(See TELESCOPE |
. OUPON:
nside). | &

Available until
August 10.

EVERY BOY’S AND YOUNG MAN'’S
STORY AND HOBBY PAPER.

__ EVERY WEDNESDAY—ONE

_PENNY.  Wasx Exoine Avevsr 7, 1909,

SN\ i
\r— J

RIS

A

sy
.~ TO APOLOGISE.

| humbiy e : ;
E apologise—ooh !'” gahhled Smythe, ¢ for behaving
_ 3 hetter origketer than m - Vove

U Hunrep

like a cad and a bounder; and I beg West's pardon for having insulted
elf. Ow! Fve made a fool of myself, and | deserve the biggest kick you can give me. Wow!’”

SCOUT OUTFITS OFFERED TO READERS THIS WEEK.




The tst Chapter.

Disappointed Sightseers.
» OME on !’
“ What’s up?”?
# There’s going to be a row in
No. 4.

“Good! This way, you fellows !”

And a crowd of fellows, with eager looks,
followed Gatty and Greene along the Fourth
Form passage at Cliveden.

Pankhurst and Price, the auburn-haired
chums of the Fourth, were strolling along the

assage with linked arms towards No. 4 Study.

hey were chatting as they went, unconscious
of tﬂe fact that a crowd of interested juniors
were following eagerly in their wake.

But Gatty and Greene and Fish and the rest
had no doubt about it. There was to be a row,
and they meant to see the fun. For were not
Panky and Price the deadly rivals of the
chums of No. 4 Study—Poindexter, Neville,
and Flynn? -Which of the two parties could
really be considered head of the’'Fourth Form
at Cliveden was a question that had never
been = satisfactorily answered, the incessant
“rows” on the subject leaving it precisely
where it was in the Leginning. Since Lineoln
G. Poindexter had come to Cliveden and
formed the ‘ Combine”—himself, Dick
Neville, and Micky Flynn—there had been war
in the Fourth, but 1t really seemed as if
honours were easy between the Combine and
the “Old Firm.” But the alarums and excur-
sions of the rivals of the Fourth afforded much
entertainment to the Form; hence the keen-
pess which the juniors showed on the present
&lcga.iion in following Pankhurst and Price to

Yet the Old Firm did not look hostile to any-
body at that moment. They strolled up to the
door of No. 4, and Pankhurst tapped on it.
The voice of Lincoln Poindexter from
within bade them enter] and they entered. The
door was closed, and -dozen or so junmiors
in the passage looked at ome another rather

" “Doesw’t look like a row,” said Fish, in a |

dissatisfied tone.

“Oh, you wait a bit!” said Greene con-
fidently. “You'll see Panky and Price come
flying out in a tick.” :

They waited.

But the door of No. 4 Study did not reopen,
and the Old Firm did not come out ““on their
necks,” as the waiting juniors expected. There
was no sound of disturbance within No. 4.

g watchers were puzzled. They stole
closer to the door of the study, and then they

~could hear a murmur of voices from within

‘But it was only a murmur, and the voices were

A i
atty a reene looked utter! 1

“My word,” said Gatty, “it’s not a row,
after all I = x

“QOh, wait a bit!” said Greene, in a tone
of remonstrance. ‘ Give ’em a chance.”

They gave them a chance for two more
minutes, long minutes to the impatient Fourth-
Formers, Still there were no sounds of strife,
still the study door was not thown open, still
the Old Firm were not thrown out.

And then several of the juniors, openly de-
claring their belief that the whole thing was
‘a swindle, V!alkeg away in dnggel:)mked reen,
looking : 7 exasperated, kicked open
ﬁg:f face grew decidedly wrathful at what

Pankhurst and Price were seated at the
table, 1 g a g but warlike. Dick
Neville and Lincoln G. Poindexter were vis-a-
vis with them. Micky Flynn was pouring out
tea, having just risen to lift the Yeapo%r’om

the grate.
bright fire, looked very cosy and cheerful.
They all looked round at Greene, and Greene

“ :glo ¥ said Poindexter. * What do you

- “Well rotters,” said the disgusted
% Zoﬁm we've been was,t;ing five

for o 1
g you raving about?”

.

- “J thoug v
i %dy desr ase— . » FP:
“1 guess there is a_ said Poindexter,
“But if you leave off talking it wil op,
Greeney. ~Shut the door after you. et

Look here, Punzdot%q.p*— :
“ Faith, and sure I don’t know why
chaps like us should be supposed to
- rowin’ one another!” said Micky

The tea-party, in the glow of the |

“ The Pride of the Regiment” is “The Boys’ Realm’s” Latest Success,

Another of
CHARLES HAMILTON’S
Laughable School
Tales.

looking up from the task of pouring out the
tea. but without ceasing to pour. ‘‘Bedad, and
I think—— Bejabers, and what’s the matter
wid ye, Panky ?”’ : ¢

Pankhurst had leaped to his feet with a yell.

Micky, as he looked round, had allowed phe
teapot to sway, and the hot tea was pouring
over Pankhurst’s legs instead of into the tea-
oup.

ROw—ow! Gre—rooh I'*

¢ Faith, and I—"

“« Wow—wow! You utter ass! Ow!
scalded ! 3

Micky Flynn hastily snatched the teapot
round from the direction of Pankhurst, and
Poindexter yelled furiously as a splash of hot
tea caught him in the neck. He jumped up,
and the startled Irish boy started back, and the
remainder of the tea was poured over Dick
Neville’s shoulder. ; :

What further damage Micky Flynn might
have done we cannot say. The scalded juniors
grasped him, and bumped him down on the
hearthrug, and wrenched the teapot away.

