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THE FIRST CHAFPTER. H
‘The Remove Meeting-—And the
Minute Qun,

L Y hat, how it blows!”
M It was Bob Cherry who

uttered that ejaculation, as he
‘ looked out of the window into
the Close at Greyfriars.

It was 2 wild night. The cld. trees
were groaning under .the force of the
wind, and the gale shrieked furiousty
round the old roofs and chimneys. ’

Throught the roar of the wind had
sounded, more than once, a crash of fall-
ing masonry, as some {ragment hurtled
down from the shaky walls of tlie old
tower.

“How -it blows!”

“By Jove, it does!” said Frank
Nugent. “1 shouldn’t care to be at sea
to-night. Bunter says he can hear the

waves breaking on the shore from here.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“He must have jolly long ears, then.
But it must be a rough night in the bay,
and jolly dangerous for any vessel that
comes too near the Shoulder. I'd hike to
have a run down to the shore to-night.
There hasn’t been a gale like this since
I've been at Greyfriars.”

Nugent sheok his head.

. “It’s too vough, even if we could get
out without being spotted.  Besides,
tlj)igl;,e’s Wharton’s meeting just coming
OIT.

“Jove, I'd forgotten that!” Bob
Clerry looked at his watch, “It’s just
on sgven. Come along!” And the two
Removites turned away from the
windaw,

Every window and door at Greyfriars

the buffets of the wind, and the old
building was full of sound and echo.

Bob Cherry and Nugent hurried on to |
the Remove Form-room, in which direc-
tion & numher of juniors were streaming.

There were a ‘good many fellows m
the Form-room when Bob Cherry and
N%‘;ent‘ enteéred.
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friars do? Suppose we
- troops’ advamcing from

T
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The breakers oame creaming over Harry Wharton’s feet as “he etecod
there and looked towards the wreck, walitin
the position of the ship firmly upon his mind kefore plunging in.

fopr another flaeh to fix

Harry Wharton was standing by the
mastier’s desk, talking to Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the Hindu junior, when Beb
and Nugent joined him. Wharton
glanced at the class-room clock.

“Just on seven!” he said cheerily.
“Most of the fellows are here, so we
may as well begin, By Jove, Low the
wind roars!”

“The roarfulness is teorrific!™ mur-
mured Hurree Singiy, in his peculiar
English,

“T say, vou fellows——7"

Harry Wharton rapped on the desk,
_ “Gentlemen,” saivf Wharton, “1've
been thinking out a rather good idea.
Tt has occurred to me that Greyiviars is
not quite up to date on some points.
When it comes to football, we-.can hold
our own pretty well with most sclools, 1
think.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yes, rather!” - )

“The ratherfulinesy is terrific!’

“And in the summer, when it comes
to cricket, T think we can keep things
going pretty welll” )

“Hear, hiear!”

“T say, you fellows——

“Shut up, Bunter!” ,

“Go it, Wharton! On the ball {”

“But i sone other respects we lag
behind. It has cccwrred to me-—-""

“¥lear, hear!”

“'That Greyiriars has no cadet corps.
I suppose you chaps have heard of the
Volunteers?” '

“Well,” said Skinner sarcastically, *I
think ’ve heard the werd somewhere.
It has a familiar sound.”

And there was a laugh.

“Well,” said Wharton, unheeding the
laugh, -“that’'d the idea. What price a
volunteer corpe for Greyfriars? Suppose
England were invaded, what would Grey-
saw the Geérman
the sea-shore up
what shonld we

3

b

the road to Grexfriars,
dot™ '

“Bunk!” suggested Skinner. -And the
meeting giggled again. i

“We might do something betlter than
hunk,” said Harry Wharton, “In theso
times, every Briton ought to join =
Volunteer corps of some kind, and leurn
how to handle a gun and face an enemy.
A Volunteer covps for the Remova is the
idexz, and T thiek it's & ripping one my-
self.”

“Cood
heartily.

“What about the outfit?” said Ral-
strode, ““That costs mpney. Chaps like
Linley, for instance, haven’t any tin.”

" Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire,
tumed red.  Wharton's eyes gleanied ¢
4 moment, .

“Pon’t be a cad, Bulstrode, if you
can help 16, Asg for the #in, there would
have to be & Form subseription, snd the
things would be the property of the
whole corps. »

“1 say, you fellows

“Shut up, Bunter}”

“Look heve, you
going to shut up.

wheore!” s=aid Bob., Cherry

uf——
23

fellows, I'm not
Tve got somsthing
mportant  to sayr  While you’re all
gathered logether hike this, it's &
splendid oppourtunity——->">

“Ring off 1”? : )

“1 say, you fellows, it’'s a splendid
opportunity, ¥ Wharton’s done talking,
for me to give a lLittle ventriloquial enter-

tajnment.” -

There was a general groan,

“Chuck him out!” growled Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry

“Silence! Order!” )

“Gentlemen of -the Remorve
Harry Wharton.

“Hear, lieart” o

“I've got a book here to taks down
the names of all who feel inclined to join
the Rentove Cadet Corps.’ Now, fives
man in.” o o

“You con shove me down,” erid Boh
Cherry,

? sald
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“And ine,” enid Nugeul prompily.
1 aay, you fellows, will grub be pro-
vided for members of the Cadet Corps

“No, you youug cormorant!”

- Then T don't sec the use——-"

Y Hark!” eried Mark Linley suddenly.
"Through tho roar of the gale outside
_oame. s deoper and 1aove sornbre sound.

A hush fell upon the meoting of juniors,

and éven Billy Bunter was silent.

4 Whewhat wa- that ¥ muttered Hazel-
dene.

-~ Some of the old tower falli
Nugent. - = - -

Harry Wharton shook hi. head.

“efWhat was it, then?”

“A gun at eeal”
hand. “Hark!”

‘Tt came agaiu, booming heavily
through the gale, and this time there was
no mistaking the scund.

Tt was the minute-gun—ile signal from
g gliip in distiess upon a rocky coast.

f THE SECGND CHAPTER.
o Out of Bounds.

>

He held up his

HE boys wore silent.  The deep

T. ¢hill o every heart. From the
. sunitait of the tower of Creyfriars;
in fine weather, the sea could be seen—
the wide bay, tho great Shoulder jutting
out into the Clermun Occan. Well, the
bors knew what the scene must be like
now, with the Lreakers crashing on tho
pebblo ridge, and the great Shoulder
almost hidderi in lashing spray and foam.

“Ry Jove!” mutiered Bob Cherry..

¢Tha minute gun !’

“ A wreck ! said Nugent, in g hushed
volee,

There waz no doubt abent it. A
wainute more had elapsed, and theu the
loom of the gun came heavily through
the shriek of the wind once more.

The meeting broke up. No one had
the lweart to go on with tlie business that
had called them together, after that deep
gnd chilling sound from the tempest-
tozsed ocealn. )

Wharton, Nuieni, Bob Cherry, and
IHurreo Singh lett the room together.

Thers was a thought{ul cxpression upon
Harry Wharten's face, which showed that
he was turning over szome idea in his
mind. Ag soon 13 he was out of hearing
of the rest he stopped. .

“1t's a chip in the bay,"” ho said. “H
ghe's near the Shoulder on a night like
thia, Heaven help her. P thinking
" He paused. )

“I can guess what you're thiunking,”
said Bob Cherey, ¢ We might be able to

help.”
YWharton nodded. . .
“Yes. Half the countrraide will be

there, and T don’i see why we ghouldn't

go, too.”

“The Teed wouldn’t allow it.”

“1 wasn't thinking , of asking the
Head,” said Wharton, laughing, “We
pan break hounds for onco in a way. We
might he of usa there. Hallo, there’s
Wingate going {7

Wingate of tho Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, had come downstairs with a
waterproof on, and a cap with flaps drawn
down over his ears, and thick gaiters.
Worth and Westcott, similarly attired,
werg witlt him,  The Sixth-Formers were
evidently going down to tho shore. . Win-
gate opened the door, and a terrific gust
of wind come roaring in.

“Shut thia door, you
called out Wingate.
© “Right you are, Wingate!”

The chums of the Remove rushed to
the door. The Sixth-Formers went out,
and Wingate pulled the door from out-
side, and the juniors put their shoulders
to it within, Tiven then it was hard work
1o shut it against the wind,
© Lt vrag slesmned at last,

gound from the ses lad sent a”

My hat!  Ilow it blows!” gasped
Bob Cherry. It wor't be easy to get
,along in a wiud like this, Warry.”

* Are vou chaps game o ir

“Yez,-rather.” B

“The ratherfulness is terrific!”

