the boys were blaced was
saddenly rushed by a score of big, hefty Prussians, and a
short, sharp, hand-to-hand struggle took place. .

Stephen, standing below his brother, saw a huge, wild-
eyed man in rifle-green spring on the breastwork and make
a desperate lunge at Sam. The bayonet clashed on the

“young-scout’s rifle-barrel and the next moment Sam’s three-

edged blade wae through the giant’s body. Before he could
recover it gnother Prussian whirled the butt of his rifle into
the air t%h the boy down, but Stephen’s revolver went
off in th¢“hian’s very face, and the two bodies toppled into
the trench together.  The wave of desperate Germans broke
upon the breastworks as a sea-wave breaks on a beach, and
though seven or eight of the defenders were bayoneted, not
2 Prussian came through alive. The charge was over.

Beyond the trenches the Prussians and Hanovers, or
what was left of them, fairly broke and ran. They flung
their rifies from them, and every man whose legs could
carry him fled back across the open towards the starting-
point, while the pitiless Maxims mowed them down. The
plain in front was a téd, helpless shambles, and in the near
centre the dead lay three and four deep. It was an awful
example of what modern musketry and guns, properly
1)1&0815, can do against a frontal attack.

“Glory, what a knock-out!” said Sam.
Weisshaus get it hot from his chief!” - )
-** Leg it, you chaps!” said Spencer, springing out of the
trench. “““Now’s our time or never! Bolt for Shorlands!”

Swiftly the order rang out along the line; the troops
seemed to rise out of the earth, and. in another minute they
were all doubling as hard as they could go to gain-the
position on the next hill; for it was the key to the whele
hosition.- . : < -7

The Prussians and Hanovers were routed completely, but
already some freshly-arriving t&&ps farther to the west-
ward were making a desperate effort to get in and cut off
the British force from the goal Colonel Blake hoped to
reach. It became a race of life and death. The Rutlands
could not hepe to kold out for goed in their present position,
but at Shorlands it would be very different. i

It was grand to see how smartly the compact little force
carried out the move. Though just out of a hot encounter,
every company was in good order. Thé wounded were
brought @%ay, and the guns, which up to the final mement
giested the departing Prussians, were the last to go. ‘They
had no horses, but-each gun was dragged at a rapid run
by several mien. And as Sam and Stephen belonged to no
company, they joined the gun-haulers and brought up the
rea#:- It was the place of honour in such a case. .

“T'ail on here, young ’uns, if you’re straining for a job,”
said the subaltern in charge of two of the guns, *‘ Plenty of
room on the ropes.”

He joined the men himself and helped haul. “The guns
went rolling and bumping over the broken greund, and a]l
the time the fresh German troops were racing at right
angles to the course the British were taking.

** Shall we do it?’ panted Stephen.

*“ No doubt about it,”” returned the subaltern; * we've got
to 1?

“Won't Von

“We've got a long start of the foot-men,” said Sam;

1

.they’l} never pull it off if their guns haven't arrived. But
hose cavalry—look at ’em!” :
“Away to the left, three troops of Saxon hussars were

) galloping down at full speed towards the British force. - It

was plain_to everybody that if they swept in among the
hurrying Rutlands there would be a terrible mess—nor could
the latter afford the time to form squares and face them,
for then they would ecertainly be cut off from Shorlands.
The order came for the guns to stand. :

Round came the m-poms and the two Maxims, the
gunners sprang to their posts, and as the cavalry swept
round the slopes at full gallop, with sabres flashing, the blast
from all four of the rear guns met them square.