“Vou—you dangerous lunatic!” gasped
Neville. “Ow! I'm wet!”

13 Fm ;&nd )

“ Ha, ha, ha !’ roared Greene. -

“T'm scalded !’ growed Pankhurst. “If this
is the way you receive visitors—""

“ Sure I %

“1 guess I'm scalded myself groaned
Poindexter. *Don’t let that dangerous maniac
get up. He wants jumping on!” :

 Quite so!”’ grinned Price. “T’ll jump on
him if you like !”

“ Arrah, thin i

“¥a, ha, ba!” roared Greene. The door-
way was packed with juniors behind Greene,
all yelling with laughter. The scene in No. 4
Study seemed to amuse them as much as if
the expected row had come off, after all.

¢ Faith, and it was all the fault of that
omal.;delamzﬁ : c(;’r{;eanle, makir}; xéxe.flcmk round !’

as 1 ynn. ““‘And if ye jump on
fue sure it’s a thick ear I’ll be givin’ ye, Sidney
Price !”

s Hl, hG, ha V?

“1 guess he’s right,” said Poindexter, turn-
ing his w in a new direction. ‘‘Sling
those rotters out!”

The order was obeyed at once.

Micky Flynn scram- -
bled to his feet, and the
Combine and the Old
Firm rushed in line at
the intruders. Whether
it was all Greene’s fault
or not, Greene had to

ay the piper, and re-
ieve the feelings of the
scalded juniors. 7

Poindexter mhfm P‘m]il_
hurst grasped , an
Greene ceased to laugh,
and roared in another
way. Bit they did not
spare him for his roar-
ing. They hurled him
at the crowd im the
doorway, and Greene
and the crowd  went
resling into the passage.

Then the door was
slammed and locked.

In the passage were
heard voices in pain
and wrath, and then
there was a_tremendous
kicking and thumping
at the door, but it was
locked, an 5 not
budge. And at the hint
of a prefect coming up-
stairs, the belligerent
juniors: away,
and the allied rivals of
the Fourth were left in
peace.
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The 2nd Chapter.

% A AITH, and it's
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# Clumsy ass!” said Neville, ‘ Make some
more.”

‘“ Sure,
Neville—

“ Well, I do call you a clumsy ass! Took at
my jacket—soaked!” And Neville hung his
jacket on a chair-back towards the fire, and
sat down again at the festive board in his
shirt-sleeves. g

“Sure, I’'m sorry to interrupt the harmony
of the proceedings,”” said Micky Flynn, looking
round. ‘‘But it’s myself that can’t allow any
Saxon spalpeen to call a descendant of the
kings of Ireland a clumsy ass!”

“Sit down !”

“ Faith, and I—"

“1 guess we'll scalp you if you don’t shut
up and make the tea !” said Poindexter. ‘‘Re-
member we’ve got visitors present.”

““Sure, I beg ye're pardon, Panky——"’

“ All right; se long as you shut up !’ said
Pankhurst cheerfully. “ We didn’t come here
to listen to you performing a solo on your
chin. Cheese it!”

Micky Flynn looked wrathful for a moment,
and inclined to assault the auburn-haired
junior on the spot; but he remembered that
Pankhurst was a visitor, and made fresh tea
instead.

The slight disturbance in the study did not
much affect the cheerfulness of the tea-party.
They discussed tea and sardines, ham and eggs
and toast, and the cricket prospects for the
coming season, and the training schemes for
the Boy Scouts of Cliveden, cheerily and
amicably. Pankhurst and Price felt, and
showed, a considerable curiosity as to why they

if ye eall me a clumsy ass,
”

had been invited to tea in No. 4; but they
asked no questions on the subject. They knew

that the Combine had something to communi-
cate, but apparently the hosts were leaving it
till after tea.

Tea was over at last; and the juniors, that
meal having been disposed of, drew their
chairs round the fire and roasted and ate chest-
nuts. It was then that Lincoln G. Poindexter
came to business.

“T’'ve got something to say to you chaps,”
he remarked.

Pankhurst grinned.

“I didn’t think you had asked us in here
solely for the pleasure of our company,” he re-
marked.

“Quite so!” said Price.

“Oh, not at all!” said Poindexter amiably.
“Of course, we like to see your cheerful
chivvies round the table ! 5

“Sure, and the glow of ye’re hair, Panky
darling, is as cheerful as a coke fire——"

“You let my hair alone,” said Pankhurst.

“Yes, dry up, Micky !” agreed Poindexter.
“We've got to talk business. Now, look here,

you kids, you've joined with us in the Boy
Scouts of the Fourth Form. Instead of ragging
one another, we’ve agreed to form a patrol
between us, and make the Boy Scout idea go
for all it’s worth in the Lower Forms.”

“Through ome of the epen
Cuffy of the Fifth was dis-

—

:Quite 0 1"
. NOW, my jdeg ¥
sively, “is thag we sh
get in some really good
of joining the Perp:
school.. I guess we want to
practise shootiug as well 12
as“well as marching, anq .

.. That costs mone§," P:ok
fhin(l‘(')"edf‘ That’s what g

<mg o isi ®Ohing
Seouts Troo“.l’,’smg funds for the b:l

“Good wheeze—;

it m s

“ Blessed if T
wrmklling }?is brofa? I‘l‘ov‘;i"doﬂ :
round with th . Waug gy
independent.” < Ik N Seouts ¢

:‘ {Vguess 50.”