“Then let's got off.”.

The Famous Four hurried up io the
Remove dormitory. 1t did not take
them long to prepare for the excursion.
They came oul of the dermitory in coats
and ecarves, aud made their way to a
window -ab the back- of the building by
which they mtended to gain cgress into
the quad.

‘Ono. by one ihey dropped to the
ground, and tho window was silently
closed.. Outside, the gale was raging
furiously, and the chums creuclied against
the wall to atluw the fierce wind to
sweep by.

“My- hat!”  muttered Bob Cherry.
“This.won't be easy to get through.”

The others did not veply. They did not
Lear lis veice in the hoarse roar of the
wind. .

Harry Whavton led the way.

Crouching low to avoid the wind as
much as possible, the chnms of the Re-
move stole wlong the wall, aud reached
aspot where the clinging ivy made it pos-
sible to ¢ross the outer wall iuto the road.

Tn five minutes or less they were out-
side the zchool wall. -

There, amid the rear and the groaning
of the 9, they listened for the
they had hesrd in the Form roos
Ctreyfriars,

Clearly it came to their cars,

Boom ! -

From the blackness towards the shore
came a glimmer of “light, that shot
y L gnt,

athwart the sky aad died away,

A roeket 7 muttered  Harry
W h'_a,rto.n. ir s -

Weeping ¢l f(j,; the  chuing

plunged on through the lane that led
down to the shore, fAghting their way
step by step threagh the buflethig of the
furious wind.

Boom !

Still through the black nlghi came tuo
dull, sombre sound of the minuic guu,

The breaking waves of the €
Ocean were sudible now to the e
the Groeyfriars chums: -the thundering of
huge billows on hard rocks.

Spray borne by the wind lashed their
faces us they drew nearer to the sea.

shove,  [isherfolk and country people
from all quarters had gathered there, to
gee whal was to be seen, and in the hope
of lending aid to the veseel in distress,

More than one good ship had come fo
grief on the Shoulder, the great rock
that jutted out on the north side of the
bay.  High on the summis of the cliff
gleamed the light of the lighthouas,
gleaming far over ihe wild waters.

The foot of the rugged cliff was buried
in durkness, save where the foam of the
breaking waves showed with a stiay
gloam,

Under the rushing breakers the sand
was churned and tossed, and occasion-
ally a wave came rushing ‘higher and
higher up the strand, and the spectators
crowded back wildly from the clutch of
the angey waters.

“Here we are at last!” Bob Chérry
shouted in Hlarcy Wharton’s ear. “Can’t
see anything 1"

Wharton shook his head.

Thore was blackness on the sea, black-
ness on the shere, snd he could see ne-
thing of the distressed vessel. But the
sound of the gun, which was still fired
ot intervals, showed 'that she was near
the shore. =~ =

“Look {”

xelaimed Nugent suddenly:
shot up from the veasel at

Lights twinkied in the gicom on the

Friday. 3

For a moment the chums cacgld »
glimpse of the outlines of the vessel
Sho was a small scheoner, with two
masts, and the mainmast had gone b -
thee board at the maintop. The topmas
and the rigging clung round the ship.
The schooner was terribly near to the
greaf, towering Shoulder. Nugent, whe
had often swum in the.bay iu the
summer, and who knew it well, gave o

zroan.

“She’ll be on the rocks! Iv'a ~ui: a
matter of minutes now "

“ ghe could gel  rowsd  the

Shoulder—--" |

“She can't-—she'll bo on the sunker
rocks in a couple of minutes! Lhere’s
no chance for her now!”

Thé chums watched and listeued wwitl:
painful intensity.

It was impessiblo to aid the dooned
vessel, There was no lifchoat for miles
along tho coast, and none of the fisher-
folk would have put off in such a sea
for untold gold. No boat could have
lived long in the raging hillews,

“Hark!”

Through the dash of the waros and
the roar of the wind came a dull, grind
ing crashi

*8he's atruck !

It was a shont from the fishernn,

The juniers of Greyfriars echoed il.

“She’s struck! It's oll up now!”

A flash of lightning darted across ¢t
inrky heavans

flarry Whavton was wetching keenly.
fu the flash he caught sight of the
doomed schooner—jammed by the rush
of the billows upon the sunken rocks at
the foot of -the towering cliff.

Reund her the wild waves weire roar-
ing and tossing, breaking over her
r-."o[]uing deck as she lay jammed on the
TOCES,

Wharton set his teeth hard, ™ *

The vessel was not fifty yards from
the shore, but between tho shors and
the sunken rocks was deep, deep wratov,
raging and tossing in fury.

“There’s & chance for them!”

““What's that, Wharton?”

“There’'s a chance yet,” said Ilarcv,
shouting to make hLis voice heard
““She’s not gone down--she’s jaminsd
fast! Look when it flavhes again "

“But—-"*"

The lighining  came again, and

showed the positicn of the ship move
clearly, )
" The thundering waves seemed to b
hammering her still more firmly wpe
the rocks, and she shawed no sign
aliding off into deep water,

“She’ll stick there till she breaks we,”
said Nugent.

The sea was breaking clean over ilie
schooner, and it was clear that wwhoi
she broke up or not, no soul cn Loarc
could long survive.

There was a look of grim . deter
tion on Harry Wharton’s face.

*There’s s chance for them yet,”

“But—but what-——"" ° :

“If a rope could be got oot
them—" - '

“Impossible! No boai could live in
that sea.” N

“I wasn't thinking of a boat.”

Nugent laughed nervously.

“You weren't thinking of a svimi:
I suppose t”

“Yes,” said Harry guietly.

“But—why, there's not a man on ihe
coast would enter that sea for a thousand
pounds [”?

“1 wasn't thinking of a man.”

“Look here, T can ses what zou'r:
thinking of, and you're not going tu ¢
it 1”7 shouted Boly Cherry. ¢ ¥ou'il
stick lLere.”

MWharton shook Lis head.
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“YVou know I'm a good swimmer——"

“T know it jolly well,” said Nugent.
© You fished-me out of the Sark the day
vou came to Greyfriars, and saved my
life. But you couldn’t swim that water,
and yow’re not going to try it.”

“I’s ng good talking, kids!
going to tvy iti”

“You can’tt You shan’t!™

“Look !” eaild Wharton quietly.

The lightuing wae blazing again. The
deck “of the wrecked schooner could be
seen, and threa or four dim forms cling-
ing to the rigging. One of them was
that of a wooden-legged man. The flash
passed, and the sceno was blolted eut as
Ly a curtain falling.

“Thers are men there doomed to
Jdeath,” said Harry guietly, ¢ We should
be cowards not to iry to save them.”

“Jt’s impossible !”

“Well, I think I ean try. We must
got o rope, and you can tie it round my
waist, and hold it. .Come onl}”

The Removites wete accustemed to
fellowing Wharton's lead, and his deter-
wination carriegd the day.

Keeping o wary look-out for Wingate
~-who would certainly have. stopped the
enterprise immediately—the Removites
prepared to carry out Harry's desperate
plan.  Harry had not come unprepared
for such a contingenecy, having foreseen
that sometbing of the. kind might
happen, as ib iad happened before on
the rocks of the Shoulder.- He lhad a
eoil of eord in his pecket, and it was only
nevessary to obiain g strong rope from
one of the fishermen, -

I'm

Wharton's idea was to tie the cord

round his waist and swim out to the
Shoulder, and then to pull the heavy
rope after bim to the deck of the
schooner, .

{-he passed ihe raging waters alive,
the plan would succeed. ¥f not-—
But he did not think of failure, and his
comrades dared not think of it.

The fishermen ot first demurred, and
i faet, refused point blank to supply

tho 1'0]L)ei having 1o doubt that the bravo |.

lad would be going to his death. But
when they found that he was determined
to go, they lent their aid at last,

Brave men they were, and yet they
Jdidd not venture. They had their svives
and families to think of, or even the risk
of death would not have deterred them.
A coil of strong rope wag brought from
one of the boats lying high up on the
sand, and the end of 18 was fastened to
Wharten's cordi )

The brave lad threw off his coaf and
jacket and bootg, and walked down to
ihe sea, Tho breakers came creaming
aver his feet as he stood there, and
looked towards the wreck, waiting for
another flash to fix the position of the
ship firmly upon pis mind before he
plunged in.

Perhaps, at that mement, he faltered
a little; but, if so, it was ouly for a

snd, and it never showed in his calm,

dsome face. * : :

» Nzllgen’n and Bob Cherry were palo as
dleatls, - . ’

They felt that their chum was going

" 1o his doem-—that the chances werc ten

1o ene that in a few minuteés more his

body would be dashed, broken and dis-

tigured, upon the jutting rocks of the

Shoulder. . .

