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Rended ) rse personal reflection is

Charlie to the Rescue.
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P, with a kind of
** That's

ng w kwow, anyway.
x shall sce. What are
imazing  deyelopments’  tho
< talks about? Does that mean
'lf-n)mw a clue to the cave
21 don't care if they
Ve done with Squeezer, and
with the cave. I'll keep
> The 'tecs haven't a clue
)nnr\;nbln individual. I'll
¥ my turn to-night, and if
t throw dust in the oyes of
Pike, T dou't know what
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Cuever  Shouldn't wonder if
Ry (made a 'toc.’!
gy, Porlie laughed his snort-
oy 1008 laugh, and went on
™4 of “,'l e himself on how the
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ity ""'" disguised so far as
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iy 'y Pocket, and he was on
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Before the red-hot iron bar could be brought,

quickened bis pace. At nine Mrs.
Burnett, the old woman who looked
after the wardrobe and mended
the costumes, sent Willie Worboise,
ane of the stable lads, out for her
fupper—generally o baked sheep's
head and potatoes. Charlie's mouth
watered as he thought of it. If he
could reach Jagger's a littlo before
nine, he would get the boy to buy two
sheep's heads instead of one.

As luck would nave it, he
against Willie coming out of the
door at the back of the circus, and
he gave the lad his orders, Willie
stared. He did not recognise the
Murvellous Boy Violinist. k

“ Not know me, you silly kid? I'm
Posno. My turn’s coming on, and
don’t you forget it. Look sharp, and
I'll give you twopence for yourself—
if you promise not to spend it all on
fags."

The boy grinned and darted away,
and Charlie skipped’into the dark-
noss behind the circus door. The band
was playing its loudest, and the tune
{hat which betokened Milo's

ran

was
apparance. Una and her lions would
follow. _

He roped his _way to Mrs.
Burnctt's snugger, The old lady, sur-
round by tawdry, tinselled finery, was

knife ready for her
sheep's head. Sh:‘rlliﬁ'- sudden ap-
te or.
p(‘"u(').l?,w ‘:: ..hldzvhl’oneo, w):,nnt
Ve e are 'ave y
llw'e“nr? :%:..:L.:';Lr'u been in a rare
to bout you!" <
"d.i-l:mndg'l worry. I'm slln{l}}i
ns you can see for voursell. tu
only ,mean my turn Ccoming -nll‘l‘ e
later than usunl. I suppose n o
fay 'go and-seo his mother.

sharpening a

she crouched, snarling,

Charlie Peace darted into the cage, and faced the infuriated lioness as
over the motionless body of the girl tamer.

! But I didn't
mother.”
but she lives a

“Ah, to be
know as you'd got
“ Of course I ha

long way from I said Charlie
carclessly. ** But just now I'm think
ing about something else—supper.

I've been walking miles and miles. I
do believe I could eat a donkey’
hind leg. Hallo, here's W
There's your twopence, my lad !

|

For tho next fen minutes Charlic |

nt, but hix jows were moying
merrily. The’ toothsome  jemmy,”
as baked sheep’s head is called in ihe
“profession,” was fast disappearing.
The band changed its tune.
had fGinished, and the creaking of
wheels told that tho trolley bearing
thoe lions' cago was approaching the

stage.
Charlie, fecling after the meal like
a giant refreshed, went out of Mrs,
Burnett's snuggery ‘into 4 passage
leading to the stage. On this stage
the variety show artistes performed.
Ho wanted to sea the lions and Una
pearer. than it was possible from the
front of the houde. The cage was
drawn parallel with and close to the

stage.

Charlie met no one, and_he
stationed himsalf in the wings. Pro-
sently Stella, to call her by her own
name, caume on to the stage, and,
after bowing in acknowledgment ob
the applause, entered the cage.

At that momoent Charlie caught
sight of eomeono creeping pmong
the scenery at the back. It was so
dark he could not sea precisely who
i but the outline suggested
Milo's bulky form, The figute pre-
sented itsell but for a sccond, and
then glided away.