The German cavalry had had to take the risk, and they
iook it. A minute or two sconer and they might have got
through, but now it.was impossible. They eould not face
the fire of the machine-guns.  Thirty saddles were emptied
in the twinkling of an eye, and the squadron split up and
made a desperate attempt te come on in open order. One
! : Had they been field-
guns, ‘threwing large shells, they would hdve been ridden
over, but the continuous hail of Maxim bullets and one-
pounder projectiles was more than any cavalry could
advance agafnst. = Loss than a minute saw the Prussian
Lassars in full retreat, fiying in all directions.
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A rousing cheer rose from the men at the guns, which
were instantly swung round again and raced away in the
wake of the now distant Rutlands, who had made the most
of their time. It was a severe strain for the last of the
journey, for it was all rising ground up to the central
position. But the main force were already swarming into
the deserted enclosures, and the guns came swinging in
while the baffled Germans were still toiling after them.

“Home at last!” shouted Stephen. *‘ Now we can give
’em socks !’

Without a moment’s delay, the Maxims and pom-poms
were mounted in the best positions for defence, and the
Rutlands lined the enclosure walls. Well in cover, they
poured out a fire that made the Germans give up an attack
that was now hopeless until many more men and guns
arrived, and the enemy had to retreat hurriedly out of
range.

Shorlands was no ordinary position for a defence, as Sam
knew, and as Stephen was now able to see. It was nob
merely a house, but an enclosure covering some acres of
ground, encircled by low, solid, old-fashioned walls, with
buttresses to support them here and thers, while the build-
ings—barns, stables, and outhouses—were in the middle. It
made a fine natural stockade, and was so placed that it
commanded the other positions around; nor was there any
place from which the enemy’s guns could properly command
Shorlands.

Every man that could be spared from the actual defence
was now at the work of increasing the defences. Three parts
of the Rutlands were backing the walls by piling earth and
turf and sacks of gravel against them, so as to quadruple
their strength and make slopes behind them on which to
mount the guns in proper emplacements.

There was a reconnaissance by the Germans very soon
afterwards. They withdrew after some slight firing; but
Colonel Blake’s face grew grave as he saw how strong the
cnemy was, and how many were their guns. A few shells
were pitched in as sighting shots by the German batteries,
but these made no impression on the double-banked walls,
and the few that came inside burst harmlessly in the open
parts of the enclosures.

Once the place was fairly reached. and made: secure, how-
ever, the boys felt the strain of all they had gone through
so severely that Stephen shut up like a claspknife, and was
pulled, snoring, into an outhouse by a sergeant of the Rut-
lands out of harm’s way. Sam, following, fell asleep beside
him at once.

The dusk was falling fast when Sam was awakened—not
by any alarm, but by sheer hunger; and very shortly after-
wards-he and Stephen finished off their emergency rations,
preferring to take their chance rather than ask for any focd
from- the besieged force, which was evidently short of it. In
fact, it puzzled them to know how the Rutlands expected to
exist at all with no supplies or communications; and just
then Spencer walked into the shed and discovered “the
awakened pair.

“Well,” said Sam, ‘““ here we are, perched u
in a giddy eyrie, all the lot of us. It’s a first-class position,
no doubt; but what I'm wondering is, how you chaps
arrived, and how you expect to stick here.””

“The last is a bit of a puzzler, I admit,” said Spencer;
‘“but, seeing that Blake’s got us so far, I fancy we sha’n’t
be here for nothing. As to how we arrived, it happened
after we wiped the Germans up at Rochester.”

“Did you?”

“Yes. They sent a. de¢lachment up from Sheerness, ex-
pecting to collar stores and things there. Blake, who was
sent down from Gravesend, surprised the beggars and
mopped ‘em up! It had been arranged that he should lead
a forlorn hope on to Sheppey, if there was any way of doin’
it, and that Sir Francis’s ships'd give him what help they
could. You know what a huge pull it’d be for us to win
back Sheerness,”

“Rather! But it was a hundred to one against anybody
passing the Swale, surely? It's 2 mile wide, an’ all the
Germans held this side.”

‘It takes a Blake to do a job like that,” said Spencer.
“ He pushed on to Faversham, which is at the head of a
creek opening on to the Swale on the mainland side, as you-
know. Well, of course, to take a force of a thousand men
in boats across an estuary a mile wide was hopeless in the
teeth of an enemy’s fire. Too slow a job. = But up at
Faversham there were a lot of craft that had run in for
shelter during the war, an’, of course, daren’t show their
noses outside while the Germans held the Thames mouth.

