

















with an armful of odd garments, which, with
much laughter, the English lads soon donned.
Hardly had they finished than the door
opened, and a man, whose uniform was
much bedecked with gold lace, entered.

“T am Captain Roche, of the French gun-
brig, La Gloire,” he said in excellent English ;
“ and we picked you up from a piece of float-
ing wreclkage the night before last.”

“ Yes,” said Vic; “the last thing T re-
member was being pulled into one of your
boats, and I cannot tell you how grateful I
am to you for your timely rescue.”

“ There is no need for thanks,” replied the
officer; “but I should be interested to hear
how you managed to be adrift in the Atlantic
on a small spar.”

In a few words the boys told their story,
and the face of the French captain grew very
dark as he heard of the barbarous way in
which the boys had been treated.

“ 8o that was the Scourge, was it ?”’ he
said, when Charlie had added the last word
of their adventures. ‘‘ We very nearly cap-
tured her, but she escaped in the darkmess,
50 we gave up the chase, and returned luckily
in time to pick you up.”

“ Thank Heaven for that, sir!” said Victor
fervently. “So you were the ship we saw
attacking the pirate 2 ”’ ]

“Yes,” replied the other, with a smile;
«and though she escaped us, I think we left
our mark on her.”

“ What are you going to do with us?”
queried Charlie, at length.

The Frenchman looked thoughtful for a
moment.

““ Well, monsieur,” he replied, * unfortu-
nately our countries are at war at present,
and, really, I suppose you must be con-
sidered, for the time being, prisoners. But,”
he continued kindly, “ I need only ask your
word not to escape, and I will try to make
the rest of your voyage with us as pleasant
ag possible. I am now bound for Cadiz,

where I join our fleet.”

“ 1 promise, on my word of honour, not to
interfere with or attempt to escape from this
ship,” replied Victor.

*“ And I promise also,” Charlie added.

* Thank you, messieurs. Being Britishers,

(

I know that your word is sufticient. And
now,” he continued, ‘‘ this cabin shall be set
aside for your use, and you will, perhaps, do
me the honour of taking your meals with me.”

The boys offered their profound thanks,
and the captain, bidding them au revoir, left
them to their own devices for an hour or so.

The next four days passed very happily
for the two English boys. They were treated
kindly and courteously by their captors,
who spared no pains to make the lads fecl
more like guests than prisoners.

Early in the morning of the sixth day after
they had been picked up, the two boys were
talling over their adventures right up in the
bows.

“I somehow feel that we shall sce the
Scourge again,” said Charlie lazily-

“Perhaps,” answered Victor. “If, as
Captain Roche said last night, we are released
when we get to Cadiz, and sent home, we may
be midshipmen on board a ship that meets
her. Then,” he added feelingly, “ we’ll have
an account to settle with Pete Dark.”

At that moment there came a hail from the
look-out. Following the general gaze, the
boys looked away to the east, and saw a
number of tiny specks on the horizon.

“T wonder what it is ? ” said Charlie.

The boys had picked up several words of
French since they had come aboard La
Gloire, and from the conversation of the
scamen they soon learnt that it was a fleet
that they saw, but whether French or British
no one could say.

All was bustle and excitement on the
French brig, for this fleet they were rapidly
nearing might mean that she would have to
run, or even to fight. Every telescope was
levelled at the collection of white sails rising
higher and higher every minute.

Presently a cheer from the masthead set all
doubts at rest, and the captain sent up the
Trench tricolour to the pealk, and pointed the
brig for the approaching fleet. It was the
French fleet that had been sighted, and
towards the very centre of them La Gloire
made her way.

Another. half-hour, and they were quite in
the midst of a magnificent collection of thirty-
four line of battle ships, both French and
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Spanish—great three and four-deckers that
towered above the little La Gloire, and made
her scem like a tiny cockle-shell beside them.
Running close up to the huge Bucentaur,
the French Admiral Villeneuve’s flagship,
Captain Roche put off to report to the com-
mander-in-chief.

The wind, which had been blowing fresh
early in the morning, had now dropped
entirely, and the great Armada swam with
loose and flapping sails on a sea of glass.

After some twenty minutes Captain Roche
returned, and as soon as he reached his brig’s
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deck he asked for the two boys.

“ Monsicur Dane and your brother,” he
said, addressing Victor, “I much regret to

say that you must now leave me. I have just

received orders from my admiral to start at

once on a commission, and he requests me to
send you both on board his ship, the Bucen-
taur—that big three-decker there.”