‘We could h i
selves, But— = ® ¥hip roug e {

“That wouldn’ i ;

:: '}:l}:en how‘—-"be ol >

at’s what T'm comj
a dramatic performa.nc:]emZ;’Eh Wiy
“ Ai-da-a what 7 3
A dramatic performance” w:
ga.lmlt){'i ; “and_ devote t;h::e 'gm_t
ox-office —
et receipts—to a fung fop

“My hat [

“I guess it’s & ripping i
Form Dramatic Soc?e‘:yil::ﬁ:
give a good entertainment, Wy
an‘d we're jolly clever fellows

‘Faith, and it's a janiug
dexter. It’s a ripping Hamlg’
self ! ;

“Yes,” sailg Pankhurst smuolh. o1
can imagine Hamlet with an i e,

*“Quite so!” grinned Prill’l“'!m?
make it a comedy instead of
that’s only a detail.”

“Ye ginger duffers—"

“Order !” ?

“ Sure, Puntdodger darli

“QOrder ! St

“It’s all right,” p :
fully. *Till football stars ve shall e
of time to devote fo the drama Tie!
no reason why we shouldn’t fum
good entertainment, if you chaps
that there are fellows in the Fou
get miles ahead of you on the b

“We'll discuss the parts late” ad
dexter hurriedly, just i time fo vt wog
emphatic remarks being made by Nesll i
Flynn. ‘“If the idea’s ngod

““That’s agreed on. But I donfy
how we shall raise the wind by
enough to get an audience toan s
formance when it’s ad '
charge them for coming in—"

“They’ll all stay outside,” s

“Oh, I don’t know! You
all the talent of the Fourth
pose all the juniers will
ripping representation of Ham

“ We might let: it be knows,
who don’t come will get sealped
suggested Neville.

“Well, that's ome way
audience,” gri Pankhurst.
inﬁ’ueme tthhesllm::; Forms, but
scalping the Sixt X e

“We'll put it straight fo I
ask him to’put it to the
of the cause,” said P
exactly thinking of a
mission. You see, some
afford even a tanner,
bar pennies. the oth
seniors could afford a bob ¢
crown, and we don’t want.
generous. My idea was 0
just inside the door;

al
can do t— ;
“T was Iuat‘
Hamlet’s part would

ground.”



: 3
m as well as

ke :
“I:‘gk::h‘ve Brutus, I'll have Julius
¥

gl . . o1 gaid Diek Neville,

fpsivs mm:;ld what do I take?

4 md::h bo stage-manager, Punt-

. 2 you

well going to be Brutus or

"nbe the ghost of Cmsar if you like,

oan 06 10O S

piigr dTIE L, Price. ‘“We shall

iy o Pog;?-t?iaj:g can’t mz}ke Brutu’f

g an in an amateur performance.

'mk I'm going to play a giddy
” £

: ) i irl. She was a
B vt o giddy gir

mﬁmg:;mhere, Puntdodger; you
E anage and be one of the_leadmg
i l:,o! You can be a conspirator !
Anto‘ny's mine, then!” said Poin-
*'%] an stage-manage and act as well.
2 be & giddy conspirator, or Cinna the
he likes. As it happens, I
Mark Antony’s part, and know
well. I shall only have to polish up
bit. I'll give you the oration

5 won’t " said Pankhurst.
L ,ﬁlyth:efpeech after the assassina-
’ of Brutus—"’
! We dow’t want any free samples
We'd better make up a list of the
want to fake the characters, and get
earn-up the parts, and then fix a

ing parts of the drama having
d to the five juniors themselves, as
v ouly. just, they ded to make a list

fie amaller parts, and the fellows most
fil them; and then the meeting in
broke up, and the Fourth Ferm

Society proceeded to take
orminto their confidence on

The 3d Chapter.
The Dramatists.
X the few oceasions when the Combine
A “and the Old Firm joined forces they
_ had no difficulty in carrying the
the Fourth Form at Cliveden -with
The Boy Scouts scheme had caught on,
allies at the head of it; and now the
dramatic representation to raise
L ¢ popular as soon as

3 hﬂi of histrionic talent in the
to judge by the offers the com-

of fellows who could play
tk Antony was amazing, Fellows
ndexter in the passage, and
the famous oration at him, to
Hiey were just the chaps he

sors’ HEBALD Our Complete Stories Are the Very Best. Judge by This One 57
\—*‘\RL s -

Irving grow pale.
on splendidly with
and ye’re right I”?
“The cheek of them
g Trimble actually
ar off my hands !
es of the part.
low to play Julius
ting on rippingly !”
nd Micky, to show how
getting on, started with :
: of March are come—-—?
nd Poindexter and Nev
““ Curious how that chap
going over his part,”
0 you think of this for

By‘the way, T’ all here, except a few citizens,” said

ol 7 5’ ci
agreed Micky hat a row they’re making

is astonishing.
offered to take
He counldn’t get
It takes a jolly

a beast looking in at the window !”

guess that doesn’t matter.
look at your parts; and then
ory when your turn. comes.
oceasion ; but you won’t
P you, so do your best.”

spout from mem

VRS A I'm prompter on

rippingly he was | a ways have me to hel
:Fa,ith.‘ and I—=

And if you're going to do Julius Cazsar,

rop that unearthly Tipperary accent.

th a brogue would be rotten !>

k here, Puntdodger——’

ow, then, Brutus——"’

said Pankhurst :

s shouting? I do fear

will bore one with

in the tent sce
“I denied you not,

was a fool that brought my answer ““What means th

Hallo, where are you, Poindexter ?”?
But Poindexter was gone.

t was a curious ecircu
every member of the c:
to any extent, he
to listen to amother fell

Choose Casar for their king P
“Go ahead, Cassius !”*
““Ay, do you fear it?’ "
said Dick Neville.
‘e T‘he?ﬂl’ pust think you would not have

mstance that although
ast was willing to recite
ad any time to spare
ow “‘ spouting.”
at all unusual
amateur dramatic societies.

