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H “What's that 7’
“ Funny I*

Three several exclamations broke from Tom Merry,
Monty Lowther, and Manners, and like one the Terrible
Three rose and went to their study window.

“ My eye!l”

“Isn’t she a little beauty !”

¢ Ripping [

“ Like a new pin!”

¢ Look at her bonnet!”?

““ And her hood !’

“Just suit us down to the ground !”

Tom Merry opened the window overlooking the quad., and
the three juniors leaned out and peered down eagerly at
the object of their admiration.

“There’s old Figgy and his crowd coming across!’ ex-
claimed Manners.

“Yes, and Blake &% Co., too,” added Monty Lowther.
“Look at Jack Blake trying to appear unconcerned. It’s
as much as he can do to keep from running.”

“Figgy’'ll get there first!” showted Lowther. “ His long
legs don’t look as if they were moving very fast, but he
does cover the ground. I wonder who she belongs to? She
is a little beauty, and no mistake !”’

“ Rather I’ commented Manners
S What 1
¢ Tom Merry grunted. His sunny face was rather over-
clouded, but he soon recovered his good spirits.

“I don’t envy the lucky beggar she belongs to,”” he said,
““but, my word, if she belonged to us!”

Manners and Sonty Lowther grinned appreciatively.

Words were usdless, and the three leaned further over the
window-sill.

The scene in the quad. below was an animated one.

In the centre of a ring of juniors, mostly Third-Formers,
stood a natty little, dark red motor-car.

She vibrated gently, with her engine going at quarter
speed, and the afternoon sun glinted on nickel-plated fittings
and lamps. .

The juniors were filled with admiration, and Curly Gibson,
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of the Third, hung round the side of the hooter, eyeing it
with longing eyes and itching fingers. He would have given
his best top to press the tempting, black rubber bulb; but
he was an inmate of 8t. Jim’s, and if mischief-loving, was
not ill-mannered.

A young man clad in a leather coat occupied the driver’s
seat, and he glanced at the crowd of juniors with a smile.
His eyes settled on a freckled.”aced Third-Former.

“This is St. James’s College 77 he inquired.

Wally D’Arcy looked surprised. It had not occurred to
him that there existed some benighted individuals who had
never heard of the old coliege. But his hesitation was only
momentary.

“ Yes, this 1s 85t Jim’'s.
Dr. Holmes? He’s away.

The young man in the leather coat shook his head.

“ Well, no, not exactly,” he said. “I wish te sce Master
Merry.”

“Tohm Merry 17 i

Jack Blake, who was just behind D’Arcy minor, heard the
name, turned quickly, and looksd up at the Terrible Three’s
study window.

The rest of the juniors and the new arrival did likewise,
and the threa chums looked down in astonishment at the sea
of upturned faces. -

“ What the dickens is the matter with them ?” muttored
Manners. “Hi! D’you want me, Jack Blake?”

“ No, not vou, old son!” shouted the leader of Study
No. 6. * This gentleman is inquiring for Tom Merry.”

“Eh? What?” :

“Tom Merry!”

Do you wish to see the Head—

2

Tom Merry’s head promptly disappeared, and half a | 7

second later the open window was left empty.

When the three came rushing down the steps, the motorist
drew an envelope from his pocket.

¢ Buck up, Tom Merry!” cried Jack Blai e, litile aware
of how near the truth he was. * Hore’s your new motor-cor
Just arrived !”

A curious smile played round the ctrners of the strangor’s
mouth as he stepped from the car and handed the envelope
to the chief of the Terrible Three.

The group of juniors were as still as mice.

A feeling of excitement was 1 the air.




_bwenty deep round the herc of the hour and the new

- little run.
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-Pom Merry took the envelope and looked at the motorist

~inquiringly.

ok

The young man ssemed to ernjoy the junior

; s surprise
“7 think I should open the letter,”” he sa alt

3

d, after a long

pause. “That will explain matters.”

“Hury up, for goodness’ sake!” muttered Monty
Towthe « as Tom Merry turned over the sealed envelope
slowly i his hand. ““Open if, fathead!”

“This is some gid(}}y jape I

=

whispered "Tom DMerry.
¢ Anyhow, herve goes! :

The sound of the enveclope being torn was distinctly
audible to all in the dead silence.

Monty Lowther and Manners leaned forward
their chum drew out the letter.

Tom Morry glanced. quickly at the few lines of writing.
A bright flush of colour spread over his face. His hand
dropped to his side, and he gazed at the smiling motoriss
in blank ameazement.

zerly as

CHAPTER 2.
" The Trial Trip.

3¢ Y aunt !” shouted Jack Blake. “ What’s the matter
\ with you, Tonf Merry? Steuck dumb, or what?”

- “ No, it’s my uncle, not aunt,” replied Tom
Merry. ¢
- “Vour uncle? What d’you mean?” cried Manners.
“Took and see!”
Tom Merry gave the letter to his chums.
They seized 1t eagerly.
Monty Lowther thumped Tom Merry on the back.
Manners gave a howl of delight.
““it’s his !’ he shouted.
¢ Who's?” demanded a chorus of voices.
“TPom Merry’s!’”
“ What 17
His uncle in America has sent it.
“ Hip-pip-hooray !’
“ Bravo !”
“ood old Tom Merry !
‘The assembly of juniors broke into wild cheers, and nearly
everycne insisted or shaking hands with the Jucky junior.
In his excitement Figging seized the motosist’s hand, and
pump-handled vigorously.
At last the excitement died down a little, and there was
a chance for everyone to examine the little car in detail.
By this time, however, nearly all the members of both
the School House and the Now House had assembled’in
the guad.
Juniors and oven some of the lordly Sixth stood ten and
motor,
Those in the front rank were pressed close up against the
car, and late arrivals shouted loud inguiries as to what
was up. :
The young man who had, rought the car turned to Tom

Hocray !

 Moerry.

“ 71 think, perhaps, it would be as well if we went for a
- We shall get swamped otherwise. Can you get
off ?

“Oh, yes; it’s a half!”

“ Well, jump in, then.”

Tom Merry hung back for a moment.

“ All right!” cxclaimed Manners and Monty Lowther in
unison. ‘“Co on. You can take us for a run ancther time.”

“No need to wait!” exclaimed the motorist, quick ta
seize the reason for Tom Merry’s unwillingness.  We can
squeeze three on the seat, and another on the step. By the
way, my name is Evans.”

“ This is Monty Lowther, and this Manners,” said Tom
Merry promptly. ; :

Then, nothing loth, the juniors climbed in after the driver,
and it was not such a tight fit after all.

Tom Merry was seated next to the motorist, and he eyed
the manipulation of tne two little Jevers under the steering-

_ wheel with interest.

It was a British made car, and his experience of motor-

7 - engines had been confined to Lord Eastwood’s big 40 hp.,

which was an imported car.

The driver pressed a pedal with his left foot, and the
juniors in front of the bounnet drew back as the engine
accelerated.

S Ready 2!

- SORichi !’ - . -

The driver sounded his hooter, and the little car glided
{orward through the lane made by the juniors. Out into the
centre of the quad., and then in a half circle, towards the
big gates. =

“Sae you later, Jack Blake!”
they swept past.

shouted Tom Merry, as

 “3We can’t

“Right-ho!” cried the leader of Btudy No. 6.
all come at once. So long!”
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Taggles; the school porter, came out from the lodge as
the car passed into the road, and he grunted disagreeably
as Manners waved his hand jauntily.

“Ta-ta, Taggy ! '

“Ugh!” growled the porter. % Young bhimp! If I
the *Ead I’d niake ’em work halves and hall. T'd—

What Taggles would have done in such an unlikely event
is lost for cver, for he wvamished into his coltage, and com-
muned in privacy.

From the college the little red car sped along the Ryl
combe read, and the first two cr threec miles were covered
in silence. :

At the fourth mile Manners uttered an ex
pleasure.

They had just topped a sctiffish hill on top speed, and
despite the extra load she had skimmed the road like a
bird.

“She’s a stunner I”

The driver nodded ard smiled
to take the descent.

“Veg; there's not many could beat
horse-power,” he said.

““What is the power?”

¢ Six horse.”

¢ 8he seems jolly easy to drive.”

“Yes; but yowll ind that simple as she is you can’t take
the same liberties that you can with a high-powered car.
You’ll soon pick it up, though, and gei the best out of her,
and her worsh is as good as a good many other’s best.”

“an T should think!” exclaimed Tom Merry enthusias-
tically. “1It was jolly good of you to bring her down, Mr.
Fvans.”

“1 thought youd be glad to have her,” replied the
motorist. © We only had your uncle’s cable yesterday, so,
you see, we haven’t lost any times Now, would you like
to take the wheel? You have a licence?”

“Ves, but I don’t often get the chance to use it,” said
Tom Merry, with a grin. “Shove over a bit, Monty.”

Tho car was drawn into the side, and the change wag
soon” effected, and Tom Merry tock the steering-whesl.
“Don’t ~rget your cluteh,” cautioned the driver.
“Good ! =
With little difficulty, Tom Merry, sirange as he was to the
new car, gob into his spead and changed, under the
directions of the mo to second, and thence to tep
apeed.

The car behaved beautifully,” and buzzed along with a
rhythmic purring of her engine.

Mile after mile was covered, and St. Jim’s College receded
further and further behind the fascinated trio. .

At last Mr. Evans looked at his watch.

“Well, T don’t know aboub you thres,”’ he said; “but I
have to get back to town, you know, and I believe the trains
are not very frequent.”

“We'll turn back at
ingo, we've come over
c’clock now !”

Monty Lowther gave a low whistle.

“(lose on ecighteen in the hour To
not allowing fer the ten-mile limit v
the villages.

Tom Merry laughed gaily.

““ At that rate,” he said, “we've got time to get some tea.
There’s a train ab six-thirty, Mr., Evans; will that do?”’

This proposal was readily agreed to, and Tom Merr
brought his car to a standstill close to a little farmhouse.

“Jooks a likely place,” said Manners. “T’Il go and
see.”

The Fourth-Former ran up the path and tapped at the
door.

A rosy-cheeked country:ioman appeared in the entrance,
and her greeting was one of true, couniry welcome.

Perhaps Manners’ frank face had socmething to de with if,
but that is neither here nor there.

He returned triumphant.

“Come on !”” he cried, as he reached the gate.
be ready in two ticks.
hungry I

“So am I!” echoed Monty Lowther.

“And so am I,” added Mr. Evans. “Better shut off your
engine, Merry. It's only a waste of petrol to keep her
running.”’

A final gentle cough, and the engine stopped. Then, with
many a backward glance, the Terrible Three followed the
motorist into the farmhouse.

Truly, Manners had been correct in his description, and
the tea-table, already laid, looked very inviting set, as it
was, in the old cak panelled parvlour.

A bright fire was burning in the big, open grate, and it
was a merry party that sat down to tea and hot to :
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as he shut down the throttle

for her size and

inquired

cnce ! cried
o

thirty miles,

“By
s only four

e

n Merry, and that’s
n we came through

b “Tea will
It’s a cosy little place, and I'm
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ers, as he heaved a sigh of content.

» ne: e was all about motors, and the

vintance of their new friend, and
voung faces he did not rezret the

m to Ieave his duties in town, and

locked af the hay
alse that bad led

vans was the head manager of
one of i firms 1o London, but he was not old
enough rpottenn his own schooldays, and it was
with a fesling of regret that he settled their modest score
znd gave the word to return.

This is my treat!” he cried, as Tom Merry put his
hund io his pocket. “No; I insist! One of these days I'll
come down to St. Jitn’s; you can staud me a feed in your

tudy.
“Hear
Taggy's

5}

hear ! exclaimed Manners.
shop, and have a yrd bust-up.”

S We'lll raid old

i La ha i

The junjor’s blunt deseription raised a general laugh, and
with cordial good-bye’s to their obliging hostess, the party
broke up.

Tom Merry ran to start the engine.

RIGH

“eiolly hard fpck T call this,” growled Mauners. LI think we’d better call out the rest of the Form when l
we get back and pring the car home in bits!” 1]
¢ luck is in to-day and no mistake!” exclaimed He gave the starting-handle a dozen vigorous turns.

The car remained as still as a bloek of wood. -
Mr. Evans thoughtfully attended to the petrol and switch,
Then one turn of the handle did the trick.

“Tts just as woll, Merry,” observed Mr. Evans drily, as

he got in, “to turn on your petrol and switch first, or else
P'm afraid you'd have some difficulty in starting without the
ai1d of a horse.”
Tom Merry
grinning face.
Then they started on the return journey.

lushed and frowned at Monty Lowther’s

CHAPTER 3.

The Terrible Three are Iaterrupted.
00T 17
An hour later the little red car turned the bend
into Rylcombe village. Thers was plenty of time to
get to the station, but, nevertheless, Tom Merry was looking
rather worried.

He slowed down to the ten-mile limit with a thoughtful

expression on his face. -
A difficulty had oeccurred. .
Tue Gem LiBrARY.—No. 105.
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The others were talking animatedly, and for the time  The absence of the car took the member of Study ©'s
being did not notice his distraction. attention from his bruised and raffled condition.
Suddenly Monty Lowther stopped in the middle of a Three figures vanished into the night, and the enly reply
sentence, and eyed his chief intently. Jack Blake received was the patter of fest, fast growing
““Hallo! What’s wrong, Tom Merry 2! - fainter in the distafice.
“Where are we going to put her?” blurted the chief of “The rotters!” howled Jack Blake. The—the howling
the Terrible Three, rotters! Come on, Dig !”
S Pt her?? Dighy came along promptly, but the pair might just as
“Yes, of course. We can’t leave a car like this in the  well have tried to chase the wind.
guad. all night.” , When they arrived in sight of the cclleze entrance-hall
- “Jingo, I'd never thought of that!” said Manners. there was not a sign of the Terrible Three. :
 “Have to get Taggy to let you put it in the Flead’s coach- The light from the hall streamed out on a pair of anzry,
“ house,” suggested Monty Lowther. flushed faces.
“M’ves! I can seec Taggles doing that,” replied Tom “ Why didn’t you collar them ?"* grunted Digby.
Merry grimly. ““He’s the nice, obliging sort of chap that “Collar them !I”” sniffed Jac), Blake. “I hke that. Why

would. Besides, the Head’s awayv.’’ didn’t you, instead of hanging on to my ear like that ?”’
. y % . : ¥ g 3

“P’r’aps he'll be back when we return,” said Manners ‘I}igby ignored thirpointed remark, ; :
hopefully. “In any case, you'll have to see him. My - 1 suppose 1€ was Tom Merry & Uo. I”” he said meckly, as
_ eye ) hey mounted the steps.
Manners stopped abruptly, and the Terrible Three looked ::Uf course it was!” snapped Jack Blake.
st one ancther in silence. But the car!

. ¥ e € e tF - ve bee . .
Their unspoken thought was—would the Head let them | Oh, blow the car! Tt couldn’t have been anyone else; all
zeep the car? - the others are in, including Gussy. I'm going fo their

The very idea was enough, and Manners and Moxfty study.” £

Lowther looked as grave as their chief. Simmering with a desire for vengeance, Jack Blake and

Mr. Evans sized up the sitaastion. Dighy marched up the stairs and down the corridor.

¢ FLook here,’” he said; ¢ there’s a garage down there. We Without ceremony, they bounced into the Terrible Three's
passed it a minute age. Why nof leave the car there until  study.
she morning—until you kave seen your head-magster—eh 7’ Tom Merry, Manners, and Monty Lowther were busily

“Bplendid I”? exclaimed Tom Merry. “But what sbout  writing. ¥
yo‘xf? It’s some distance to the station.” Jack Blake gasped.

Oh, I shall be all right! A walk will do me good. Tom Merry looked up with a genial smile.
Besides, I want to stretch my legs. Murn round here, and ° ¢ Come in, you chaps—den’t knock. Take a chair.”
Pll go back with you to the shop ant: o that everything’s “Take my hat!” shout:d Jack Blake.  What d’you mean
all sight 5 by biffing into us like that?”’

Tom Merry obeyed gratefully enough. ““ Yes, what d'you mean by it?” howled Dighy.

A ear weighing something over half a ton was not a “PBiff I” exclaimed Tom Merry, laying down his pen and
thing for a schoolboy to be stranded with, and in the gazing at Jack Blake with an air of innocent surprise.
absence of Dr. Holmes all sorts ef difficulties might erop up. “Biff 1
_The man at the little country cycle-shop—the garage con- ““Yes, biff I snanned Jack Blake.

- pisted of a disused stable—touched his cap as he recognised “Biff I” echoed Digby, turning up his cuff. “B-i-ff1”
the three juniors, and Mr. Evans soon made arrangements “Biff,’ did you say 7’ inguired Manners. I say, Monty,
for the night’s ledging for the car, and backed her safely in. do you think they’re at all dangerous ?7?

It was dusk when all had been made snug, snd he sheok Monty Lowther picked up a large bottle of ink, and eyed
hands with the three juniors. it reflectively. c

“Qood-bye !” he said. “I'm glad I came down.” “Really,  don’t know,” he said slowly.  Perhaps a little

“So are we !’ cried the Terrible Three, heartily and with  of this applied to the nape of Pighy’s neck might revive
one accord. ‘‘ Good-bye, sir I imi. "

“And don’t forget to come to tea with wus,” added “ Ha, ha, ha!”

Maunners. Tom Merry roared with laughter at the expression on the

“1 won’t,” replied Mr. Evans, with a laugh. “T’H come indignant Dighy’s face.

right enough. Good-bye for the present!” ¢ Let us try peaceful methods first,” he said. “ Suppese
The genial motorist strode away in the gloom, and the  yeu it on Blake’s head, for a start?”’
Terrible Three made for the footpath across the fields to ** Look here!” shouted Jack Blake, 25 a doubt crossed his
St. Jim’s. mind. ‘“Did you, or did you net biff into us??
~ “3iy! What a day it’s been,” said Manners, as they “* Not!” said Tom Mesry promptly. :
‘crossed the stile, and the lights of St, Jim’s shene in the The leader of Study Neo. 6 gazed at Digby in despair.
distance. “ Sha'n’t we have some ripping times!” .The Terrible Three were not in the habit of telling lies,
-~ “My word, yes!” agreed Monty Lowther. “Tom Merry and yet there was a suspicious grin cn Tom Merry’s face.
will forget all about kis old chums now.” Suddenly Digby gave a jump.
“Ha, ha, ha!l” “ What's thas!”’ he shouted excitedly, pointing an accusing
Toin Merry burst into a happy laugh. : finger at Manners” collar. : ;
“ Somebody’s looking for a thick ear,” he said. * Come ‘“That!” replied the latter, looking down. ‘ That!t Oh,
on; T’ll race you to the gates!” very likely that’s where you planted your clumsy hoof |’
- Manrners and Monty Lowther pelted after their chief. *“ Ha, ha, ha!”
Across the last field, down the lane they sprinted, turning ‘“Ho, ho, ho!”
~into the gates of St. Jim’s in a bunch. The Terrible Three roared with laughter,
“ Wow 17 Jack Blake turned a dusky red.
“ My hat 1 i ﬁutfbut ” he stuttered.
“ What the dickens!” “Yes?”
At the precise moment when the Terrible Three whisked “ You said you didn’t biff into us!”
round the corner in the dark, Jack Blake and Digby were “ Bxactly,” said Tom Merry quickly. ‘A slight mistake
- coming full speed in the opposite direction. on your part.”
There was a collision “ What 1
Jack Blake gave a yell of surprise, and a howl of pain “ Fyom our poini of view,” exclaimed Tom Merry, ““you
went up on the part of Digby, who received the top of his  biffed into us—not us we you. See?”
teader’s head in his chest. “ Well, ’m blessed!”
~ The three came down with a bump, and Manners and Jack Blake first looked angry, then the humour of the situa-
Monty Lowther sprawled over the squirming mass of legs  tion struck him, and he burst out laughing.
" and arms. > *“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Whe is it7” yelled Jack Blake, pushing the tce of a Digby joined a lLittle later, and peace was restored.
beot out of his mouth. “Let me gerrup! Il scrag—TI’ll “1 say, though,” exclaimed the leader of Study No. 6,
- Wow!” “how did you get on—have a smash-up, or what? Where's

Jack Blake yelled again as a hand grabbed him by the  the car?’ -
ear. : “ One thing at a time,” replied Tom Merry. “ We haven’t
“Leggo! Wow ! - had a smash-up ‘or what,” as you call it; and the car is at
“Oh, it’s you, is it!” said Digby’s voice. “I made sure the village. We found we could not make room for it in the
it was Tom Merry. They’ve come back !’ study.”
“Come back !” snorted Jack Blake. 8o I should think. % (Oh, you're too funny for wordst What did you leave it
- Hallo! Where’s the car? You haven’t had a smash-up  in the village for?” = -
already, have you?” - - ~ “Couldn’t help it.”* - = e
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““ You see,’”” said Manners, with an air of resigned patience,
¢“we decided that the Head might object to having his
carriage turned out of the coachhouse in his absence, and we
did not think it advisable to——"’

“ Oh, stop that!” cried Jack Blake. “ 8o you've left her
in the village 7’

‘“You've guessed it first go!”’ said Tom Merry. ¢ We have
left the car in the charge of a respousible person at Rylcombe
village until such time as we can acquaint the Head of her
arrtval and make due and proper provision for her keep——"’

‘“ Are you going to stop fooling?” interrupted Jack Blake.
“Tell us about the run, and stop rotting!”