Charlie did not

Milo |

+ and
trouble himsell | chalk. She had fainted.

about the thing;
in Stel
als through the
ance with wonderful 1
The lioness sho
last. The sleck, ta
seemed to-night to be
mood. Sho obeyed every
readily, her final feat being to
spring from ono side of the cage to
the other, while Stella fired a pistol,
and then to lic down as though she
had been shot.

Lverything weat well until this
point was reached. The pistol was
fired, and the lioness flung hersell
down with great naturalness; but in-
stead of remaining quiet as she had
been taught, she gave a sudden snarl
and in an instanb was on
her fest, her back arched, her tail
lashing her

The nudien

he was far too in-
who was putting
ir perform-

ordor

thought it was part
of the show, and even when the
creature bounded through the air
upon the girl, knocked her down and
piuned her right arm to the floor
with one paw, while another was
pressed heavily on her chest, they
did not imagine anything was
wrong. But on the brute sending up
a hideous roar, and Jagger was heard
shouting, ** The hot bar! Quick, for
Heaven's sake!" they rose in their
seals, — an the  women began
screaming,

Before the hot iron bar, alwavs
in readiness for such emer-
gencies, could be brought, Charlie
rushed across the stage, and lifting
the fastening of the cage door, darted
in and facod the infuriatpd lioness.

Meanwhile, Stella was lying sfill

molionless, her face white as

'F

Milo, the **Strong Man,” Mystilied.
OR a second the uproar, the
shouts of the men, the screams
of the frightened women,
ceased. Breathlessly the horris
fied spectators watched the boy crouch
opposite the lioness, bringing his head
on a level with that of the savago
brute. Without showing the slightest
sign of fear, Charlie Peace fixed his
ryes on the yellow orbs dilated with

| b suid he, in low,
deliberate, grat ones.
The effect was magical. Whether
due to the tone of command, or to t

magnetism in his eyes, it is hard to
say. The lioness relaxed her muscles,
and slowly removed heavy paw

from Stella's chest, poising it hesi-
tatingly Had Charlie Peace with-
drawn_his gaze but for an instant
down it would have gone again, and
woo for the poor victim !

** Come, you!'

The accents were
more determined, more masterful
than ever. The creature seomed to
shrink with fear. It left Stella, and
crept_slowly towards Charlie, its tail
hanging limply, as though conscious
it had done wrong.

* Over there—down!”

By this time Charlie was standing,
and pointing threateningly to the
other three lions, which were cower-
ing in a corner of tho cage. It was
clear that they also felt the mys.
terious power of the boy. The lioness

more grating,

N

i

i.‘ Contlnued on the next page.
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Thc_ Scapegrace of the
Regiment.

(Continued,)
ip as to which to * plump*
which to avoid.

For even in the smartest battalion

there are some companics good and
scmo rank bad.

Jack could imagine, for instance,
1 . the 1on.
iaggleton Glynn had anything to do

that any **crush’® Licut.
with would be bound

and no place for them,

to be rotten,

hen, again, they had no desire to
fall into Bergeant Rigg's clutches

£% % 4 88 Star® Sy

for and,

|h“ﬂi'iuz them.  This gloomy cup-
board cutside the door of ono of the
barrack-rooms,  seemed  to  Jack
rather less comfortable than the
prison-cell in which he had just spent
tho night.

Hownever, it was private, and after
a fow years in a crowded barrack-
room, most soldiers would be glad
enough to sling their cots in a coal
cellar if they were allowed.