But thero were lves to be saved—
fellow-creatures clinging to the wreck
cub there in the hungry maw of the ses |

“Teaven help him P’ muttered Bob
Cherry, “Tf—if he doesn’t come hack,
1 shall ga after him 1" :

Nugent-eaught the words, and nodded.

“Wo won’t go baek without him !” he
whispered. Co :

The flash canies o
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- with the waters,

was golng.

“ Tt ‘showed the. schocner jammed on
the rocks, the sloping, water-swept deck
and three clinging. figures. 1f there had
been four—as Harry thought—one had
already been swept away.

“Hold on to the ropel”

And Harry Wharton, meeting a huge
billow as it rolled up the shore, plunged
into the water, and was carried out into
thé darkness by the receding wave,

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER. -
Harry Wharten's Pluck. H

! I ARRY WHARTON was gons |

The rearing waters had swept
him  out  of sight. Nugent
" grasped Bob Cherry’s arm with
2 convulsive grip.

Hurree Singh was trembling in every
limb.

Tt was a moment of cruel anxiety. ‘

The cord was running out between Bob
Cherry’s fingers, ing
The boy to whom it was attached might
already he o shattered corpse dashing on
the savage rocks. R

There was a crunching of footsteps in
the sand, and Wingate dashed up. 8
lookad angrily‘at the boys. -~ :

“What are you doing here?”

They did not answer; they hardly heard
him.,  Wingate shook Nugent angrily by
the arm. - o )

“Nugent! You here! Wow dare
you! What are you doing 17

“YWharton’s gone * mmttered Nugent.

“Gonel Wheret?

“To the wreck !”

Wingate staggered back.

“(Good heavens! The
fool 1 7 )

The- lightning glimmered, and the cap-
tain of Greyfriars ed scaward. Ile
made out the wreck, sud a dark spot in
thé midst of the lashing waters.

Tt was blotted out the next moment.

PBub Wingate knew that he had seen
Wharton’s head, and that so far, at least,
the hero of the Remove was glive, and
swimming hard. [N

“ Heaven hélp him 1’7 .

Alive still, and fighting the sca—bus for
how long? -As Harry Wharton battled
Lie knew that the fight
a loging one; his strength
Wild waters were swirling
round him. He could sec nothing, hear
nothing, but the thunder of the sea. X

“He knew that at any moment the swirl
of the waters might dash him upon some
eruel rock where he would be malm'ed,
and flung back helpless to the devouring
waves, He felt his strength giving out
with the terrible struggle, and knew that
if he failed to reach the wreck, he would
never have strength cnough to fight hia
way back to tlie shore.

Vet ho faltered not for a moinent now.
All his thoughts, all his energies, were
bent upon the task in hand-—to reach the
&chooner. :

Tn the tossing waters, the impenetrable
derkness, he scemed to be swallowed up—
engulfed, and several times he feared that
be was being swept from’ his path; but
the lightning came again to glimmer on
the rigging of the wrecked schooner, and
te show him that he was right.

Homething struck his hand in the rough
water, and a chill ran through him. His
whole body shuddered in the horror of a
crash upon the rugged rocks.

Put it was not the zocks of the Shoulder
that his hand had touched. It was a
floating spar; and the next moment ho
caught 2 rope, nid he knew that hé was,
in tie midst of the rigging trailing over
the side of the schoener.

He clung to it convulsively.

Tha, sea tossed him o and fro, but he
clung on, snd climbett eloser t0 the-vessel,

Io-olmihe mad

was probably

- Higher out of the water, fill he gripped

the weodwork of the schooner itself, .

but that teld nothing.

 —bust my topsails!

A Hghining-flash came, and showed hifn
a white, wet face within & yard-of his
ewn. ) : -
<Two pairs of eyes inet, staring,
darkness. Tt was the wooden-legg
man who was gazing at Harry, and his
face was blank with amazement. kY

“Bust my topsails{”’ .

Harry heard the words—an ejaculation
of amazement. The next moment, as the
darkness closed in, a hand grasped him-
and dragged him on the sloping deck,” A
mouth was put close to his ear, and a-
voice bawled : ’

“Hallo, my hearty, where did you
spring from 77’

“T have swum out with a rope.”

“Arope! Bust my topsails! And you
a kid, too! Bust me!”

Wharton clung with one hand to the
seaman, and with the other dragged in
the cord.. It came freely, and the rope
followed. The seaman, with a_grunt of
relief, .caught the rope in his strong
hands, aud made it fast to a stanchion,

“That’s safe, youngstev |7 C

“Good! How many are
here 77

A lightning-Rash glimmered over the
deck, and gave the reply to Harry's
question. ’

Besides the wooden-legged man, there
was only one form clinging to the torn-
rigging, that of a dusky, foreign sailor.
The others had been swept away by the-
thundering seas. .

The survivor seemed to be too dazed
by fear to see what was happening, or
to hear the shouts of the wooden-legged
seaman,

He had none of the iron nerve of ths
British seaman ir that hour .of tevrible
peril. o :

Ho was clinging to the rigging like »
cat, with his hands and fect} now and
then engulfed by the surging scas.

“Beppo! Beppol”

The Ttalian made no reply.

The wooden-legged wman gave a grund
of disgust.

“It's no geod yeliin’ at him!™ he
growled. *Iang on ‘ere, kiddy, whilo
Y haul him over!”

Harry only imperfecily heard the
words, but he understood. )

He clung te the rope while the wooden-
logged seaman serambled away, with sur-
prising agility considering his loss of &
limb.

There was a sharp ery in the darkness,
and Harry’s heart thumped against his

ihere of you

- ribs.

Did it mean that the wooden-legged
seaman had been swept from the wreck?
He feared so, and he waited in tensze
anxiety for a hghining-flash.

The flash came, and it showad the soa-
man still on the  wreck, elinging to the
combings of the hatchway; %ut the

| other man was not to be seen.

The torn rigging to which he had
been convulsively clinging was gone, and
the hapless foreigner wae gone with it.

Ho had vanished amid the white foam
that dashed round the sunken rocks of
the Shoulder. ) :

The English seaman had evidently had
a narrow escape of following him.  He
hung where he was for somse time- to
recover his strength, while Wharton
waited auxiously in the darkness.

The seaman scrambled back at last.
His wet face was white in the gloom.

“Beppo’s gona!” he muttered.

“There is 1o one clsei”

“No. THhe skipper was the first to o

Let s try the
rope.” -

“VYou go first.”

“ Ay, ay . o

The seaman elung to the repe, and
without & mement's hesitation swung
himself from the wreck infe the toesing
562, -
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-¥le vanished in the black waters, -and

Wharton, waited anxiously for some
minutes. Had the wooden-legged rman
rvoached the shore? He could see

nothing, and the roaring of the waves
drowned every other sound. }

At length he commenced to drag bhim-
self along the rope; the seaman, alive or
dead, must be off-the rope by this time.

Round the boy, as he plunged shore-
ward, the raging waves tossed and
foamed, and many times it seemed to
him as if he must be dragged from his
hiold. But he held on like grim death.

His strength was almost spent, and his
genges were reeling withy the din and the
buffeting of the waves, when he felt the
shifting sand beneath his feet. A
shadowy form dashed through the swirl-
ing water and grasped him.

“Here he is!” -

“ Wingato!”

The captain of -Greyfriars reeled
through the breakers with Harry Whar-
ton i his arms.

Bob Cherry and Nugent and Hurree
Singh rushed to his aid, and in a few
seconds more Harry was lying on the wet
sand out of reach of the sea. Kor some
winutes he lay breathing convulsively.
Fle was quite spent, exhausted, and his
senges were swimming, and le was
hardly conscious that he was safe at last,
But his brain cleared, and he looked
round hkim in the cloom, and sat up with
the help of Nugent's ready arm.

“Thank Heaven youre back!” mut-
tered Nugent; and there was a break in
Lis voice,

Harry pressed his hand. .

“PBut the seaman-—where is he?”

“He's safal” .

“Pust my topsails!” said a familiar
voice, as a mahogany-coloured face
glimmered close to Harry’s in the gloom.
4 Ere’s old Stumpy. He's all right!”

Harry Wharton smiled faintly.