Five minutes later found the boys at La
Gloire’s gangway, bidding farewell to the kind
and courteous French captain; and then,
entering the cutter, they were rowed rapidly
towards the great battleship Bucentaur,

After the confined space of the brig, the
huge decks of the three-decker seemed tre-
mendous. At the gangway the boys were met
by a lieutenant, who gave them over to a
corporal of Marines to escort to their cabin
down below.

* What are they going to do with us now 2 ”
asked Charlie of the Marine.

The corporal shrugged his shoulders.

“I not know,” be replied. “I ’ave no
orders received. If you keep out of the way,
I suppose you do vot you like.”

With this he left them, and after a few
minutes the two youngsters made their way
on deck again.

The wind had now risen slightly, and the
whole fleet was slowly moving in splendid
formation to the south, while away to the
north the little La Gloire could be seen moving
rapidly along, with every stitch of canvas set.

No one on board the big ship seemed to take
much notice of them; so, keeping—as the
Marine corporal had suggested—out of the
way, the two boys wandered about and did
pretty well as they liked. Their meals they

The noise is appalling, for Bolsover's calling
And Loder is bawling aloud for a fag !

Some voices are merry, some miserable—very—
While Wharton and Cherry are staging a rag.

The victim is Coker, a senior joker,
And Bob with a poker is giving him beans ;

While Ogilvy gaily is singing “ Bill Bailey ""—

The Remove Passage daily does witness such scenes.

For Linley is swotting, and Skinner is plotting ;
Frank Nugent is rotting with other bright boys.
Whatever they’re doing, there’s trouble a-brewing
For one thing’s accruing—that one thing is NOISE !
To-night they’re excelling the record for yelling,
The tumult is swelling—a Babel of sounds ;
And Quelchy, the master, will come with disaster,
And much sticking-plaster, will bind up our wounds.

Now Coker’s inviting a licking by fighting,
And we are delighting to pile in our hits ;

He's roaring with anger, and yells like a ganger
As Bob lands a banger which giveth him fits.

And Coker, who's muddy, shrieks, * Stop, everybody !
To-night from my study at twenty-past six

Some tuck-hunting rotter a cake stole from Potter,
*Twas Bunter who got her—it’s one of his tricks!”

Now Bunter is under a crowd with his plunder;
He rends them asunder and burbles with fright ;
Then this fat defrauder, to add to disorder,
Says, “ My postal-order is coming to-night ! ”
A great roar of laughter resounds from each rafter ;
We know what he's after—we've heard it before.
He's trying to borrow a bob till to-morrow,
But finds to his sorrow we laugh all the more.

We kick him and lick him—we never can stick him—
We all try to trick him—our misguided Bill ;
He's speaking and squeaking, for mercy he’s shrieking;
But we never like sneaking—he goes through the
mill.
Then, Wingate appearing, soon starts interfering ;
Says, “ Bed-time, I'm fearing—get up from the
oor.”
The screaming, the streaming, the scheming and
beaming .
Allsink into dreaming—and peace reigns once more.
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took With the junior officers, and, from the
conversation at supper, it was plain the
Ermnch’ fleet expected to encounter Lord
Nelson’s fleet before long.

I wonder whother we shall sce a big
fight ? * said Vic as he turned in that night.

“1 wonder ? G ie. “Good-
night, Vio er replied Charlie. 00

THE FOURTH CHAPTER

The End of the Scourge.
= was a glorious morning when Charlie and
. Victor came on deck. ~The sun had just
risen, and a light breeze from the west hardly
ruffled the surface of the water. There was &
heavy roll on, and the beautiful ships, as they
rose and fell to the swell, made a lovely sight.
A faint line to the north showed where the
coast of Spain lay; but the most important
thing of all was the sight which was to be seen
southward, for there, showing clear in the
early sunlight, lay a great fleet, moving
slowly towards the French and Spanish ships.
Nelson's fleet, Vic| Look!” cried
Charlie as he caught sight of the distant sails.

Vic, we're going to see that fight ! ”

‘;‘l‘:ml‘ made no reply. His eyes were fixed
Of W€ oncomi i i ughts were
REH tham ming ships, and his thoug

After & hurried breakfast the two boys
came on deck again. The fleets had ap-
proached very cloge now; and from the ships
all around the Bucentaur came the sounds of
preparation for the coming battle. .