““ Spiffing !”” said Monty Lowther laconically.

“ Ripping !”? agreed Manners.

“Fine!” said Tom Mer:y. :

“Ts that all you have to say?”’ said Jack Blake sarcastically.

“Oh, no! Beautiful!”

¢ Serumptious !’

““ Splendiferous !’

“Is that better?” inquired Tom Merry. = “Does that
convey to you a correct idea of the state of affairs?”’

Jack Blake sniffed and turned to go.

““Come on, Dig! There’s something the matter with these

three. I'm off!” - .
“Your rocker?”’ inquired Manners, opening the door
politely. :

Jack Blake and Digby glared, but as they passed out the
Terrible Three were very close together, so warfare was
prevented. o :

“We had them beautifully that*time!” said Tom Merry,

. with a grin, as the door closed. 4

““Quite right too!” commented Monty: Lowther. “ We
didn’t biff into them any more than they did into us! Hallo!
Back again?”’

The study door had ovened gently, but it was not Jack
Blake! A boy in spectacles, with a large and bumpy fore-
head peered in.

It was Herbert Skimpole, the amateur Socialist.

¢ Hallo, Skimmy!’’ exclaimed Tom Merry.

“@Good-evening !’ said the amateur Socialist politely. I
came to see &

“Yes? What?”’

“I hear vou have recently acquired a motor-car. I am
sorry to say 1 was unable to come down this afternoon, but I
was busy with some work for Mr. Linton, and: 2

Manners coughed loudly.

“ Sorry to hear you were busy,” exclaimed Tom Merry,
¢ but so are we just at present. We have some pressing work
to do for Mr. Railton.”

“ Dear me, that’s a great pity!” exclaiined Skimpole. “I
wanted to talk to you. I thought possibly that I might be
of some assistance to you. As a Socialist——" y

“What! You don’t mean to say you're going to help with
our impots?’ cried Manners. ‘ Good for you! That’s what
I call true Socialism!”’ g

Skimpole took off his large glasses, and wiped them care-
fully.”

H):} blinked for a moment at the Terrible Three.

“It was not that quite,”’” he said. ‘‘I came to explain to
you the principle of petrol motors. I have never driven a
car myself,”” he went on modestly, “ but I have read a great
number of books on the subject, and as I have a theoretical
grasp of all the intricacies of a motor-car, I can explain to
you all about your new car.”

“That’s very kind of you, Skimmy!”

said Tom Merry

gravely. 5 ;
* Awfully—awfully!” said Manners.
Skimpole bowed. <

““T shall be ready to-morrow morring at seven,” he said.

¢ What !”

T shall be ready at seven.”

¢ What for?”’ :

“To demonstrate to you the principles of—""

¢ But we are going for a run!” said Tom Merry quickly.

Skimpole beamed, He was an unsophisticated youth.

“ All the better, Tom Merry. While we are driving along
I shall be able to demonstrate the working of the cylinder. I
believe you can drive, but it is a purely mechanical action on
your part. In reality, you are all quite ignorant of 2

¢ Must do something to stop him,” muttered Manners, as
he let the poker fall on the fender with a clatter. * He’s like
the little brook!”’

¢ As I was saying,” went on Skimpole, “ you do not under-
stand these matters thoroughly, but with me by your side,
everything will be made clear.”

Tom Merry stared at the amateur Socialist in silence.

 Well, of all the cheek!” he gasped at last.

“1 beg your vardon?”’

Tom Merry shook his head hopelessly.

Manners and Monty Lowther stepped forward as one.
Gently, but firmly, they took Skimpole by his skinny
shoulders, and propelled him towards the door.

3
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The amateur Socialist struggled feebly, but although ha
wriggled, first one foot and then the other went waveringly
towards the passage.

“I—1 haven’t finished! I—" i

“Yes, you have,” said Manners soothingly.
can assure you you have.”

Tom Merry grinned, and was obliging enough to open the
study door.

The amateur Socialist found himself on the mat. Ha turned
and surveyed the stout oaken door, and then, with a ponderous
frown on his brow, drifted down the corridor.

*“ Another madmen got rid of!” cried Monty Lowther,
‘“Ha, ha, ha! He’s a well-mecaning little worm, but he wants
a gag!”

Tap !

“Who’s that?” shouted Tom Merry.

“ You have—I

“You locked ths

door, didn’t you, Monty?”’

Monty Lowther shook his head.

“No,” he replied in a whisper,  you know I didn’t.
key’s been missing since last Saturday.”’

Then Tom Merry groaned, and made a dart for a chair.

He was too late! The study door had opened.

The swell of St. Jim’s entered.

‘“ My congwatulations, deah boy!” he said. “ I knocked a}
the doah, but weceivin’ no weply, I
“ We're awfully busy, Gussy!” interrupted Tom Merry.
d.Ar.thur Augustus adjusted his monocle with his best air of

1gnity.

‘I offah you my congwats., Tom Mewwy, and I considah
youah weception as unbefittin’ that of one gentleman fte
anothah !’

“Rats!” muttered Manners. !

“Did you speak, Mannahs?”’ said the swell of St. Jim’s,
turning sharply. * Did I heah you say ¢ Wats’?”’

Manners grinned cheerfully.

Arthur Augustus advanced threateningly.

“ Unless you apologise, I shall administah a feahful
thwashin’ I’

Tom Merry stepped forward hastily.

The s cll of St. Jim’s was a different thing to Skimpole,
and the study table was already rocky on two of its legs.

““ Consider the apology made, Gussy,” he cried. -

The

“Vewy well, I accept,”” said Arthur Augustus. I accept
by pwoxy.” - s
“And thanks for your congratulations,” added Tom

Merry.

The swell of St. Jim’s bowed, but made no move to go.
Indeed, he seated himself in the armchair, and settled him-
self comfortably.

The Terrible Three exchanged a look of hopeless despair.

Tom Merry sat down at the table and took up his pen.

Arthur Augustus crossed his legs and surveyed the tip of
his patent boot with a complacent air.

For a while there was silence.

¢ Undah the cires., deah boy,” said the swell of St. Jim’s
at last, “I shall be pleased to take you undah my wing,
an’ put you up to any w’inkles. A motah wequiahs a lot
of bwain powah to compwehend.”

Manners stuffed his handkeschief in his mouth.

Monty Lowther poked the fire vigorously.

Tom Merry looked anything but impressed.

Arthur Augustus waited until Lowther had finished with
the poker, and then, placing the tips of his fingers together,
leaned back in his chair, and regarded the chief of the
Terrible Three with an expression of inquiry on his aristo-
cratic face. ]

“ Well 2” inquired Tom Merry.

“Bai Jove!”

The swell of St. Jim’s sat bolt upright.

“You don’t seem vewy much impwessed,” he observed.
“I considah you fail ‘o appweciate the value of my
wemarks. But we will go for a wide to-mowwow befoah
bwealkfast, and you will be able to acquiah a gweat deal of
infoahmation fwom the mannah of my dwivin’.”

Arthur Augustus paused expectantly.

“You’re a jolly good driver,” said Tom Merry.

Manners and Monty Lowther started.

The swell of St. Jim’s looked gratified.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“And you can handle a car iike one o’clock.”

¢ Yaas, wathah!”

““ And you know all about motor-cars.”

4 0Oh, yaas !

¢ Kverything !’

*“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“But there’s one thing you can’t do.”?

Thle swell of St. Jim’s opened his mouth, but did nct
speak.

The rest of the Co. behind his chair grinned.

“Bai Jove, an’ pway what is that, deah boy ?”

¢ You can’t drive my car,”’ said Tom Merry decisively.
; : Ture Geu Laprary.—No. 105.
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“1a, ha, ha!?

““Don’t be so wedic.,, Tom Mewwy [”’ gasped the swell of
St. Jim’s. “Of course I can dwive youah cah!”

¢ No, you cannot.”

Manners and Lowther chuckled with glee.

“Do 1 compwehend Jyou to say that 1 am incapable of
dwivin’ youah motah 77’

“You’ve hit it.”?

“But I wefuse to tolewate so
wemark.”

< All right, then !’

“Po Jou iewmusly mean that, Tom Mewwy?

uttahly wediculous a

Why, I

can dwive anythin’.

I dessay.”

rthur Augustus looked puzzlod

Bu* you can’t drive mine,” went on Tom Merry.
‘“ \'Vl,l 7’!
At last the direct question had come. There was a twinkle
- in Tom Merry’s eye.

‘‘ Because I sha’n’t let you,” he said promptly. “I'm not
going to run the risk. If you have any advice to give,” he
added blandly, “kindly write it down and—and post it.
The matter wﬂl Jreceive my earliest attention.

S Ha he ha

 Wottahs 1

THe vl of St. Jim’s bounced ta his feet, and then
changed his mind. He had not ﬁmsheu yet, V\thh was un-

_fortunate for him, for when he sat down again the chair
was no longer there.

I‘{g r??’.ched the floor with a bump that shook the study.

“Ow!

“Ha, ha, ha'l?

Manners leaned over the back of the chair he had se
~ opportunely but quite innocently removed, and shrieked
. with laughter.

Arthur Augustus was up in a jiffy, and, gasping for
breath, he made a dive for Tom Merry.

Moity Lowther collared him low, and the pair rolled on

the floor.
“Wottah ! Welease‘“me 22
‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“ You are wuining my waistcoat, you outwageous wottah !
¥ shall wefuse to speak to you. Wescue !’
Manners sprang to_the rescue, and between the pair of
them the struggling D’Arcy was rolled clear of the table.
Monty Lowther promptly sat on his legs, and Manners
on his neck.
“Wow! Wottah! T shall—/"
“The ink-bottle, please, Tom Merry !” said Manners.
Tom Merry advanced.
Out of the corner of one eye the swell of St. Jim’s saw
him coming. He gave a wail of anguish.
‘“ Now, then!” said Tom Merry, in a business-like tone
of voice. ‘ Where will you have it ?”
The bottle was held at a dangerous angle. :
“T w-won’t have it. I—I—T wefuse. Wottahs! We—"
. “Wili you have it i the neck or shut up?”’ shouted Tom
Merry, sHakmg with laughter.
“I1—1 we—r-
“Will you shut up ?”?
A spot of ink splashed past D’Arcy’s
He was silent instantly.
““ That’s better. Now, will you promise to behave your-
gelf like a little genﬂeman 2
The captors wrlgrled with delight.
“1—1 we—"
“ Will you promlse" 4
“No; I—2
VAnothev' spot of ink descended.
“Yaas,” spluftﬂrcd the swell of St. Jim’s,
“Ha, ha, ha
- Wlll you go quietly 2"’
et N Yaas !7’ -
“Goed’ Let him go!
“Ha, ha, hal’
Directly Manners and Monty Lowther got up, the swell
~ of 8t. Jim’s, looking anything. ‘but his usual self, serambled
to his feet.
* He glanced at the Terrible Three indigunantly.
“ Now,”” said Tom Merry, V\affgmg a warning forefinger,
¢ don’t forget your promise !”’
“ Allow me!”’ exclaimed Monty Lowther, opening the
study door.
Arthur Augustus gave another glare of unutterable
things, gulped, and stalked into the corridor.
He vaunished without a word.

nose.

“1 pwomise.”

- HOW ON
“SALE,

CHAPTER &,

Figgins Brings Some News.
AP!
Not two minutes after the retreat of Arthur Aupus-
tus, there came another knock.
]Tom Merry looked up impatiently and glanced at the
door
“Why the dickens didn’t you put a chair against if,
Manners ?” he said reproachfully.

“ How could I?” cried Manners. ‘ We're sitting on them
all.”?
L6 Oh )75

Figgins’s homely face came round the edge of the docr.

““ May we come in?”’ he inquired pleasantly.

“Oh, I suppose so!” grunted Monty Lowther.
a sort of instalment plan.”

“Ves, come in !” cried Tom Merry. “ What is 1677

The thwee members of the New House, Figgins, Fatty
Wynn, and Kerr, trooped into the little study.

There was a look cf suppressed excitement on Figgins's
face; but as there had been several visitors in that study
with suppressed expressions on their countenances, the
Terrible Three, although observant of the fact, were not
greatly impressed.

Fatty Wynn looked at the table, but as nothing in the
catmg line appeared thercon, he sank into the armchair
with a disconsolate sigh, a~d shut his eyes. He would have
much preferred Tom Merry to have received a big hamper
full of good things than a motor-car.

For a moment there was an awkward pause.

There was something to be said, but after the cvents of
the past hour the Terrible Three waited for the visitors
to open the ball.

“How do you like your new car?”’ said Figgins at last

“Very much,” said Tom Merry. .

Figgins shuffled his feet uneasily.

“ Scen Gussy ?” he said at last.

The Terrible Three grinned.

“Yes, we have seen him,” replied Tom -Merry.

“ Come and go,” added w\Ianners.

“Did he say anwthlng 7’ inquired Figgins.

“Yes, he did,” excla.nned Monty Lowther
“He ’sgid too much.”

“This is

promptly.

* The long-legged men‘bei of
the New House blushed. Dxd he tell you about
¢ About what ?”’ cried Tom Merry impatiently.

“ About Cousin Ethel 77

“ Cousin Kthel! What about her?”?

“Tell us quick !”

Fatty Wynn opened hlb eyes and blinked sleepily,

¢ She’s coming over,” said bw‘gma

£ When 1

“ Next Saturday.”

“Bravo!”

“We'll take her for a run.’?

“ Just what I thought,” said Figgins
thought I'd let you knovs

“JO“} good of you!” cried Tom Merry, guick to under-
stand Figgins’s nnselfishness. “I dare say we can make
room for you. That young r"scal Gussy never said a word
about it.”””

ngms flushed \.1fh pleasure.

¢ Coming, Kerr?”

“We'll take you all for a run,” exclaimed Tom Merry,
“bit by bit. But you’ll have to starve Fatty for a fortnigh t
or 50 it’s only ‘a six horse-pover, you know.”

< Hia, ha, ha I’

Fatty Wynn woke up.

“ Finished 7”2 he gr\mted heaving himself out of the chair.
“ By Jove, I am hungry !’

Tho*e was no reply Lorthcommv to this remark, so he
lumbered after Kerr and Figgins.

“Good-night.” cried the Terrible Three, “and thanks
very much, Figegy, for the news ! 1” added Tom Merry.
“Vouwre a brick [’

The sound of the New House trio’s footctepb dicd away
down the passage.

“ Now,” cried Tom Merry, ‘“no more callers to-night.
CI[‘1111 sit on a bO‘{ and wedge my chair under the haundle.

ere !’

awkwardly, “I

33

“ Now they can all come!” said Monty Lowther. “Oh
dear, I wish I’d finished !” .
“So do I, grumbled ’\damnets, with a ya,wn “Pm as

tn:;d as B

- The Terrlble Three made no reply.
away mdusrnously §

Tapl

Their pens scratched



Every Thursday.

The handle of the door was tried.

“Can I come in?’ inquired a voice.

“It’s Glyn,” said Manners, in a low voice.

¢ Sorry you can’t!’ shouted Tom Merry.
See you in the morning!”’

¢ Rats 1

4 Same to you, and many of ‘e !”

There was silence again in the corridor, and the three
resumed work.

Bang !

¢ Who's that 1 roared Tom Merry.

“ Me 1

£ Who's me?”’

¢ Clifton Dane !’

¢ We're busy !”

“But I won’t keep you a minute. I—?

‘“Not a second, old chap! Wae're busy!”

Clifton Dane departed.

gor ten minutes the three had an uninterrupted time.

ap !

Tom Merry did not reply. -

Tap, tap!

Still no answer.

Bang!

Crash !

“ Stop kicking that door!” shouted Tom Merry.
is it ?”

Somebody coughed.

“Who is it?” repeated the chicf of the Terrible Three.

§ Mellish I

“Of all the cheek!” exclaimed Manners.

““Scoot !’ roared Tom Merry. “ We're busy!1”?

Mellish, the sncak of the school, bestowed a vicious kick

“We’re busy!

“ Who

‘ at the door and ran off.

‘e

“ Little rotter I”’ grumbled Monty Lowther.
only came to cadge for a ride in the car.”

Lowther was not far from wrong, but as Mellish had
gone, there was no means of verifying the truth.

After this, at irregular intervals, there was a series of taps
from Herries, Reilly, and, last of all, from Gore, but they
one and all departed unsatisfied.

The Terrible Three had made up their minds to ““sport
the oak,” and they did it thoroughly, as neglected imposi-
tions led fo detention, and such a state of affairs, with a
brand-new motor-car only waiting to be taken out, could
not be tolerated for a momant.

At seven-thirty Tom Merrr threw down his pen.

Manners and Monty Lowther followed suit at seven-forty
and forty-five respectively.

“Good ! cried Tom Merry, who had occupied his start
in stirring the dying embers' to a blaze. * Now for some
supper, and then bed!” - *

“What about the doctor?’ inquired Manners.

“Oh, yes; I'd forgotten! Better sce him to-night and
got it over. I think I'll show him uncle’s letter. I#’ll be a
good way of breaking the news.” =

“We'll come with you, if you like,” volunteere, Monty
Lowther. % >

Tom Merry shook his curly head.

“No, thanks!”’ he said, with a laugh. “I don’t expect
I shall want holding up, or anything of that kind. Tli
fortify the inner man first, though. What have we got?”’

Manners made a pilgrimage to the cupbeard.

Monty Lowther cleared a corner of the table by the simiple
expedrent of pushing the litter of exercise-books pell-moll
into a heap.

“Jam !’ exclaimed Manners, dumping a three-pound
pot of black currant down with a bang.

“Hum! There’s not much more than glass there, so far
as I can see!”’ observed Tom Merry.

“ Better put a drop of hot water in,”’ suggested Monty
Lowther, “and call it a hot drink! Ha, ha, ha !I”

““Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!”’ said Manners,
with his head in the cupboard. ¢ Here's a few biscuits and
a paper baz. A mite of cheese and——" :

“Well, you can have the mite; T'll have the checse!”
cried Tom Merry. ¢ Anything else ?”

“T belicve -

Manners paused dramatically.

(%3 \‘Yhat ??7 »

“T believe—— Yes!

¢ Hooray !’

¢ And a tinZof sardines !”’

¢ Bravo !” :

Manners brought his troasures forward with the proud
air of an Arctic explorer. 5

“ Any bread?” inquired Monty Lowther anxiously.

Bread? Rather!’ -

Half a loaf was forthcoming from the bottom of the
cupboard, and the Terrible Three drew up their chairs.

¢ Where’s the tin-opencr?” ' ,

“T expect he

There’s a tin of pineapple!”
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Manners darted back to the cupboard and went down on
his hands and knees.

IHe rummaged about for some seconds.

“Buck up!” cried Tom Merry.

‘““Buck up, indeed! That's all very well”” retorted
Manners, looking up. “I believe you had it last o open
the back of the clock with !”

Tom Merry looked thoughtful.

“Did I now? Yes; I believe I did, now you coms to
mention it. It must be on the mantelpiece, then.”

A search was made among the various odd-and-ends, but
there was no tin-opener.

¢ Where can 1t be ?”

‘¢ Another time yon'd better tie a bit of string on it and
sling it round your neck!” grumbled Manners. “I'm
famished !” )

“ Got a knife, somebody 2’ inquired Tom Merry suddenly.

¢ Knife?”

“Yes; a pocket-knife!”

“Not if I know it!” declared Manners. “TI'll starve
rather! I remember what happened before. The boeastly
thing broke, and——"’

“So it did!” interrupted Tom Merry hastily. ‘ Where
can that tin-opener be? Have a look in the coafv—scuttle 1

Monty Lowther looked. By the simple means of emptying
the contents of the scuttle on the hearth.

Zlanners gave a shout. _

“ Here it is!” he cried. ** Jolly dirty, too!”

¢ Soon wipe that off I’ said Tom Merry.  Here!”

#That's my camera cloth !’ howled Monty Lowther.

““QOh, i sther your camera cloth! Fancy allowing a little
thing like that to stand in the way of two starving fellow-
creafures "’ declared Tom Merry, with a laugh. * Well,
here you are, then! Polish it up with this!”’

“That's a bit of my copy for the ¢ Weekly’ !’ shouted
Manners, grabbing the precious sheet of paper. “Don’t be
an ass all your life, Tom Merry !” >

“Very well, then!” said the I-iter, with a sigh. “We
must find the duster, that’s all! Z“wu know we can never
find it !” -

For a wonder, they did; and, what was more surprising,
it was a clean one. :

After that, things progressed at a rapid rate, and the three
sat down to their supper. :

“ Which shall we start on—fish or fruit?” asked Lowther.

71 don’t care!” said Tom Merry. “I'm hungry enough
to eat both together!” : _

“P'm going for this!” declared Manners, helping himself
to three chunks of pineapple. “It can’t make any odds
either way, so far as I can see. Steady with the sardines,
Tom Merry; I want some of those !” e

“Oh, all right, my child, you.shall have some!” cried
Tom Merry. *“ After you with the bread !I” ;

The Terrible Three pegged away in silence. ;

Sardines, pineapple, and bread disappeared as if by
magic.

“ That’s better I”” declared Manners, when the last crumb
of bread had gone and the tins were bare. “I feel as fit
as a fiddle now !”’

“ Not half bad ! said Tom Merry, with a laugh. *“It's
wonderful what you can do when you're hungry. I only
hope you don’t have the nightmare in the middle of the
night and take me for a sardine. Now, don’t be personal !’