. “Tm jolly glad to hear it.” L

“Pust my topsails!  0ld Stumpy’s ail

+ight,” said the wooden-legged man.
“Tre 1 am, weoden leg and all!l  And

all through vou, young gent. Thar ain’t
wmany, < meu or. boys, who would have
swum out with that rope.” )

“Right1” = said  Wingate grimly.
% Ayd if T'd been here, I'd have stopped
that young beggar doing it. But I'm
glad ag it’s turned out.”

“Tho gladfulness is terrific
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

And Stumpy, as the wooden-legged
man called himself, was taken info the
ecabin of a hospitable fisherman, and
Harry, leaning on Nugent’s arm, turned
towards Greyiriars,

7 mur-

b L

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Hauled QOver the Coals.

’ ARBERRY, the prefect, looked
G into the junior Commorn-reom at
Greyfriars, and pointed to the
clock, Carberry was in a bad
teraper, as ho ursually was, and though it
vranted several minutes to half-past nine—
the bed-time of the Lower Fourth—the
boys thought they had botter not stand
upon that. There was a general bustle of
the Removites. Carberry glanced round
the room. He noted the absénce of the
¥amous Four. .
“Where is Wharton " he snapped.
Carberry would willingly have given a
week's pocket-money for a chance to
‘catch Wharton in a real fault that could
be reported to the Head. More than
once he had atfempted to damage the boy
ho disliked so intensely, but scmehow if
had always recoiled upon himself.
No one replied to Carberry’s question,
* The prefect scowled darkly. o

¢ YWhere ix Wharton? . Where's Nugen’
and Cherry and the nigger?” -

“Thes're not in my waistcoat-pecket,”
observed Trevor, feeling there as-if to
make sure.

And the juniors giggled.

“They're gong out, I suppose,” said
the prefect,  with an unpleasant grin.
“Well, get off to bed, you youn
monkeys. ¥ they don’t turn up by half-
past nine I shall have to report the
matter to the-Head.”

The abscritees did not return by half-
past nine. The Remove went up to bed,
and Carberry wenf to make his report.
He met Mr, Quelch, the mastetr of the
Remove, in the passage, and mentioned
the matter to him.

The Remove-master -was_startled,

“Four boys absent! You are sure,
Carberry 7" .

“1 believe so, sir.  They have not
gone up to bed with the rest, and I can-
nof find them anywhere.”

“Dear mc! This is a -serious matter.

You raay leave it in my hands.”-

Removites as they came in with Wingato
and the other Sixth-Formers.

¢ Which this is a nice night for kids tg
be out,” he remarked.

“The nicefulness is .terrifio!” said
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh; while Bob
Cherry pretended to warm his hands at
the porter’s nose.

Gosling grunted, aud retired fo his
lodge.

The boys went into the School House,
and Carberry, the prefect, who was on
the look-cut, met the four Removites as
they were going upstairs. : He dropped
his hand on Harry Wharton's shoulder.

“No, you don't!” he remarked.

Wharton looked at him quietly,

“Well, what's the trouble?” he asked.

Tho prefect grinned maliciously.

“You'll soon sce. I've reported your
absence, and you've got to go before ths
Head. - [U've been waiting for you to
come in.” B

“YWharton compressed” his lips.  Ha
had intended to get back to Greyfriars

i Haflo, my hearty !’ bawled the wooden-legged man, dragging Harry
on to the sloping deok. “‘Where did you spring from 2%

“1 thought it my duty to report it to
the Head, sir.” ~ )

“You nay leave it in my hands,
the Remgve-master quietly. )

Carberry bit his lip, but he had to give
in. However, if the juniors did not re-
turn soon, Mr. Quelch would have to re-
port the matter to the doctor, he knew
that. And, as a matter of fact, haif an
hour . later he paw the Form-master
going to the Head’s study. The Head
looked very worried.

“I am afraid they have gone down to

" said

the shove,” he said.. * Let them be sent’

in to me immediately they return.”

“Yes, sir."”

Bu# the junicrs did not seem to be in
a hurry to raturn, Half-past ten chimed
from the clock-tower, bui - the Famous
Four had not put in an appearance,
neither lhad Wingate and his friends
returned.

It was nocar cleven when a ring came
at last at the bell, apd Gosling, the
porter, rose, grumbling, from his glass
of gin-and-water, and went to the gafe,

e stared in blenk amazement at.the

before bed-time, but his adventure at tha
wreck had made that impossible, and the
meeting with Wingate rendered it use:
less to re-enter the echool secretly.

He was in for it now, and the prefect’s
expression showed how miuch he enjoyed
the situation. _

“Come with me, all of you,” sid
Carberry.

“Very well.” . -

The prefect led the way, and the four
juniors followed him to the Head’s study.
They were dripping with water, and
their boots squelched on the linoleum as
they walked. .

“Aro vou going to tell the doc. all
about it?'’ agked Nugent, in a whisper.

Harry shook his head. .

£ No.”

“But—" .

“We broke  bounds,” said Harry
quietly, *We cau face the music with-

out making & fuss, I suppose. The
Head's guite right if he canes us; as a
matter of fact, there’s no getting out of
that. And Carberry’s quite right to
THE Pexny Porvnar~No, 236.
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report us; only he uugﬂmt be such a
coufounded ead about iti”

i Bat if the Hr‘ad knew you had saved |

3 man’s life

“T'm not going to dodge behind a
thing like that. It's all nght

Carberry tapped at the Head’s door,
and entered, followed by the juniors,
Dr. Locke laid down his pen, aund turned
his chair. round to gei a good look at the
culprits. He locked chocked as ho saw
the state thej weré in.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed, “You are
wet mrough’ How could yon be so
careless as to pet into this state? Where
have you been?”

“Down to the shore, sir.’

“You broke bounds—at mght'

“We heard tho minute-gun, sir, and
we thonght we might be of some use.”

The Head smiled sli ghtly.

“ And you were curious to see what
was going on 77

“Ye-e-eq, sir.”

“You know eily well that you
have committed a gxeat breach of dis-
cipline, Wharton,” said Dr. Locke
sternly, I blame you, becanse I am
sure the othiers only followed your load.
1 shall punish you severely in the morn-
ing. At mcsenf you must go straight to
your room, and geb those w ot clothes of.
You might have an illness as the result
of this foohsn escapade.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have done very wrong, Whar-
toni I shall cane all of you, but I shall
cane you most sevevely, as the ring-
leader. You did very right te report
this matter, Carberry.
discipline muss ho put
heavy hand.”

“Yes, air,”

“You may go, LJ‘,L.
dlsappom*ed in you.’

'The juniors left the study.

They were very silent as they went up
to their room.

downn with a

said (larberry.
Tam very maw

“Rotten ! sald Wugent -at last, as
they were stripping off their soaked
Clotheq. “T would rather have a licking

than have the doc. talking in that strain.
suppose we wers giddy asses to go

“out.”

“The assfulness wos terrific !

“Well, I can’t very well be sorry, con-
sidering how it's turned out,” said
Wharton.

“No, that’s o, too.”

“ After all, we ecan take & licking.
The Head’s r.ght but T'm jolly glad we
went, all the same.’

And the Removites, bhaving been
rubbed down with rough towels, turned
in, and were soen =leepmg soundly.
They had been tired out by their adven-
ture, and even the roaring of the wind
round the roofs and chimneys of Gres-
friars failed to keep them awake,

Ten minutes after thcy had turned in,
Wingate locked into the room with a
candle in his hand.

The captain of Greyfriars had changed
his’ clo hes, and’ looked none the worse
for his soaking.

He glanced at the _;umors and saw
that they were fast asleep, and withdrew
quietly from the room,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER..;
© An Unpleasant Prospect.

#F NLANG! Clang! Clang! L
q The rising-bell rang through

but the fouf
They

the morning air,
juniors did not awaken.,
were still sleeping soundly.

them - out.

Bulstrode, and Wuan ELung, antd Billy
Bunter sat up in bed.

“1 say, you fellows,” said Bunter, put-
ting on his spectacles and bii
tow;udq the still sleeping chin
the rxsmﬂ' -bell, you know

“Let “em qleep. said b 1
a grunt. “There’ll be a p
sently witl: a cane to wak

Wun Lung, the Chinee,
sleepﬂy at Bulshoue and
out of bed and ghded tows
Wharton. He shook the latier
by the showlder.

Wharton's eyes opened.

“"Halio! By Jovy, it's time (o got up,
I su pose 7

Blb]"lg bell gonee.’

Harry sat up and u.ubul his ezee,

“Hum! I suppose I was tired out.
Thanks, kid!”

He ]umpul out of bed.
and Nugent, and Hwmvree Jam
Singh were ‘awakened, andl the
out_reluctantly enough.

