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DICK VALLIANT, NAVAL CADET

CHAPTER I

“DIAMOND CUT 
DIAMOND”

IT was indeed a most trying interview. Coming home from school 

for the half-term recess was in itself unusual, and Dick knew 

quite well that the letter he carried with him from the “Head “to 

his father contained a full and true account of his misdoings and 

a request that some other school might be found to accommodate 

him in the very near future. It had seemed almost exciting at the 

time, but now, facing his father over the study table, Dick did not 

feel quite so comfortable. It would have been far better if his father 

had raved and abused him, but all he had done was to read the 

“Head’s “letter out very quietly and ask his son what views he had 

on the subject. It was his father’s level voice and steady, calm, grey 

eyes that spoiled things.

“You see, young man,” went on Mr. Valliant, “it isn’t as if this 

was the �rst time this has happened. Four times before have I taken 

the trouble to �nd some school which would put up with you, and 

four times have you been returned to me as hopeless and incorrigi-

ble. For a youngster of only thirteen your record is remarkable. You 
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are admittedly clever—almost brilliant, one of your headmasters 

told me—but to spoil that you are abominably lazy. You are honest 

and truthful and fearless, and I am assured all round that �oggings 

and callings make not the slightest impression on you; but no doubt 

that is merely a question of allowing them to have become a habit. 

Nobody minds your normal failings, most boys of your age are the 

same, but the real trouble is that you seem to have an idea in your 

head that rules and regulations were made solely for you to defy and 

break. From each school you go to comes the same complaint—not 

that you do anything really wrong, but that they cannot cope with 

you. I really don’t see what else I can do for you. Perhaps you have 

some suggestion as to where you should go next?”

Dick Valliant was in reality not very di�erent from any other 

boy, and he certainly did not enjoy such a candid description of 

himself. It was not fair, he told himself, and surging up in him came 

the wave of de�ance and contrariness which was the despair of his 

schoolmasters.

“Apparently you agree with me, then, since you have nothing to 

say,” went on his father. “Well, no one can possibly say I have not 

been patient with you, but something must be done, and the only 

thing I can think of is to send you to some sort of school in the 

North where they may knock you into a self-respecting citizen.” 

Mr. Valliant was a North-countryman and knew well that in that 

grim part of England there still are schools where troublesome boys 

are dealt with very e�ectively. “After what I have told you, have you 

any objections to a ‘taming school,’ Dick?”

Dick looked at his father in dismay, but there was something 

lurking in his manner which told him that his father meant what he 

said. Indignation at such treatment coupled with his natural con-

trariness mastered him, and before he realised what he had said the 

mischief was done.
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“Only that if you send me there I shall probably run away to 

sea.”

His father looked at him gravely for a moment, and then into 

the calm eyes came a slight twinkle—perhaps he had recollections 

of his own spirit as a boy.

For a moment there was silence, and Dick waited patiently for 

the storm to break, but no storm came.

“Well, it’s splendid to hear of something you think you could 

do, Dick,” said his father. “But why bother to run away? If you want 

to go to sea, why not say so? I cannot imagine what you would do 

when you got there, because there are a thousand times more rules 

and regulations to be kept. Do you really think you would like to 

go to sea?”

Now, in spite of all Dick’s virtues he had one trait, which might 

almost be considered a vice, and that was that when cornered in 

some unfortunate predicament into which his headstrong nature 

had forced him, he would “stick to his guns,” and go on with it 

trusting to get a rise out of the other side thereby, and lipping that 

Providence would get him out of the mess. �is was just the very 

occasion which provided an opening for this characteristic, and, 

true to his nature, he went straight ahead.

“Yes, Sir,” he answered without �inching, “I would and—and”—

this did not sound �rm enough he thought, so he added—“and I 

don’t mind when I start.” When he had �nished, he looked hard to 

see what the e�ect of his speech had been on his father. Certainly 

there was an uncle who was a sailor, but his father was a clergyman; 

and he had been brought up in the seclusion of a cathedral town, 

and he felt certain that his father would not agree to his going to 

sea. To his dismay, however, he saw no sign of escape from the con-

sequence of his rashness. Instead of a look of dismay on his father’s 

face all he saw was sheer pleasure—a tri�e ironical perhaps—but 

pleasure all the same.
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“Well, I am glad that at last you have discovered something that 