Unfortunately,  Colour - sergeant
Bush, of E, secmed as gloomy ax his
surroundings.  Jack sized him up as
a weak man, and since a_weak Colour
can only mean an indifferent com-
pany at best, he realised that onee

ite 48 - "
we “Empire.”
colour mourn-

it ho
Kita," coneludod tho colour mONTES

fully, “You'll take i o
tha™ quarter master’s shl" And just
sharp, and get mmsurm.[ A
seo nobody pinches any ol 20 Sohi
when you get it hack to your 5 Tt
because they'ro & pretty, nit, S0
It's the ono just below l";';‘s’““]',.
explained, turning again to b

1 ts and

fable  littered  with - payaheel
. " ivates Daggs
papers.  **Ask for Vll‘“l" TSt e

and tell

and Sims, ,
Th vou and show ‘you

They'Il look afte
the ropes.

womy colour hieaved & Tast

S ing this as a
heavy sigh, and taking this o
signal of dismissal, Jncﬁ \\1lnLul at

Pereival and lod the way ¢
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Pushing (s * open, they found | gentleman with o o 2
{Lomselves in a big, bare room, [ accent to “ Plan) )'curmn Coclg
sorupulonsly cloan, with bed-cots | oLl mud'aok  thiy 5, MUy onsY
ranged round the four walls, (wo[a gambling zame was ' p Maties
Jong tables with forms running ‘Excuse’ wie, can 3 Ll B¥ing o
down the contre, and in the middle | whic Vate SimardON¢ tel] 15
n huge stove and an equally [ in a loud, clear vojc
Instantly 3

crormous conl-bin.

Above cach bed was a shelf on
which was stowed the soldier’s
exira uniform and belongings, all
packed and arranged according to
mitern, so that each shelf was as
Jike the rest as peas in & pod.

Deneath was n row of pegs for
belts and equipment, and beside the
bed a rack for the rifle.

As it was close on time for the
dinner bugle to sound, the room was

th
bobbe e
Private ** Pastey™

exultantly,
chur G
wot used 1o be a blessed
don't cher_know—haw

our conkerin® 'ero \wot~

the group | 3
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rermancutly il they could avoid it. | again their luck was sadly out. “ 3 iwey il &
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The Most Popular School Story.

THE RIVALS OF ST. WODES.

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

THIS HAS TAKEN PLACE.
Dick Penwyn, a sturds Cornish Iad
who has been to a Council school,
obtains a scholarship at St. Wode's.
On his orrival there he is receiv
with open arms by Blagden & Co.,
who mistake him for another new
fellow—Lord Lovell. On discovering
their mistake, Blagden & Co. become
bitter enemics of Dboth the new
juniors, who chum together. To the
disgust of his Form-fellows,
“Bunny™' Lovell taken up br
Crawcour & Co., of the Filth, whose
companionship, Pen sees plaialy, is
doing the casy-going young viscount
no good. unmy, however, will not
" Jisten to his friend’s remonstrances,
and Pen is wandering about discon-
solately during one of his chum’s
visits to the *Blades,” as Craw-
cour & Co. call_themselves, when
Newcome, of the Fourth, accosts him
curiously.
U Are you glad to be at St
Wode's, Penwyn !” he osks.
“Yes, in a way,” replies Pen.
(Read on from here.)

ace for Newcome.

Awsi
" paid New-

“ow NLY in a way
come, grinning.
“Yes.

1 know it's a rise
in life for me, und may mean
something for me in the future, and
for my people. But the fellows Lere
don’t svem so hearty and unaffected
as the fellows I'mn used to.” ~
Newcome chuckled. He wondered
what Blagden and Co. would say if
they knew that the scholarship chap
compared the St. Wode's fellows un-
ourably with the Council-school
chaps b was used to.
“Does that amuse you?” asked
Pen.

“ Yes, rather. But it's all right,”
faid  Newcome, good-humouredly.
“You'll get used to us, you know.

We're not all bad; there are black
sheep here, but if you're decent all
the time, you'll get on with most of
tho fellows."”

*1 hope I shall be decent.”

“Don't be touchy,” said New-
come quietly. * I'm not getting at
you. I'm not a snob, and I know

you're all right. At the same time,
you can’t expect all the fellows to sce
it—all at once.”