;me the Bucentaur the French and Span}sh
ships stretched out on either side, forming
altogether o huge crescent, moving slowly,
but in splendid order, to meet the foe, while
the approaching English fleet had divided
into two parts, each of a wedge-shaped
formation,

Nearer and Dearer came the two masses of
ships, gracefully and silently, their white
canvas glittering like the spray at their bows.

uddenly, from the foremost of the left
column of the British fleet, from a fine three-
decker fying g, George’s Cross at her fore,
a string of Jit)e black dots ran rapidly UP the
sl halyards, and then broke out into 2
string of brightly " coloured flags, flutterng
in the fregp morning breeze.

“ That’s the Victory, Admiral Nelson’s
flagship, making a signal,” said a sailor
standing near to Charlie.

Little did the two boys think, as they
watched those tiny flags flutter free, that they
conveyed a message to the fleet that would be
remembered as long as the British Empire
should last.

Just then the lieutenant who had first
received them came up.

“ You boys will have to go below now,” he
said. “ The action is about to begin. Your
Admiral Nelson has just signalled the rest of
his fleet.” >

“ What was the message ? Can you say ?”
inquired Vic and Charlie eagerly.

“ Yes,” replied the officer grimly. “ It read,
‘England expects every man will do his
duty.””

The sudden crash of guns which followed
drowned the lads’ hearty cheer. Without
further ado, the lieutenant left the boys to
themselves, as he turned to go to his post of
duty.

*“They’ve started now, Vie.
for a bit.”

And the brothers turned again to watch
their country’s fleet.

A great change had come over the formation
of the ships, as with the first shot fired each
wedge-shaped column had spread out fan-
wise, every ship pointing for one particular
opponent; and bearing straight for the
Bucentaur came the Victory herself, her sails
riddled with shot and her mizzenmast trailing
over the side.

The two ships were close—almost touching
—when a deafening crash came, and the deck
of the French flagship was literally mown with
flying, shrieking ball. Crash, crash! The
Victory poured broadside after broadside into
the Bucentaur, who replied gamely enough,
though she had suffered fearful punishment.

In the midst of this scene of carnage and
death stood Charlie and Victor—untouched,
almost unconscious—spellbound by the scene
before them, and watching the great Victory
ag she drifted by with the tide.

*“ Look, Charhe—look ! That’s him ! ”

Victor clutched his brother’s arm and
pointed to a small man in a faded uniform, who

Let’s watch
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was pacing the English ship's deck as calmly
as if he were strolling along a London street.

The small man in the faded uniform,
conspicuous by the number of stars on his
breast and the gold lace on his coat, was
Admiral Lord Nelson, his right sleeve empty
and pinned across to his left shoulder.

Slowly the two flagships drifted apart, the
Victory taking her place alongside the Re-
doubtable, the next ship in line, while on the

and at last, aftersome two hours’ engagenient,
her mainmast went by the board.

There was nothing else to be done. Admiral
Villeneuve had fought a plucky fight, but his
ship was honeycombed with shot, leaking
badly, on fire in four places, and his crew
decimated. The brave men had to submit,
and, amid ear-splitting cheers from the
Englishmen, the French flag was lowered, and
the Bucentaur surrendered.

The pirates made a rush towards Vic and Charlie, but they were not quick enough.
the gunwale into the sea.

other side the fine old Fighting Temeraire
took her position.

The noise was deafening, The smoke hung
about in dense clouds in the motionless air,
and still the fight grew harder. The shrieks
and yells, the crash of broadsides, the storm of
cheers, the scrunching of great ships together,
and the flying, tearing cannon-balls, all
joined to make a fearful picture never to be
forgotten.

The British ships on either side of the
Bucentaur poured in a continuous hail of iron,

HA (

The boys leaped from

Still, in other parts of the line the action
continued with unabated fury, though one by
one the ships of the allied fleet drew free—
sinking or on fire—and before the end of the
afternoon the victory was achieved. The
great Armada had been utterly defeated, and
before the sun set, of that brave crescent of
thirty-four ships that swept on to meet the
British in the morning only fifteen battered
and ruined hulks remained !

Nelson had triumphed and died, and Napo-
leon’s power on the sea had gone for ever.
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Less than two hours of that October day
remained, and Charlie and Victor were still
walking the Bucentaur’s deck, watching the
last of the great sea fight, both lost in thought,
when suddenly Victor stopped and gazed far
away through the smoke.