you would like to do, Dick,” exclaimed his father. “Of course you 

realise that they have all sorts of unpleasant ways of dealing with 

boys at sea when they get out of hand; but since the sea is apparent-

ly your choice, I don’t expect the need would ever arise. I have often 

wondered what you were going to make of things, but now you have 

decided, it won’t take me very long to have everything �xed up. You 

can run along now and leave me to discover the best means of get-

ting what you want, and we won’t mention this unfortunate letter 

again. It would be a great help to me if you would go into the town 

and see if you can get me a book called—let me see—Oh, ‘How to 

go to Sea,’—or perhaps it would be better if I ’phoned for it.”

It was some days before Dick heard any more about the mat-

ter. His father had been extremely jovial in the meantime—a fact 

which boded no good for the success of Dick’s scheme. One morn-

ing, coming down a tri�e late for breakfast, Dick found his father 

perusing an o�cial-looking document.

“Well, young man, here it is at last. I’ve applied for a naval ca-

detship for you, through your uncle, the Admiral, and here are the 

�rst fruits. You are to go down to your old school—I’ve arranged all 

that with the headmaster, who says he doesn’t mind having you for 

a day or two, but no longer—and do the usual naval cadets’ entrance 

exam there under his eye.”

Dick stammered out a feeble “How splendid,” and tried to put 

as much gratitude into it as he could, but from the twinkle in his fa-

ther’s eye he realised what a failure the e�ort had been. He seemed 

to be thoroughly enmeshed in his own toils this time and could see 

no way out of it. He had said he would like to go to sea, never for 

one instant dreaming that he would be taken at his word, and now 

to his horror found no way out. Still, the scheme was as yet in its 

infancy, and no doubt some chance would present itself. Why—and 

as he thought of it his whole outlook brightened since everything 
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hung on the success of his entrance exam—why not “mu� “it and 

put an end to the whole thing that way? He would still have had a 

run for his money and, what was more, come out on top. Between 

that time and the day when he was to return to his school for the 

examination Dick showed every sign of evident satisfaction. He ap-

peared no longer to worry about being taken at his word and being 

sent to sea. It is not to be expected that his sudden change of mien 

passed unnoticed by his father.

“I wonder what devilry he is up to now,” thought Mr. Valliant. 

“Now, I can quite understand his attitude about things. Unfortu-

nately I was the same myself at his age, but �nding that he has no 

means of retreat I cannot understand why he is so cheerful and 

con�dent about it all.” �e more he thought about it the more per-

plexed he became. Suddenly a smile appeared on his face. “Like 

father like son,” he said aloud unthinkingly. “I’ll be bound that I 

know what he has in mind; but I think I can combat that very sat-

isfactorily.” Chuckling to himself he took pen and paper and settled 

down to write a long letter to his brother-in-law—Dick’s uncle—

Rear-Admiral Sir Reginald Trevor, K.C.B., D.S.O., R.N., &c., and 

laid the whole story before him. Sir Reginald was one of the Board 

of Admiralty, and in that position could, no doubt, negative the 

e�ect of any tricks which Dick might try to play.

Determined in his resolve to defeat the scheme Dick, obviously 

jubilant, went back to his school and on the following day sat down 

in the “Head’s “study to tackle the Naval Cadet Entrance Exam. 

�e questions were pi�ing and awfully easy, and there was really 

no possible excuse for him not getting very nearly full marks in 

every subject. It is always harder deliberately to do badly in an exam 

than to do one’s best, and that is what Dick set out to do. His �rst 

chance lay in writing the answers to the questions in the wrong 

places. At the head of each paper was the solemn inscription—” 

Write your answers to this paper in the salmon-coloured book,” or 
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in the green-coloured book or the orange book as the case might 

be. Here was his �rst chance, and without the slightest hesitation 

everything went down in the wrong book. He looked at his Latin 

paper. He could have done it on his head, but instead he purposely 

misconstrued all through. His mathematics was hopeless and his 

knowledge of history, were one to believe the results of the exam, 

was lamentable. His last paper was the Divinity exam, and here his 

sense of humour asserted itself.