**1 suppose not.”

* You've only got to stick to your
guns and play the game to pull
through. A chap can never be really
done in, except by himself. That's
my opinion!"

‘I dare say you're right.”

*Oh, I'm ht!” said Newcome
cheerfully. ou depend on your
uncle! Look here, you must have
:o_(-n through nlhii stufl in the scholar-
ship cxam. now they make: i

olly SR 1 kow ievs ace Frti

ormers _here who couldn't pass it
though it's only to admit you to the
Fourth!

* Very likely!"

*“Well, go through this with mo,
there’s a good fellow,” s1id Newcome.
*“Your friend docsn’t want you now,
does he—I mean Lovell? T believe
you've chummed up with him!"

‘‘ Yes,” said Pen.

“No,"” said Pen, flushing. “He
doesn’t want me.”

**Oh!” murmured Newcome, not-
ing the fush in the junior’s cheek.
*Falling out already? Well, it’s
none of my bizney.

“'Did you speak?"
help me with this beast
Ilorace,” said Newcome. ** What
can’t make out is, why they should
be lords of the carth’ and exalted
to the gods as well—those chaps in
the chariots, you know.”

Pen laughed. and cheerfully went
through the old familiar ode with
Newcome.  The St. Wode's, fellow

wassed no remark on the matter, but
lw could not help being struck by
the clearness and precision of the
scholarship lad’s knowledge.

After ten minutes Newcome had
learned more from Pen than he was
likely to learn from Mr. Bush in a
week.

‘ Thanks, old man,"” he said grate-
fully, when Pen had finished. ** You
male it clearer than old Bush docs.”
He chuckled. ** Won't I surprise him
in the morning, too! As a matter of’
fact, Penwyn, it's an open secret that
old Bushy-whiskers is weak in the
classics—jolly weak, and Horace is
iis bugbear. Heo has to mug it up
his study, you know, before ho
takes us, and one or two of the fel-
lows have caught him tripping—yes,
rather! My hat! He comes down
heavy on them, too! Ie's a Univer-
sity man, too, old Bushy is—I know
that—but all sorts of chaps get
into the University now,” said New-
come cheerfully. ** I shouldn’t won-
der if he's one ©of those scholarshin
outsiders—my hat! Excuse me, old
man,” he broke off remorsefully; *“1
—I-didn’t notice what I was saying!
I'm awfully sorry—I really am.”

Pen had reddened.

“Ob, don’t mind me!” hLe said.
“ I'm_learning not to be touchy. If
Mr. Bush was a scholarship ‘chap,
though, I should think it's to his
credit, not against him.”

“So should I, really,” said New-
come hesitatingly. ‘1 suppose it's
more to a chap’s credit to do things
himself than. to have his pater pay
for them. DBut—but that’s not tho
way it's generally looked at, you
know. I dare say a chap can become
snobbish without thinking, you sce.
I could have bitten my tongue out for
saying what I just said; but I didn’t
really mean anything.”

's all right.” .
After you'd just helped me, too,

ko the jol];:‘ brick you are,” said

l’:r‘:vl:;:ﬂ. so jolly sorry,
Pen smiled. .

it "'.l'!on'tvfly llntllu'ngh more about

i, he maid. " ¢ Iy thi g

R s nothing! As for

, if he is o scholarship chap
himsell—'"

“Ponwyn! Penwy .
o ;:n‘;\ﬁ’n. Penwyn! Boy! How
Pen jumped up,
AMr. Bush had entered the common-
room, unmeen Ly the two juniors as
l]l.t"y sat facing the fire, and he had
::in;lenlly heard what the Cornish lad

Ho stood facing the two alarmed

** He doesn't want you for a minute,
I suppose?”
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boys—his hands trembling, his fea-

boy 1" ) .

Pen looked at him in surprise.

Mr. Dush had heard his remark,
but ko did not see why it should
offond the muster of the Fourth.

Pen Liud been about to say nothing
that had any harm in it—ill as Mr.
Bush had treated him, he was not
the fellow to carp and growl about
a master behind his back.