Manners sniffed.

““There was a tin of pineapple——"" he said significantly.

“Veos, and it is not!” cried Tom Merry. * Well, I'm off
to find the Head. Where's that letter?’’ -

The chief of the Terrible Three plunged his hands into his
pockets. After the sixth try he brought out a crumpled
envelope.

¢ T,00ks as if it wants dry cleaning and ironing out !’ said
Lowther, with a grin. “ Hadn’t you better take the tongs
with you? The Head’s rather particular about his hands,
you know.”

“Don’t you tr,
smoothing out his letter.
only a little oil!”

““Let's hope you don’t find trouble, then!” commented
Manners. “So-long, then; we'll cut! See you in the
dormi. !’

“Right-ho 1"

Tom Merry departed. Ten minutes later he entered the
dormitory.

The chums were already in bed.

“Well 7 demanded Manners, sitting up.

“Well 27 echoed Monty Lowther. ‘

¢ What's the good of a well without any water?” said
Tom Merry, sitting down on the side ef his bed:

“Oh, rats!” - A

“** What did he say?”’ demanded Manners.

¢ Nothing I””

“ Not a word !”

to be funny, Monty !”’ said Tom Merry,
¢ That’s not dirty, my son; it’s
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¢ Don’t rob '

“ Fact !”

“ What d’you mean ?’*?

& What I say.” :

““ We don’t want to know what you say!” growled Monty
Low?t,%ler. “Buck up; I'm cold! What did the Head
say?

“T've told yon—not a single word !”

The pair glared at their chief.

Tom Merry grinned cheerfully as he dropped the last
boot on the floor with a bump.

“D’you mean to say— > ecommenced Manners,

¢ Of gourse I do! He hasn’t come back !

@ Ug,h 12

< FHa, ha, ha !’
> Night-’night, you chaps!”
later, as he snuggled down between the sheets. * Yon
needn’t trouble to rock me to sleep to-night, Manners. Call
me early, and we’ll go down to the village before brekker 17
The prospect of a trip before breakfast somewhat mollified
Mapnbelrs and Lowther, and their “ Good-night I was almost
amiable.

satd Tom Merry, a minute

CHAPTER 35
A Night Expedition.

i ES, sirl”
;f‘ Tom Mesrry woke up with a start.

He blinked
£ round the dark dormitory sleepily.
“ Funny thing,” he muttered. It must have been . the
piﬂe‘f’xpple, but I made sure I heard the Head speaking. My
hat !’

* “Merry 1

%" Tom Merry peered at the dormitory door. It was half
open, and a dim figure stood in the doorway.

1t was the head-master bimself |

£ Yes, sir?”

“J want you! Don't make a noise I’ said Dr. Holmes, in
a low voice. “Put on your clothes and come down to my
study, please!”

The door closed silently.

“My—my hat !’ muttered Tom Merry, as he slid out of
bed. * I wonder what he wants?”’

Still wondering, he dressed in the dark, and, holding his
boots in his hand, crept across the dormitory.
 On the mat outside the door he sat down to put them
en.

. A light glimmered behind him.

He looked up with a start.

Mr. Railton, the House-m
a bed-room candle in his hand, looked down at him.

“(Good, Merry I he said, in a whisper. “ Capital! T

think the Head wants you to cycle to Codicote for the
doctor.”

*“The doctor !”

“Yes. Mrs. Holmes has been suddenly taken ill.”*

Tom Merry finished lacing his boots in record time.

Mr. Railton led the way to the head-master’s study.
r. Holmes was pacing up and down.

~ “Thank you, Tom Merry. You have lost no time! I want
you to cycle over to fetch the doctor. You know the way
- Vwell??

“ Rather—ves, sir!” replied Tom Merry eagerly. “I can
get there and back in under the hour!”

“ Ask him to come over at once,” went on the head-master.
1 fear it is most urgent, and pray be care—"’

But Tom Merry had gone.

“ A good boy that—a wonderful lad!” said the doctor.
¢ Vou think he will be all right, Railton? I hardly like—-""

“ T would {rust ¥om Merry a good deal further than that,
sir,”’ replied the House-master, with a faint smile.  You can

- be sure he won’t fail you.”

““Thank you, Railton. No; it is good of you, but nothing
can be done until the doctor comes, but I shall be glad if you
will rouse the housekeeper.”

As the head-master mounted the stairs, a light twinkled for
an instant from the darkness without, and rapidly disappeared.

Tom Merry had started.

_He was on a mission of urgency, and he pedalled along
vigorously.

A mile from the college therve was a long, steep hill, and he
bent forward and pressed each pedal down with all the
strength of his young muscles.

He went up in grand style.

Snap ! 5

#1is chain had broken! :

He jumped off and examined the mischief. The chain was
broken in two places. The strain had' been too much.

Tom Merry looked about him in despairc He had still more
han cicht miles to go. - o
 GEy L -

in dressing-gown, and with

Then something happened.
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Flinging the useless machine in ‘the ditch, he started to run.
Tf he had had to crawl it would have been just the same, for
he had a good dash of the bulldog breed in his veins, and Tom
Merry in earnest was a different being to Tom Merry the
leader of mischief and fun. :

He panted heavily as he reached the top of the hill.

‘T said an hour,” he muttered, ““ and it will take me longex
than that to get there. Of all the rotten luck!”

The junior pelted down the hill at breakneck speed.
Suddenly he stopped.

“ My hat!” he cried aloud. “ What an ass I am!”

He turned sharp to his left and made a bee-linoc across &
ploughed field. Rylcombe was only half a mile distant, and
he had remembered the car!

The going was not easy across the fields, but he plodded
manfully on, and in record time he clattered down the silent
village street.

Heo was gasping for breath when he reached the cycle-shop,
but he tugged at the bell, and thumped vigorously at the shop
door.

At the second pull the bell-knob came away in his hand, but
it had done its work, for a window over the shop opened.

““ Who's that?’ demanded a sleepy voice.

Tom Merry could scarcely speak.

“ Me !” he cried, in a hoarse whisper.

“ The car!”

The cycle-maker was fully awake now.

 Nonsense, Master Merry! Why, it’s past two o’elock %

Tom Merry panted heavily and leaned against the door”

‘7 tell you I must have it!”’ He shouted. “ The Head sent
me!”

“The Head "

“ Yes, Mrs. Holmes is ill!1”’ i

The cycle-maker’s head went in with a jerk, and after &
time that, short as it was, seemed like an hour to the anxious
junior, a thread of light shone under the door, and there came
the rattle of bolts.

“T had a smash-up, Mr. Wilkes,”
“ Started on my bike. ~Broke the chain.

¢ All right, Master Merry,” said the man.
can, but it ain’t no manner of good rushing
Betfer come this way.”

Tom Merry followed close on the man’s heels, and they
went through the back and flung open the stable doors.

Despite his anxiety and hurry, Tom Mesry could not help &
feeling of pride as the light from the lantern caught the car.

He wanted to take her out straight away.

“No,” said Mr. Wilkes firmly. ** Let’s see that everything’s
all vight first. Ah, I'm glad I looked! There’s only about a
pint of petrol in her! You light up, Master Merry, while T
get a can.’”’

After this Tom Merry had to admit the reasonableness of
the cycle man’s caution, and he busied himself with the lamps.

The acetylene headlight refused to light.

“ Never mind, I can get along with the oth

“ No, you cen’t, Master Merry—not down them dark lanes!
'l charge it in two minutes !

Mr. Wilkes was as good as his word, and he pattered about
on the cold flags in his slippered feet like lightning

A gurgle came from the generator.

“Now !

Tom Merry struck a match, and a beam of light shone ou
with blinding radiance.

Mr. Wilkes chuckled.

“hat's better!” he exclaimed, as he walked round and
carefully examined the vital parts. ¢ Now you can start her
up!”’

Tom Merry gripped the starting-handle, and whirled it
round. The engine began to cough, and in a second or two
settled down to a gentle tufi-tuff,

Tom Merry climbed into thie seat and released the brake.
At last he was ready.

“ Now, you will be careful, Master Merry 7’ said the cycle-
maker anxiously. “There’s one or two nasty turns, and the
roads are very greasy. It’s been raining since you came in.”’

< All right, Mr. Wilkes!” cried the junior, gripping the
steering-wheel. ““ I’ll be careful, and thank you very much.
T'm jolly glad I've got that light on! Gocemght!” T

“ Good-night, Master Merry!”’ 3

Tom Merry’s idea of carefulness might have caused some
people to turn green with fright; but he knew the road well,
and if he did take the turns at a speed of twenty miles an
hour, he had a nerve like steel, and the risk of a smash-up
was very remote. " ,

Tn twenty minutes he was at Codicote and pulling at the
doctor’s night-bell,

¢ Hallo!”

1 want the car I’*

explained Tom Merry.
Oh, do be quick!”

“T'll do what I
these things.

Tom Merry jumped as a hollow voice sounded close to his
car. He had failed to notice the mouth of a speaking-tubke
beneath the bell. It communicated with the dector’s bed-

d it was the medical man himself speaking :
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At the second puil the pell-knob came away in Tom Merry’s hand, but it had done its work, for a

’ window over the shop opened.

C “Who's that?” demanded a Sleepy voice,
in a hoarse whisper, ‘I want the car!”

““Mel”cried Tom Merry, ‘

“Can you come at once, please?”’ said Tom Merry, with his
mouth to the aperture. * It’s urgent!”

““ Who is 1t snapped the hollow voice.

“Tom Merry.”

“Tom what?”

‘““Tom Merry, sir, from St. Jim’s.”

f Are you ill?”?

Tom Merry was so taken back that he nearly laughed.

““Oh, no, sir!” he cried anxiously. “ No; it’s
Holmes.”

The tube was silent.

Tom Merry heard a bump, and then somebody came
shuffiing down the passage. The door opened suddenly, and
the familiar face of the little doctor peered out.

“Bless me!” he exclaimed. “So it’s you, is it? Who is
with you? You've got a car—that’s capital! Who's driving ?”’

The dector fired off his questions like shots from a gun, and
without waiting for Tom Merry’s reply darted into his
consulting-room. : :

He returned with a bag.

¢ Put that in the car, Tom Meviy. I'll be with vou in 3
moment.” : . T ;

LI\‘o:p‘ Merry stowed the bag away in tlie recess at the back

Mzs,

down outside.

of the car, and when he turned the doctor, fully-dressed, was
coming cut of the house.

He busiled up to the car.

“ Who’s—where’s the driver?”’ he cried.

“ Here, siv |7

“ Where 7’

The doctor turned round as if on a pivot.

““This is not a time for joking, Tom Merry! T'm surprised
at you! T -

“T'm not joking, sir,” protested Tom Merry.
all right.”

“Youl”

“1 brought her over, sir.

“Woell, well! Bless me!”’

Without ancther word the astounded little man got in, and
Tom Merry started off at a pace that made the doctor sit back
and cecase all conversation. He gained cenfidence as he saw
the skilful way Tom Merry handled the car, but keyond a
faint “ Bless me!” he offered no remark until they pulled up
at the entrance to the college, and then he only uttered the
word ¢ Capital I’ ;

The head-master and Mr. Railton were walking up and

They hurried 'fio the side of the car. :

“1 can drive

I'm an awfully careful driver.”
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master.

“Thank goodness!” maid the head-master. “ We did not
sxpect you for at least another hour! I suppose Merry
happened to meet you on the way? I didn’t know you'd gone
in for a car!”

. “Haven’t thought of such a thing, Holmes!’ exclaimed
the doctor briskly. * How’s the patient?”

“ Much easter!” replied the Head. * Much better, I am
glad to say!”

“ That’s good! Shall we go up?”?’

““ Yes, certainly!”

. The two gentlemen departed. Tom Merry was left waiting
in the car.

{1 should think you might go to bed now, Tom Merry,”
said Mr. Railton. *The doctor can drive himself back all
right, I expect!”

I don’t think he can, sir,”’ said tho chief of the Terrible
Threc demurely., * You see——"" !

The House-master frowned.

“ Nonsense, Merry!” exclaimed Mr. Railton sharply.
course he can drive his own car!”’

Tom Merry remained silent.

_ “I don’t think he can, sir,”” he said at last.
isn’t his own, and—-"’

“I fail to see what that has to do with
Mr. Railton.
bicycle 2’

“Left it in the ditch, sir.”?

“In the ditch!” ;

'~ Yes sip” :

““ What in the world for?” :

“‘ Broke my chain, sir, on Rylcombe Hill.”?

“ What, going?”’

“ Yes, sir.”

““ But how did you get to Codicote, then?
meet you?”’

.~ “Oh, no! I went to fetch him.”

“ But you couldn’t possibly have run all that way !’

‘£Oh, no! I was driving.”

“Driving !” eried the House-master. ‘““Ah, I see! You
%req”a pony and trap at Rylcombe village. Very good
idea !

“But I didn’t hire a pony and trap!’ exclaimed Tom
Merry hastily. “I drove the car from the village.”

Mr. Railton eyed the junior steadily

“Pray explain yourself.”

““ Well, you see, sir, it’s like this. I—we—my uncle—"’

“ Better take a little rest,”” suggested the master; I fear
you are over-excited. Perhaps you had better go straight to
bed. I will explain to the head-master. I am sure he will
excuse you—and you have dons wonders !”’

“ This is my car, sir!” blurted Tom Merry desperately.

Mr. Railton stared at the junior as if he believed him to be
suddenly bereft of his senses.

* Your—jyour car, Tom Merry!”

. Yes, sir, my uncle sent it over this afternoon, and we left
it in the village for the night. I didn’t have a chance to tell
you, and the Head was away. 2

‘““You had better explain now, then,” said
‘“This is most extraordinary !”’

. Tom Merry launched into an account of the day’s adven-
ures.

Mr. Railton smiled at the breathless history.

¢ Well,” he said, * you must consider yourself a very lucky
boy, and I must really commend you for the way in which
you have acted. You had better acquaint Dr. Holmes with
the circumstances of the matter. In any case, you’ll have to
wait, or the doctor will not be able to return to-night.”

. Tom Merry smiled to himself. He would not have minded
if he had to travel to and fro from Codicote all night.

¢ Q@Gracious! It’s three o’clock!” exclaimed Mr. Railton.
¢ Dear, dear! You must be cold and tired after your
journey! I’ll get you some hot coffee!”

The kind-hearted master sped up the steps three at a time.
The head-master was coming down the stairs as Mr. Railton
crossed the entrance-hall. He looked puzzled, and he went
straight out into the quad.

““ Merry!”

“Yes, sir!”

“There is some misunderstanding somewhere. The doctor
has decided to remain here until the morning, and he tells e
this is not his car. He seemed to be under the impression
that I had sent it!”’

Tom Merry got down from his seat and handed the head-
master his unele’s letter.

Dr. Holmes read it by the light of the lamp. He pondered
deeply, and for once he was at a loss for what to say.

Mr. Railton came out from the college, and took in the

451

“You see, it

it paid
‘“By the way, what has become of your

Did the dcctor

the ITouse-

situation at a glance.
%

Dr. Holmes will excuse you——""
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You'll find coffee and cake in the Iibi*ary, Tom Merry. Ifr

Now oH
sALs."

“To be sure,” murmured the Head—"$o be sure! Go at
once, Merry.” - T
With an appealing glance at Mr. Railton, the junior ran

off. -

“Do you know anything about this, Railton?” demanded
the Head. .

“Well, a little,” replied Mr. Railton, with a smile.

““ But Merry’s uncle must be—be——"

¢ An eccentric?’’ suggested the House-master.

“ A TFourth-Former with a motor-car!”’ exclaimed Dr.
Holmes.

“T4 is certainly unusual,” said Mr. Railton, “but T really
don’t see any great objection, except that of finding a place
to keep it.” :

Dr. Holmes shook his head doubtfully. =

“ Youwre—you’'re—if you pardon my saying so, Railton,”
said the Hesd » ¢=ife testily, ‘‘too lenient—too—"

The FHouse-master bowed stifly. Dr. Holmes saw the
action, and his face changed. - -

“No, I don’t quite mean that, Railton. I must think this
over. We will leave the matter until the morning. Mean-
while tell Merry to house his car in my coach-house. Good-
night, Railton I”” ;

Tom Merry laid down his empty cup as Mr. Railton entered
the library. _

“The doctor is staying until the morning,” said the House-
master, ignoring the inquiry in the junior’s eyes, “and
Dr. Holmes has commissioned me to tell you to put your car
in his coach-house——"

Tom Merry’s eyes sparkled.

“For to-night,” concluded Mr. Railton. “No; I have
nothing more to tell you. Dr. Holmes will probably see
you himself in the morning. Now hurry up—there’s a good
chap—and get to bed as quick as you can!”’

The junior gathered heart from the House-master’s tone
of voice rather than his words, and the little red car was
soon safely stowed away beside the bead-master’s
brougham.

The two together looked very much like a cock-robin
and a solemn owl.

““May I have the key, sir?”’ inquired Tom Merry, as the
House-master locked the coach-house door. ¢ She’ll want a
clean up in the morning.”

Mr. Railton laughed.

“Vou can have the key, certainly,”’ he said; “but I
shouldn’t think you will be up very early. It's nearly four
o’clock. Good-night!”

“ Good-morning, sir!”’ :

Without disturbing his chums, Tom Merry crept into bed,
and directly his head touched his pillow he went off to
sleep.

3

-—

CHAPTER 6.
Lowther and Manners are Surprised.

£ il AH! Oh! O-oh!”

L[-—ll At six o’clock Manners woke up and stared

sleepily at the grey dawn showing through the

dormitory window. He gave another prodigious yawn.

“Oh-0-0-0-ch I’

Monty Lowther stirred uneasily.

Manners turned round and surveyed his study mate
speculatively. : .

A glorious opportunity presented itself. . :

Lowther was now lying on his back with his mouth wide
open.

Manners became very wide awake.

Ii¢ skipped nimbly out of bed and tiptoed to the wash-
stand.
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He returned with a pieee of soap and a wetb sponge.

The former he dropped deftly between Monty Lowther’s
teeth. The latter he retained in his hand until he had got
into bed again. Then, with careful aim, he dropped it over
the unconscious sleeper’s face, and instantaneously snuggled
beneath the bedeclothes.

“Grrrr! Ach! Brrrsh!”

Monty Lowther woke up. His teeth met in the soap. A
horrible taste was in his mouth.

He leaped, spitting and spluttering, out of his-bed,

“Ah! Oh! Ge-prrr! Bah!”

The junior capered about the floor,
sort of mad, Dervish dance.

Not a movement came from Manners’ bed.

He lay as still as a mummy.

In his mad whirl Monty Lowther barked his shins on Tom
Mer:’s bed and gave a howl of pain.

Teic chief of the Terrible Three awoke with another vell.

¢ What the dickens are you up to, Monty 2’ he growled.

“Up to!” howled Monty Lowther. “Up to, indeed! I
like that! I've barked my shins, and my mouth is full of
beastly soap I’

£ W-what I”?

(31 Soap 12

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” -

Monty Lowther was literally fogming at the mouth, and
for the fraction of a second Tom Merry had feelings of
misgiving.

execuling a solitary

T say " he commenced, raising himself en one elbow.
“ ¥ou Ha, ha, ha! 1t is soap!”

“1'd like to

it g5 DY
5

“Of cours
knew who

Just at this moment Manners openad his eyes and gave an
elaborate stretch.

Monty Lowther watched him intently.

Manners saw him out of his half closed oyes, and promptly
turncd over agzain, and pretended to go to sleep.

Lowther wiped the corners of his mouth, looked at Tom
Merry, and then at the floor.

_EFrom the floor his gaze travelled to Manners' bed.

Tom Merry leaned out of bed and followed
Lowther’s gaze.

_There was a line of spots of water leading from Manners’
bed to Lowther’s.

Tom Merry grinned.

Monty Lowther looked grim.

He was trying to think of something to do with boiling
oil, but he fell back, or, rather, valked backwards fowsrds
the water-jug.

The manner with which he scanned the water-jug and
glided to the side of Manners’ bed was worthy of a Red
Indian. :

Once there, with the jug nicely poised, he wasted no
time.

The cold douche descended like an avalanche, and Manners
gasped and floundered like a stranded eel,

He was soaked !

And the worst of it was he knew he deserved it.

* You—you shr-shricking ass! You—you—youn—-

f“Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry roared with laughter as Manners grabbed a
towel, and scuttled out of the dormitory in the direction of
the bath-room.

“Ha, ha, ha! Ha, ha,
hal” -

Monty Lowther, feeling better after his retaliatior, joined
in the laugh, and started to dress.

Prezently, looking very rosy, Manners returned.

‘He studiously avoided any reference to the recent deluge.

“Going to Rylcombe before brekker?”’ he inquired
pleasantly. “ Half a tick; I sha’n’t be a minute !”

“Tom Merry and Lowther were nearly dressed, but Manners
was attired in record time, and close on their heels when
they left the dormitory and descended the staircase.

The early spring sun was pouring down on the deserted
quad. when the three came out.

£ What a morning !”’ eried Manners.
run !’

“My word, ves!” exclaimed Monty Lowther.
Where are you going ?”

Tom Merry looked back over his shoulder and laughed.

¢ Just round here,” he said.

Manners and Lowther followed in silence.