“I have done quite badly enough in every other paper to fail me 

a hundred times over, and that is all I need to get me out of this 

mess; but, on the other hand, Dad being a clergyman, it will be be 

well worth while to try and pass this paper which cannot do me any 

good now even for the fun of seeing what he says when he hears the 

results.” Dick never let grass grow under his feet, and with his mind 

made up, set to work to do a good paper, and in this succeeded.

�e examination over, he returned once more to his home even 

more triumphant, if possible, than he had been when he went away. 

Nor must it be imagined that his attitude was lost upon his father. 

But Mr. Valliant had a very good card up his own sleeve, and was 

able to meet triumph with triumph.

“Well, Dick, and how did you get on,” he asked his son on his 

return.

“Not too well I’m afraid, Dad,” was the cheerful answer. “�e 

papers were easy enough; but I am afraid that with the exception of 

the Scripture one I made a bit of a mess at it.”

“�at is a pity, Dick,” replied his father, “especially as you had 

so set your heart upon going to sea.” Dick looked up suddenly, for 

he thought he detected a note of amusement in his father’s voice. 

“Somehow I was half afraid some sort of accident like that might 

happen when you went, so, knowing how keen you were on the 

Navy and the sea, I thought I would write to your uncle and tell 

him how nervous you always were in exams—you generally are ar-

en’t you?—and prepare him for the fact that you might not shine, 
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and see if perhaps he could use his in�uence to smooth a bad paper 

through.”

Dick’s jaw visibly dropped at this. All his schemes were being 

brought to naught. He imagined for a moment that he could see 

a decided twinkle in his father’s eye—if that was the case then his 

father had got the better of him. “It’s absurd,” thought Dick, “he 

couldn’t possibly have known what I was going to do, and it’s just a 

stroke of bad luck.”

“Your uncle will be very sorry when he hears that you haven’t 

done so well as we had all hoped, but I’m sure he’ll be very glad if 

you have done a good Divinity paper.”

Dick was certain now that his father was playing with him. 

Dick’s recollections of his uncle—a tall, �ne, sailor-like man, with a 

very distinguished record and a rather �ery temper—told him that 

he was the least likely person to bother about a Scripture exam. 

Still, if his trick had been detected, there was nothing for it but to 

go on with a bold face and trust to another chance turning up.

“Still, there’s no need to look downcast about it, my boy,” his fa-

ther’s voice broke in on his thoughts. “Your uncle has written to tell 

me that he has got a very high opinion of you, and that he knows if 

anything did go wrong with the exam papers it would only be due 

to nervousness, or—ahem—modesty—and that in any case they are 

very unimportant when it comes to your personal oral examination 

before the Board of Admirals at Whitehall. He says that you are to 

go up there to-morrow, to go before the Board, and that you must 

keep all your wits about you, and not be afraid to answer anything 

they may ask you, and that if you pass the Board the exam doesn’t 

matter and that you will get into the Navy just the same.”

�e forces arrayed against Dick seemed to him to be terribly 

strong; but even as he realised how powerful they were a glimmer 

of hope came to cheer him on his path of iniquity.
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“I’ve still got one more chance to make them turn me down, 

anyhow,” he consoled himself. “If I deliberately bungle my chanc-

es before the Board, I don’t see how Uncle Reginald can possibly 

smooth things over. �e other Admirals will all decide against me, 

and that lumped in with my rotten exam papers ought to get me 

clear.”

Once more his chances, viewed in this light, grew brighter, and 

the possibility of coming out on top after all seemed greater. His 

mind was much too pre-occupied with thoughts of his present need 

of dodging the sea, and the results of his rash suggestion to consider 

what the alternative would be. Time enough to consider that when 

he was out of this mess.

�e next day, with a light heart, he took train to London, ac-

cording to his instructions, for the purpose of presenting himself 

before the Examining Board. He had heard a little here and there 

about this Board, and was quite prepared to �nd a somewhat un-

pleasant ordeal awaiting him. �is, however, went far to comfort 

him for, he argued, if it was going to be unpleasant it would be so 

very much easier for him to get the Admirals’ backs up, and thereby 

e�ectually crush this sea scheme. In the train and on the bus, en 

route to the Admiralty, this attitude of mind seemed very satis-

fying; but as he mounted the worn steps of that historic building, 

and passed through into the spacious hall, a little of his con�dence 

disappeared. Whether it was the gaunt, upright �gure of Nelson, 

whose statue stood facing him, or whether it was the stolid, respect-

ful, disciplined manner of the be-medalled doorkeeper, as he said to 

Dick after asking him his business, “If you would not mind coming 

with me, sir?” Dick could not for the life of him say. He felt inward 

qualms as to the success of his father’s plan—qualms he had never 

felt before. Now that it was evident that his uncle, the Admiral, 

was in league with his father, and that his uncle was also part and 

parcel of this grim, disciplined, machine-like Admiralty, it seemed 
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as though Dick was in a fair way to be competing against forces too 