The juniors wera ~oon Jdow
came downstairs, Carbern:
with a dark look on hix face.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclainied Bob
Cherry cheerfully “Whervefore that
sweet and haunting smile, C b ”

Whereat the prefect scowled =till mmore
davkly.

“Wharton’s &b to turn up
after prayeis,” he said grimly.
whole school’z called together to
put through ir.”

Harry Wharton started.

“What's that? The Forms called up?”

“Yes Heads orders; and mind
you're there.” ’

And the prefect stalked away.

There was a cloud on Harry Whar-
ton’s face.

“What can it mean?” zaid Nugeunt.
“The school wouldn’t be called together
for anything but a ﬂoggmg, znd the
Head can’t mean that.

“1 don’t know,” said Harry gloomily.
“He was very ranty last night.
be going to make a flogging affair of it.’

“The rottenfulnes would be terviiie,’
said the nabob. “‘*zppose we go and
speak remonstratefully the worthy
doctor?”

“No good, Inky. If it's to bs a big
;‘é)yg, I suppose we shall have to sfaud
g

fe, with
up pre-

Ram
tarned

in Hall
*The
se¢ hira

But the nabob’s face was thonghtful.
He felt that if the Head understood the
matter, he wold never go to such
ext»remeﬂ and the assembling of the
school in Hall certamly looked as if

Wharton was tc be flogged.

The nahob 1emame§ standing in the
doorway when the chums of the Remove
went out into the quad.

It was a
wind of the previous night baving net
vet completely died away.

The Removites were punting a_fout-
ball about, holding on their caps i the
wind, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
stood for some minutes wa
Then he walked quietly away. ‘'There
was a determined expression on his face.

It was the Head’s habit to spend some

“time in his study before breakfast, and;

the nabob knew when he “ould be
coming oud.
Hé waited patienily in the (oruder. :
At last the Head's:

and looked atb the waiting

The late
hours and the exhausting tramp through'§
the wind the previous night had f“\_‘.g»d—v

]j\,rl} L;Lrli} »

He may |

breezy morning, the high |

lilng them.

door opened and |

lﬁmdu in soma burp;ho Hui’rec Singh

\ bowed low.

“Halgam, sahib!”

The doctor smiled,

“Good-morning, Hulrce Singh! W hlﬁ
‘are you doing here?”

“I was waiting for the serenc pres“nc:‘
of your worthy self.” :

“What do you want?”

“To speak to your worthiness with
respectable frankness,” said the nabob.
“Tt is about the summonfulness of tho
school to witness the ordeal through
~which my esteemed friend, Wharton, is
to pa.mfull _,7 pds‘\

“Indeed V'

“The affeir of the lastful mght was
equally shared in by all of us,” said
Hurrce Singh. “Why should all fall to
the share of the esteemed Wharton?
Why is the callfulness of the entire schoo!
- upon his account, when there were othery

v | who sharefully took part in all the })10-

e ec‘mgfninesq*

The Tiead looked at him intently.

“ Do you claim to have taken an eyual
part in this with Wharton, Hurée
| Singh?? 3

The nabob nodded emphatically.

“The undoubtfulness ia
honoured sahib!”

“Indeed! 1 was not aware of that”

“7 agsert it on the honourahie wowl of
a respectable Nabob of Bhampul said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with dignity,

'm': my worthy chums will bear e
out,

I understand that it was Wharton
anne who went upon the rope to the

wrecked  vessel That at  least,. I
rrathe' ed from Wingate.”

“That s correcifully accurate; bub
the others were all there spotfully on the
scene, and all equally }ilarec i
worthy enterprise.” .

“I do mot quite unaerstand’ you,
Hurree Singh, but as Wharton went
alone upon the rope, I am bound to be-
lieve that the account given me by Win-
gate is correct.”’

“The correctfulness is great, but—-7"

“And X can spare no more time now.

111 Pu

“You may go, Hurree Bingh.”

h—-7"

terriﬁc,

“Honoured sahi

“Will you go at once?”

“Honoured and never-sufficiently-tg-
be-respected sahib—-—"

“Got” thundered the Head.

And the nabob went.

It was evidently useless to push the
matter further 1n that guarter, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh deparied
with a troubled brow., His heart was
heawy for his ecsteemed friend, as he
would have expressed it himsel?.

But his friendly efforts were not over
yet. e sought - out - Mr. Quelch, and
opened his heart upon the matter to the
Remove-master,

“If 1 may speakfully addm:s the
worthy sahib,” the nabeb began diffi-
dently.

“Yon may if you are brief,” said Mz,
Quelch.

“Tt is aboub the honourable Wharton.
T am informfully told by the esteemed
Carberry that he is culle(} up before the
whole school.” . -

“That is correet.”

“1 wish to respectfully
had quite as mueh to do with

rotest, ax I
the matter

as the esfcemed Wharton, and
think——0
“Nonsense 1” said Mr..Quelch. “You

did not go out upon the rope.

“But I held it handfully.”

“That is nothing. I am surpeised &t
you, Hurree Bingh.”’

“Respecta.ble and honoured sahib,

“Sou may go.’” -
And Hurree Jamset Ram ‘Bmgh gave
it up again. He met Wingate in tho
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passage, and at ouee started on the cap-
tain of Greyfriars,

“Respectable captain, may I beglully
solicit the honourfulness of speaking to
you?”

. ““Oh, fire away!"” said Wingate. *Cut
it short.”

“The shortfulness is great. I hear
that the worthy Wharton is to be called
before the whole schoolful assembly,”

“That's right !

“T think it is unjust.”

“Do you? Then you're an ass.”

“Becauss we all had equal hands in
the proceedingfulness »

“Boeh! You did’t go on the rope

“That 1s correctful; but really, that
enly adds to the worthy bravery of the
csteemed  Wharton,

“Of course 1t does, ass!” said Win-
gate, wuelking asway. e left the nabob
fooking very puzzled.

. When the chums of the Remove came
in to breakfast, Hurree Jamact Ram
Singh jouined them, looking very doleful.

*“The uselessness of the intercedeful-
neas is great,” he remarked,

¢ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What have you
Leen up to, Inky?”

“1 have intercedefully intervicwed the
Head, and the honourable Quelch. and
the respectable and ludicrous Wingate.
"They are as hard as the worthy lion.”

17

You ass!” said Bob Cherry., “Ii’s
like your cheek!”
“But could I allow the ecsteemed

Wharton to be flogfully licked when the

- punishment

reasonabla about Wharton, Ho had
broken the rules of the school with his
eyes open, knowing what to expect if his
escapade came to the knowledge of the
Head. He did not grumble at punish-
ment, when he knew that he had been—
technically, at least—in the wrong,
But it was the wmagnitude of the
that surprised and dis-
heartered him. A public flogging was a
punishment only less severe than expul-
sion, and it was reserved for the worst
offences,  Breaking bounds was some-

times punished by lines, sometimnes by a

caning. TFlogging for it was unknown,
and it scemed us if the usually kindly
Head had changed his nature all of a
sudden, and developed into a merciless
tyrant. Theio was hot rebellion in
Harry’a lieart.

His calm, outward aspect gave no indi-
cation of it, but his blood was boiling.
1o had made up his mind that he would
not take the Hogging—that he would
walk out of the room and leave Grey-
friars first.

But he was more amazed than angry.
Ho was puwled, too, by the kindly
arile Mr. Queleh gave him when he
eatercd ball, and the cheery nod
from” Wingate,

Then he caught Carberry’s spiteful
eve, and saw the malicious grin on the
sour face of the prefect,

Now he stood with Lis eves Dbent
down, waiting for the ordeal.

There was a faint murmur as the rustle

The Head listened to it with a smile,
He held up his hand for silence.
“Wharton, you broke bounds

“night.”’

“Yes, sir.” . :

“You went down to the shore without
permission, for which you naturally de-
served a severe caning, which last night I
resolved to give you.”

“Yes, sir,”

“Since hearing the particulars of last
night’s occurrence from Wingate,” said
the doctor, “Y have chauged my inten-
tions. I have called the whole school
together to hear what I have to say.
For your breach of the rules of this col-
lege, I think you will admit that you
deserve punishment.”

“Yes, gir,” said Wharton quietly. “ A
caning, but not a flogging. I du not
admit that I deserve that,”

The Head stared at him.

“A flogging! Who is speaking of a
flogging 7"

“Did you—do you—I--T understocd
that I was called up for a flogging,”
stammrered Wharton, ‘“‘Carberry said—
1—1 mean—-"

The doctor’s brow darkened ominously.