‘““Has he gone dotty?” muttered ¢ ormer, as Tom
Merry passed through the little gate leading to the Head's
private ground. ¢ We shall get scragged if we get collared
here! My eyel -

roared Monty Lowther.

Monty

5

About the best thing he could do!

“ What a time for a

“Hallo!

-

“What in the name of goodness is he doing?’ muttered
Monty Lowther, = -

- “That’s the coach-house !”

“THE GEM” LIBRARY.,

One Penny. il

“He's got a key, too!” said Manners. “Of all the
cheek P? :

¢ Surely-—-7" =

Vom Merry swung back the big doors.

Manners and Monty Lowther gasped.

f{“}%ﬂe Slg}ﬁ] of the car fixed them spellbound.

e

They ran forward.

Tom Merry grinned. =

‘ But,” commenced Manners weakly— but——"
Tom Merry’s grin grew broader.
“Hold me up!” gasped Monty Lowther.
head nor tail of this! What? When? Why? Oh, hang I’
“Tut, tut!?”’ exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘“ What's all the
excitement about?” =
“ What's it all about?” yelled Manners, suddenly finding
his voice. “ What'’s the giddy wheeze 2

““ How did she come here ?” cried Monty Lowther.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” :

“ You didn’t go out last night 2

 And you haven’t been out this inorning !”’

““Wrong again, Monty !’ cried Tom Merry.
out on special bis. at two o’clock this morning !

“Two o’clock "’

¢ Two o’clock I”?

The astounded pair sought relief in indignation.

¢ And never said a word !” shouted Manners.

‘A mean trick !’ eried Monty Lowther.

“ Iancy letting his pals down like that!”

“‘ Please I went on private bis. for the Head !’ said Tom
Merry meekly. .

At this fresh announcement there was ancther outburst.

“ You deserve to be bumped1”

‘“ Where did you go?”’

“ And what for?”’

“I went to Codicote for the doctor !”?

“To Codicote! My hat!”

“ Who was ill ?”

Tom Merry suddenly grew very serious. :

“Mrs. Holmes! She was taken bad in the night, and the
Head himself came and fetched me. He told me not to.
make a row.” :

“Oh !’ exclaimed Manners and Monty Lowther, somewhat

“1 can’t make

“T went

appeased. “ Why didn’t you say so before, then?”? went on
the} latter. “ And was she any better? Tell us all about
it 1” -

Tom Merry gave a detailed account of the morning's -
expericnces.

““So you left your bicycle in the ditch!”’ cried Manners.
“My word, we are getfing extravagant! Chucking bikes

about like mere trifles "’ : . e

“T'll send Binks to find it,” said the chief of the Terrible
Three quickly. °“ Anyhow, it isn’t of much account! It was
only an old crock, as you know. Now, let’s chuck jawing,
and push her out ! Shall we give her a cloan up 7”
~ Manners brightened up considerably.

- “PRathcr!” he shouted. ¢ That’s a ripping idea. Heave-
101"

“ My eye, but she is a weight !”

¢ Brake’s on !”” cried Tom Merry. * That's better I

“My word, she is in a state!” exclaimed Manners, when
they bad pushed the car out into the yard. “Just look at
her! Simply covered in mud !’ -

Monty Lowther ran into the coach-house and fitted up the
carriage hose.

“I say,” he cried, when he came out, “is the Head going
to let you keep her in here always?”’

“Dunno !’ replied Tom Merry. “Railton said he’d seo
me in the morning.”

“Hum! Don't much like the sound of that!” grunted
Manners. ¢ Still, it’s no good worrying! Turn on the tap,
Monty 1 S

“ Don’t believe it’s on I’ cried Monty Lowther, picking up
the nozzle and examining it intently. " 1It’s off at the—"7

Swish !

“ Wow I

“Ha, ha, ha'l? , . .

Monty Lowther dropped the hose like a red-hot poker, and
leaped back in dismay.

The thing fell to the ground, wriggling like a live thing.

Tom Merry dashed up from the rear, and, like a hero of
old, captured the enemy. v

“ Hooray !’

Manners gave an ironical cheer.

“Did you speak?” inquired Tom Merry, turning off the
tap at the nozzle, and holding it at the ‘ Ready.”

. ““N-no!” cried the junior, dodging behind the car. : :

X thought somehow that I'd made a mistake I’ retorted
Tom Merry, turning on the tap again, and playing the water
in approved fashion on the muddy body of the car. *New
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then, Monty, don’t stand gaping there like a fish!
sponge, old chap, and rub her down!’

Lowther gave up wiping his face, and set to work.

The Terrible Three laboured with a good will, and by the
time the first bell rang, every speck of mud had vanished,
and the car looked as good as new again

The wash-down was followed by a vigorous course of
- polishiug, and in the absence of dusters the Terrible Threo
used their handkerchiefs.

16 was hard work, and their Inuckles found a lot of sharp
corners, but clbow-grease and enthusiasm made up for a lOu
of thmgs and in twenty minutes the little car shone like one
of D’Arcy’s newly-polished patent boots.

The Terrible Three heaved a mutual sigh of content as
they stood back and admired the result of their efforts.

The second bell rang, and ‘ brought an ead to their
contemplation.

The hose was coileg up, and in a trice the precious car
was backed tenderly into the coach-house again, and the
door carefully locked.

The three reached Hak fust as Blake & Co. came down.

“ Morning !’ exclairied Jack Blake. ‘ You're up very
early. Couldn’t you sleep ?”

“Not very well,” rephcd Tom Merry, truthfully enough,

‘so we jush Went round to the coach- house and gave the
car a rub up

Jack BI:LI\G stared; but there was no time for inquiries
and he filed in with the rest for morning prayers.

‘The great hall was filled.

Contrary to ocustom, the head-master’s place was still
vacant. Such an occurrence was most unusual, and when,
after the lapse of a minute or so, Mr. Railton emnrrred from
the head-master’s private dom, a ripple of murmuring
voices sounded through the hall.

Mr. Railton went straight to Dr.
prayers proceeded.

Before the last amen had died away, the House-master
held up his hand.

“ Wait !” he said. “I have a few words to say to ycu on
behalf of the head-master.”
Not a boy moved, Some

their breath.

What was the matter?

Get a

Holmes’s, place, and

of the Third Formers even held

CHAPTER 7.
A Telegram,
i SOME of you may be aware,”

said Mr. Railton,

“that a grave calamity has visited the college..

Mrs. Iolmes had a serious attack of illness last
night; and although the crisis has passed and danger
avertad her physician enjoins absolute rest, and in conse-
quence ‘of this Dr. Holmes has decided to give the school
a whole holiday.”
The House-master paused.

As a rule, such an announcement would have been greeted

with uproarious cheers. There was neither sound or move-
ment -

. Mr. Railton looked steadily along the rows of serious
aces.

¢ Further,”” he resumed, “I am desired to express the
head-master’s wish that no boy feel restrained from taking
full advantage of the enforccd vacation, and thoroughly
enjoying himself. Thanks to the enterprise and promptitude
of a member of the Shell, the illness was taken in time,
and the only thing now rcqunred 1@ absolute rest for the
next twenty-four hours. That is all.”

During breakfast there was scarcely the clatter of a tea-
cup, and after the meal the boys crept silently away.

By common consent, Jack Blake & Co., the Terrible
Three, and Figgins & Co. met under the gredt clms on the
further side of the quad.

They were joined by Clifton Dane, Glyn,
Noble.

The low hum of voices arose, and plans wero discussed.

Strange to say, the juniors could hit on no satisfactory
programme The unexpected had caught them unawares.

“Blest if T know what we can do!”’ exclaimed the leader
of Study No. 6. “Footer is off. Everything 1s off. By
the way, “ho was the distinguished member of the She]l
referred to?”

Tom Merry blushed. -

Manners and Monty Lowther took up the tale, and their
chief’s early morning motor ride developed into a sort of
up-to-date Diek Turpin record.

* “Bravo!” exclaimed Jack Blake heartily, ¢ Jolly plucky
of yon, Tom Merry. I couldn’t have done better myself.
Butf, all the same, we’re no forrader. Hasn’t anybody got
an 1dea of some sort? I never came across such a set of
duffers in all my puff. Here'’s a whole day, a v.hole whackmg
. Tas Gev Lisrary.—No. 105 ! :
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holiday, and no one can hit on a wheeze.
best thing we can do is to all go to bed.”

“Tf it were summertiime——"" commenced Dlgby

“QOh, rats!” cried Jack Blake. ‘It isn’t summer, so
what’s the good of starting out on that tack ?”

“I said ‘if,””’ retorted Digby mdwnantlv

¢ More rats!”

“I was going to suggest—""

“ Wait until the summer comes again,” exclaimed Tom
Merry.  “Youwll think of a whcczc for Christinas then,
perhaps.’

“Couldnt we get up a picnic?”’ suggested Fatty Wynn
hopefully.

There was a_titter of laughter.
looked round in surprise.

li‘ I think it’s a jolly good idea of mine,’
ally.

% Oh, marvellous I’

“ 8o original I”? ~

““ We’ll have six!

¢ Bright idea !”

“TLet’s stand one another a picnic.”

W“I don’t see anything to cackle about ! exclmmed Fatty
yon,

“ Neither do I,” said Manners.

““ Look here—” shouted Fatty Wynn. .

“Shut up!”? interrupted Figgins promptly.
getting excited. “You don’t want to bellow
LOOI\ quietly, and don’t think so nowllv

“Quite smart for Figgy, that said Monty
“T know, let’s put it to the vote.’

“Put what to the vote?”

“ Why, the wheeze, of comsc

“ But we haven’t got one !’ cuod Jack Blake, in cxaspera-
tion. “We 11 vote each other an ass, and you can take
tho prize.’ -

Monty Lowther tried hard to think of a suitabl
but failed dismally

Decidedly things were very flat.

Ragging was off.

Study feeds were off.

Everything seemed to be off

Clifton Dane, Glyn, and Noble linked arms and did
the only practical thing.

- They went off

“So long!” said the boy from Liverpool. “When you
b‘lght lot of sparks think of something, you can let us
!{UO\V

Ten juniors watched thcm go in sﬂoncc
(‘i “II shall get in a wage!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus sud-

CIEY

“Hallo! You woke up! s

“ Don’t be wude, Blake. T wefuse to——

“Shut up ! said Jack Blake crossly. “Things are bad
enough as they are, without you making silly, fatheaded
remarks.”

“Blake !’

The swell of St. Jim’s put all the concentrated tone of
annoyance into his voice, but the leader of Study No. 6 was
smguldllv unimpressed. He stuck his hands in his pockets
and ignored D’Arcy’s glare of righteous anger.

Arthur Augustus stalked over to Blake and tapped him
on the shoulder.

- “Oh, run away and play !

“T wefuse.

“ Oh, don't, then, stuy where you are.

“T wefuse. I

Suddenly the swell of St. Jim’s stopped and stare
the quad.

“Bai Jove!”

The others followed the direction of his gaze.

A boy with a telegram in his hand was coming towards
them.

Ten juniors woke up simultaneously.
was going to happen.

They steppcd forward in a ragged line.

“T expect it’s for me!”

“No, me, you mean!”

“Go on with you! It’s mire!”

“No, it isn’t!”

“T'm oxpecting a telegram !

“VYou get out!”

“Sha’n't!”

“Don’t shove!”

“ Fland it over !”

“The wiah is for me, deah boys!™

“Ra ts 1 -

(1% [

“ More rats =

The telegraph boy looked rather alarmed as the Fourth-
Formers swarmed round him

They were like. a puCI{ of hungry wolves.

I think the

The Falstaff of St. Jim’s

> he said emphatic-

“You’re
like that.

Lewther.

@

- gtoi_i:,
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grunted the latter.

d across

At last somecthing
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“ Give it to me 1’ shouted Jack Blake.

The boy put the buff >nvelope behind his back.

“It’s for Master D Arcy !”

Nine mouths opencd with dismay.

The swell of St. Jim’s looked triumphant, and teok the
telegram with a lordly air, and fumbled in his pocket.

The messenger grinned expectantly.

Arthur Augustus was always royal in his tips.

The swell of St. Jim’s drew out his hand.

It was empty.

He tried the next pocket, and the next. First one, then
the other, and then all over again. He gob framm, and
turned pale

The others watched him rnpatuntly.

“Hurry up !’ said Jack Blake.

i My twousahs !’
“ Your trousers! What’s the matter ?”

“I-1 ohanged them. I ¢

“ Well 2 -

“Bai Jove I have no change! Pway lei 4 me a shilling,
deah boy I”?

“Not me !” retorted Jack Blake, w 1th a grin.
telegram !”?

“Yes, but—— Oh, don’t wot!”’

Jack Blake drew a shilling from his pocket.

The telegraph boy looked relieved.

The swell of Sti Jim’ s held cut his hand eagerly.

“ Thanks, deah boy; I will weturn it!”

“Half a mo’!” said Jack Blal\c deliberately.
about that telegram 72

The' others grmnod delightedly.

*The telegwam !” gasped D’Arcy.

* ¥Yes; the telegram 1f T give you a shilling for it, it’s
mine”

“Ha ha, hal?

The Terrible Three laughed unfeelingly.

Arthur Augustus gasped.

He was feeling his position keenly, and this was the last
drop in his cup of bitterncss.

“ Youah telegwam !’

“i qut’e’ so! Isn’t that right 2’

‘“ Rather !”?

¢ What-ho I'*

There was a chorns of approval.

“But I will weturn the shillin’ 1

“Oh, no, you won’t!” exclaimed Jack Blake.
tO‘}(il;d you a shilling ! Lending’s a bad habit !

“T’Il give you a slnllmg for that telegram.
are; that’s a fair offer I’

“1 wefuse to sell my telegwam.
Blake I

“ Very well, then; you keep your telegram, and I'll keep
my bob ! Nothmg could be fairer.”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

The swell of St. Jim's looked at the ring of grinning
fz:ces with an expression that would have meited a heart of
stone. -

But they only grmnod the more.

“Vewy well; T shall weturn to the eoll., and—-"

“Collar him !

Jack Blake gave the word.

Arthur Augustus was held immovable.

They all caught hold of him by some peortion of his
anatomy.

The swell of St. Jim’s was powerless,

“ You wottahs !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You boundahs!”

“He, he, he !”

1 W’etches, welease me1”?

“Not if we know it !”

“You’ve got your telegram !’

_“But I can’t lwead it

“It’s your

“What

YT refuse

There you

Don’t be so widie.,

“Rats!”
Arthur Augustus ceased to struggle.
Jack Blake loocked alarmed.

““This won't do!” he muttered to the chief of the Terriblo

 Three. ‘“If the image gets a stubborn fit on him, we can

hold him until the middle of next week. I shall have to
Wakol yhlm up a bit. I believe that’s a wire from Cousin
Ethel.”

Tom Merry grinned as Jack Blake bent down behind the
swell of St. Jim’s, with a pin in his hend.

Arthur Augustus woke up with a vengeance, and onc leg
broke loose. ~

Digby rolled over on his back.

% Now we’ve got him on the move

2 said Jack Blake, “ﬁze
e Gy Liprary,—No. 105, - .
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can do something. I-~ok here, Gucz:v, it T lcvd you a bob,
will you read that telegmm aloud 77

“No! I wefuse! F

Jack Blake stood before the capfive, and held up the
pin.

‘“ We shall resume the torture, then !’

“ Wottah I”?

A brilliant idea occurred to the leader of Study No. 6.

He drew a cake of Indian ink from his pocket.

Arthur Augustus watched him in alarm,

“If you won’t be reasonable -

“1 wefuse !

“ Very well, then, we shall {attco you on—on your nose I’

D’Arcy looked aghast.

Jack Blake secemned as if he meant it.
nearer.

Arthur Augustus qualled

The pin touched his nose.

I agweel’

With sighs of relief the juniors released their prisoncr.
. If Jack Blake’s threat had failed, they would have been
(LG‘]C

‘ Here’s your bob ! "’ exclaimed the leader of Study Neo. 6.

‘WNow, don’t snatch !’

£ 1 shall no longah comldah you in the light of a fwiend I'*
shouted the swell of 8t. Jim’s, érimson with outraged dignity.
“You are a wottah !

‘ You'll got over that nasty feeii
Blake easily. “ Now reo

Grinning “with delight, the t telegraph- hm‘ m p'nicc‘

The juniors 7'1thmcd round Arthur

He tore opon the envelope.

Like morning mist before the sun, tle
face.

““Bai Jove!”

‘“ Read it, old son ! said Jdd

¢ “Shall be at Rylcombe, 2.30.

“ Who 1’

“Why, Cousin Ethel, of course ! S

“ Bravo I

He came a step

? said Jack

ng presently,

tiges

angry look left ilis

}310 Ice,

CHAPTER 8.
An Interview with the Head.

S ELL, that’s scmething, at any rate!” eried Tom
W Merry. “Eh, Figgy? I xuwnow* this is insteud
of Saturddy. What a bit of luck

Figgins blushed.

Somechow his homely face always did ligh!
Ethel was mentioned.

“ What shall we (lo e

“Go and meet her 7

‘“Geb up a tea-party !’

The juniors chattered eagerly.

The coming of their girl-chum had:
with a bound.

1 shall go to the station.’ said {9 \1‘-(‘.

“ And I shall ]mobnb‘v bwing my (nmm

“ Probably !” said Jaclk Blake, with s ozn
should think you would !”

T shall think the ma H:m ova ah

“ You thmk. l‘dy W 'u. G
hear you talk, that Cousin Et
‘\dmmmq “Do vou think you'r
cousin like her all to you

“ Hear, hear, Manrners !

“No fear !’

“We'll see to that!”

Tom . Merry gave a shout.

All eyes turned upon him.

“ We'll meet her in the motor [ Lie cried,

Manners and Monty Lowther gave a wh

“Jolly good idea!”

‘“ Splendid 7

Jack Blake & Co. looked glum.

Figgins shuffled his feet umomfo\;"

_The swell of St. Jim's surveyed

iy vhen Coyin

sent thelr spirits up
with d

. Jim
“My eyel 1

blv.
1 Tom Merry with a haughty

1T

“T shall wefuse my permish. I
Tom Merry laughed, then his fa
“It’s jolly rough on vou chap

was only thmkmg how pleased
“That's all tlght Tom M

s “1 forgot. T
W ou‘u be.”
erry cried Bloka

Jack

gencrouslv “Tps a good idea. Too good to spoil, becauso
you cant carry the whole lot of us ! ILIIO‘ What d’you
want ?

“Not you !’

D’Arcy minor stm]}od up.
“Tom Merry here ?”’ he inquired, looking anywhere
that worthy’s direction.
“ Cheeky young imp!”
out a hand.

bat in

muttcrel Jack Blake, s'laidww
““Come here !? > .
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2 stood in the doorway.

e Merryl” ‘“ Yes, sirI'? Tom Merry pecred at the dormitory door, It was half open, and a dim figure
It was the head-master himself !

“ Not to-day, thanks!” eried Waily, dodging away. “Oh,
e there you are!” he went on from a safe distance. * The
Head wants you !I”
“The Head!”
Having delivered his message, Wally sprinted off.
The assembled Co.'s locked at one another.
A summons to the Head meant good news or bad. It was

saldom that any of the juniors had an interview without
something happening. :

What did it mean ?

Tom Merry pushed his fingers through his hair.

Tlc remembered My, Railton’s remark in the library.

The fate of his car hung in the balance.

““ Better hurry up !’ suggested Jack Blake.

“Right-ho! Tl get it over, whatever it is!”

“We'll wait for you in your study.”

“Geood! Sha'n’t be long !’

2 4 f say——" commenced Manners.

But Tom Merry had gone.

“T hope it’s nothing to do with the car!” muttered tho
junior. “It'll be joily rough if he has to send it back!”
Tom Merry tapped at the library door
De. Holme’ voice bade him enter. ;

“ Ah, Merrv! None the worse for your midnight ride

w2l

“ No, siz; thank you!”

[ Al) !!)

The Head looked at the junior over his glasses.

Tom Merry met his glance frankly. He was prepared for
the best or the worst.

“Well, I’ve decided to allow you to keep your car,” said
the head-master.

¢ Oh, thank you, sir!”

“You can keep it for the time in my coach-house, but ’'—
here the Head paused impressively—‘‘ you must give me your
word of honour not to drive at a dangerous pace. I know
you to be a skilful driver, but I think that you should
limit your speed to, say, five or six miles an hour.”

Tom Merry gasped. :

He was too honest to conceal his surprise.

Dr. Holmes smiled.

“ You think that too little, my boy?’’

“Why, it's—it’s a crawl, sit! I'm afraid I couldn’t
promise that, sir!” said Tom Merry impulsively. ¢ At her
best, she can do mere than twenty I’

“Twenty miles an hour!” exclaimed Dr. Holmes, in a
tone of horror. ¢ Des -.me, what a terribly dangerous speed !
Now, tell me, Merry, what do you conside: to be a rate of
speed over which you would have absolute cowmirol ?”