“What is it, Vic ? ” said Charlie.

Victor paid no heed for a moment ; then he
turned on his brother suddenly.

“ Look at that ship yonder, Charlie. It’s the
Scourge, flying the White Ensign.”

“You're right ! It is, true enough ! There’s
no mistaking her build. Vie, what can we do ?
She’s absolutely unsuspected, and in a few
minutes, with her heavy guns, she’ll have the
Victory at her mercy for a time.”

The boys were right. Pete Dark, in his
hatred for Britishers, had arrived at the scene
of battle, and, hoisting the White Ensign,
had come up unnoticed right to the centre
of the fleet, bent on vengeance and destruction.

“ Charlie, we must get aboard her and stop
her .somehow,” said Vic firmly. “ Come on,
old chap, follow me !

And, without further parley, the youngsters
sroceeded to divest themselves of their
clothing, and dropped noiselessly down the
ship’s side into the sea. ]

With long, swift strokes the boys quickly
covered the three hundred yards that lay
between the Bucentaur and the pirate brig;
and, reaching the latter, they managed to haul
themselves up to an open porthole in the

_ starboard side. Peering cautiously through
the open port, they saw that all was safe, and,
climbing into the ship, they stopped for a
minute to make their plans. )

“ 71l find my way to the magazine some-
how, Charlie; and you must get on deck,
wait for a few seconds, then cut the flag down,
and trust to luck. Good-bye, old chap!”

Victor disappeared along a passage to the
right, and Charlie, picking up a knife from the
table of the cabin they had entered, carefully
made his way up the ladder to the deck.

‘As he wormed his way along he saw that he
was only just in time—if that; for upon the
port side of the gun-deck a host of men were
concentrated, with the whole b;oadmde
trained on the rapidly approaching Victory.

Cautiously Charlie made his wa

main deck, crawled Lepiate

! along by the bulwarks
till he reached the hulyal;ds that supported

the White Ensign and "with a swift slash of
the knife severed the Tope.

. Down came the flag with a run, drawing the
immediate attention of the few sailors on
deck, *vho at once rushed towards Charlie.

Then, to add to the confusion, a form
appeared from the companion ladder. It was
\’1‘c‘tor, having completed his task.

) Over,. Charlie—over ! ” he cried, catching
sight of his brother. And, suiting the action to
the word, he made for the side, and leaped into
the sea. Charlie followed suit, and in a couple
of seconds the boys were swimming madly
away from the brig.

“T've done it!” gasped Vic between the
strokes. ** The magazine will explode in a few
seconds ! ”

Just then a crash from the brig showed
that she had fired her first broadside. Then,
before the sound had died away, the whole
hull seemed to quiver, there was a deafening
roar, a huge mass of flame shot up, and the sea
and air was black with falling spars and
burning rigging. The boys, pausing in
their swim a minute later, looked back to see
that the place occupied by the Scourge was
now but a smudge of charred and burning wood
on the water.

With the explosion of the brig a dozen
boats put out from the surrounding ships,
and the two gallant lads were quickly drawn
from the sea and taken aboard the Victory,
where they told their story to Captain Hardy,
from whose lips they learnt of the death of the
brave admiral.

Three weeks later found the boys in old
England, safe with their uncle—an old country
squire, who lived near Winchester. A month
after that two proud boys set out on the
Portsmouth coach to join their first ship as
midshipmen. .

Although new to the Navy, Charlie and
Victor were not new to the sea and to nayul
fights, and the fame of their brave action
went before them, so that when they got on
board the Hannibal they were welcomed as
heroes.
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THE GREYFRIARS “ZOO !

BILY BUNTER,
TE FAT"8OY
OF GREYFRIARS,
IS TiE PRIZE
. PORKER.
PROPER PIG
AT MEALS?

@ERE IS A FANCY '
PORTRA|IT oF HIf &

COKER I

IS ALSO |
THE GREYFRIARS A \ERY 8l ASS,
ROAD — HOGQ

OF CourRsE EVERYONE
KNOWS <JORNNY BYLL ANDALONZO ToDD

TE GAY DOG LODER. THE RABBIT

The “HOLIDAY ANNUAL" artist went to the Zoo the other day, with the above
result | We're hoping' he won't do this too often |
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