strong altogether for him. Nevertheless, it was not his way to meet 

trouble half-way. Squaring his shoulders, he trudged on behind the 

uniformed hall-porter, making up his mind to carry through his 

plan come what may.

At length, after wandering through interminable corridors, the 

porter stopped before a huge carved oaken door which he opened, 

standing aside for Dick to enter.

“If you wait here for a little, sir, your turn will come, and when 

your name is called, leave your hat behind and go in through that 

further door”—indicating a similar oak door at the other end of the 

room—“the Board is sitting in there.”

Dick sat down on the nearest chair, and took stock of his sur-

roundings. �ere were several other boys of about his own age in 

the room; but, as is usual in such cases, no one cared to open the 

conversation and so all remained silent.

“I suppose they are all going up before the Board too,” thought 

Dick. “Well, they most of them look as though they have never 

done anything wrong in their beautiful young lives.”

None of them looked too well at ease, and at least one was pal-

pably nervous. Presently the further door opened, and a somewhat 

crestfallen youth appeared, and through the open doorway Dick 

caught a momentary glimpse of blue and gold-clad �gures at a red 

baize table.

“Mr. Pennington—please!” came from the depths of the further 

room, and one of the boys got up from his chair, carefully placed his 

hat upon it, and with a ghastly, sheepish grin to his fellows, walked 

in and the heavy door swung to behind him.

Some of the boys who were left behind tried to get into con-

versation with the latest victim, but he seemed either too shy or too 

shaken to answer.
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“What was it like?” asked one. “What did they ask you?” queried 

another.

“It was pretty awful, I can tell you,” was the only reply, followed 

by “�ey seemed to glare at me all the time, and I didn’t seem to 

know anything they asked me. I expect I’m �nished, anyway,” and 

with this gloomy forecast he left the room.

Strictly speaking, the outlook should have been far from pleas-

ing for Dick; but his qualms and feeling of awe were rapidly van-

ishing, and from what he had just heard he saw a splendid chance 

for success.

Again the inner door opened, and again a crestfallen boy ap-

peared, and this time the voice called out, “Mr. Richard Valliant—

please!”

For one moment Dick hesitated, but the sight of the last vic-

tim’s face encouraged him, and with a light step he walked in telling 

himself that now was the chance to free himself from the toils in 

which he had been caught.

As the door closed behind him Dick glanced round about him. 

�is room like the outer hall seemed to be full of tradition, as old 

as the Navy itself. On the walls round him were portraits of Admi-

rals famed in history, and paintings of battles which had helped to 

build up our Empire. At the table he recognised his uncle, while the 

other Admirals with him were all o�cers whose names were almost 

household words. Each was dressed in his uniform with rows of 

glittering orders and medals on his left breast, while one had two 

blue-ribboned medals on the right breast as well, which Dick knew 

were medals for great gallantry in saving life at sea.

“Good morning, young gentleman,” remarked the one on the 

extreme right. “Would you sit down there, please,” indicating a 

chair immediately facing the baize-covered table.

For a few moments the Board whispered amongst themselves, 

and Dick noticed that his uncle seemed to be telling them some-

thing about him, though he could not quite catch what it was.
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“I think, gentlemen, that I had better leave the examination of 

this young man to you,” suddenly remarked his uncle, “since he is a 

relative of mine.”

�e Admiral, who was apparently the senior member of the 

Board—at least he had the most stripes on his sleeve—nodded his 

assent, and drawing a sheet of paper before him read quickly down 

it.

“Now, Mr. Valliant, we should like you to tell us a little about 

yourself. Speak up so that we can all hear, please.”

�e question was put in a very kindly manner, and before he 

quite knew what was happening Dick had launched out into who 

he was, and where he came from, and everything he could think of 

about himself.