- . Tre Gem Lisrarv.—No. 105.
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¥ Between fourteen and fifteen, sir!”?
The head-master drummed his fingers on his desk. .
. “You are quite certain that at fifteen miles an hour you
would not be running any risk ?*
*“ No more than at four, sir I’ replied the junior promptly.
“ Very well, then, Merry, E must leave it to you.”
“Phark you very much, sir! I will have a speedometer
fitved.”
Tom Merry turned to go.
6 Merry 1”2
- Dr. Holmes had risen from his seaf.
hand.
Tom Merry shook hands shyly.
“Before you go, Tom Merry,” said the Head gently, “I
must thank you for the very great service you rendered me
last night! Mrs. Holmes owes her present state of freedom
fronx pain to your promptress and forethought- Thank you,
my boy I””
“I—[—1'm jolly—I mean, don’t mention it, sir !”’ mumbled
Tom Merry, in confusion.
~ He waus still flushed and in o state of excitement when ho
burst into his study. = =
True to their word, all the juniors were waiting for him.
- Arthar Augustus had his big coat on. :
€ Well 77! demanded Jack Blake. “Hew did you get on?
Get seragged ? You don’t lock like it.”
“No; and don’t feel lile it ! cried Tom Merry.
keep the car 7
“ Hooray !’
“'81’}“1 14
“Wht 1
“ Limited to fifteen in the hour! -
“Well, that’s not se bad. I shouldn’t have been surprised
if he’d made it five!” exelaimed Manners. “Jolly sporting
-of hims, ¥ call it} : > =
Toms Merry smiled, but said nething sbout Dr. Holmes
first: specd-limit. The memory of that handshake was too
strong for even the slightest bit of fun at the Head's
expense. e

He held out his

“1 can

33

CHAPTER 9.
e An Enforced Stoppage.
“YX YV OW fo resume our discussion,” said Jack Blake.

N “Oh, blow the dizscussion!” exclq.'lmed Digby.

“It’s geting on for ten o'cloek. Let's go and
have some ginger-hesr; my throat’s as dry as bonp;”

Digby’s bright suggestion was aeclaimed on all sides.

Fatty Wynn was jubilant. : ; -

“Dame Taggles has some naw pies in this morning,” he
said, smacking his lipst  “ e have had some, only 2

“Tunds is low,” finished Jack Blake, with a laugh.
“Well, come on, then. Stone pop may make some of you
freshen up a bit.” )

The band procceded guietly down the corridor, and there
was not even a whisper until they were right out in the
‘quad. . :

They invaded the tuckshop.

- Dame Taggles was engaged at her weekly washtub, s

Taggles himself officiated behind the little counter.

It was piled with good things. :

- The sight of the pork-pies, all brown and crisp, made
everyone feel hungry.

They all started giving .heir orders at once.

Except Fatty Wynn.

The Falstaff of St. Jim’s wasted no time on words. He
helped himself, and with a rie in each hand retired to a
corner.

. Taggles was careful to charge them to Jack Blake, and
then, absentmindedly, to Ton Merry.

Taggles did not believe in making a mistake on the
wrong side. He became quite amiable under the influence
of good custom, and Manners afterwards declared that he
once saw him smile.

“Shall we go for a run on the car?” suggested Tom
Merry, when the feast was over, and even Fatty Wyna was
_ on his last tart. “ The only thing is how are wé going to fix

it? Vou can’t all come at once !”

“1 know !” cried Digby. “ We’ll draw lots!”

“No. I know a much better idea than that,” said Jack
Blake, “We'll take it in turns, from here to Rylcombe.
Each in alphabetical order !’
~  ““Not a bad idea, either!” exclaimed Tom Merry, “Ha,

ha, ha! You're B, aren’t you?”

‘I wasn’t thinking of that!” cried the leader of Study 6
. indignantly.

‘““No, of course, you weren’t, old chap,” replied Tom
Merry. ‘‘It’s jolly funny, though, isn’t it?” \

“But there’s D'Arcy !’ shouted Manners. “Surely he'd
- come first. Blessed if T know whethet :t would be A or D I
“Call it A, then,” said Jack Blake., “Any old thing,

50 long as we ge
Tue Geu L

B
dBRA

et a move on.”
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Of course, deah boy; I take pwecedence. My ancestahs

. spelt their name De Arcy, so of course 3

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” :

The juniors roared with laughter. :

“You are a funny ass!” gasped Jack Blake. “Tom
Merry’s not going to take your ancestor ont.” ~

“Ha, ha, ha !’ -

The chums only stopped laughing when they reached the
coach-house.

Tom Merry unlocked the door.

“My aunt! He’s got a key and all!” cried Jack Blake.
“My oye! She starts up well.”

“ Look out!”

Tom Merry brought his car out with a run that sent the
juniors flying. Then, shutting down his throttle, he glided
almost noiselessly past the Head’s house, right to the sehool
entrance. : 2ot

The juniors streamed after him in a long Lne.

“Tell you what,” said Tom Merry, as the first thres
came up. ““ We'll make a tour of the schools. Run over to
the Grammar School first, and then to Highcliffe. What 17

“(Zood wheeze ”’

¢ We'll make Monkey & Co. sit up !”

¢ And those cads, Carpenter, Snipe, and Lerking |

“ We owe them one !”’

“Not half we don’t I’

“No! Look here!” exclaimed Tom Merry, leaning over
the sercen. “We're not going o have any ragging this
journey. A nice friendly little visit, just to say how d’'you

do, and that’s all. New who’s coming first? Suppose we
say Gussy, Jack Blake, and Dighy ?” :

“That's fair enough!” ; -
“We'll go down to the gym. while youw're gene,” said
Manners. “ Mind Gussy doesn’t fall ofi

“All aboard, there!” cried Tom Merry.

The first bateh of juniors elambered up.
moment they were off.

“Bai Jove! You can

wclaimed Arthur Augustus,
i

- -
The next

dwive quite wespectably !”?
“I am quite astounded. Bai

Thanks, Gussy 1”
Tom Merry bowed with mock &
Jack Blake was loud in his ey
“My auntt

time to time. 3
~Digby was too interested to say much. He sat on the

step and watched the ground whizzing beneath him.

: loud Xpressior
Splendid! Ripping I

15-of approval.
he ejaculated {rom

““She does mp aglong!” cried Jack Blake ecstatically.
“Hallo! What are you stopping for 77

Tom Merry did not answer.

““ We'ro slowing down I’ shouted Dizby, as if he had mads
8 great discovery.

* There’s nothing in the way,” observed Blake.
Tom Merry wrinkled his forehead and thrust his throttle
forward. :

That did it.. She stopped dead.

“Bai Jove I

“ What's the matter 2% ;

“Don’t know,” said Tom Merry grimly. * Better
and see.”’ R

“ You didn’t do it on purpose, then [’

“Of course not !

get out

&8 = . .
: Jolly good job we're not in sight of the Grammar
School.  We should rever hear the last of i+,

The four juniors eyed the motionless car,

“If's extwemely fortunate, deah boy.”

“What?”
. “That I am with you. I will discovah the twouble
instantah [

““ I'ire ahead, then,” said Tom Merry, w
pose you wind ker up for a start’’

“Tt will be all right, it is for a start,” said Jack Blake
cutely. “ Show us your shover knowledge, Gussy.”

The swell of 8t. Jim’s removed his coat, turned up his
sleeves, and gripped the starting-handle.

At the second turn he got the compressions all right, and
gavo a mighty pull.

The only result was a fainf, sucking scund.

He tried again, and again. In fact, he turned the handls
until the perspiration ran down his face.

““ Bai Jove! The little wottah [

“Let me have a go,”” said Jack Blake.
than you.”

This put the swell of St. Jim’s back up, and he fairly
bristled. :

¢ Wubbish! T shall twy again,” he said, with a sniff.

Try he did, with a vengeance. :

At last he kad to give it up. - .

Jack Blake seized the handle eagerly, but although he
put his back info it there was nob the slightest sign’ of
movement. = L

ith a grin. “Sup-

“T'm stronger
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! Tom Berry did the only thing that could be doue-to save Pongo’s life, e whirled his steering-wheel
‘Sharply round, and jammed on both brakes.

“Tt’s no good trying any more !’ exclaimed Tom Merry.
“Tet’s have a look at the sparking-plug.”

Up went the bonnet.

The swell of St. Jim’s stepped forward hastily.
his hand on the brass thumb-screw.

“Wow !’

He drew his hand away as if he had been bitten.

Rl kg hal?

“What the dickens is the matter with you exclaimed
Jack Blake, in amazement. * Did you prick your finger?”’

“Pwick my fingah! Wubbish! I got a shock—a feahful
shock !”?

Jack Blake looked incredulous.

¢ What, off that little screw !”
top of the sparking-plug. ¢ That

He had just touched it.

S i, ha, hia Y

He laid

733

he said, pointing at the
can’t—— OQh! Ow!”?

Then Tom Merry switched off the eurrent.
} “:E’m surprised at you, Gussy !” he exclaimed.
ha !’

“ Wottah ! T believe you did it—"" - :

¢ Shut up, there’s a good chap,” said Tom Merry.
me the spanner. We shall never get back at this rate.”

“ T, ha,

‘“Get

he sparking-plug was removed and tested.

It worked to perfection. .

Tom Merry screwed it up again.

“Bai Jove !” !

“ What?”

1t must be the magneto !I”?

“There isn’t such a thing, chump! Accumulators only.”

The swell of St. Jim’s thought again.

“Then it must be the cahbahwettah !’

Tom Merry looked doubtful.

“I don’t like messing about with that thing,” he said.
“Tet’s have a jolly good try again first.”

Digby knelt down in the road.

‘“ Perhaps something has got stuck underneath,” he said
valiantly, “ Il have a look 127 -

The juniors had not the faintest idea what he was going
to lock for, but it seemed to be the right thing to do. So
before Tom Merry could protest he had wriggled beneath
the ear.

Tom Merry grinned, and took the precaution of jamming
on the emergency brake hard. 0

“You get to the wheel, Gussy, and switch on. Dor’t
touch the gear-lever, or we might start off. Dig’s under-
neath. Now!” ;

. Trm Gem Lisrary.—No. 105




- Jack Blake gripped the starting-handle.
. Fom Merry went to the toclbox at the back,
rummaged for the oilcan and screwdriver.

éﬂd

Sang !
* She’s off I yelled Jack Blake. :
There was a burst of smeke {rom the exhaust-pipe, but
~ that was all.
“ P oo : 5
Digby scrambled out hurriedly. HEe was covered with
d%st, and the back of his head was a mass of grease and
oil.
#Is she—"
The engine stopped abruptly.

~ “No go!” cried Tom Merry. “Come off, Gussy. We'll
have a look at the carburettor.”
The floor-board was lifted up, and the top of the

 carburettor removed tenderly.
';l:he}fx!oz'{_t; was resting at the bottom of its chamber.
“Bai Jove !”
Arthur Augustus was peering over the top of Tom Merry’s
shoulder.

_“There’s no—"

“Petrol I” shouted Tom Merry. “Jingo! Ha,
“ha, hnl”
- “I don’t see anything to laugh at!” growled Jack Blake.

There, I've been grinding away at that blessed handle
about a million times, and you've forgotten to put the
petrol in !

J“i‘nlgf'lt had been my cah——"" commenced the swell of Si.

im’s.

. ©6o it, Gussy!” cried Tom Merry, with a laugh. “Rub
it ip!  What about the time when you forgot to put the
plug back in your motor-bike—ch 2’

érthut Augustuys was silent.

Where can we get some petrol ?”
“Rylecombe 1
» “¥es, that’s the best.”
- :‘ Who'’s going
;‘ 'I;wo had better go, and two stay,” said Tom Merry.
$T'll go for one!”” cried Dighy.
“Good for you, Dig I
:: I’TH, make the other !”

o0 you won’t, Tom Merry!” declared Jack Blake.
~ “You're a silly chump, we know, but you and Gussy can

staiy and keep an eye on the car.”

his was agreed upon, and the pair departed.

Arthur Augustus cand Tom Merry sat in the car, and
tried to show by their attitude that anything but an enforced
btop had talken place.

For a while they were silent.

Presently D’Arcy spoke.

“1 say, Tom Mewwy !”

€< Y'es 1./7)

““ %ou,fvemenﬂoah the telegwam this morning, deah boy ?”

es.

:I am going to meet my cousin.”

“Our cousin, you-mean !”’said Tom Merry.

Oh, alwight! It's a most widic. ideah, but we will let
thgttmgt’tah pass. I shall hiah a twap!”
th 7

e

Tom Merry eyed the swell of St. Jim’s

“ What’s that?’’-

“1 shall hiah & twap, deah boy,” repeated Arthur
Augustus easily, “Of course, that does nof westwain you
wottahs fwom comin’ to the station with your cah; but, as
a mattah of dig., Miss Cleveland will weturn with me. I
think I shall take her for a twot wound if it’s a fine aftah-
noon. I believe it’s goin’ to be wathah wippin, don’t you 7’

You—you—you image of wickedness!” roared” Tom
Merry. “ You iniquitous young schemer! D’you mean to
say that you've been sitting there hatching a plot to defraud
us of Miss Cleveland? You reprobate I””

 “I wefuse to be called a wepwobate, Tom Mewwy ! Undah
the circs.,, I shall wequest you to meet me in the gym. if
you use such oppwobious expwessions. I——"

“Rats I

sharply.

2y

~ “Shut up! Here comes Jack Blake and Digby. T'll see
_what they have to say, and then we’ll drive you to the
nearest asylum. That is, of course, if there’s anything left
of you after you’ve been bumped. You’re bound fo be
bumped first, you know !”’

Arthur Augustus looked alarmed.
- I wefuse to be bumped!” he exclaimed, putting one leg
over the side. “I—"
- ‘“Here, come back!” shouted Tom Merry.

_slide off like that! Woa!” :
- “You are wumplin’ my waistcoat.”

“ Never mind about that; you'll got a strait one pre-
sently. Hi! Blake!” ‘
~ Jaek Blake and Digby came up at a run.
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““Has he gone off again cried the former *’Cos, if
so, I think we may as well truss him up and leave him
in some field for the rest of the day.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

Tom Merry explained D’Arcy’s point of view.

Jack Blake promptly looked solemn.

“Quite out of the gquestion!?’ he said decisively.
course we shall meet Cousin Ethel ourselves.
for a ride by himself. Not a word, Arthur.
out of order!”’

The swell of St. Jim's protested, argued, raged, but the
three kept it up all the way te the Grammar Scheol, High-
cliffe, and all the way back to St. Jim’s.

True, they only paid fiying visits in each case, for Tom
Merry did not think it wise to remain longer in the cnemy’s

993

5 (43 Of
Gussy can go
You're ruled

camp than was enough to exchange greetings—fiying
greetingd. e
They then returned to St. Jim’s, and a general confab took

place, with the result that Arther Augustus and Figgies
got their places in the motor.

After lunch, the car, ladened with Figgins, Arthur
Augustus, Jack Blake, and Tom Merry, started for
Ryleombe, and when they arrived at the station and Cousin
Fthel came tripping down the steps, Jack Blake won the
gratitude of two juniors and the admiration of another by
gallantly offering his seat.

Before they started off again, Cousin Ethel had to be told
the history of the car, and then Figgins whispered a few
words in Blake’s ear.

“Then I'll walk back,” he concluded.

¢ Right-ho, old son !”” roplied Jack Blake, as Tom Mezry
put in his elutch. “We’ll change over when you coine
back. T’ll meet you here with Manners.”

Tom Merry piloted the motor to the little farmhouse
where they had stopped with Mr. Evans, and Cousin Ethel’s
praises of both car and driver were fully justified, for she
behaved in an exemplary manner. Not a hitch occurred to
mar the trip, and it was with a feeling of pride that, four
hours later, Tom Merry sltowed up gently in front of
Rylcombe Station.

There was five minutfes to spare, and the juniors and their
girl-chum chatted eagerly. They were full of plans for
future excursions, and Cousin Ethel promised to come to
50 many outings and picnics that fulfilment of all the
arrangements would have required a month of “ halves.”

Just as the train came in, it started to rain, but Figgins
stuck to his intention, and Jack Blake and Manners got in.

Presently it began to pour in torrents, and Tom Merry
shut down.

“We shall have to put the hood wup, chaps, or get
soaked ! S : ;
¢ Jolly good job it didn't come on beforc!” exclaimed

Jack Blake, as they pulled into the side of the road and
put up the heod. “ My word, what a downpour! One
thing, we haven’t got far to go!”

“It’s comfy enough, though,” said Manners, as they sped
up the hill. “It would take a lot of this to upset me.
What’s that?” :

Knock ! Knock! Knock!

Tom Merry looked alarmed.

‘“ Some beastly thing’s gone wrong,” he said.

“ Blessed if she isn’t stopping !’ cried Jack Blake. “It’s
not petrol this time, anyway !’

‘Tom Merry groaned. He did his best, but the pace
became slower and slower.

The engine stopped.

The four looked at one another. It was getting late, and
there would be ructions if they were not in by call-over.

They tumbled out into the rain, but although they spent
half an hour in winding the nandle until their arms ached,
the engine refused to start. : :

Suddenly Tom Merry gave a shout of dismay.

“It’s no good, chaps ¥ he cried.

“ Why ?”

- ““She’s not buzzing! The accumulator’s
we’'re done in !’

‘““ What are we going to do, then?” shouted Manners.
““We can’t push her home, and we must get back. Oh, this
is: rotten !”

A precious five minutes was spent in consultation, and at
last they decided to abandon the car for a time. It was a
lonely road, and there seemed nothing else to be done; but
before they departed the juniors acted on D’Arcy’s suz-
gestion that they should make assurance that she would not
be stolen, doubly sure, by removing the lamps and every-
thing portable.

Jack Blake jacked up the back, and while the others
were busy he removed one of the wheels.

“Well,. I'm. blessed !”” exclaimed Tom Merry,
leader of Study No. 6 grinned gleefully. “1 wonder you
don’t take the engine to pieces.” = - -

run down, and

as the
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“Can’t make too sure,”
6 I?e;dy 20
¢ Yes.
The little party trudged off, leaving the partly-dismantled
party

car.

“Jolly hard luck I call this!” growled Manners. “I
think we’d better call out the rest of the Form when we get
back, and bring her home in bits.”

For half a mile the four plodded along, then, without a
word, Tom Merry turned round and retraced his steps.

The others stopped in amazement.

‘. Gone dotty !’ exclaimed Jack Blake.

¢ What are you up to?”’ shouted Manners.

They ran after him. .

Tom Merry sprinted ahead, and kept his lead until they
were back again at the side of the car.

“ What the——"" panted Jack Blake.

Tom Merry pointed silently to a little black japanned box
on the dashboard.

It was a portable electric light.

“Bai Jove !”’

“Thump me, kick me, anything you like!” grunted Tom
Merry. I suddenly remembsred. The thing contains an
accumulator.

“ Well, of all the chumps——" commenced Jack Blake.
But he got no further, for he, too, remembered something.
There was the wheesl to put back.

In less than ten minutes everything was trim and taut
again, Tom Merry exchanged the accumulators, and ran to
the front.

Tt was as the sound of sweet music when the engine started
off again.

“We shall do it now,” cried Jack Blake, “and without
exceeding that limit, either!”

“Taking things altogether,” said Tom Merry, when,
without further mishap, they came in sight of St. Jim’s, “1
think our little tour round has been a great success. I shall
have to write to uncle to-night, and——"

Toot, toot, toot!

They were close. to the gates of the college, and Tom
Merry stopped talking as he turred out a bit to take the
curve Into the gates.

“Tn we gol” exclaimed Jack Blake. ‘ Hallo, who's
that ?”

A shrill and mocking * parp. parp’

Some Third-Form kid.

“Young Wally i’

“1 shall have to westwain that young bwothah of mine!”’

replied Jack Blake sagely.

’ sounded ahéad.

exclaimed the swell of St. Jim’s, peering ahead. ‘ Bai
ove, he’s got that w’etched mongsel with him !
“Dunno which is the worse—he or Pongo!” grunted

Manners. “ Hallo! TLook out!”

Pongo had suddenly taken it into his head to dart across
the road. : -

The Third-Former’s derisive imitation of Tom Merry’s
Yooter changed to a cry of terror.

His four-footed chum was in terrible danger.

“ QCome back! Pongo! Stop!” .

The dog seemed to be rushing to certain destruction.

The four juniors in the car turned white.

Pongo was right under their front wheels,

Jack Blake groaned.

But Tom Merry had all his wits about him. e whirled
his steering-wheel sharply round, shut off his throttle, and
jammed on both brakes. It was the only thing to be done
to save the dog, and he knew what would follow.

j -and Co.
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Crash ¢ e

The sudden stop on the greasy road was too much, and the
car simply skidded sideways.

Fler bonnet struck the stone gate-pillar, and the shock
nearly sent the three on the seat through the glass screen.

Manners was pitched off the step into the gutter.

“ Wow 1

“ Anybody hurt ?”’ eried a man’s voica.

“ My hat! It’s Railton!” muttered Jck Blake.

The House-master eame running up.

“ Are you right ¢’ he shouted.

“Yes, I think so, sir!”” replied Tom Merry, in rather a
shaky voice.

“Thank Heaven !’

The juniors scrambled out.

Wally rushed at Tom Merry, grabbed him by the arm, and
gulped. He could not speak at first.

¢ Jolly good of you, Tom Merry !”” he gasped at last. * He
—he would have been killed! He—— Oh, I’'m sorry about
the car.”

¢ All right, kid, don’t you worry !’ exclaimed Tom Merry,
giving the Third-Former a playful push. ‘I’d rather smash
a dozen cars than run over Pongo! Bunk off now., Time
all kids were in bed.”

hand was laid on his shoulder, and the chief of the
Terrible Three looked up at Mr. Railton

“T saw it all,” said the House-master. “‘I’'m proud of
you, Tom Merry. You have a splendid nerve. I shall make
1t my duty and pleasure to place the whole facts before Dr.
Holmes.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Tom Merry. “Of course, you
needn’t pile it on—I mean, you won’t say anything about
Wally’s dog. It wasn’t his fault, sir.”