One thing was
firm hold of the
days they lived, thought,

The play had taken
minds; and for some
spoke, and breathed

The histrionic turn of their
up in curious ways.
Lanyon asked Pankhurst why he
class one morning, Pankhurst
y replied that it was not that
@sar less, but that he loved Rome
which earned him fifty
e astounded Form-master.
being sent on a message to
g his part over as he went
message when he
and when he was

n(;,t’, Cassius, yet I love him
w

“You utter ass!”

" said Poindexter. “ Where
ou get that line from?

. It doesn’t make
minds cropped

yog’re goipg fo mew like a cat, Pank-

absent-minded] mething stung me!” howled Pankhurst. e

ung me on, the mouth.”
on with the washing !”’

lines at once from th ; but he rubbed his mouth,

And Poindexter,
the Head, connin

Pankhurst glared
and got on with the
he scene progressed, and, excepting for the
rtunate circumstances that most of the
actors forgot most of their lines, all went very

quite forgot his
reached the Head’s study ;

stage-manager and president
Society, had plenty of work on
heaps of worry on his mind ;
hardest task of all was to
0 to—the remorseless reciters
‘in the most unexpected

‘v{ to be going well for

of the Fourth, ob-

dor them to use No. 8 Room

time for rehearsals.
enthusiastic young

Was to persuade the
couldu’t be a dozen

4 slight difficulty about the
The room was a fair size,

® was the audience to

| T

As Brutus and Julius Czesar :
on a certain evening; | was bomneted by the see merriment.
od the date over a week | seconds the actors were all fighting, amid yells from the audience that rang through

well. With a celerity that would have amazed
a professional company, the actors got into the
of g to the stage-

ed on the stage, fighting desperately,
morumn:l?p?wnvmﬁ

asked why he had com g
°k might not be enough. came to bury Caesar, not to praise him.

had been fixed for Satur-
afternoon, in the lower apartment of the
tower, a spot which the amateur dramatic
to have all to themselves

, answered that he

The first rehea
Parts were just suited dady manager’s extensive cuts.
ol

Combine and the Old Firm. At
Greene, in a wonderful robe, took igh, they fo

: excitement ran
sixteen Mark Antonys society expected

Form actors weme quite up to the necessary
form for Shakespeare. :

At all events, they persisted in regardi
Julius Cesar, as rendered by Poindexter
Co., ratheér in the light of a comedy than of
a tragedy.

When Poindexter declaimed, with great
force, the oration of Mark Antony, and told
the awe-struck company that if they had tears
they must prepare to shed them now, the
lookers on from without only shed a mighty
gust of laughter.

In the face of want of appreciation like this,
it showed a great determination on the part
of the amateurs that they stuck it out.

But they did  stick “it out. They went
through the rchearsal to the bitter end, and
before the finish came they were left in peace.
The espectators, with aching ribs, had retired
chuckling over the rehearsal, and the players
finished to no sound but their own voices.
Lincoln G. Poindexter professed himself quite
satisfied.

“It’s ripping for a first rehearsal!’’ he de-
clared. “Of course, some of you forgot your
lines, but T guess that was only to be ex-
gected. You’ll polish ’em up before Wednes-
av'l,

“Yes, rather!”

*“ And faith, ye’ll polish ye're own, won’t ye,
Puntdodger, darling? They need it.”

“Don’t you interrupt your stage-manager,
Micky Flynn!”

* Sure, and I—" <

“Order! The worst parts,” went on Poin-
dexter thoughtfully, ““are Brutus and Casca.’”’

Brutus and Casca—otherwise Pankhurst and
Price—glared at their candid stage-manager.

“Blessed if I think so!”’ said Pankhurst.
“1 think—>

% guess I wasn’t asking you what you
think |

“Tll tell you without being asked!” said
Pankhurst heatedly. “In my opinion, Mark
Antony was the rottenest we've heard, and
Price will bear me out ”

“Quite so!” said Price.

“You'll want bearing out on an ambulance
if you don’t shut up, Panky!”

“Rats! Of all the Chicago cheek -

“ Besides, you weren’t quite so rotten as
Casca ! ”?

“I think I did Casca pretty well,” said
Price. It was better than anything you
tinned-beef frauds did, anyway!” >

“ L?ok here, we don’t want any recrimina-
tions ! S R T R

< Don’t you begin ’em, then!”

“I was giving my verdict as stage-manager

‘] | and president.” =254 e
| “And I was di from that verdict as
-a sensible person and

a chap who knows what's

S e

~ “Tiook here, Punt odger—’

“Hold on!” e¥elaimed Dick Neville.

= K}efp the fighting for the last act. Shut
up !’

“I guess you can’t tell your stage-manager
to shut up, Dick!”?

“Oh, rats! Don’'t row! Let’s get along to
the tuckshop, and have tea. It's my treat.”
Neville’s suggestion was like oil pcured on
the troubled waters.. It was adopted without
a dissentient voice, and the amateur dramatie
company adjourned.

The 5th Chapter.
_The Programme. -

1 was not on the programme, they woro
y well satisfied upon the whole with the

mehearnl They worked away at their =
parts, getting letter-perfect, more or less, and
studying gesture and delivery before looking-
glasses.