“Yeu understood thit you were called
up for a {logging, after your act of
Liercism last night 7" he said. “Am I to
understfm% tlm’t’ Carbérry said so?”

“Stund forward, Carberry !”

The prefect, looking a litile white,'

stepped out of the rauks of the Sixth. °
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raero  wordfulness might save himi?”
said the nabob reproachfully.

“1 may, you fellows—”

“0Oh, don’t bother now, Billy!”

“But, I eay, you fellows, I hear that
Wharton is to be f{logged before the
whole school for breaking bounds last
night. Bulstrode told me. He had it
rom Carberry.”

#“Oh, go and eat coke!”.

The chums went in to breakfast, look-
ing very gloomy. They ate little at that
meal, and it was with heavy hearts that
they turned up in the school hall after
prayers, Wharton, looking very pale, in
his place at the head of the Remove.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of Qreyfriars,

A\HERE was a hush in the crowded
hall

Most of the fellows were look-
ing towards Harry Wharton,
who stood with his eyecs on the floor.
He .did not meet a single glance. His
face was pale, but quite ealm. He felt
that he was *in for it.” It was not the
pain he cared for, though that was likely
to_be severe. It was the disgrace of a
public punishment Like flpgging:
And he could not understand it,
Thera was nothing illogical er um-

of a gown was heard, and the doctor
entered at the upper end cof the hall in
full academicals,

Bob Cherry locked at the doctor, and
‘gave a start. The face of Dr. Locke was
serions and kindly, and he certainly did
not look like a man who was about to
visit a light offence with a severe punish-
ment,

$Buck up, Iarry!” whispered Bob
encouragingly. “The Head's in 2 good
teraper.”

Wharton nodded in.gilence.

“ Boys " -

A pit might have been heard to drop
in the great hall. C

“Toys, you have been called together
for an cceasion which, as Head of Grey-
friars, 1 cculd not suffer to pass un-
noticed.  Last night there was a wreck
in the bay—a vessel went to her doom
on the rocks of the Shoulder, One man
was saved from the wreck, a seaman
wlo could ncver have got ashore with-
out assistance. A boy belonging to this
school tock out a rops to the wreck at
the risk of his life,  IHarry Wharton,
stand forward.” !

Dumls  with  amazement,
walked cut of his placc.

The silence was broken, and a ringing
cheer from a huudred ‘hreats rang
through tha echoing hall

!

“’harton

He was feeling a litile sorry now that
he had allowed the malicious decepiion
to go o far. The Head lcoked at him
sternly.

“Did you tell Wharton that he was
called up for public punishment, Car-
berry #” .

“No, sir1”?

“It’s a lie!” yelled Bob Cherry exs
citedly. ““He did!”

“Silence, Cherry !

“Yes, sir; but it’s a lie ™

“T said nothing of the sorf to Whar.
ton,” said the prefect coolly, -“If he
drew that impression from my words, I
can only put it down to a guilty con-
science. 1 certainly never said anything
of the sort,” .

Wharton’s eyes blazed.

“You gave me that impression!” ha
exclaimed fiércely. “You knew all the
time that-I drew that impression from
what vou said.” :

Carbervy shrugged his shoulders.

“Really, T did not think anything at
all about tho matter, I delivered Dr.
Locke's message, and gave it no further
thought.” . .

Bob Cherry hissed londly, and n score
more juniors joi in, _ . Carberry
flushed red, and tho doctor held up his
hand for silence.
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“§ liope, (arberry, that what, you
siate is correct, and that fou did not seek
to give Wharton this false impression,”
ke said, -

“1 assure you, sir—-

“1 must accept your word, as there is
no proof either way,” said the doctor.
“It is probably a misunderstanding.
You may go back to your place.”

Carberry went back to the Sixth.

Wingate, who was next to him, gave him
a look of contempt that made even the
bally flush uneasiiy.
“Y am sorry, Wharton, that you should
have entertained this idea for
moment,” said the Head kindly. -
understand now why a companion of
vours addressed me upon the subject. I
presume that Hurree Singh was intex.
céding for you.”

“The correctfulness
sahib is terrific.”

“I drew the wrong impression that
Hurree Singh was seeking to share in
the credit of your heroic action, and I
ask his pardon for it.” !

“It is all rightful; and everything 1is
gardenfully lovely,” siid the nabob, with

a benign smile,

“And now t{o procead,” said Dr,
T.ocke, “I have, as I said, changed my
Wharton was guilty of a

33

Q2
“1

of the worthy

intentions,
great fault in lJeaving the college last
night, but under the circumstances I
cverlook that fault.”

“Whaiton awam out to the sinldug
ship, and carried out a rope to the un-
fortunate men aboard her. Only cne
man was saved from the crew, I ath
sorry to say; but that man was saved
wholly by the courage and devotion of
the head boy of the Greyfriars Remove--
Harry Wharton.”

“Hurrah ! )

This time the cheer could not be held
back.

* Hurrah for Wharton !”

‘“Hip, hip, hurrah!® :

The room seemed to rock with the
sound. Wharton’s cheeks were scarlet.

Tho change from the anticipation to
the reality was great, and the junior
hardly realised for the moment that he
was being cheered by the whole school,
instead of being sentenced to a flogging
in_the sight of all Greyfriars.

Bob Cherry cheered frautically,

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

And in the exuberance of his spirits
Bob stamped on the floor, till called’ to
order by & severe glance firom AMrp.
Queleh.

The doctor raised his hand at last,

*You are right to recognise the pluck
and devotion of your schoolfellow, my
bays,” he said.  “Wharton has aeted
like a hero. He is patdonéd for his
breach of discipline, and I tel! hiin beforo
you all that Greyfriars is proud of him.”

fellow  at the top of his volce, aud ile
whole hall took it up. - ’

The great apartment rang and echoed
with the sound, and in the midst of i
the Head gave the signa! to dismiss, and
left the room. :

There was a rush of the Remove io
surround Wharton. Me was shaken hy®
the hand and thumped on the baek fill
he was aching all cver.

“The Head’s an old sport, aficr all!”
exclaimed Bobh Cherry. “You're a
giddy hero, and we’re all proud of yvou.”

“Oh, ret!” aaid Harry., *“Let it drop,
for goodness’ sake !”

“Rats! Here, you chaps, choulder-
high to-the clags-room !” .

“Hold on!” exclaimed Harry, strug-
gling. “Don’t be such asses! J.et me
down 1

“Rats!
along !

And Harry’s resistance was in vain.
The excited Removites raised hin
shoulder-high, and he was carried to the,
class-foom over the heads of his Forpis
fellows, and they marched in with him,
heedless of the astonished gaze of Mr.
Quelch.

The Form-master smiled at Wharton's
flughed face.

“It’s only a procession, sir,” zaid Bob
Cherry.

“Very good!” said  Mr.
“And now go to your places.”

More rats! Bring

Quelch.

him A

!

There was a murmur, which  would
kavo swelled into a cheer, but the doctor
raised his hand. :

And again

nerve, started

the cheers
And then Bob Cherry, who never lacked

“He's a

burst forth. And Wharton was alloned

dowi at last.

o tlid(}_{‘_
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jolly  good THE END.

BETWEEN

A Weekly Chat between The Editor

and His Readers.

NEXT FRIDAY'S QREAT ATTRACTIONS!

The issue of the PENXNY Porurar due to appear next
Friday will be, T am confident, tho very best issue of the
Pexxy Por, that has ever been published. When I asked
my chums their opinions on the suggestion that the Harry
Wharton stories should be published in the PExxY PoPrrar
the responsc was great, but when I repeated my request
with regard to stories dealing with the adventures of Jimmy
Silver & Co., 1T was simply inundated with letters approving
of the suggestion.

I know, therefore, that in replacing the stories of Jack,

Sam, and Pete with tales of Jimmy Silver & Co., the famous

chums of Rookwood, I am satisfying the requirements of
every one of my loyal readers, The first story introducing
Jimmy Bilver & Co., and dealing with their early adventures,
will appear in next Friday’s issu» of the Prxxy PorULAR.
The title of this magnificent yarn is

“THE ROOKWOOD WAXWORKS !
" By Owen Conquest,

aud it is a story full of laughable incidents. Fuanda are
required for a locel institution, and Jimmy Silver and his
chums resolve to do their bit towards raising the money
wanted.
they are not alone in their efforts. Other fellows make up
therr mirds to run other entertainments, and there i3 keen
vivalry. Whether Jimmy Silver’s waxworks turn out a euccess

vou will Jearn when you read this magnificent story in next

“Friday's issue of the PENNY PoPULAR.

