






































14 Do your Editor a good turn, and your pals, too, by—

“Ves: but don't talk! Youn shouldn’t jaw when we're on
a secret night attack, Cireene.” ail

Greene breathed hard. Coker was “jawing,” but {hat
ppparently did nol matter.

“ Here's their old boat!” breathed Potter,

“Yes; don't ‘ilw."

Coker took hold of the gunwale of the Old Bus, and drew
his skiff close in alongside. The two boats bumped.

“(Carcful, Polter! Don't make a row."”

“You bumped the boat, Coker,” breathed Poiter.

“Don’t jaw!" ) 3

Potter, for a moment, had a wild idea of up-ending Coker
over the gunwale. Dut he restrained himsell.

“All sevene!” breathed Coker, after a careful survey of
the O'd Due, that floated silent and dcserted wunder the
<hadowy willows. * They're all ashore, the young asses. Safe
as houses. You hold the hoats together, Greene, while
Potler and 1 get over.”

“Right-ho!" said Greenc.

“Don't shout " )

Greene murmured something under his breath, 4

(Coker stepped from the skiff into the Old Bus, while
(ireeno held the boals alongside. Potter followed him., .

‘The night was starry but dim, and under the willows it
was very dark. Coker stumbled over a thwart, and there
was a bump. ) X

“Don't make a row Lhere!” said Greene victoriously.

(loker sat up.

“Do you want me to come back and knock your head
on the boat, Greene?” he inquired.

“Who's shouting now "' asked Grecne.

“Why, you—you—I'lI-1'Il—"

“For goodness' sake let's get through before that gang
eels wind of it,” hissed Potter. * They'll chuck vs into the
viver if they cateh us here.”

“Quiet ! said Coker.

" lL.ook here—

“ Silenee ™
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Potter suppressed his feelings. He had had a great deal of
practice in suppressing his fcelings during his career as
Coker's pal.

Coker crawled along cauliously, and cut through the
painter with his pocket-knife. Then he sawed through fhe
tow-rope.

He grinned in the darkness as he rejoined Potter,

“Got the oars?"” he asked. : :

“There aren’t any oars. They're not dummies enough to
leave the oars in the boat when they're camping ashore.”

“Don't talk so much, Potter. Anybody would think youi
were trying to give the alarm. Have you found a boat-
hook 7"

“There isn't one here.” -

“Probably there is, and you haven't found it. Never
mind, T have to do evegthing." said Coker, “I expect that.
Iland me a boathook, Greene! Ow! You silly dummy, I
didn't tell you to bung it on my waistcoat.”

“Sorry!” murmured Greene; but there was not much
sorrow in his voice. .

“ Here's the low-rope,” said Coker. “ Make it fast to the
stern, Greene,”

“ All right !”

"Dﬂﬂ‘t ]'I'_*l] Eu ‘

Greene took the tow-rope and fastened it to the stern of
the skiff, All was ready now for towing away the Old Bus.

““Get back, Potfer,” directed Coker. ** d‘{p the oars, The
current will take us down, but iuu may as well pull, if you
can do it without making a thundering row. You :teer,
Greene. Got the linest”

“I've got them !

"“Don't bawl !

Potter and Greenc, in a state of concentrated fury, seitied
down in the skiff, Greene taking the lines and Potter uttmﬁ
out the oars, Horace Coker remajned on board the Ol
Bus to shove off. Coker was in a triumphant mood, and
quite unaware of the fact that his devoted followers were
yearning to drop him into the Thames,
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*Ready 1" he asked.

“ Waiting !”

“Don’t roar!”

Coker shoved the boathook against the bank. The 0ld
Eus rocked, but.did not come off. There was a faint clink
of a chain, but Coker did not notice it.

“The blessad old barge seems stuck in the mud,” grunted
Coker. *“She won't mové. You'd better pull, Potter.”

“I'm pulling 1"

“Don't shriek!”

Coker shoved off E;igain rather savagely. Potter pulled
at the oars in the skiff, and with Potter pulling and Coker
shoving the Old Bus ought to have floated off comfortably,
and followed the skiff .down the river. But she didn't

“ Stuck fast, by Jove!” growled Coker.
Pr;.ﬁ the beastly thing fastened somehow ?” called back

otter.

“How can it be fastened when I've cut it loose?” growled
Coker. “Don’t be a =illy ass, Potter—not a sillier ass than
you can help, I mean. Pull, and put some beef into it!™

Rowing an anchored boat is hard and thankless labour.
George Potter found it so. He pulled, and pulled again,
but the skiffi did not gain six inches; the Old Bus remained
immovable, rocking in the current under the pull of the
tow-rope. Colier shoved, and shoved, and shoved, desper-
ately, lbut. the Old Bus stuck.fast, and 1t dawned even upon
Coker's powerful intellect,” at last, that it was not stuck in
the mud, or it could not have rocked so energetically.

“1t's fastened somchow !" Coker gasped at last.
“I told you so!” snapped Potter.

“Don't scream !”

“1 ean hear a chain clinking !"

“What’s that got to do with it, you yelling ass®”

“It's fastened with a chain, somechow !

“Oh!" Coker was silent for nicarly a whole second. “ Aly!

Of—of course! You needn't roar like a bull, and wake up

those fags, George Polter. This rollen old barge is fastened
oy

~"-'::_

%)

. .-.."-.-..
\ :.."‘
i

5,

‘-

+oy k "
‘!"',‘:-. ‘-"\‘ 1

“"l \:-

.IJ

]

somehow, and I've got to get it loose. Ii's my job to do
everything always.”

“1 can hear somebody moving ashore I

" F'or goodness’ sake shut up, Potter!”

Potter shut up.

CHAPTER 10.
Exit Coker !

OM MERRY sat up in the darkness of the tent,
Clink, clink, eclink!
Through the silence of the night the sound of a
clinking chain was quite distinct. There had been
other sounds—Coker’s bull-like voice among them—which
had probably contributed to awaken Tom Merry. Now he
sat up and listened to the clinking of the chain.

He did not peed telling what that meant. There was only
one chain in the viginity that was likely to be clinking, and
thal was the padlocked chain that secured the Old Bus to
the stump under the willows. The Old Bus was in motion !

Tom Meiry groped to his feet.

“Wake up, you chaps!” he breathed.

“Wharrer mavrer?”

“Something's up with the boat!”

“Oh. rot!" murmured Blake. “It's that donkey again.
Let a Iell-::wl?n to sleep. You're as bad as Gussy !

“Weally, Blake——"

“ Listen !" said T'om,

All the seven were awake now, and they all listened (o the
clinking of the chain. A few moments more and they were
outside the tent, It was nol a false alarm this time, they
realized Lhat.

They seized boathook, oars, and sticks, and hurried down
o the bank. Under the trees it was very dark, but out on
the river, in the starry light, they made out a skiff, wiil
one fellow pulling, and another at the lines, and a tow-rope
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Qeorge Polter pulled, and pulled again, but the skiffi did not gain six inches ; the Old Bus remained immovable, rocking in | the current under the pull of the tow-rope.

it's fastened somechow ! ' gasped Coker at last. (S¢¢ poge lo)
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