There were rifts in the lute between the
forgot _that they

and he was pronouncing that lady's

while the other fellows were on the cricket- gﬁm when he gave a sudden jump, and broke
d : :

were allies, and f:;gmod dnto bi
habits were not thrown aside; but
eld. , , difficulty, fisticuffs.
And Poindexter, as gemeral m 2
t served very well | sponsible fi T )
& room for a |to the rehearsal with a certain
if lestl'ieaﬂ the Form | uneasiness.

M, Ting, mant{

The 4th Chapter:

The First Rehearsal. :
INCOLN G. POINDEXTER looked
round the apartment. It was on the
ground floor of the old tower, and
The windowless case-
ing-fields, - and

seen p,lay,l_xlg
the merry click
y to the.éars of the |

and satisfactorily settled.
- The Fifth Form ceased to rag the rehearsals,
and the Lower Form fags were systematically
thumped into treating the Fourth Form
dramatists with respect. e

grinned.
‘ha! You've got
oindexter rubbed hi
o round inov;r€;h~ sl
‘hrough one e open casements came a

. fiy of the Fifth was
the very act of using a pea-

Bbgﬁtel‘: 9 = - Zgs
e e e

” ruefully. He
was spacious enough.
ments gave views of the
the Fifth Form fellows could.
oricket; and their shouts, and

d ball came clearl
- amateur dramatic societ;
T g But the Cliveden dramaf
on of costume. | ing of crieket now. They had their
certain quantity of | their hands, and were. lookin,

mised fo be present af the
- Some of the dramatists made a rush to the

e
The juniors were I
tvi;hole performM b:ngglh a couple of hours, and
ere mi elays.
lﬁag EZ:: taclfeg iy ﬁw?qr ree
a n cut down ‘aor thr nes—
I | step heartily concurred in by everybody but
the fellow who was to spea
Poinde‘;tor Bav:in?i of the
m ‘the of Avon weep
B:ifh Poindexter # was a businessli

- g 35 i ‘understand the drama. Let's geton!” m. really good performance; but, w
e ot = =66 T¥a 2 e Az Y - ) 3
S e they Jiko it or nof, we rake in the shekels.”
“ Yes,
- on. the Boy Scouts troop will have a lot
oting, and the | the Cliveden Dramatic Society for.” =
ing “J grinning Fees

there was n
dramatists en % :
take the drama’ |

< th lmiz l;l‘ba
fﬁ?ﬁw%‘? :

en fellows did po doubtful ‘about ‘the

{‘hsy think | What he gave, he wanted to be & ‘suceess, an

- to
¥e made § it was no use giving too much. er that the Fousth

Ty, ahd s s
e 2 whether “ré- .
the costizmes warn by ancient Romans
, they were ood\en‘ong]h for the -
er said. er details were seen to, -

Trevelyan, the captain of Clive

 Americar o
I rope in the kopecks,” said
r, in his curious American language,
a chuckle. “The fellows will pony up
they see the play. We're going to give

rather!” said Dick Neville.

-

“Correct ! e
“ Raith, and it's r ktye‘;w m%

_“T'm  rather t1 dbut
ws, but -about them I'm anxious. i
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can’t act for toffee. Still, if I do Cesar, it
will keep the thing up to a certain level.”

“T wish you’d chop off some of that accent,
Micky! You were spouting a while ago,
¢Sure, the ides of March are come.” That’ll
make ’em grin!"’ .

“ Faith, and it's ye’self that was saying, ‘_I
guess they are all honourable men,”” said
Micky Flynn'indignantly.

— Poindexter coloured.

“1 guess that was a slip.” 3 -

“You’d better leave off guessing!
chuckled Dick Neville. “This is a 'S_hak'?-
spearean drama, not a guessing competition.’

The doubts the Combine felt of the his-
trionic abilities of the Old Firm were recipro-
cated by Pankhurst and Price.

“T suppose we can't grumble at Puntdodger
being stage-manager, as he thought of the
wheeze, Pricey,” Pankhurst confided to his
chum, as the date of the performance drew
near; “but I can’t help feeling nervous about
it. L rather think my Brutus is a good
thing.” :

““ Quite so,” said the loyal Price. e

“ And your Casca is all right, Pricey.”

“ Well, I was thinking so myself, Panky.

“But Micky Flynn as Cmsar! Great
Cwmsar! And that tinned-beef bounder as
Mark Antony! It's enough to make a tabby
cat weep! But it’s no use telling him so.”

 Quite so.” 5 ;

““ And then there's Neville as Cassius. I
warned him the other day that he would need
an entire change of manner and method to
make anything of the character, and offered
to take him in hand and give him a few
lessons, and all the gratitude he showed was
to call me names.”

“Rotten !’’ said Price.

“ Some of the others are as bad,” said Pank-
hurst. “‘I tried to show Greene how to do
Portia, but he said quite rudely that he knew
more about Shakespeare than I did. Then
Gatty as Lepidus; he doesn’t want any assist-
ance or instruction. He prefers to muck the
part up his own way. The conceit of these
bounders is wonderful.”

“T’ve noticed it myself.”

‘““And then there’s Poindexter all the time
thinks he knows better than anybody else, and
trying to give instructions. It’s sickening!”
said Pankhurst. “I do detest a chap who
wants to be always instructing fellows how to
do things!”

Price stared a little, but he assented. Pank-
hurst was quite unconscious of any uninten-
tional humour in his remark.

With this mutual distrust of one another’s
‘abilities, the two parties felt an equal
uneasines8 as the date of the representation
drew nearer.