“Tt was nobody’s fault, my boy,” replied the master.
“(Clearly a case of sheer accident; but the Head will have
to hear all about it, otherwise I fear he will naturally pro-
hibit the use of the car again.”

“She’ll be laid up as it is, sir.”

““Ts there much damage done 7”’

< Of course, I shall write to my patah!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus as they examined the front of the car. ‘‘He will
defway 2 |

“ Yowll do nothing of the kind1”? exclaimed Tom Merry.
“We’ll send for Willses 1n the morning, and have her over-
hauled. I don’t think there’s really much harm done. A
study whip round will cover that.”

As examination proved, there was no serious damage
beyond the bonnet; this was crushed and badly battered,
and had to be sent away to Coventry before the chums could
go motoring again,

“For the relief of a humdram existence,”’ said Mannersg,
as he sat on the edge of his bed that night, “give me a
moty-car. You never know what’s ~oing to turn up.
Night-night, Monty. Don’t forget to “Write up the account
of Tom Merry’s heroic deed for the ¢ Weekly.” Better call 1t
‘Pongo’s Peril.” Ha, ha! Wow !’

“T’ll give you ¢ Wow I’ if you don’t shut up I’ cried Tom
Merry, coming behind and gripping his chum round the
neck with one arm. ¢ Now, then, are you—" -

“¥Y.yes! Pax!” gasped Manners. ‘ Pax, fathead!?

And pax it was, for that night, at least.

THE END.

(Another splendid tale of Tom Merry & Co. next
Thursday, entitied % Honour Bright,’”’ by Martin
Clifford. Oerdor your copy of the “Gem’’ Library
in advance. Price One Penny.) .
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS ARE:
AUBRIEY VILLIERS, nicknamed Sam Slick. A lad who

has performod wondr service for his country in
her time or need, during the terrible invasion by
the Germans.

STEPHEN VILLIERS, his brother. Ie
panion in all his exploits.

The two boys form part of the crew of the Condor, a
wonderful airship invented by Jehn Car The airship has
been brought quickly to Russia at the i -stigation of Harring-
ton Carfax, the inventor’s brother, w.o has a scheme for
getting possession of the Tsar's person, in order to prevent
Russia from joining Germany against England.

The schene succeeds, and the hos :
John Carfax then makes arrangemenis for procesding with
the Condor and her sister ship, the Taglet, to assist the
British forces at Oldesloe, where a battle is imminent. Har-
rington Carfax therefore leaves the Tondor, to return to his
home in Hampshire.

(Now go on wiith the story.)

nec

is Sam’s com-

=

The Voyvage of the Airships.

The others had no time fo regret the loss of Harrington.
They threw themselves into the work of getting the two air-
-ships ready for the voyage, and most had to be done to the
Haglet in her locked shed. The principal business was the
storage, and, with great care and ingenuity, a very large
quantity of picric acid and nitro-glycerine was put on board
the FHaglet. She was regularly stacked with i5. Carfax
would not give the reason.

¢ She’s a regular magazine of explosives !
when the work was done,
arms on board her.”

“She will want none,” said Carfax, coming out of the
shed. “I hope the sky will remain clouded,” he added.
Tt is important we should start direstly in the dark, and

- that the Eaglet’s departure shall not be noticed.”

¢ Do you mean to say nobody krows the Eaglet’s hore 7™

¢ None except ourselves. She arrived by night, as I told
you, and has heen closely guarded in this shed ever since.”

id Stephen,
¢ There'll be no room for any
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e alliance is prevented.”

The night fell quickly, and Carfax made his arrangements.

ondor was to rise up into the skies with her utmost
speed, and await her consort.

She did so.

With her full crew
rkness as quickly an
Two miles away, at
she poised and waited.

The Kaglet, twenty minutes later, glided cut of her shed,
and rose much more slowly., The Condor showed a small
flast t twice, and the Eaglet, making no reply to the
toered towards it, and halted close aloneside her

3

“I think not, sir,” replied Dudley, from the Eaglet's
ridge; “but if we were, they took us for the Condor.
Nobedy saw you go.

We couldn’t ourselves.
dark, and you were away like a flagh.”

“““All right. Keep station twenty lengths behind us, and
stand by to rise higher if we signal. Should the sky clear,
we shall have to mount another thousand feet.”

The two aeroplanes settled down to their voyage, the -
Condor not exceeding a speed of forty miles an hour, for
that was the utmost pace at which the laden Haglet could
travel. Even so, Carfax said, her engines would never bs
fit for much again.

“I'm glad she's not lilkely to bump into uvs,” said Stephen.
“1f that cargo of explosives got touched off, I should say it
would shake half the stars loose, and chip chunks off the
moon I’ =

There were neither stars nor moon visible, for that matter,

It was so

and the long night voyvage passed without incident. Both
the boys turned in and slept early in the night. Carfax

was somewhat anxious, for the reduced speed at which they
had to travel gave them very little time to spare, and every-
thing, he said, depended on their reaching the British lines
before dawn.

When the boys were called it was still dark, The Kaglet
was following like a dim shadow, and of the earth far below
hardly anything could be seen, save for one or two narrow
pencils of light that played to and fro.

“ What are those ¥ asked Stephen.

¢ German military searchlights,”’ answered Carfax. “We -
are right over General Von Strelsau’s army. Oldesloe is
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away to the left. l\ow we're passing over the River Trave.
If it were daylight, you would see both the entrenched

armies.”
“ By Jow-' We've travelled better than I thought,” said
Sam. *“ You're going right over the top of them, sizr?”
“Yes. We have no time to make a detour, for it will
soon be day. It is too dark yet for them to see us or the
Waglet. Soon we shall be over General Blake's forces
beyond.”

For another ten minutes the two airships
leaving the mzleb behind them, and the boys v
that they could penetrat the blackness and
below. But the height was too great, even
glasses.

Presently the Condor halted, and the Ea
alongside her.

“*We part here,”” called Clarfax to Dudley, who was on the
Eaglet’s bridge. “ Yeu will go rlg’ﬂt con beyond the vach
position, twenty miles to then regr.:

“Yes, sir.’

“You have your full instructions.
got to be absolutely accurate when you act.
no mistake.”

“ There shall be none, sir.”’

“Very good. Go ahead!”

The Kaglet sped aleng into the darkness,
waited till she had gone.

ran ¢iose

5

s have
st be

Your caleulati
There m

and the Condor

“We will now aeccend, and get what information we can
from the general,” said Carfax. ¢ Stand by, Hugh I’
The Condor came down several hundred lecti Ske

flashed a signal two or three times, and monped lower yet.

A huge bivounae could mmlv be made out stretching far
beneath her, and, choosing her place as well as ehe could,
she came lightly to the gzoc.n-d

“Jt’s the Condor! By Jove!
ing to the spot with an escort.
you, Mr. Carfax?”’

“Yes. I want to see General Blake at once‘

1’11 take you right to his tem. 1}}15 way.

Carfax took Sam with him, leaving the other
Condor, and they soon reached the gamdefl heax
tent. -

General Blake, looking as alert and keen as ever, but very
war-worn, welcomed mcm enthu\m\tl sally.

“This is a surprise!” he said. “I t‘muvnt you
the south, Mr. Carfax; and I know wha .amemh/{
you've done there. But there's no betting on where
Condor may turn up—eh? W qu news ! e

< All has gone well so far How do we stai

Carfax and the "cnm‘a‘ plunged into the
position, and held a short but very pithy cons
the map.

1 cried a staff officer, huurv

¥ knew it must be. Is th

with the
dguariers

2

T know that the more I tell y be:“ter) said
“ Knowledge is power in your hand I hope for

success helv, but I’m outpumbered. and am not blind to the
great risks I run. Privately, it
me. I cannot get at the beggars as
batteries. We're under-gunned.
lie. But for that, I'd be acrcss the riv
at Von Strelsau’s tl‘“ at. If I have to
see, it will be a disaster.”

£ ¥es,”! cried Carfax.
can clear those guns out of your way an hour a

“ Do you mean that?’’ exclaimed Blahe rising.

“J do. There’s no txme to explain it now. A hint or
two, that’s all. If I miss my time, the chance is gone for
froo-d Now, where can I lay the Condor unseen, rxght away
pehind the German position, so as I ean watech? 1 don’t know
this country well. A small wood on the crest of a hﬂ] and
out of reach of their scouts, will do.”

General Blake gave him the choice ¢f two places at ence,
and they consuhed two minutes longer.

“ Very good said Carfax, preparing to go. “If the
Condor’s still in eu:,tem‘eéwhleh won't be quite certain—1I
shall be with you again about nine o’'clock.”’

Aocompamed by Sam, he returned quickly to rho Condor,
and away they rose again, higher than ever, and sped back
to the southward over the ‘German lines.

“By Jove! There’s the east lightening !” said Carfex.
“We're only just in time !”

Where the airship was going, the boys had no idea. une
began to descend presently, and they saw the tops of pin
trees below them. Then, with great care, the vessel s 'LAcd
gently down among the frees, and rested on the ground.

Tal\e a stalk round, andssce if the neighbourhood’'s
clear,” said Carfax.

Sam and Stephien left the car, and did some rapid scouting
work through the woods and among the rocks. They
returned and reported the place quite clear of all intruders.
But where they were neither could have told.

The hghtenmcr damn };Lese*fly showed them.

ou hou‘ t
- my bulld
fall back, as you can

“ But, with a fair ferd T think 1
fter dawn.”

Slowly the
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w over the landscape, and they saw that tha
Condoz was resting on the w 'y fringe of a pine-wocd at the
top of a hill, a good long way Behind the rear of the
Gormans. On the hxlljy plains below, Von Strelsaw’s en-
ched {orces were facing the river, bcyond which lay the
sh legions. ;
‘e’re well at the back of them all)’
nearest the Germans. Good view, isn’t it?

Sam was amared to see how vast were the 1
opposing armics. : ;

Both had b reinforced heavily since he had left the
N orxb As it became broad daylight, the battle opened, and
coon the guns were beginuing to roar on both sides.

young day g

id Carfax,  and

umbers of the

The Last Voyage of the Esgiet,

- Now yeu can see the German b“ttest
Stephen, *‘all in a line under the brow of the heights !’

It was true. There w rere many cther guns, but t]'lt, artitiery
'mat menaced the British freops rnoat could be seen fairly
plain "ro:n where the Ceondor wa ts formidable nature

was evide

: we've gob to tackle,” said Carfax. “ Look
Sam. Hugh, yeu'll be called on at
hope 1 he adued, in a lower tone, “ that I
Condor bones yonder.”

177 cried

UQ
o o=
B
o

and the German
up a continuous rea The British Field
Ar tx]luy was replying, and the vieious puffs from the shells
dotted the air and the plain, On all sides the long roll of
musketry poured forth.

“ My word, aren’t they hammering cach other!” said
Stephen.

> Blake is iter place than he caved to own to me
last nightﬂ it seems,” said Carfax, half to himself. ‘' If
he

*“ Hallo! What’s yonder?”’ exclaimed Stephen.

Far away in *hg sky, beyond the German position, snd
beyond the British, too, a tiay oblong speck could be seen.
It was travelling rap‘aiv becoming uneatrer and larger, and
soon it was scen to be an aeroplanc,

“It's the Kaglet!” cvied Sam.

“* Yes, bhe ‘Ca*‘ief 2 ano\\ ered Qarfax ‘On her
lagt voya I told you she would be sa where she
could do mos$ good.”’

she’s going right over the Germans!’?

5 \“*clmncd . \Vhy,,
aculs Won'’t their guns reach

‘and low down.

see, tco, how
will work n 7
But thatis by -,

id the aevor shall
oso new rangefinders for

T”}e Germans have adopted them.

&

c\,\ﬂuesq amazed -+, at no greabw_Hﬂ.

s oand gt muam straight on towards
iom, V'as watching 1t, and
uessed al.
cr now |’ cried Stephen.

g
& '\o ! ¢ But does it not occur to
take her for

or the Cond
shing in ppon him,

“ By Jam Th&y don’t know
of course!” said his brother

“ And they count on wip
,Lun‘ smile—‘ their grea .,ess

they’ve at her now
’f‘o the amazement of the boys, the Eaglet had halted. The
great aeroplane hunff poised over the German forces, motion-
less and siledt, as if 1n menace.

Every gun in the whole army wag turned on her. Cog-
sternation reigned on all sides, for the tor iible defeats she
had inflicted in the past were fresh in men’s memories.

Yet, it seemed that they had her now., To their eyes, it
was as if she had broken down, and could no longer man-
ccuvre. And the new rangefinders, directed especially
ag 'ng‘f aeroplanes, were now in use against her.

o first shots went wide. Thc\n a shell struck the after
,)1atf0rm of the Eaglet, and wrecked it. Still she hovered,
steady and silent, her fans rovol\,mg Other shells went
through the light part of her framework, and riddled it with
holes :

“ Good hegwens, gir !

u whem | =

For us!” exclaimed Sam, a Lght

there are two Condors out,

e us out,”? said Carfax, with a
foe. A triumph to them, eh?

iasy

cried Sam, speech flung from him,

"; spite of himself. ‘“‘Her crew! What of her crew? Can -
she do nothing?”’ .
Theweronaut madé no reply, but watched with a cool, im-

passive face. Then a shell strack the Haglet's deckhouse full
id her freight of deadly cxplosives, and the end came.

There was a ‘crash that seemed to split the very heavens
apart, an explogion in mid-air, the blast of which shook the
army below as reeds ave shaken by the wi ind, and 4he Eaglet -
was blown i i«:\ a muhcn pxecefa .
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The Condor and the Baiteries,

The roar of the explosion made even the framework of tho
Condor quiver, though she was a full mile and a half away.
Used as they were to stupendous blows dealt in the war of
‘piants, the young scouts were stricken speechless by the
magnitude of this one.

At one stroke the big aeroplane was blotted from the sky,
and the army beneath staggered at the force of the blow.
Through the glasses the consternation among the Germans,
~ especially those within the range of the explosion could be
plainly seen. It had been too high up to cause much actual

destruction, but the effect of it was none the less tremendous.

¢ She’s gone ! But what of the crew—Dudley and Marten?”’
oried Sam, for he felt the sacrifice was too cold-blooded,
merciless though Carfax was. But nobody heeded Sam.
The Condor was already lifting from the ground.

“ They think they’ve rid themselves of us!” cried Stephen.

¢ They believe it’s the Condor they’ve wiped out!”

“ They’ll find their mistake now,” said Kenneth quietly.

“The guns, there!” ordered Carfax, in a ringing voice.
# Man the bomb-guns. To your places, Sam and Hugh!”’

* Up went the Condor over the tops of the pines, and then,
with a swift rush, she made straight for the German posi-
tion, like a wolf dashing down upon & herd of goats.

Carfax did not expose his vessel at first to the Germans,
but glided across the valley at a low elevation, rising and
falling with the conformation of the ground, and came Lehind
the ridge of hills on the left, which now sheltered him from
view of the enemy.

Gliding along behind the rearmost crest of these hills, he
came up to the point where they ended. Then, skimming
round the corner of the ridge, he darted right into the
German position.

“Take the batteries, as I instructed you!” called Carfax
sharply. \

So_quickly had the advance been made that the shock of
the Haglet's explosion was hardly over when the Condor
-showed herself. There was a pause, and then a great shout
of amazement from the Germans,

They had believed their terrible encmy to be blotted out
of existence, yet there was the airship herself right upon
them, as if the exploded vessel had returned to life, and
was striking a second blow. It was all done in the flash
of an eye.

Not only was the Condor attacking, but instead of being
far up in the skics, or poised over them as an easy mark for
their artillery, she was right in their midst, and low down,
hardly twenty feet above the ground. Moreover, she was
moving at the speed of a fast railway train.

The vast entrenched army suddenly burst upon the view
of the boys Like a panorama. Almost before they knew it,
they were skimming over the heads of hordes of riflemen and
~sections of Engineers and Sappers, swiftly as a swallow.

But it was the line of heavy batteries ahead, under the
brow of the ridge that was the goal of the Condor, They
had annihilated her sister ship, and now their turn had
come. -

Almost before a trigger could be drawn the airship was
upon them. Stephen heard the shouting and the confusion,

~_saw Carfax, as cool as a fish, upon the ridge, and Sam and

Hugh standing tense and alert at the bomb-guns, the
leyelhn%levers and cranks grasped in their hands.

The German batteries seemed to be rushing wildly to-
wards them, so rapid and steady was the Condor’s passage.
The Prussian gunners could be seen hastily swinging their
long barrels round, but the heavy guns were too cumber-
some to meet such a swift attack at close quarters. The
Condor was within e¢ighty yards of the nearest within ten
seconds. “

“ Fire!” cried Carfax.

The two centre bomb-guns spoke together, their deep,
- barking note drowning the shouting, and the heavy missiles

struck their mark. The result was devastating. There was
a roar and a flash, and the battery was scattered to the winds.

Guns and men were sent flying, and as the choking smoke
cleared, the ruins of the battery could be seen through a
yellow haze. The powerful bombs had done their work. The
very ‘earth was torn up, shattered wood and iron strewed
the scene, and one long gun was sticking muzzle downwards

“in the earth a dozen yards from where it had stood befors

the shot. .

The Condor’s crew saw little of this. Before the noise of
the bombs had died away, she had darted onwards through
the smoke, and was hurling her missiles at the next battery,
fifty yards beyond. The quick-firing bomb-guns did their
work with the same deadly swiftness and precision, and the
airship sped onwards to the next, her guns drumming cease-
lessly as she went.

. . The confusion was fearful. From somewhere beyond a
light shell was hurled at the Condor, followed by two others,
but none touched her. The low-skimming vessel was a most

- difficult target to hit, and as she was right in the midst of
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the position, the German shells were bound te deal destruc-
tion among their own side. The blows wers dealt before
the German general, half a mile away on the height, had
time to realise what was happening.

“ Keep cool! Let ’em have it, and shoot straight!’’ cried
Carfax.

One of the German guns in the sixth battery was swung
hastily, and discharged right in the Condor’s face, as 1t
secemed. But the aim was too hasty, for the big field guans ars
not intended for snapshcts, and the big shell howled past
the airship, missing her by a couple of feet. Next moment
the gun and all its fellows were burst into scrap-iron.

The heavy bombs, that had blown solid boulders to pieces
the day befors at Tournay, made easy work of the batteries.
To tell the tale of the Condor’s onslaught takes some minutes,
but the deed itself was a matter of seconds. e

Like some great destroying angel she sped over the lines of
batteries, hurling one after the other into eternity. Rifle
bullets sang about her, rapping through her framework, or
rattling on the wrought-steel plates, but the smoke and the
speed she travelled gave her little to fear from these.

There were ten batteries, and of these the eighth was
missed, only one gun in it being overturned. The ninth
and tenth were demolished, as the others had been, and
even as the final bomb wazs fired, the Condor put on her
utmost speed, and left the stricken field behind. >

Darting behind the ridge, she then made one of her mighty
swoops skywards, and dwindled away into a speck before
the foe could recover from the shock. She came, con-
quered, and departed in the time it takes to form up a
column of horse. transport-waggons.

The guns of the eighth battery—the only one spared—
made a desperate effort to align themselves in time, and
hurled a couple of shells after her. They were not so very
wide of the mark, but it was almost as hopeléss as firing
at a skyrocket to attempt to hit the Condor during one of
her lightning ascents into the clouds. She mounted a full
two thousand feet, and then slowed to a steady pace, and
headed towards the British lines, her duty accomplished.

“ Well done, gunners!” cried Carfax. ‘““Sam and Hugh,
my best congratulations! Your shooting was Wonderf‘ul !

“Tt was casy enough, sir,”” said Hugh; “the guns handle
so well. I'm sorry we missed the eighth battery; I fear
that was my fault. I jammed the centre bomb-gun, and had
to change the left-hand one.” - -

“T’ve seen tho Condor do some extraocrdinary pieces of
work,” said Stephen, who looked quite da.zqd; “but I think
that beats any. Von Strelsan has lost his guns, anyhow,
and our general’s worst trouble is wiped off.” : .

“T hardly know where I am,” said Sam, stepping back
from the guns and wiping his forehead. His face was rather
white. “Things have moved so quickly this last half-hour.
The Eaglet—" -

“ Hxcept for her destruction and the surprise it enabled
us to give the Germans directly afterwards, we might not
have done so well,” said Carfax.

“Tt was touch and go, running right in among the enemy
like that, and one shell striking home would have made an

3

en

¢ Of the Condor, and the whole lot of us,” put in Kenneth.

‘“ Ag it was we were enabled to catch them on the hep,”
added Carfax. “I told you, I would make the Eaglet’s end
a useful one, since she was not worth keeping up.”

“Yes, sir; and you have,” said Sam rather grimly. * But
I’'m thinking of her crew. They were good chaps. Pve
nothing to say if the sacrifice was necessary, and human
life dcesn’t count for much in war. But I think——"

Carfax smiled.

“There was nobody aboard the Eaglet,”” he said.

““ What !” exclaimed Sam and Stephen together.

Kenneth laughed, and glanced at his fellow-assistant.