“Capital!” exclaimed his questioner when he had �nished, and 

the Admirals all nodded their heads in approval.

“Bother!” thought Dick, “I seem to have done the right thing 

that time. I shall have to be more careful or they will pass me.”

“According to the account I have here,” continued Admiral 

number two, touching a sheet of paper before him, “you have had 

a fairly wide experience of schools during the last �ve or six years. 

How did that happen?”

�is was a very awkward question, but in it Dick saw his chance 

to undo any mischief his previous frank answer had made. “�e 

headmasters all said they would not have me back again, I’m afraid, 

Sir,” he answered, with a touch of de�ance in his voice; and seeing 

the ghost of a smile �it across the faces of some of the Board he 

promptly decided to strengthen his answer. “My last ‘Head’ wrote to 

my father to tell him that it would be better for me to go to another 

school, Sir, as he thought I needed special looking after.” It was with 

conscious pride that he added this last touch, sure in the knowledge 

that if that did not spoil his chances nothing could. For a moment 

the Admirals whispered together again, and Dick almost eagerly 

expected the sentence of dismissal which he felt must come now. To 
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his horror, however, his questioner smiled—a rather acid smile it is 

true—but smiled nevertheless.

“Well, young man, I think your schoolmaster was a very wise 

man, for he, of course, realised that his school was not suited for 

training a young naval o�cer such as you wish to be.”

Gloom descended upon Dick once more. It seemed that what-

ever he did and said the Board were always in agreement with him, 

for they smiled and nodded in approval. Some of their questions he 

thought were too absurd. One of the Admirals in a very searching 

voice asked him if he came on a bus, and when he said that he did, 

asked him very deliberately if he had by any chance noted the num-

ber and colour of the bus. As a matter of fact Dick had, for he was 

a very observant boy; but, true to his contrary nature, he told them 

the wrong number and colour. Even this obvious blunder seemed to 

pass unnoticed and appeared to satisfy them. What would happen if 

he could not succeed in getting ploughed?

At last the head of the Board began on him again.

“I have here the results of your written examination, young man, 

and although, as you may be aware, some of your answers were not 

very good, yet the excellence of your Divinity paper leads me to 

believe that this was most likely due to nervousness. When a young 

man like yourself is extremely anxious to do well, and when he is 

as determined as you are to go to sea, it is quite possible for him to 

make obvious blunders.”

Dick’s gloom deepened still more. Everything was going the 

wrong way. He glanced towards his uncle, only to be rewarded with 

an ingratiating smile and an encouraging nod, as much as to say,” 

Keep on as you are going and everything will be all right.”

“We will just ask you a few simple questions,” went on his in-

quisitor, “and I think that will clear up any doubts as to your paper.”

Hope dawned again, and Dick set his teeth determined on 

this his last chance to do his worst—and he succeeded beyond all 
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measure. �ey asked him who won the battle of Trafalgar, and he 

answered Napoleon. �ey asked him the date of the defeat of the 

Spanish Armada, and he answered the 1st of June 1798. To each 

question they put him he had an absurd and impossible answer; 

and as, with each one, he saw the Admirals’ looks of horror deepen 

and their heads shake more and more at his ignorance, he became 

emboldened to further �ights of imagination. He talked glibly of 

the discovery of Australia by General Wolfe, and made the most 

terrible howlers conceivable. At length the questions ceased. To his 

joy he noticed that not a single one of the grim faces before him 

bore the trace of a smile—nothing but regret and sorrow could be 

seen on them.

For a brief minute they whispered together, and then the senior 

Admiral rose from his chair and with a gesture of dismissal shook 

his head very gravely.

“I’m afraid that is all we have to ask you, Mr. Valliant. Good 

morning.”

“Good morning, Sir,” answered Dick, and feeling as though he 

trod on air hastened from the room. Not an instant did he tarry; he 

did not hear the next name called. He certainly imagined he heard 

a deep laugh from the Board as the door closed behind him; but in 

any case they could only be laughing at his supposed ignorance, and 

the thought pleased him. �e other boys waiting in the ante-room 

were surprised at his cheerful face, and no doubt it went far to re-

storing their own con�dence. Out into the street, on to a bus he 

went, bound for the station and home again.