Poindexter began to wish that he had
‘assigned a later date, but it was impossible to
‘postpone the performance. The room had

assigned to them for that particular even-

ing, and 1t was not always easy to get a room;
~ and if the performance had been put off, for
- whatever reason, there would have been a
neral chuckle all through Cliveden. Every
llow who had expressed doubts of the abili-

I admit I've my doubts about Julius Ceesar,
Mark Antony, and Cassius.”

‘“ Look here, Pankhurst——"'

“Look here, Poindexter A

And once more it nearly came to a row.

The 6th Chapter.
Shakespeare—With Variations.

HE great night came.
” Needless to say, the Fourth Form
dramatists were in a state of nervous
tension. They were looking forward to seven

o’clock with mingled pleasure and dread,
But, on the score of the size of the audience

had decided to come and see the Shakespeare
merchants, as they had disrespectfully named
the amateur actors,

Polite invitations had been sent to the Form-
maslers, and even to the Head; but, for some
reason—unknown—these had not been accepted.
But the seniors wére to turn up in strong force,
an}z, of course, the Lower Forms would follow
suit.

The Sixth persisted in regarding the affair
humog‘ously, and more than one had declared
that it was worth while coming for a good
laugh.

Such remarks were treated by the amateur
dramatists with lofty scorn.

But, anyway, whether they laughed or wept,
the contributions in the money-box would be
the same; and, as Poindexter remarked, that
was an important point.

As the time drew near, the room began to
fill, fellows pushing for good places as eagerly
as a first-night crowd at a London theatre.

Poindexter had placed a metal money-box, of
ample dimensions, just inside the door on a
chair. It was too prominent to be overlooked,
and every fellow who did not stop and slide
something in at the slit in the lid would be con-
spicuous. But, to do them justice, very few of
the fellows overlooked the money-box.

Poindexter, looking out from behind the
scenes, saw fellow after fellow stop, and heard
the clink of metal as it dropped inside.

The contributors were mostly laughing as

they made their contributions. But it did not
mqi:lter much if they laughed so long as they
paid.
“ My word,. said Pankhurst, who was in the
green-room—somewhat clumsily constructed of
screens—donning the garb of Brutus, “I can
hear the money-box clinking from here. This
means a harvest for the Scouts!”

“ Correct.”

“Faith, and that can’t be altered, even if
these ginger merchants do muck up the
acting I”’ grinned Micky Flynn.

“Are you looking for a thick ear?” asked
Pan}:hurst pleasantly. ‘ If you are, I can give
one.”

“gu_ite“so," remarked Price.

¢ Kaith, and I—-"

“Order! Don’t begin arguing now,
Panky !”?

“1 wasn’t! It was Flynn begg:;ling A

- ties of the amateur dramatists would have said
The later rehearsals showed improvement
however, and upon the whole tﬁ?dﬁm&ﬁﬁ
were not- distrustful of themselves. :

On the evening before the performance the
programme was placed on the notice-board
that all ‘Cliveden might read.

Crane and Cuffy, of the Fifth, were the first
to discover it there, and their chuckles brought
a crowd of fellows to the spot to read the pro-
gran:ime. Crane read it out to an interested
crowd : : .

““The Cliveden Amateur Dramatic Society
will give a performance of Shakespeare’s
tragedy, ‘Julius Cmsar,” on Saturday evening,
commencing at seven p.m,

“All Cliveden fellows, juniors and seniors,
admitted free; but a collection-box will be
placed inside the door, into which the audience
are invited to put such contributions as they
are inclined to offer.

“It is hoped that the collection will be
wholly of silver, but coppers will not be
barred.

“ Trevelyan, our honoured captain, has pro-
mised to come. Follow his good example, and
roll up in your thousands !

““The cast is subjoined, and any alterations
may be made at the discretion of the manage-

s ‘ment. The latter do not guarantee the appear-
ance of any particular artist.

T e

6 ~ Nl ow bravasdaviey m n
~ MARCUS ANTONIUS. Lincoln G. Poindéxtos
£ LEPIDU R Lo s covesiensine. G Gatty
= BRUTUS ... H. Pankhurst
. CASCA ... rverrer; Sidney Prico
e CASBIUS ... ..Richard %eville
O BOOTHSAYER, o iiite . . E. Trimble
T GESAR'S WIFE ool Bt Wil
S T A R e S e K. Greene
: gl%l)IANfSENATE Weohes T AR Herbert Fish

S A R e Lawrence King

All Cliveden grinned over that notice, though
the Fourth Form dramatists could not

7 Fish constantly found him-
%&1 Sznsté, while

Crowd, and Smith

nor was called upon to fag under the name
of lilqrs.' r:'d;; O TR Oy
~ “Never mind,” said | 1 oindexter, |
= #let ’em snigger! We’ll knock spots off ’e!z
-, 'when we give the perfotﬂiﬁoé;”, All Tm doubt-

~ ful about is Brutus and Casca.” =
- “Rats, and many of ’em!” said Pankhurst.
3 #I'm feeling quite assured on that point. But

‘“dWe‘IL ring off. Do your , you two.

d £Ln | remember that this is supposed to be a
—, : : M PPL

, not a comedy.
v l,xgtmze Lre(mind you of that,

on’t you take the trouble to remind your
stage-msnager of anything. He’s all right.”

“Glad you’re satisfied. The audience won’t
be, ’m afraid.” ; =

‘“Oh, come, don’t begin ragging now!” re-
monstrated Dick Neville pacifically.

‘““Who's ragging ?”’ inquired Poindexter.

““Who's ragging ?”” demanded Pankhurst.