“How on earth did she go over the German lines in mid-
air?” Sam asked amazed.

It is simple enough. You know the perfection of our
machinery, and the precision with which everything is
done ?”’

“VYes, I know that.”

¢ Neither Dudley nor Marten were on the Eaglet. They
had their instructions. They came up to the back of the
British lines just before daybreak. They knew the exact
distance she nesded to travel. The two of them then
adjusted her machinery in such a way as to mount to a
certain height, travel that distance, and then stop.”

“By Jove! T see!” said Sam wonderingly.
piece of clockwork !”

“ Well, something in that way. Her fans, propellers, and
engines were all adjusted. So they turned her loose, to
rise and travel eight miles at a steady pace, which brought
her over the centre of the Germans, with her load of
oxplosives. Then she stopped, and the Germans’ guns did
the rest.” :

“1t’s an absolute stunner!”

“Like a

aid Stephen admiri
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“Then Dudley and Marten are all this time safe in the
British trenches.” :

“Rxactly I’ ‘ ‘

“ A fellow would have to get up early to catch you out,
sir,” said Sam, with a relieved smile. “I wish l’d known it
‘an hour ago, for I was imagining our two friends were
being blown to bits.” e : 5

“T would have told you,” said Carfax, laughing, “only
I did not think you would believe me simple enough to
sacrifice two useful lives in a mere experiment, to zay
nothing of one of them being my son. No, no. I do not
count the cost of a man’s life—my own or cthers—if it must
be sacrificed for the good of his country, but I do not waste
two highly-trained aeronauts in such an affair as that.
Another Eaglet is soon built, but geod men are not o
cheap.”’ :

“1 ought to have known, sir. But, seeing her come up
like that, it never occurred to me she could be without a
erew. Well, we’ve had a brisk morning of it, and all at the
cost of a few bullet-holes through the frames. Those guns
are trumps, sir, as you said. Where are we bound now ?

“ Back to Gleneral Blake, to get our next job.”

“Hoe ocught to be pleased with us,” said Stephen.

“Yos; we've rid him of his worst trouble, and he’ll have
a fair field now, though the odds are still against him in
numbers. It’ll be a hot fight, but I will back him to get
across the Trave. Look! They’re hard at it already I’

The Condor, indeed, was no sooner clear of the German
position than General Blake’s forces opened the ball again,
and the two armies were soon hammering at each other
furiously. The numbers engaged were immense, and th1e
roar of m¥ sketry and drumming of machine-guns filled earth
and sky.

The Victory at Oldesloe.

The airship was now passing high over the river, and the
boys looked eagerly down at the great panorama of the
fight. The scenes were shifting rapidly. General Blake
was moving more than half his forces steadily forward and
outward in a well-planned manceuvre, and the Germans were
strengthening their position.

“TLook! Blake’s got the Sappers down the river at last!”
cried Stephen. ‘“They’re throwing pontoon-bridges across
like anything !”

“He’s lost no time!” said Sam enthusiastically. “ He’s
the sort of chap to fight under. The Engineers couldn’t do
bridging work wken all these batteries are able to sweep
’em down with shr el, but they've got the chance now.
T’1l bet the forces’ll have each other at the bayonet’s poin

- within an houx !”

The great fight was waging fiercely now, and sections of
the Royal Engineers, all at the same time, were bridging the
river. They were under a galling fire the whole time, and
many fell;, but a battalion of the Warwickshire Regiment
and four of the Fusiliers, and two cother line regiments,
together with many Maxims, were giving them all the
protection possible.

General Blake’s artillery kept the remaining German guns
busy, and prevented them as much as could be done from
shelling the Fngineers. The Germans still had many light
batteries left, apart from the heavy ones the Condor had
destroyed, and as for the long trenches of riflemen they were
blazing with musketry-fire all along the line on both sides.

Mauny of the smart Sappers fell, for the Germang strained
every nerve to stop their work, as well they might, but the
bridge-makers worked on through it all with indomitable
pluck, while the battle raged on every side.

* Even as the two scouts watched, however, the Condor com-
pleted her short passage, and wheeling high over the British
forces, went to their réar and circled down to the earth.

General Blake, with his staff, had taken up his position
on a high rise of ground, whence he could direct the whole
operations, He was standing with his aide-de-camps and
gallopers ready near him, the field tclegraph close at hand,
and was watching keenly through his binoculars, and giving
his orders. Despite the great issue that hung upon the fight,
he was as ccol as Carfax himself.

The Condor came down at the back of the hLill, out of
reach of any stray shell that might cripple her, and Carfax
and the young scouts at once jained Blake’s staff.

“Welcome, Carfax!” criead the general, lowering his
glasses for a moment. “I owe you and your youngsters a
thousand thanks for what you have deone! Tt was
magnificent, sir! I never saw anything like it ! :

“Glad to be of use, general.” Youll have no further
trouble with the batteries now,” said Carfax. :

‘“ You’ve unlocked the door for me, sir,” said Blake; “and
Til warrant you I'll carry the day now. They’ve still got
their regular ficld-guns, but we can deal with those. Our
colours will go forward soon.” : :

He turned to give several quick .orders, and the three
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companious from the Condor watched the fight with absorb- ~

ing interest for some time. So great a scale was it on that
even Sam, used as he was to campaigning, could hardly -
grasp the vlan of it. 1
calmly as if he was playing chess, and found time to speak
to his allies of the Condor between times. :

“ Are my two juniors, Dudley and Marten, both safe
here ?” asked Carfax, as soon as he could.

““Yes, your son saw me, according to your orders, just

after he sent off that other vessel of yours, the Eaglet.

am getting used to your ways, Carfax, but I could hardly
believe my—my ears. However, we saw for ourselves that
the Eaglet brought it off all right, and we saw her blow up,
too. By Jeove, sir, we felt the shock of it eyen over herel

Your assistants are with the heliograph on the next hill;

but they’ll be on their way here now they’ve seen you
arrive.” :

Dudley and his companion, indeed, turned up a minute
or two later, and Carfax congratulated them both warmly
on the part they had played. ~There was little time now,
however, to attend to anything but the battle itself, which
was becoming more critical and exciting every moment.
Sam, who was immensely keen on military tactics and
strategy, watched every move with the greatest fascination. -
He was content, for once, to stand aside and wateh; but
Stephen’s excitement and impatience were intense.

“Look! There are the Fusiliers pushing ahead,” he cried,
“and the Scaforth Highlanders up yonder on the left!
They’ll be in the forefront of it when the advance is made!
_I;Iaxﬁg‘wl,t, Sam, are we to stay here kicking our heels, out of
it all? .

Sam himself was eager enough to push on and join one
of the foremost corps, but the general shook his head.

.“You've done your share,” he said. “Be content with
that. An extra couple of rifies will make no difference to the
enemy.”’

“Yes,” said Carfax; “I can’t spare you two to be bewled
over by bullets down at the front just now. You must stay
here; I may want you at any moment.”

_The brothers had to obey, and they saw that Carfax was
right. Stephen covered his impatience with a grunt.

‘“ Besides, you would see nothing whatever of what was
going on, except smoke and dust. From up here you’ll see
the whole of a battle that will.be famous for the next five
hundred years, and know you've had a big share in the
winning of it. It won’t last much longer if our lads get
their chance.”

““The German guns are slowing down! Our field batberies -
are pounding ’em !’ cried Stephen, his glasses to his eyes.

he guns of the two armies were about equal now, but the
British battertes were better handled, and changed their
positions quicker. A furious artillery duel that lasted a full
hour resnlted in the gradual silencing of Von Strelsaus guns.

Meanwhile, the rifle-fire on both sides was murderous, and
the losses were heavy. The Germans were suffering most,
however, and General Blake handled his forces with con-
summate skill, moving them forward place by place whenever
they were able to gain ground.

By degrees, fishting his way by long-range fire, and by the
use of his guns, he brought his army forward, so that it
could the more easily and skilfully be thrown across the river -
for the final attack. :

To describe every move and strategy of the great battle
would take too long, save in a military text-book. General
Blake was a genius in the art of war, and he made no
mistakes.- Hnough it is to say that, with a force less in
numbers than that of the Germans, he fairly outmanceuvred
them and drove them back.

The losses on the enemy’s side were terrifie. Sam, watch-
ing through his glasses, saw the trenches devastated by the
British shrapnel fire as soon as the German guns were
silenced, and the lines of spike-helmeted infantry torn and
broken by the rifle-fire from Blake’s line regiments and
Highlanders.

The Irish Fusiliers, as well as the Northumberlands, were
sent right forward in a dangerous position on the left flank,
and, having made it good, they poured such a hail of death
into the three Hanover regiments next them across the river
that the latter had at last to retire as best they could, after
fearful losses. It was a sign for a general retreat. :

The Germans, demoralised by all that had alrcady hap-
pened, and getting it hotter every moment, could hold out
no longer. More than one regiment was practically wiped

out, and all had suffered heavily. They were still strong in

numbers, though broken up. =
; “‘i_{:be-y’re giving way,” cried Stephen, ‘““all along the
ine !

“The time’s come,” muttered General Blake, with one
last sweep round of his glasses. » ¢ Sound the advance!” he
said aloud. : . i

Clear and sharp the bugles rang out, each taking the call
from the other all along tho miles of front. The Seaforths,
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down and the rest scattering for their lives.

~ four whole battalicns were cut up and scatteted.

i
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in the place of honour, rushed down to the contre pontoon
bridges with a cheer, their bayonets glittering in the morning
sun. Hard behind them came the Welsh regiment, its ranks
of hardy sunburnt Celts as keen for the fray as hounds on
the scent of a deer.

They were met by a withering fire from the centre Prussian
trenches, and a very pestilence of bullets swept the bridge.
The khaki-clad soldiers of King Edward fell fast, but nothing
could stop them. The foe was where they wished to find
him—before their bayonets.

At the next bridge the Cheshires, Lincolns, and a battalion
of Fusiliers were already dashing over in the face of a fire

‘no less galling. But for the constant shelling of the Prussian

trenches by Blake’s guns no flesh and blood could have
crossed those bridges in the face of such hosts. Even now,
only such soldiers as the Empire breeds could do it, and they
won their way across.

¢ They’re over!” shouted Sam, one hand gripping his
revolver convulsively, while he watched through his glasses.

““ Oh, why aren’t we there ?”

The roar of the cheering as each rogiment charged rose
high above the musketry’s rattle. It was not only in the
centre that the attack was being made. Blake was moving
both his flanks in with consummate skill far on either side.

On the extreme left the Irish Fusiliers had the place of
honour, the most perilous spot in the whole advance. They
won their way across the pontoons in the teeth of a storm
of lead from a section of Prussian Maxims that had been
brought to bear, and the bridges were strewn with dead.
The gallant regiment would have been nearly annihilated,
for it would not check or give back an inch, had not ths
British field-guns behind concentrated themselves on the
Maﬁims, and silenced them with a hurricane of cordite
shell.

“It's the last lap!” said Sam, quivering with eagerness.
“ They’ll come to grips now! By James, what a fight {”’

There was no holding back the British troops now. At all
-three points they poured over the river. Ths guns behind
;hem ceased fire, lest they should kill friends as well as
oes.

The Messenger With Bad Tidings.

The Germans rose up to do battle. Tt had come to the cold
steel at last. Cheer upon cheer, whole regiments shouting as
one man, rang along the line of the advance. With a good .
grip of their bayonets, the men in khaki rushed up the slope
to the trenches. They fell fast in the ragged fire that met
them, and then the forces met.

It was a race between the Highlanders and the Lincolns to
be first in the assault, and a few moments later they burst
upon the Prussian trenches in one long wave of khaki and
steel. Along the centre and the flanks the British regiments

- met the green-clad hordes of the Kaiser in a deadly struggle.

- ““The Hanover regiments are breaking !’ shouted Stephen.
““The Irish Fusiliers have got ’em by the short hairs!
They’re stamping them under foot !”

His quick eyes had caught the break on the front. There
was a confused melee, where the Hanovers fought desperately
with the Irish, and then the latter passed over the trenches
like a billow sweeping over a broakwater, half their foes
Straight onward
‘went the gallant Irishmen, to where the upper row of
trenches lay, hardly checking in their rush.

The Scaforths at the same time overwhelmed the centre
trenches, and on each flank Blake’s forces swept over the
already shaken ranks of Von Strelsau’s men. It was a day
of ill omens for the Germans. Their boast, till then, was that
they were the finest trained troops in Burope; but in the face
of the men in khaki they could not make that boast good.
They broke and scattered, after a desperate struggle to beat

. the British back.

Von Strelsau, from his post on the hill, saw that the day
was lost, and that he must save what he could of his
command. All along the plain the German bugles were
crying ““ Retire !””

It was more than a retreat, it was a rout. The Kaiser’s
legions were pouring over the ridges in full flight. Even
now General Blake had one last blow in reserve. Two extra
pontoons had bridged the river half a mile to the right, and
across these poured two squadrons of light cavalry.

Like a flash they tore across the open ground, and fell
on the flank of the hastening Germans. In ten minutes
When at
last the flying foe had made good their escape, fully one
helf of Von Strelsau’s army were lying dead or wounded
on the field. The trenchos were piled and packed with dead,

~ and the remnants of the German legions were pouring helter-

skelter to the southward.
““The day 1s ours!” cried Sam.
lesson they’ll never forget !”
“AIPs well I’ said General Blake quietly, lowering his
glasses. “ Britain still holds the lead !””

“We've taught them a
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struck his thigh with his fist impabiently. &
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The victory gained, the remainder of the army, the reserves
and transport, crossed the river, and a strong position was
quickly taken up. General Blake, now monarch of all he
surveyed, made himself master of the site the Germans had
quitted, and threw out his advance parties and scouts fo
make ready for the forward march. His troops had well
earned their rest.

The ambulances were quickly at work, and iwo civilian
hospital corps were allowed in ‘at once, for there was much
for them to do. Then came the welcome bivouac, and the
tired and hungry heroes were well content to lie and listen
to the bubbling of the camp mess-kids on the fires.

The Fusiliers—to which regiment the two young scouts were
supposed to belong, as far as they belonged to anything—were
right up at the far end, so Sam and Stephen took their meal
with the Seaforths.

The big Highlanders made them welcome, and the boys
were bombarded with questions about the Condor. While
they were resting, half an hour after the meal the airship
herself turned up, Carfax and his crew bringing her over
from beyond the river. She came in steadily, and settled
to the ground near where General Blake and his staff had
taken up their quarters.

“We'd better go over and see if we’re wanted,” said
Sam; and the boys took leave of their genial hosts and
departed. They found Kenneth and Hugh leisurely patching
up some of the bullet-holes that had been made in the frame-
work that morning.

It was just then that a messenger on a sweating and
nearly foundered horse came spurring in through the lines,
and hurriedly delivered a despach to General Bla: The
old soldier read it, and a frown grew upon his #:ce. He

“Confound it!” he said, -under his breath. “This is a
deuce of a fix!” :

He stood thinking for some minutes, his frown growing
deeper.

““No bad news, I hope?”
beside him.

““ Yes, confoundedly bad. We've had one big succass to-
day, and here’s something of the other sort for a change,”
said the general, biting his moustache.

“ Anything I can help in?”

“1 don’t see how you can. It's this way. Colonel
Sherstone, who is acting as brigadier in command of three
regiments and a battery, should have joined me by this
aftcrnoon with his men. I have a message to say he's held
in check fourteen miles west of here by a much larger body
of Prussians, and is ‘n a very tight place indced.”

“That’s bad.”

“It is, because there’s a strong force of Gorman light
infantry between him and us as well, and he stands a good
chance of being wiped up.”

“ Can’t you rescue him %"

“Yes, I can; but it will be a long job, and will interfere
with my plans most fearfully. I ought to be pushing on to
the south without fail. Besides, I can’t split my forces up.
We shall all have to go, and expose ourselves badly, too,
from the nature of the country. Tt will give Von Strelsau
a chance to get his own back. And yet I can’t leave Colonel
Shcyr’stonc to his fate, or lose the reinforcements he has for
me.

Carfax nodded. %

“I seo. You're in an awkward fix.”

“One that may make an immense difference to the cam-
paign,” said General Blake, with a heavy frown. And he
explained to Carfax exactly how Sherstone was placed.

“Well, look here, general” said Carfax; “I will free
Sherstone and his brigade for you, and clear the way for
him to join you.”

“By Jove! Can you do it?”’ exclaimed the general.

“1 think so.”

General Blake stared at him in astonishment. Then,
biting his moustache in perplexity, he thought for a full
minute.

“It’s an immense responsibility for me to take,” he said;
“but be it so. I have learned to trust you, Carfax, and it
seems to me there are no limits to the wonders the Condor
and her crew can perform. I leave the matter in your
hands, then, and I shall press on to the southward at once.”

“Then there is no time to lose,” said Carfax, striding
towards the airship. I bid you au revoir, general. Aboard
with you, lads, quickly! Up with her, Kenncth, and
away !

The Condor rose, whirring into the clouds, and as the
earth faded away below her Carfax turned to his crew.

“Lads,” he satd, “ we must strain every nerve upon this
errand, and not spare ourselves. Three thousand lives
depend on us, and I have pledged my word to save this
trapped brigade. We have to succeed or perish, for if we
fail we can never look our countrymen in the face again!”

said Carfax, who was standing
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To the Rescue of the Trapped Brigade. :

“We're all with you, sir,” sard Sam; “ win, or get wiped
out! You know bes:. But is the Condor going to attack
a whole brigade of the enemy singlehanded 77 :

Carfax nodded, and thrust the steering-lever still farther
over.

The Condor was rising, rising all the time.

She was fully 16,000 feet up, and still mounting. = Her
head was turned to the northward, and she traveiled at a
speed that made the icy air cut like a knife.

7 knew I could depond on you,” said Carfax; *no need
to ask that. But I don’t intend to leave the Condor’s bones
down yonder, cither T mean to pull Colonel Sherstone out
of the mess.” :

«“He's somewhere to the westward, isn’t he, §1r?" :

“ Ves; and I want to reach him 1f I can without being
ssen by the enemy.”

“That’ll be tty difficult for the Condor.”

“f think it can be done, according to the nature of the

country. Look to your guns, Sam, and sce that all’s ready |

in case we need thers We may not.”.

The airship was at once prepared for a hard tussle, and
everything was made ship-shape—airship-shape.

The confidence they neld in her and her commander had
never bheen shaken y All the same, .the boys could not
help feeling that Carfax had pledged himself to an under-
taking which even be felt far from sure about.

=

TUp to the present the Condor had done wonders on more

than one battlefield, working in partnership with the armed
forces of the Allies. As a scout, messenger, or gun-destroyer
she had no egual. -

But to attack with no troops behind her, to do the actual
hard work of the fighting, was a new thing. Her guns were
small, and only useful for a quick dash at short range.

Tinless she dropped explosives from overhead, which she
had pledged herself never again to do, her fighting value

against a big force did nct seem great. One well-directed
shell that got home would end her career for ever.

“Tt looks a pretty big job, sir,” Sam ventured to say,
¢ and not much time to do it in, if Colonel Sherstone’s not

_only to be saved, but fo join the main army by the
-evening.” -

“1t 1s as you say,”’ returned Carfax coolly. Have you
any plan to suggest?”’ - . i

“Tg's outside my weight, sir,” said Sam, smiling.

“T believe that if we can clear Sherstone’s path of the
cavalry squadrons that are cutting him off, and shake up
the Prussians in the front of him as well, he ought to be
able to do the rest himself. But I know nothing of Colonel
Sherstone. if we have to dry-nurse him it will certainly be
hard work.”

“Wonder whether he’s a good commander?
tainly got himself into a tight place.” -

“That’s nothing against him,” said Stephen. “If getting
into tight places tells against a fellow, you and 1 are the
biggest bunglers in commission, Sam, for we seem to do
nothing else.  It's getting out of them that counts. A
chap must take risks, or he’ll never do anything.” .

So far to the northward had the Condor reached that it
looked as if she was going back to Schleswig. Of the army
they had left behind, of the place they were going to,
nothing whatever could be seen with the naked eye.

Carfax stopped the Condor, and mounted its largest tele-
scope, an instrument of immense power, on its stand. :

“We're out of all ordinary field-glass range,” he said,
focusing it, “which is the reason I've come so far this way.
We can now reconnoitre without being seen, and it won’t
take long to cover the distance.”

He scanned the farthest horizon to the southward, and
made his observations quickly, the crew waiting eagerly to
hear the result. S

“Tt was no lie that Sherstone’s in a tight place,”’ said
Carfax, after a short scrutiny. ‘I can see the Prussian
forces who are attacking him beyond, and also the cavalry
that prevent his moving eastward. But where he is himself
I can only judge. I can see nothing of his forces.”

“ He’d taken cover among woods, hadn’t he, sir?” said
Stephen.

‘“Yes, T can see the wood and the siy 1s that he’s there, but
nothing more. He’s well ambushed. Now we know, we’ll
join him at once. Stand by to lower, Hugh !”

Down went the Condor, until she was almost touching the
ground. The world of the sky was left behind. She was
now in the midst of a quiet countryside, and a peasant, who
was ploughing in a fieid close by, nearly fell down with
astonishment as the huge machine suddenly appeared from
nowhere.

The Condor made no halt. Away she went at the rate
of a fast train, skimming over the ground at a height of a
few feet, rising now and again te clear an obstacle. :

It was a flattish, undulating country, and, as is usual in
CGermany, there were fow hedges.