“Most of ‘em were-barges and coasting schooners, but
there were two good, powerful tugs. Blake grabbed those.at
once for his own purposes. There wasn’t any coal for ’em,
but wood was good enough to take ’em a short run, an’ he
could get plenty of that. He built up breastworks of stacked
THE GEM LIBRARY—No. 66.
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- planks-as well; six feet deep round the fore-decks of the tugs,

an’, mounted two guns on each.”
;- “Good man!” exclaimed Sam.
little game.” :
> . “He put his gunners and fifty picked shots on each tug,
- shoved all the rest of his men into feur big barges, an’ took
- the barges in tow of the tugs. At the top of high water, he
. set off down the creek, an’, of course, was out of sight of the
= Germans on Sheppey- till he reached the creekls mouth, an’
came into the Swale itself. Away went both tugs as hard
* a§ they could lick, straight across the Swale, with the*barges
behind ’em, an’ as‘the tide was right up they passed right
‘ over the flats, an’ beached themselves at Harty Ferry within
“ten minutes.

* “The Germans’at Shellness, at.the east end of the island,
' came streakin’ up in a dooce of a stew to step the landing,
_but there was.only a cavalry troop an’ some riflemen.”

“We saw ’em,”’ nodded Sam. ‘“We wondered what had

become of ’em.”

““Blake turned his guns on ’em from the tugs, and mopped
em up life anything, while the rest of us disembarked from
. the barge? double-quick, an’ took cover along the shore. We

sofin_made short work of that Shellness lot, an’ the garrison
: Sheerness was miles away, an’ had only just 'got

¢“Now I begin to see his

1

'vw%ﬂ'd of us. . o
3% Ag soon as we'd cleared the way, we all legged it like
‘ anything for Shorlind House, an’ were able to get as far as
“fhe- place where you found us, when we had to entrench
surselves in a hurry, an’ meet the Prussians that were sent

We've reached Shorland, and here we make ouse

v Great Scott! What a rippin’ bit of work!” said
< Stephen enthusiastically. ‘ Blake’s the sort of chap T'd like
“to serve under—eh, Sam? But, I say, how are you goin’ to
Tiold out here without grub ?” . e
““Evéry man has three days’ emergency rations on him,
< said Spencer, “and we’ve brought a load or two with us as
‘well. Beastly patent compressed grub—you know the stuff—
“but good enough to keep us goin’. We're makin’ a big
- effort to win back Sheerness, which means the command of
the. Thames, an’ London, too, an’ it’ll be the best day’s work
“for Britain since—— Hallo!” ]
There was a crackle of shots from the farther wall, and
- at the same time that a skirmishing party went out through
“the gates a couple of the dismounted yeomen, with one of
“the Rutlands, brought in a prisoner—a stout, tough-looking
German. .
It was the Uhlan captain who had captured them at the
- miine-station, and brought them before Von Weisshaus to be
anged. ) o SR
¥ o %Iy eye ! said Stéphen, * Look at-that, Sam ! J¥§ our
worthy pal ~of ~the  mine- : :

i

_the first time.

. to'allow it me, 'sir—-‘-andyyou have it. May as well be com-

fortable while I'm here.’

“You mean, you don’t think it’ll be long before your
forces capture this place?” put in Stephen rather grimly.
‘“ Well, Herr Captain, you'll have the privilege of being
wiped out with the rest of us' if it does happen; for I
believe there won’t be any surrender.”

Spencer laughed; and the Uhlan captain looked at the
boy with a“ twinkle in his eye as they walked back to the

_ outhouse together; for oncd an officer has given parole—his

word of honour not to escape, even if he has the chance—

" no guard is set over him.

“We met under different circumstances last time, young
gentlemen I’ chuckled the Uhlan, as Spencer departed,
asking the boys to keep the prisoner company while he was
gone. : . L.