“�at has evened it up,” he said to himself. A momentary thought, 

as to what the alternative would be certainly did �ash across his 

mind, but he instantly dismissed it. He was simply overjoyed at the 

success of his plan, and did not care a jot what happened now. He 

found, on arrival at the station, that he had just missed a train back 

and would consequently have some hours to wait for another. What 

he did during that time he hardly knew, so triumphant was he. In 
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the train, homeward bound at last, he had a few qualms as to how 

he could explain it to his father.

“He suspects that I mu�ed the papers,” thought Dick, “and he 

knows that I ought to have answered all those questions on my 

head, and of course uncle will tell him what a fool I made of myself. 

Still, he stuck to the idea that I should go to sea, so he carnot grum-

ble if I go one better and don’t pass.” As he drew near his home his 

triumph increased, and he almost looked forward to the interview 

with his father, What would he say? How would he take it?

Dick’s father met him at the door with an air of expectancy.

“Well, Dick, and how did you get on?” he exclaimed. “But there, 

need I ask! Your face tells me that you have been successful. Splen-

did! I am so glad, as I know you had set your heart on the sea!”

“I’m afraid------” began Dick, feeling a tri�e uncomfortable at 

this.

“Never mind about that, my boy,” interrupted his father heart-

ily. “Oh, by the way, there’s a telegram here for you. It looked very 

interesting and told me a lot, but I thought you would rather open 

it yourself.” As he spoke he handed Dick a bu�-coloured envelope. 

Dick could not understand his father’s cheerful manner.

It was awkward, of course, but he would be able to explain he 

felt sure. Taking the telegram he moved nearer to the light to read 

it. Surely there was some mistake here—someone was playing a 

rather nasty practical joke. His eye caught the address:—

“Mr. Richard Valliant, Cadet Royal Navy.”

With a sinking heart he tore the envelope open, and read 

the message inside. It was brief and to the point, and at 

one blow dashed his schemes and his hopes to the ground:

“HEARTIEST CONGRATULATIONS ON SUC-

CESS. GOOD LUCK TO CAREER. TREVOR.”
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Congratulations from his uncle and addressed to him as a cadet! 

�ere could be no joke about that—his uncle was the last man to 

joke about the Service. What could have happened? He was so cer-

tain that he had failed. He looked up at his father and noticed, with 

no little surprise, the ironical smile on his face.

“Your uncle rang me up some time ago, Dick, and told me the 

news. He says that you did not exactly shine before the Board but 

they were very much taken up with your—ahem—resource and Di-

vinity, and saw the makings of a good o�cer in you.” Dick, looking 

at his father, read a very di�erent meaning into these words and 

realised at once what had happened. Diamond cut diamond. His 

father had guessed that he had deliberately ruined his chances at 

the written exam and had determined to prevent him ruining his 

chances before the Board. He had written to Sir Reginald, told him 

what he suspected and the Admiral had done the rest. Dick knew 

when he was beaten—and he was now—beaten at his own game. 

He admitted his defeat to himself and with a grin of de�ance shook 

the hand his father held out.

“�ey think they have got me away to sea and that I shall hate 

it,” thought he, and the old spirit of contrariness rose uppermost 

once more. “But I won’t hate it. I’ll go through with it and make a 

success of it, and show them they are wrong again that way.”

He still had an idea at the back of his mind that it was all a hoax, 

but this last hope was e�ectively dispelled next morning when two 

letters arrived, one from a well-known �rm of London naval tailors 

acquainting him with his success and soliciting his patronage for 

uniforms and kit. �e other was from his uncle, telling him more 

about his future and advising him to go to one of the naval train-

ing ships in preference to the naval college. For a moment Dick 

thought there was a trap in it; but on second thoughts decided that 

it would be a novelty and a change from ordinary schools and that 

he would take the advice.
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For weeks he was kept busy getting his uniform and gear to-

gether. To begin with, he had to get a huge sea-chest of regulation 

pattern, which for the next few years would have to contain all his 

belongings. Uniforms, oil-skin coats and sou’wester hats for wet 

weather, working clothes, dirk and sword belt, mess dress, great-

coats, telescopes, and one hundred and one things claimed his at-

tention. �e doctor easily passed him as �t in every respect for a na-

val career, and by the time January came round he was quite ready in 

every way to join the famous old training ship H.M.S. Formidable.