The secoid long complete story in our next issue.is thai
dealing with the adventurcs of. Harry Wharton & Co.,

entitled .
“THE GREYFRIARS SAILORS!”
- By Frank Richardas. :

In this fine story Harry Wharten makes a strange purchase,
Ee buys a schooner. But Harry Wharton does not purchase
the boat intentionallr. An auction is held for the purpose
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Wharton's voice.

" the mystery and set ro work.

They decide to run a waxwork entertainment, but -

‘day.

Ve ¥ aind
of dieposing of the schooner to the highest bidder. The Grey-
friars chiims all attend the anction, and the vessel is knocked
down to Harry Wharton. N ST '
Wlhen the auctioheer asks Wharton to pay up the latter
states firmly that he did not bid. There is great excitemeant
for a thme, and eov Iy 1t is discovered that Billy Bunter,
by mecans of his ventriloguial powers, made the bid in Harrxy

In order not 1o put the auctioneer in a difficult position,
Harry Wharton aska his uncle to pay for the schooner. The
latter willingly does eo, and the boat becomes the property
of the junior. The news soon spreads throughout Greyfriars,
and thero is considerable enthusiasm. I can assure you tho
Removiers have soine very exciting times as sailors ahoard
the schoornier, as you will learn when you rcad nexi Fridaey’s
grand yarn.

I can say without hesitation that next Friday's long com-
plete tale dealing with the adventures of Tom Merry & Co..
entitled ]

“THE CHAIN OF GUILT!”
By Martin Clifford,

is ihe finest that Mr. Clifiord has ever written. The chain of
guilt is woven round the hero of the $hell, and he is found

uilty of hehavionur of which he is absolutely innocent. Tom
Merry cannot find sufficient proof of his innocence, however,
to convinee the Head, and he is expelled frem St. Jim’s,

However, Tom Merry’'s chums believe in his innocence, and
remain loyal to him.. They make up their minds to probs
They are eventually successful
in bowling out a caddish Sixth-Former and clearing Tom
Merry. Much {o the satisfaction of his chums, the captain
of the Shell returns to 8t. Jim’s entirely exonerated.

In conclusion, T want to utter a word of warning to all my
yreaders. Next week we shall only print the actuzal number of
copics of the PExNY Porurar ordered through newsagents,
Unless you order your copy in advance you are bound to
meet with disappointment, Don't think these are idle words,
my chums. They are written geriously, and they are means
to be vead seriously. .

If in the past you have bheen able to go to your newsagenut
on & Iriday and secure a chancve copy of the PENNY POPULAE,
you will not be able to do so next week. You must ordes
your copy hefore Monday, the 16th, otherwise you are bound
to be met with those dizappointing words, *Sold out!™ when
you go rqund to your -newsageutb. -

There is an order-form on page 13 of this issue. Every

" reader of the PENNY Popurar, if he wishes to secure a copy

of nest Friday’s magnificent issue, must fill the form up and
hand it to his newsagent. B

Bo warned in time! Don’t pub the matter off to the nexd
{1 js urgent—yery urgent—sand should be attended to

witheut d(jhxy. YOUR EDITOR.
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The Second Long, Complete Story contained in this

%! . #

issue of the PENNY POPULAR. v

- D’ARCY,

A Magnificent Long
Complete School Tale, dealing
with the Early Adventures of

TOM MERRY & CO.

of St. Jim’s.

LAV VAU

- BY =

MARTIN
CLIFFORD.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Avrthur Augustus Learns Shorthand,
HREE juniors came out of the
New House and sauntered down
fo the school gates. They arrived
there just as Arthur Augustus
eas down, resplendent in clegant Etons
and a topper that gleamed in the sun.

*Figging, Kerr, and Wpynon grinned
oably at the swell of St. Jim’s.
Arthur Augustus ignored the New

House fellows, and walked out of the
gates with his noble nose very high in
the air.

“P, B, T, D, char, javy!”

Tiggins & Co. heard the swell of the
School House muftering those mystic
monosvilablea to himself as he started
down the lane, and they staréd after him
in astonishment.

“The weather!” murmured Fatty
Wynn, with a shake of the head.” “It
has queer effecta on people. 1t makes
me hungry———->

“Kay, gay, ef, vee, op. wop—-"

“My hat {7 said Iubgmq
“Pop, chop, kop—mno, that isn’t
wight.”

And Axthur Augustus consulted the
book again.

‘Figgins & Co., greatly curious, joined
the swell of Bt. Jitr's.
“Are you a Mason?” asked Figgins.

¢ (Jertainly not, 1‘)g* 3! Pway don’t
infowwupt me with widicalous gues-
tions 1™

“3 thought thai
word or somethmg N

“Pway don’t, be an ass!
gay, bay, way, wop

“What is it?” gasped Fatty Wynn.

“Sounds to me like shorthand,” said
Kerr.

Kerr knew shorthand—in fact, there
were few things that the Scottisly j Ju*uor
did not know, as a matter of fact. -

might be a pass-
explained Iiggins.
Chay, kay,

Arthur  Auvgustus gave Kerr an
approvmg, nod.
“Quite wight, Kerr, deah bov,” he

said; “it is shorthand! T've learned
ghor tlmnd this aftahnoon, to weport the
mayor’'s speeclt at Wazland Town Hall
for the ‘ Weekly.”

Is 1T gaye quite & jump.

“You've learned shorthand this after-

fioon !” ha ejaculaied.

D’Arcy nodded

“Q0h, goodi” gasped Kerr, “What
Bpeed have you got up-~in one after-.
noont

“1 hawer v twied yat. , As a mattah of
fact, T haven’t guite ﬁn-ihpd learnin’ the
gonsocnants 8o fah,’ salid  D’Arey
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to allow this wuft tweatment!"*

' YWelease that lady !*’ said Arthur Augustus D’Aroy.

any heed to the excited swell of 8t. Jim’s,
lady, struggling and shrieking, to the door. g

4] wefuse
The chuokers-out did not pay
They conducted the

modestly. ~“I'm goin’ to finish lsarnin’
in the twain goin’ ovah to W ayland.”
“My only chapeau!”
“P, B, T D, chay, jay, kay ”
“Go lt‘
“XKay, gay, stay, prav
“Hay!” said I‘;rgms
“Ha, ha, La!”
“No, that i»n’ ' guite wighi.
kee, see, mae~—-""
* said Kerr.

“That sounds ripping
“You'll get the speech (Town splendidly.

We are going over to Wayland to the
meeting, by the way. We might he able
to help you out with some Ionglmna notes
if vou don't get it all down.”

say, hay—"

Tt vee
L1, vee,

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy!].

But I shall get it down all wight. To
take down a speech verbatim, a chap
only wequires to koow «llorthund and
to have a fountain-pen and a wiled note-
book. I've got o wuled notebook, and
I've bowwowed Wally's fountain-pen,
and Im learnin’ shorthand on the way
ovah.”

Figgins & Co, shrieked.

“1 weally don’t sce anythin’ to cackle
at,” said D'Arey, in surprise. * Ef, vee,
1th thee, see, me, say, pay, hip, pip.’

“ Hip-pip!” sald Yatiy Wynn,

“Ha, ha, ha!l’

& Weallv, you fellows——"

Figging & Co, chuckled ]ov\mslv as
they walked down tho lane with I’ Arcy,
They bad intended to walk through tho
wood to Wayland, but a keen interest in
D’Arcy’s progress with shorthand made
them {ake the train with him instead ab
Rylcombe.

Arthur Augustus locked very thought-
ful aa they got into his cprriage.

“Of course, I m delighted to have you
chaps with me,” he said, a lLittle ﬂoubb-
fully. “But I twust you “will Leep quiet,
and not intewwupt my studies. i I
don't get on to the cowweapondin’ style

1]

by the time I weach “axland I may lose
some of Mr., Japp’'s speech.”

“That would bo rottenl” said Figgina
sympathetically. “Don’t say a word if
you can help it, xou fellows. Better not
breathe I think.”

“P, B, T, D, chay, kay. gay—"" mur-
mured I¥ Alm as the train started.

Figgins & Co. sat as silent as Egyptian
mummies while the frain ran on. It
stopped in Wayland Junction, and
Figgins threw open the carriage door.
He jumped out, and Kerr and Wynu
followed him, and Arthur Augustus
stepped {rom the train in a more leisurely
manner.

“T think we've got lots of time,” he
remarked, putting his hand to his watel.
“Tai Jovel Oh, gweat Scott! Oh!
AlLl”

His dehcaleb -tinted kid glove had
come away from his watch deeplv stained
with black ink. ID’Arcy gazed down at
his waistcoat. It was a beautiful fancy
waistcoat, of light colours; but the light
colours were darkened now, in many
places b} the admixture of thick ink.
D’Arcy’s preoccupation had prevented
him from notum{: it before, and he
gazed at it now in horrvor. .