But Mr. Bush had evidently taken

very great exception to the words
which~ Pen regarded as perfectly
harmless.

His face was quite whito with
passion, and his eyes were scintillat-
ing with an unpleasant greenish
ligi

for you, Penwyn,”

sald Mr. Bush ominously. “Hold

out your hand.” But Pen put his
hands behind him.

““ Penwyn, Fou—you gutter-
brat!” said Mr. Bush thickly.
*“How dare you talk about me!
say, how dare you slander me, sirt”

Pen crimsoned.

*I was not slandering you, sir,
he paid quictly. *'I was saying—""

‘““You—you wretched beggar from
tho streets!” said Mr. Bush. “A
disgrace to the Council-school where
you were taught, vou have come here
a greater disgrace to .St.

to be
Wode's!

** Hear, hear!” murmured Blagden.

Pen bit his lip.

““ You'll not find it pay to slander
your masters,” snid Mr, ush.
* There is seyerc punishment pro-
vided at St. Wode's for that kind
of villainy, Penwyn. You cannot
bring tho habits of the—the criminal
classes here with impunity.,”

“I did nat slander you. = I will tell
you what I was about to say.”
* Boy! I distinctly heard you!”

1 was saying, sir, that if you had
been o scholurship boy yoursell, you
would probably  show ™ more  con-
siderntion for me as a scholarship
Loy," s1id Pen.  *“ That is what I was
saying when you interrupted me.””
Mr. Dush glared at him.

“ And how dare you assume that
@ master 8t St. Wode's has had the
sume disgraceful upbringing as your-
self, you gutter outcast?” he thun-

tures convulsed with rago.

dered.

Drop ne 4 line to-day

thrust his son into a placo he was not
fit_for!"

Pen's oyes burned. 5

“If you speak of my father in that
way ngnin, sir, I shall complain to, the
Hcad ! ho said, in low, determined
tones.

*“Co it!" murmered Newcome, not
loud enough for Mr. Bush to m:ar.

Mr. Bush had simply staggered
back in astonishment. Ile was more
astonished than enraged at the words
of the scholarship boy.

* What—what!" he stammered.

Pen sct his lips firmly, So long as
the form-master, in his mean, spiteful
sncered at and abused him,

way,
Pen could stand it, and meant to
stand it. DBut that his father—the

honest, kind, brave father, who had
worked for him  and made endless
sacrifices for his sake—sacrifices Pen
mizht never bo able ,to repay—that
John Penwyn should be spoken of
insultingly by so mean a creaturc as
Mr. Bush—that was not to be
endured.  Pen would not have stayed
ar 8t. Wode's to endure it. e
would sooner have given up all his
prospects there, and shaken the dust
of the place from his feet for ever.

Ho faced the Form-master calmly.
There was a damgerous gleam in his
eyes now. The glance of-everyone
in the room was upon the singulur
scene. -The fellows were almost
breathless, wondering how the Form-
master would take the cheek of the
scholarship chap.

Mr. Bush’s fingers were clenching
and unclenching with rage.

But he knew that he had gone too

far.

Ile read determination in Pen's
face, and he knew that if his words
were _reported to the head-master of
St. Wode's in a complaint from the
scholavship boy, he would have a very
painful scene to go through with Dr.
Wimperis. Tho cad was very
strong on the subject of the masters
keeping their dignity before the boys.
In fact, Mr. Bush saw a possibility of
his having to leave St. Wode's if the
Cornish junior carried out his threat.

He choked back the furious words
that leaped to his lips.

Pen did not speak. IIe had no
desire to triumph over the Form-
master _in_any way. He was only
determined that his father should
not be spoken of disrespectfully by
Mr. Bush or anybody else. He
would*not have stood it from the
ITcad himself.

*‘ Penwyn!” said Mr. Bush, at last,
‘“I—I hardly know how to deal with
you. You—you are such a ruffian,
such an untamed hooligan!””