“Yes,” said Sam. *You're rather luckier than we were,
Herr Captain. I don't seem to remember your offering us
parole.” - -

 Ach, but consider !"” said the German, his eye twinkling
again. ““I have not blown up a-mine-station, or sunk a
Brz:in,s,port, or made myself as busy.as you did. I wish I
had. e S

“ Well, we needn’t complain, for we’re well out of it,"”
said Sam: “though Von Weisshaus is a bit disappointed, 1
dare say.” . : :
~ “You may not believe me, but I am glad you got away,”
said the Uhlan. *It is not for me to ¢riticise my com-
manding officer, but I do not like those gallows methods of
his. No; personally, T"d have stuck out for shooting you
like gentlemen.”

¢ Thanks!” said Stephen, laughing. *You'll admit it's
rather galling to be called a_spy when you can’t answer

back. By the way, your people don’t always shoot
prisoners, I suppose? Why should we be shot when we’re
caught ?” .

““ Well, there seems to be a general opinion among our
staff that a bullet will be the best cure for you when we
get hold of you,” chuckled the Uhlan. “/You see, you've
been more trouble to us than most, an’ that Cadet Corps of
yours, which we don’t recognise as a British regiment, gives
them a loophole. You really can’t wonder at it, for you've

-been an unmitigated nuisance.”

“That's good news, anyhow,” grinned Stephen.

“T don't want to flatter you, but the Commander-in-Chief
himself mentioned you the other day, I'm told—and no% for
He ordered that any of our men who got
hold. of you, and let you slip through their fingers
aftegwards, wilk be shot themselves! You've done damage

SEC - ; :* enough, he. says.”

station, -whe brought . us be-
fore that hangman they call

their ‘colonel’! Tables are Now on Sale.
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“I'd no idea we'd pulled
Von Krantz’s leg to that
extent,” chuckled. Stephen. -
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turned now—eh—what?”

Lieutenant- Spencer strode
forward at once. The men
in charge of the German
saluted.

“Qur scouting-party was ji§
lying in cover down the hill, gk
sir,”” .said the sergeant,
“and the prisoner rode
through us. He was makin’
a reconnaissarice, I think.”

“Captain of Uhlans, is it
not?”’ said Spencer civilly
to the prisoner, in fairly
good German.
© ¢“That’s right,” returned
the German. *‘Herzog is
my name. I supose I must
be taken before your com-
manding officer ?”’

“He’s busy just mow,”
said Spencer; “but he’ll be
delighted to receive you

' Bouveric Street, Fleet Street,
- London, who will be pleased to
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“Will he shoot Weisshaus,
then?” -
“That'd<be going rather
far,” said Sam, grinning;
“but, anyway, I reckon
Von Weisshaus'll get it in
the neck for to-day’s work,
an’ I'm sure I hope so. A
man who wants to string you
up like a horse-thief, just
because you've been play-
ing the game for your own
side, deserves the worst you
can wish him. Well, cap-
tain, I’m afraid you won’t
get much to eat while you're
up here. This is the
‘Sooner  Brigade '—sooner
" fight than feed, especially
when they’ve nothing to feed

WHOM TO WRITE TO: The
Editor, *“ GEM” Library, 23-9,

hear from you.

presently, Herr Captain. !
-And in the meantime, if There’s heaps of fun and some bewildering surprises, on. But here’s Spencer
you'll give me your parole, I Gore, the cad of the Fourth, gets a very bad shock ! back !”

1’1l relieve you of your

guard.”

“My parole? Oh, cer-
tainly I’ said Herzog. *‘ Not
much chance of escaping §
from this place of yours, or |
.I wouldn’t give it. But
it’s most courteous of you

- As for the rest—well, you will see next Thursday, and per
haps you will make sure of your GEM by telling your news:
agent to reserve you a copy now.

(Another Iong Instat-
ment of this splendid
war serial in next Thurs-
day’'s “Gem"' Library.
Order it in advance.
Price One Penny.)
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