He’s cer-
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“YWhere shall we come out, sir?”’-asked Stephen. .
% At the back of the woods where the British force is, and

so outwards towards the rear of them. We shall catch them

up from behind, you see. By keeping close to the ground, .

and being favoured by the trees, I hope to get there without

heing seen by the Prussians. We want to surprise them
when we do start out. That’s always useful.” )

Mile by mile the Condor flew onwards, paying no aitention
to the amazed and frightened folk she encountered here and
there on the way. She flew over the head of a waygoer on
the high roads, and its team promptly bolted. Herds of
cattle stampeded in the pastures at the first sight of the
airship. There were many incidents, but the crew paid no
attention to them. Their attention was fixed on what lay
ahead.

Presently the distant mutter of heavy firing was heard. It
grew clearer and clearer every moment, and intermixed
with it was the rattle of musketry. They judged ‘it to be
still some miles away, when suddenly a troop of Prussian
Hussars were seen a few hundred yards away to the right.

They stared at the Condor in amagzement, and then a
shout was heard, and the froop wheeled, and galloped off
at right angles to the airship’s path, scurrying away as fast
as their horses could go.

“The first of the cavalry,” said Carfax, altering hig
course. ‘I thought we should see them about here. The
main body of them will be away to the left.”

He turned aside and followed the galloping horsemen
swiftly.

It was not long before a large body of cawairy, two
squadrons or more, came in sight on a stretch of low-lying
ground, like a shallow basin among the woods and copses.

Cagpfax took one brief survey of them, and then turned
away, and sped forward again in his old course.

“ Uhlans and Hussars,” he said. “ A strong lot, t00.”

“They’ve seen us now, thongh,” said Stephen.

“That doesn’t matter. They aren’t the Prussian force
that attacking Sherstone; they are miles away in frent.
These are the cavalry that mean to cateh the colonel on the
hop, as you’d say, if he tries to escape this way. They won’t.
be able to communicate with the other forcesin time theugh
they’ve seen us.”’

““(Hve them something to think abont—eh, sir ?”’

“ Just so. It will make the squadrons very jumpy, know-
ing we're in the neighbourhood. They didn’t reckon on
having to deal with us. Keep a good look-out now; we’ve
got to enter the woods.”

The firing in front was growing louder and louder, and
the Condor’s journey for the next mile was to Sam and
%tephen one of the most surprising things she had ever
done.

She threaded her way right through the woods themselves,
low down near the ground, as skilfully as if she -were a
horse galloping through the timber. Carfax would not rise
over the tops of the trees, lest the enemy should get a
sight of him. The airship was travelling at half speed, and
every moment it looked as if she must crash into some tree
or other; but he steeered her as easily as a bicycle.

The forest was cut through by wide, deep rides, and it
was down these that the Condor turned and twisted on her
way along. It was a strange journey, because, although
a hot battle was raging not far in front, they could see.
nothing of it at all. Presently shells were bursting almost
olverh'ead, and a British picket suddenly came in sight of a
clearing.

“Halt! Who goes there?” cried the officer in charge, as
if he were stopping a cab or a market-cart; for it was some
moments before the picket could realise that they were face
to face with an airship in the thick of the forest.

Carfax halted his vessel.

“ By George!” cried the astonished lieutenant of the
picket. ““Is that the aeroplane Condor? Are you Mz,
Carfax?”

“Quite right. Where is Colonel Bherstone 7’ :

¢ Pive hundred yards to the front with his corps, near the
end of the wood.”

“How are things going ?”

“ Badly, sir, I’'m afraid.”

“We'll see if we can’t alter that,” said Carfax, bringing
the airship to a rest in the clearing just beyond the picket,
and stopping her engines. :

“Down you get, Sam; I want you lo come with me to
the front. The Condor will stay here ont of harm’s way till
we've decided on the plan of action. T must see Colonel
Sherstone first. Keep a bright look-out, Kenneth: though
%rlou:ivg not much to fear except a stray shell from over-

ead. - :

(Another ijong instalment of this thrilling story
mext Thursday. Piease order your copy of ‘‘THE
GEM?» Library in agvance. Price One Psnny.)
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CHAPTER 1.
Introducing Gordon Gay.

HBM going to start a proper theatrical company 1”7
The curly-haired, sunny-faced boy who was sittis
on the edge of the table in the Fourth I'c
common-rgom at rammar School, s
his legs and looked intensely rest as he made
momentous announcement.

The buzz of talk in the common-room ceased suddenly.

“Eh? What’s that, Gay?”’ -

A pleasant-looking, rather lanky fellow, seemingly a year
or so older than the first speaker, looked up and puf the
query.

Gordon Gay looked at him and smiled.

“I say, I'm going to start a proper theatrical compary,
Monk 17’

There was a moment's silence as the eyes of the entire
common-room were turned on the speaker in a stare which
might have abashed a statue, but did not seem fo have the
slightest effect on its cheerful .objective.

“You're going to what?”’ inquired Frank Monk at last,
in measured acecents.

Gordon Gay laughed in the light-hearted fashion that was
1 ) g

peculiarly his own.
- “You heard what I said; T'm going to start a proper
o cal company of my own, and make this dull o'd
/! vale up a bit!”
‘// There was a general sort of gasp in the common-room at
A this calm assertion.

Frank Monk hime f seemed hardly able to beliove his
ears.

For Gordon Gay had been at Rylcombke Grammar School
but three short wee and by the un en law of schools,
should have been content to be seen and not heard in his
Form until at least half term. But not o Gordon Gay.

From the day of his arrival he had taken an active part
in affairs of the Fourth Form, in spits of the disapprovine
attitude of his elders in the Form, and, as they considered
- themselves, his betters. :

His independence was attributable partly to the
fact that Gordon was an Australign boy, fresh from
the land of his birth, whence he had arrived in
England for the first time but a few weeks ago,
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After a short stay in London, he had been sent off to the
Grammar School, where Dr. Monk, the head-master, found
that bis education had been so far attended to in Australia
thal he had been able to put him into the Fourth Form at
once. Gordon had quickly adapted himself to kis new sur-
roundings, and in the three short weeks during which the

- Fourth Form had known him when this story opens, he had
kept them in a constant state of uncertainty as to what
he would be up to next.

His hairbrained schemes, mostly in the form of weird and
startling entertainments in ald of the various school funds,
had caused the Fourth considerable uncasiness, cwing to the
amount of comment and ecriticism, not unmixed with ridi-
cule, they had attracted from other [orms.

But his latest announcement, with which this chapter
opens, struck them as almost reaching the lumit; while the
avowed object of it “ to make this dull old place wake up a
bit,” coming as it did from a “mnew kid,” fairly made the
Fourth gasp. : :

Dull old place!

Why, was it not the first duty of every Grammazian, from
the head of the Sixth down to the smallest fag, to maintain
by word and deed that the Grammar School was the finest
school in Fngland or the world—at any rate, in public?

Privately, there might sometimes be a grumble or two
about some small matter among the old, and therefore
privileged, stagers.

But for a new boy to calmly designate the school a *“dull
old place’ was unheard of, and the Fourth felt that such
things must not be. ;

That is why there was a curious expression on Frank
Idonk’s face as he looked from the bland face of Gordon
Gay to the group of his horrified Form-fellows.

“What’s up with you chaps?” asked Gordon cheerfully,
swinging his legs to guicker time as he noticed the shocked
expression of the Fourth-Formers. “Don’t you like my
idea ?”’

Frank Monk, who was the recognised leader of the Form,
gave a gulp of indignation, and then felt inclined to laugh.

Gordon’s “nerve” was so amazing for a new boy that he
felt quite taken aback.

Also, he was Gordon Gay. And the Grammar School, as
a whole, had already learned that the sunny irresponsibility
of Gordon Gay’s naturc had a fascination peculiarly hard
to resist. $

His name fitted him to a T.

- His whole temperament was so unaffectedly gay that no
one could be angry or annoyed with him for long.

But Frank Monk was a great stickler for etiquette, and
he pulled himself together.

As Form captain 1t s up to him to teach Master Gay
his place—or try to.

He frowned portentously.

“ We think your idea is a blessed rotten cone,” he said
deliberately. ‘“ And, besides i

““ You mean you do,” put in Gordon, in nowise abashed by
this candid criticism of his idea.

Monk frowned again.

“I mean we all do,” he said with emphasis, locking
round at his Form-fellows. :

A growl of assent went up.

“ And, what’s more, we think it’s like your cheek
began a tail, rather aristocratic-locking youth.

But Gordon Gay interrupted again.

“Ii’s jolly nice of you to say so, Van-boy,” he said
sweetly.- “1 think so too.”

The aristocratic-looking youth turned red, and a subdued
chuckle ran round the common-room. The aristocratic ocne’s
name was Carboy—and very proud of his name he was.

It was, as he was always ready to inform anyone who
would listen, one of the oldest names in Bugland, and
Carboy did not appreciate Gordon Gay’s version of it at all.

The Form, knowing it, chuckled. They could not help it.

Carboy glowered round the common-room, and the chuckle
subsided.

“TLock here ” he begar. angrily.

¢ Certainly !> said Gordon Gay blandly.

Carboy choked.

The chuckle broke out afresh.

Frank Monk came to his chum’s rescue hastily.

“Look here, Gay s

Gordon looked at him with a twinkle in his blue eyes, but
Monk went on hastily before he could be interrupted.

“We think your idea’s absolutely rotten, all of us, but
that’s not the point.”

“The point’s the thing!”’ murmured Gordon, as Monk
paysed for breath before going on.

“The point is, that for a new kid to call the Grammar
School a ‘dull old place’ is beastly, blessed cheek,” con-
tinued Monk warmly—‘ beastly, blessed cheek, that’s what
it is! And we’re not going to stand it}

Gordon Gay glanced cxpressively at .a form—a glance

i3
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which was not lost on the common-room—but said nothing.
He only listered, with an air of resignation, to 'rank Monk’y
growing indignation.
he sericus air of the Form leader did not seem to
impress the lad from Australia. He glanced calmly at Monk
as the latter was clearing his throat preparatory to con-
tinuing his weighty remarks. 5
“Well, and what are you going to do about it, Monkey 2

" he asked encouragingly.

Frank Monk gave a gasp like escaping steam.

But he quickly recovered himself. He was a born leader,
and although, as he confided to Carboy afterwards, “he
felt like having a fit on the spot,” he saw that the right
thing to do was to meet Gordon Gay with his own weapons,

_ as 1t were.

So he controlled himself with an effort, and turned to his °
Form-fellows with an assumpticn of carefessnoss. 3
“Do we know what we are going to do about it, chaps?’

he asked.

Instantly there was a yell

(13 Yes !’,

““We do 1”

“Bump him!? :

A rush was made towards the table, but Gordon Gay was
too quick. :

He was, fortunately for him, necarer to the door than
anyone else in the room. He was also on the alert, though
he did not look it. He stopped the earcless swinging of
his legs, and with one bound was out of the commen-roony,
banging the door to after him.

There was a shout from the Fourth.

¢ After him !”

“Seize the rotter !”?

“ Stop the villain 1”?

Frank Monk reached the door first of the pursuers.

With a wrench he dragged it open, and flung it
on its hinges, catching Carboy, who was just behind
a terrific crack with it, and sending him flying.

There was a howl of anguich from Carboy as he
down; but Monk, in his excitement, paid no heed.

The next instant, however, Carboy’s lamentations were
?om}pletely drewned by the terrific uproar which burst
orth.

After he had slammed-the door to, Gordon Gay had just
had time to hurl one of the passage chairs upside down
in the doorway, in the hope of its impeding the pursuit
somewhat.

And his hope was fully justified.

Impelled by his own eagerness and the rush of juniors
behind him, Frank Monk crashed straight into the upturned
chair, and went flying, and in a few seconds the door of the
Fourth-Form common-rcom was chock-a-block with a wedged
mass of struggling, yelling juniors.

Gordon Gay, as he fled down the passage, heard tha .
tarmoil behind him, and guessed what had happened.

And Gordon Gay chuckled !

CHAPTER 2,
The Gordon Gay Company.
QORDON GAY chuckled as he slackened his speed, and

back
him,

went

proceeded down the passage at a more sober rate.
Judging by the row that came from the Fourth-
Form common-room, he guessed that he was safe from
pursuit, for a time at least.

S el T ‘

(43 O\V I}!

“I’'m being squashed

“ Yow-wow !

“ Lemme gerrup !’ -

These and many kindred exclamations were wafted down
the passage with the greatest distinctness, which was not
surprising considering how much youthful lung-power was
used in uttering them.

“I shouldn’s be surprised if those noisy chaps aren’t dis-
turbing someone,” murmured Gorden Gay to himself, as ha
strolled along.

Nor was he mistaken.

Half-way down the stairs leading to the lower corridor,
where the Sixth-Form studies were situated, Gordon met
Lawson, the captain of the school, coming upstairs four
steps at a fime, looking very wrathful, and clutching a cane
in a businesslike grip.

Gordon glanced at him innoccenily.

“ What on earth is that infernal row, Gay?” gasped
Lawson. ‘‘Has the roof fallen in, or what?”’

¢ Row, Lawson I”” said Gordon, with a slightly puzzled air.
“Did you say row?”’

¢ Yes, row—din—shindy!” roared Lawson. “What the
dickens is that ghastly noise, you young ass

Lawson came to a standstill, and put out a hand to grasp
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" Gordon by the shoulder. But the nimble Australian dodged
past him down the staira. i

““I—1 think I do hear something, Lawson,” he acknow-
ledged meekly, when at a safe distance below the irate
Sixth-Former, and out of reach of his ready cane. He had
to almost shout to make his voice heard above the fearful
din. “I think it’s the Fourth, Lawson !” !

Lawson glared, and seemed uncertain whether to make
a dash at the audacious Gordon or not. Finally, however,
with. a snort and a muttered “checky young sweep !’ the
captain turned and strode on upstairs, swishing his cane
viciously as he went. |

Gordon Gay chuckled, and continued his leisurely way
downstairs. And when he heard the shouts and yells behind
him change, into a.shriller note, and. then subside per-
ceptibly, he chuckled again.

He. could imagine the effect that Lawson and his cane
would have on the struggling mass of juniors wedged in
the common-room doorway.

And the thought seemed to amuse him.

“1’d better keep clear of the common-room for a bit,”’ he
murmured to himself. * They may be a little huffy with
me after this. I think I'll go along to the study.”

He turned his steps towards the back staircase by which
he could regain the Fourth Form passage, and slipped into
his study unobserved.

The Fourth-Formers at the Grammar School were allowed
to have studies, three or four in each. They also shared a
* common-room with the Fifth.

The latter Form, however, considered it rather infra dig.
to use the common-room, so that the Fourth usually had it

~ to themselves.

Feor the present, Gordon Gay was sharing a study at the
end of the passage, No. 13, with one other junior-—a youth
named Tadpole.

It was generally understood that the next new boy that
came to the Grammar School would be put in with them;
otherwise, the idea of a new fellow sharing a study with
one other fellow only would have caused great indignation
in the Form.

Tadpole was in the study when Gordon Gay slipped in.

Tadpole was a remarkable youth in many ways. Many
of the Fourth-Formers openly declared that they would not
be in the same study as Tadpole for untold gold. But this
was no doubt an exaggeration. :

Nevertheless, Horace Tadpole was certainly peculiar. 8o
much could at once be read from his appearsnce. He was
a thin, scraggy youth of about fifteen, with long, straight
hair which almost reached his shoulders, and a very long
nose. He was imbued with the idea that he was a great
artist, and wherever he went he was always accompanied
by an immense sketch-book, which he ecarried clutched
tightly under his arm.

In pursuance of this idea he wore a huge bow tie.

But it was as an arguer that Horace Tadpole was chiefly
notorious. He would, as the Fourth put it, ‘“‘argue the
bind leg off a donkey.” 5

There was, in fact, nothing that he was not prepared to
argue about, anywhere or at any time.

Consequently, he was generally avoided as a fearful bore.

But with all this, Tadpole was the most good-natured anc
simple of fellows.

He was always ready to lend a helping hand, at his own
or anyone eise’s expense, to anvone in distress, and as a
shampion of the oppressed, or those whom he imagined, often
quite wrongly, to be oppressed, he was positively in his
slement.

Consequently no one could possibly dislike him, and he
was usually treated by his fellow-Grammarians with a good-
natured tolerance.

When Gordon Gay quietly entered his study, Tadpole was
seated at the table with his back fo the study door, deeply
engaged in some evidently absorbing task.

He did not turn round as Gordon came in, and the latter
grinned as he noticed that*he had evidently not been heard.

He tip-toed up to the absorbed figure, and glanced over
its shoulder.

He watched for a moment, grinning silently.

Tadpole, as Gordon had expected, was sketching. Against
the wall underneath the window the enthusiastic srtist had
arranged a kind of trophy consisting of a muddy football, a
pair of equally muddy football-boots, a dilapidated hockey-
stick, and an old cricket-bat. These beauteous objects, all
of which belonged to Gordon Gay, he was busy depicting in
his enormous sketch-book.

At the foot of the page was the touching legend :

“ Well-tried Friends!”’

As Gordon Gay’s eyes fell on this last artistic touch he
rould contain himself no longer.

He burst into a roar right in Tadpole’s ear, at the same
tlime giving the amateur artist a terrific slap on the back.

The offect of the roar and the slap together was electrical.

.are right.

Tadpole gave a smothered yell, and leapt up in the air
with a start so violent that his chair went flying over bagclk-
wards, and his pencil scored a jagged line right across his

~ valuable drawing.

“Ow! Help! G-good gracious me!” he gasped.

‘““Ha, ha, ha !”’ laughed Gordon.

“Good gracious! What on earth was that ?”

- “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gordon again. = “It’s all right,
Taddy! It’s only me!?” -

Tadpole stared at the convulsed Gordon Gay, gasping in
Lelpless bewilderment.

The amateur artist did not seem to know for the moment
whether he was on his head or his heels.

“I—er—really I—1I was very much startled !” he gasped.

“Really, Gay 22 2

‘“Ha, ha, ha! You seemed to be a bit,” grinned Gordon.

‘“Yes, indeed, Gay! And I regard it as extremely idiotic
and reprehensible on your part to cause me to be s
startled.”

cha ha L .

“I regard you as an ass, Gay !

“And I think you’re a dummy, Taddy!”

“I was engaged in making a sketch which would ua-
doubtedly have turned out to ke a real work of art.”

“Work of what?” shrieked Gordon.

“J say that the sketch woulé without doubt have turned
out to be a real work of art,”” repeated Tadpole severely.
“I regard you as an irresponsible ass o interrupt me as
you did ! The sketch is ruined !”

“Rats! It’s as good as it was before, Taddy !

¢ Nonsense, Gay! Look at that great jagged line running
right across it.

Gay glanced critically at the sketeh

“Didn’t you make that on purpose, Taddy?” he asked
gravely.

Tadpole gave him an indignant glance.

“Of eourse not, you ass! You made me do that when you
startled me. You've ruined the sketch !”

Gordon looked again at the sketch, which
extremely bad one.

¢ Can’t you rub the line out, Taddy ?”

“(Clertainly not! At least, the sketch would never lock
the same. You would rub a lot of the drawing out with
the line.” - :

*“ Would that matter much?” asked Gordon innocently.

“Of course !” replied the artist indignantly. ‘“ Anyone can
tell you're not artistie, Gay. I tell you the drawing's
rutned.”’

“Well, it doesn’t matter much, anyway,” said Gordon
consolingly.

“ Doesn’t matter I’ almost shrieked the amateur artist.
“Why, you ass, I've taken an hour and a half over that
sketch! I should have had it finished in another couple
of hours probably. And it would have been a masterpiece,
too, I'm convinced. I should probably have made my name
over that sketch.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” rocared Gordon Gay. “ Why, yew can
hardly tell what the.thing’s supposed to be. anyway.”

“Why, you inartistic ass!” exclaimed the indignant
artist, snatching the precious sketch up and blinking at it
in the light; for Tadpole was somewhat short-sighted, and
had a habit of constantly blinking, though he did not wear
spectacles “What do you mean, you—you fearful
Philistine 7’

“Why, look at this thing for instance !” grinned Gordon,
pointing with his forefinger over Tadpole’s shoulder.
““That’s meant to be the hockey-stick, I suppose. It doesn’t
look a bit like a hockey-stick.”

“Really, Gay, do not be absurd!
to the life.”

“¥la, ha, ha! Why, you duffer, it looks
cricket-bat than a hockey-stick !’

A flash of triumph came into Tadpole’s eyes.

He peered at the sketch more closely.

“On second thoughts, Gay,” he said, “T think that you
That is the oricke. at, and not the hockey-stick

was an

That is a hockey-stic

atall 2

“Then what’s this?” shrieked Gordon, almost hysterical
with laughter. * What’s this, you shrieking dummy, if that
other thing’s the cricket-bat?”’ :

Tadpole stared at the object Gordon was pointing to for
a minute or so.

“J—1 suppose that must be the hockey-stick,” he said
at Jength, rather feebly.

Gordon Gay gave a roar.

“That a hockey-stick, you—you duffer! Why

But Tadpole could stand it no longer. He glared at the
hilarious Gordon, and snapped the huge sketch-book shut.

(The continuation of this magnificent new story
will be found in No. I of the ‘‘ Empire Library,”’
out next Tuesday.)
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