‘“ Ho ought to be expelled, sir,
said Blagden.

** Hear, hear!" murmured Skeat.

‘*“ Quite right,” said Mr. Bush.
“Quite right, Blagden. This,
certainly should be expelled i
fit. that ho should mix with the sons of
gentlemen. 1 trust, however, that
you do not allow his presence to con-
;;“l“"’l’nw you more than you can

elp.

”»

“Trust us for that, sir,”” said
Blagden.

*Oh, yes, sir

I‘;Cuds!" l\m\u'mumd Nesvcome.
** Fancy sucking up to
like that! Pahg!" g ol Bshy

“I—1 hardly know what to say
to you, Penwyn,” said Mr. Bush. “T
suppose it is useless to complain of
your manners—disgusting and dis-
graceful as they are.”

Pen did not reply.

Mr. Bush went on victoriously, The
mean-hearted man realised that so

—

(Another splendid instalme!
i "iiny! next

i Lam glad to see,” aid Mir
“that the boys of my Form (LU

keenly as myself th ﬁ.‘f;‘:‘,,ff" "
have brought upon them. | pe 308
sorry that there is no means
lieving St. Wode's of your presecs
“Still Pen was silent. Only by oo
burned. e had hardened himel]
this, and ho could siand it lg

** But there is one resource j

case, Penwyn—you can b?(l‘:n{?lu:
said Mr. Bush,” swishing in the g
the cane he had in his hand. e h"r
come to the junior room fo ed

eomebody else, but he f t -
. lold out  sour b
Penwyn."” %

A hunted look came into Peyy

eyes.
How long was this to last? g
hands were yet aching from the lag
caning Mr. Bush had found an excusy
for giving him. e

Was he called upon to submit to
constant ill-usage—to be savagely
cruelly caned whenever it suited fio
cruel temper of the meanspirited
man who was in authority over him?

Was life worth living on such terms
—were the advantages his St. Wode's
scholarship had brought him worth
the price ?

Pen was not a soft lad—he could
stand punishment. But constant, un-
deserved punishment, that was a
different matter.

“I am wailing for you, Penwyn,"
said Mr. Bush ominously.

Pen's hands were still down at his

sides.

Tho Fourth Form were simply
breathless.

"as the scholarship chap—ths
Council-school  bounder—going 1

defy the master of his Form?

It scemed impossible,

There was no fellow in the St
Wode's Fourth who would hare
dared to do it! Did the Cornih
: junior, the scholarship boy, dare
more than the rest of the Form,
then?

Surely not! But—

But he did not hold out his hand.
The silence was tense—the excitement
thrilling to the juniors who wert
looking on. For once there was
something like sympathy for Pen i
many of the faces round him.

Plucky, at least, the fllows knew
it was fo ‘‘back up’ ngainst o
Tushy. They might dislike Pen, bif
they enjoyed sceing the domineerinfy
evil-tempeged  Form-master ~tak®
down.

“Penwyn ! ¢

Yes, sir,” said Pen quietly.,

Iis low, calm voice cut the nltx
like a knife. There was no defis 6
in it, but there was no fear.
was only steady calmness.

“Penwyn! You heard

‘“Yes, sir.”

T told you to hold out Ffs
hand.”

i oo sir

me. <

“Why am T to bo caned, 5™’ 4

“Do you dare to -xuri'“,’,’"dl
boy ?"* thundered Mr. Bush.
out your hand at once, sif, OF L
will thrash you, sir, where "'{"‘-un!l'
Hold out” your hand 1%
Penwyn."”

Mr. Bush's bluster wa
he was unsure of his P!
Pen did nolt know that.
not surrender. 3 im.

He put his hands behind h;" 3

“ You—you_refuse to 0Py
shouted Mr. Bush, hardly
bis eyes.

4 i of this

week)

me?”

‘@

s a sign
ition "
n;‘l::t he

|

»
a»
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