And Dick Neville, between two fires, so to
speak, gave up peace-making, and went on
making up as Cassius.

. The sounds of the room filling up ‘did not
inspire the dramatists with more confidence.

en they looked out from behind the scenes
they saw a sea of faces, mostly wearing antici-
patory grins.

When seven rang out, of course, the curtain
was not ready go up. But the audience
were ready, and impatient. They commenced
stamﬁx_ng on the floor, and cat-calling, and
shrieking out encouragement to the players,

" ““Buck up, there!”

““ Look out in goal !”

““On the ball !”

‘“ We shall have to begin, or there’ll be dis-
order,” ~said Poindexter hurriedly. * We
really ought to have been ready to time I”

“We’ve got such a jolly ripping stage-
manager,” Pankhurst remarked, in a casual

‘.‘

e

CassiusI”” - A

¢ Nearly ready.”
__“T’'m waiting,” remarked Brutus — alias
Pankhurst. .
““ Wait quietly, then.”
“Certainly. But the audience won’t.”’
Pankhurst was certainly right there.

more impatient for the raising of the curtain
than were the Cliveden fellows.

“Up with her!”

* Show yourselves !””

“On the ball !’ ;

“Never mind the grease-paint I”’

“ Kick-off, can’t you ?”’ E

“I’'m reatif',” said Neville hastily. “I think
this toga will keep fastened. I’ll hold it just
here in my hand. It’s a short scene, after the
wa.y"you’ve cut it, Punty. Come on, all of

54 :

" The curtain rose.

“of stretched paper screens painted by the

"
]

they had nothing to fear. Nearly all Cliveden

way. 5 : -1
“Oh, don’t jaw! Buck up, Dick—I mean

A real theatre crowd could not have bee_n: they

According to the ‘r&gﬁvmﬁe the scene was |
“Rome—a ic place,” and, with the aid

done his best to produce an illusion to that
effect.

But the illusion was not perfect, for several
voices were heard to mutfer questions as to
what was intended. 2 :

“It’s Rome,” said Crane, of the Flft,}’,l, in a
stage whisper—‘‘ Rome—a public-house.

And there was a general chuckle.

The little joke and the chuckle reached the
ears of the amateur dramatists, and they
turned red under their grease-paint. But they
went on gallantly. : .

Trevelyan, the captain of Cliveden, frowned
round on the chucklers. :

“@Give them a chance!” he said. >

And the audience quieted down. The first
scenes went off pretty well, and as the play
progressed the actors gained more confidence.
Poindexter had cut out all that seemed, to his
judgment, superfluous, and the result was that
the players got to business very quickly.
When the vain petition was  presented to
Camsar, and Cassius and Brutus went on their
knees, there was enthusiasm in the audience.

“Don’t be a rotter, Julius!” called out
someone. And there was a roar.

¢ Faith,” said Julius Ceesar, looking towargls
the audience, “and if ye interrupt me, Phil-
pot, it’s a thick ear I'll be giving ye!”

And the audience shrieked. -

“Shut up, you ass!” whispered Poindexter
fiercely. And Julius Ceesar turned to him with
exaggerated dignity.

“Sure, and shut up ye'self, Mark Antony
darling I’ ; S

“Will you get on with the washing, you

s?,l

“Faith, and I’'m getting on. Sure; you've
made me forget me part.”

And Micky Flynn, forgetting where he was,
went on with some lines that belonged to an
earlier part of the play:

““ Let me have about me men that are fat, :
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o
nights.” : .
Only in his confusion the Irish junior mixed
the lines, and delivered them as follows:
““Sure, let me have about me men that
are sleek,
Fat-headed men, and such as sleep o’
nights.”

The rest was drowned in a yell of laughter
from the audience, and Trevelyan could make
no attempt to suppress it now, for he was
laughing himself till the tears ran down his
cheeks. :

“QOh, you frabjous ass!” muttéred Pank-
hurst.

“ Faith, and T—" ;

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the audience. * Let
him have fat-headed men about him!  And
he’s got em, too!”’

*““Ha, ha, ha!” :

¢ Order!” said Trevelyan, almost weeping
with laughter. ‘Order!”

And at last the merriment was hushed, and
it was possible to hear again what was going on
on the stage. Cmsar, having declared his in-
tention of keeping Publiug Cimber in exile, he
was stabbed by tge conspirators, and made his
celebrated dying observation, but not quite
according to order. :

Some of the conspirators, in the excitement
of the moment, had struck with more force than
was necessary, and Micky Flynn let out a yell.

* Faith, ye omadhauns——" .

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the audience.

“Shut up!” whispered Poindexter fiercely,
from behind the scenes. ““Fall down dead!”

“That’s all very well, but—"

“Fall down, you idiot!”

“Don’t I say something here?”

“Say ‘Et tu, Brute!’”’ :

“If you call me a brute, Puntdodger——"’

“Villain, that’s what you say!”

“I see!”

The whole dialogue was audible to those who
sat near the stage, and the effect may be
imagined. - The audience yelled and gasped,
and some of them looked as if they were going
intg fits. "&Mioky Flynn fell with a loud bump,
and ped : 3

“Et tu, Panky—I mean, et tu, Brutus!”’

“Oh, you frabjous dummy!”’

““ Faith, and I—""

“Shut up! You're dead!”

“ Wait till T get you behind the scenes!”
murmured Julius Ceesar.. “I’ll jolly well show
you whether I'm dead or not!”

It was some minutes before the audience were
gmet enough to hear any more. Then Poin-

exter had re-entered as Mark Antony, and was
speaking, : -

“QOh, mighty Ceesar, dost thou lie so low?

Are i‘ﬂ thy conquests, glories, triumphs,
SpoLls, 4
Shrunl': to this little measure? Fare you

e

_““Ha, ha, ha!”

How the rest of the scene went the actors
ha'rdli knew. The audience were gasping, and

1ey had hardly recovered their breath after so
much laughter when the next scene was on. In
‘the next scene Brutus addressed the croyd, com-
posed of Lawrence King. King listened with
exemplary patience, and answered for the

| citizens of me, rnc: then in came Mark
s

Kfzton; and the with Cemsar’s body.
Casar’s body was heard to ﬁmnt expressively
as it was dumped down on the floor, N
“GQo it, Puntdodger!” ; :
© “We’ll lend you our ears!”
“On the ball1”
‘¢ Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me
B bo by Clnss it o pesias Bk
I come ry Cewmsar, n raise him.
I guess the evil that mer.uia—--—--p o

dﬁﬁ;gﬁitb*&emselmz the stage-manager had §

‘“.H&, hl, hal”
# Guess again!”

i

‘“Oh, you unspeakable, t;
¢ e, t 4
Lerzle.d hPankhumt, behing tlllfén:gegeei‘.‘m |
ad Eta i‘ihCho}?kt to criticise my Bme:ﬁ”nhd‘
» 8hut up, you gi ¥
the body of C&e?ar,y &igilrr:geli‘tgm;m})mm' i
less‘aly.. ** What do you mean by em’i’ ‘

et him B
“Order!  Go 15, Julus
“Ha, ha, ha!” ;
:‘ Silence, ye omadhaung— »

‘ Shut up, ass!”
““ Rats to you, Panky!
“You come offi” Tunted

roared thy ,

COX)US. PPui\l'}t.)dodger.” i
nd Pankhurst, reachi {4
scenes, seized Mick %}“y‘;iogx; :;';m behing 4
draggegi him out ofvsight. I Mick Nlllklel,.,
that lying down, all might haye Y had {4
but Micky’s blood was up,

gone wej]
on with his speech, but ,

Mark Antony

struggltini, and then
against the screen, which to
stage. It was made of strert)gl{
frame, and as it fell on Mark
latter’s head went through it like a ol
head through a paper hoop at the i
That was the last straw,
As Brutus and Julius Caesar 8 i
stage, - fighting desperately, angd
was bonneted by the scenes,
jumped up, convulsed with me;
stood on the seats, yelling and
roaring with laughter, and egging
batants on. Julius Cewmsar was 500n flooreq
Brutus, but Neville and Poindexter rysh
his aid, and, of course, Price dashed to
his chum. In a few seconds the cast wero
fighting, amid a babel of yells from the ayg;
that rang through Cliveden. P
Exactly how the unrehearsed scens on f)
stage would have ended, we cangot say; b
the entrance into the room: of two or thy
masters and prefects put a finish to it, T
audience, gasping with merriment, dispery
and the amateur dramatists were cleared g
still fighting, and the light turned out in
room. For hours afterwards, fellows wers:
bursting into yells of laughter at all mom

The 7th Chapter,
: The Collection.
POINDEXTER had secured the money-bo

There was rno doubt that the

sentation of Julius Cwsar had be
ghastly failure as far as the drama was,
oemec{ But the collection was still inl
and when the dramatists met togeth
peace was restored, and recrimination
the money-box was produced. It we
heavy, and gave forth a musical clink as
dexter shook it. > A

“ Well, there’s that!” said Pankhurs
tenderly rubbed a swollen eye. “You
have managed to muck up the pl&;,

“ Well, I like that!”” exclaimed Poir
dignantly. - If in alof
“If Flynn haXn’t acted the gidd;

¢“If you'd had any gumption—"

“I tell you—"

¢ Faith, and I—"

“Look here——"’

‘“ Oh, don’t begin all that ag PxClam
Greene “I think you two sets of sl
have slanged each other enough
what there is in the box.”

“Correct! There’s a jolly lot
after all, the object of the drama w
furd for the scouts; so we've
ceeded.” » 5

“In spite of Poindexter’s crass—

““ Oh, ring off, and let’s see the tin?

Poindexter felt in his pockets for
and unlocked the box. He opened o
poured out the contents clinking on

The juniors were looking on e
collection was their only consolaf
ghastly dramatic failure, amli:edé e
bodily injuries. But as they looked &
tents of the money-bgx, the anti o
Ees? died ?i)tl ofk tg_e:r faces, and was I¢

ooks of blank dismay. 7

% My only hat!”’ said gznkhu_rst-m :

“ Great snakes!” gasped Lincoll
dexter. ‘I know, now, why th°
grinning when they put the stuff*

There were three coins in the b
a halfpenny, one was a penlmf an
a threepenny-piece. The rest of
consisted of buttons!
There were buttons in all sh
designs and colours, all sorts an
buttons—trousers buttons,
coat buttons, _shirt buttons. :
buttons, and still more buttons o

The amataet;r (Ii::ima:l;selgo Ly
buttons, and loo a e
Pankhurst was the first to recover
“8o that’s the collection,
castically. I move that a ¥

assed to Lincoln Jackass Fo!
?or his :’vonderiul and successf :
the wind.” -
And Lincoln Grii lggtzxf;xﬁe?r
life, hadn’t a wo! s 42
The audience had bough

halfpenny—and COULT
gh?i?;s consxderotliéng‘,“. mﬁw
fellows were a time DELH
I:u:hing at the sad case ;oi
Dramatists. '