“Bai Jove! What—what-—-"

“ fIa, ha, ha!” shricked Figgins. “Ii's
the giddy fountain-peni”

“Bai Jove'l”

Arihur Augustus jerked the fountain-
pen from the upper pocket of his waisi-
coat. It was one mass of thick ink from
end to end. The swell of St. Jim's gazed
at it, and at his glove, and at his waist-
coat, in speachléss horror.

“‘fThat young wascal Wally! T asked
lim specially if the fountain-pen was '111
wight, and he said it was all wight if T
kegt the wight end np-—I ior:vef which
end
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gustus hurled the fountain-
pon aeross the platiorm,

”ch Jove! How can I possibly go
withh my -waistcoat i this
: (1 Kerr, - It
2 an ass, Ken‘ Bai Jove,
11 -1 shall give Wally a
ieahfn} h \\o.hin jor lendin’ me that
{anunm -pen!

~l‘ou‘dnt. wonder i he gives you
ens for chucking it away!” grinned

Kerr,

“X wefuss do cawwy such a howwible
thing about with me! Bai Jove! 1
shall be late for the meeti’ if 1 don’t
huwwy. There goes five!”

And the swell of 8. Jim's hurried out
s station, followed by Figgins & Co.,
of ‘mild hysterics,

was

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
D’Arcy; the Reporter.
"AVLAND  Town  Hall

ciammed. -
The juniors of St. Jim’s suc-
cceded in getting in, however,
and Arthur Auvgustus looked round for
the seats allotied to reperters. An
attendant whom he requested to guide
him there gmiled, ond said certainly, and
wall wav and was not reen agali.

I‘lbpma ged I Arcy into a seat
well up near tﬁn platform, however, and
he sat down with the Co,

The platform. crowd had taken fheir
se¢t~, sitting in that semi-circle of blank
fates without which no public meeting
: is coraplete, " They fecad the

audi
blankes than the rest. The Mayor of
Wayland, o very short and a very stout
genl]eman with a'purple face fringed by
white™ whiskers, bowed to the audience,
5 “d coughed a platform cough,

“Theye - were  cheers  and  catealls
Arthuy Sugustus took out: his ruled
pocket-hook, which was quite ready for
business, whatever had happened to his
fountain‘pen or his shorthand.

“Bai Jove!” he murmured. “Can
vou lenid me a fountain-pen, dezh boy?
Speeches ecan’t be weported: \anotlt &
fountain- -peni”’

4 Pencil do?? asked Figgins,

~Arthur Augustus leoked doubtful.

T “Wall, the book says that a weportah
ought ta be pwovxded with a fountain-
pen and a wuled notebook,™ he said.
“Yve got the wuled notebook. 1 don’t
know whethah niy shorthand would be

all wlgh(. with a peneil instesd of
pent”’

COJut as good, T <hould sax,” said
Kepr blandly. - -

“Well, 1 \\ﬂl t“ the peneil.  Thank
you, hgpms’

Arthur” Augustus 'vested the book on
bis knee, and prepared for business. He
jammed his monocle a little tightsr into
his eve, and eeanined the platform.

“Who s that Lhdp with the bandy legs
who’s talkin’ now?” he asked.

Figging chuckled.

“Oh, he’s the chairman!”

“Qught I to weport his wemarks?”’

* Shouldr’t Lrouh?e Besides, we can't

hear ‘ent”?

“Na; that's vewy twuet”?

" It was not long before the MAYOr was
upon his legs. ' Tt was pretty clear that
hie’ was anxious to hegin, all the time.
He stood up, very important and very
purple, and -was received with loud
cheers,

Trom thé conversation round them, the
1}umom legrned that the Mayor of Way-
land wuas opposed to grauting vetes to
women, rf that he was seviously
alarmed by a Bill that bad besn intro-
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ducad into the House of  Commens,
whi¢h; to him, portended that the British
mem was pmcuua’ly on its last legs,
and enly to be saved by tho nountrg
rallvirg and backing ep the Mayor of

Vatiand,

“Is that the mayab, Tiggay?? asked
D’Al‘()y

“Yes; thai's the great speaker.’

“T ega.h] it as vewy unpwopah of a
man in his posish to come to a hig
meetin’ dwessed se vewy carelessly ¥
said I’Arcy.  “Look at his tw vousahs !
They are a mosh W idiculous shape, and
want pwessin®  feahfullyl Thero i3
simply no cweasa ot all in them 1

‘“Never mind his bags! listen to the
palm er!”

“Yaaz; all wight!”?

“Ladies and  gentlemen,
L in 2 deﬂp volea,
ar, ‘ear!” responded

said  the

the gentle.
men.

“Ladies and gpmin“nm
a few words io soy——-"

i B!‘&VO 1% i

Arthur Augusins jebbed at lis raded
notebook  with his pcnml, and then
turned a worried look on Kerr.

“I1—1 say, Kerr, how do you make an
‘L7 he murmured. “1 sha’n’t have
nme to conecult the book, ¥m afwaid,
while I'm takin’ down tho‘ speech 1™

Kerr nearly exploded.

“Haven't you finished learning chert-
hand?” he askad innocentiv

“No: Blake and Digh
me ~vewy much, and—and
whole—1" believ s you kitow
pwetty well, Kerrt?

' Yeu "

“Pewwaps you might tuke it do\\n for
me till 1 wemembah how it goes?

- Kerr chuckled. - -

- All serene!” he eaid. “Hand me
the hook !

And  Arthur Aubmhm handed Kere
Lh(‘ ruled notébook and the ponc:l

“Thank you vewy much!” -he sail,
“1 will give you some tips as we go on.
What are you makin’ those cuwions
marks in" the bock for, XKerri”

“Shut up! T'm takmg down the
speech o ‘

“Bai Jove! Is that o P, B, T, D,
(‘mv, or gay”

AR Tt ¢hr

“Gweat Scott!™
““Don’t interrupt, or 1 :hall be puiung
down what you say instead of what rhn
other zss is saying I”

“ Weally, Kcrb—-—-

“Cheeso 141"

Kerr's pencil was going lika ughn.ng
and D Arcy could onlv watclh him in
wonder. It dawnped upon the sweil of
St. Jinr's that there was mere in short:
hand than met the eye at first glance.
. “Bai  Jovel!” he murmured.
couldn’t do that, you know!"

“Go hon!" said Figgins, .

“I wegard EKerr as a vowy elevah
chap. It must have taken him heurs
to learn that!” -

“Ha, ha, na,f" .

Silence 1”

“Horder !”

“*Tar, *ear!”

The mayor was under Jull sway nOW,
There were constant interruptions from
the back of the hall.  Some of the
gentlemen there seemed to behevo in
female suffrage. and some did not belieye
in _it; but all, evidently, believed in
mal\mp' 25 much noise a3 possible, Half
the mayor’s remarks were drowned in
clamonr, but the audience did not seem
to mind very much,

“Genlemen,” voared AMr. Japp, ‘' the
country is on the *igh-road to ruin! .1
repeat it--on the ’1g]1 road to ruin! I
don’t care who ‘ears me say if, gen ie-
men, it’s 6n the ’igh-road ig ruin!

& :E,{u,: '.C-;'Ll' ln_

’

Lewwuptad
upen  the
shorthand

rao sentenres !t

I've only got

Frid ay.

€ 10c'ray !79

Tha shocking stets of 1he 7
the high-road to ruin, did not scem to
diacompose the gentlemen at the back
of the hall. . Perhaps they felt that the
country would very like lssd  theie
tinie.

“The ’igh-road to ruint” repeated M
Japp, evidently pleased with that phrase,
“And wot can save it, gnn!lemen? 1
mpeat wot can save i?

A thin lady in a weird bonnet jumpe
up in the middle of thL hall.

“Votes for women!” she shrieked,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Manly Hearts to Guard the Fairs

) AR ‘aar 1"
“8it down ™
“Go it, lidy !

“Chuek *er out!®

(‘Oo)n‘ ¥, On

1%

“Vates for women!? repeated the
lady, in a very high falsetto. ‘1 demand
the right to bo heard!” It would haxe

been very difficult for anyone in the hell,
or near it, not io hear the lady, as a
matter of foct. * Votes for women !’

* 8it down ! ’

The laedy cast a defiant glance round
the crowded hall.  She scemed to glory
in the prospect of a possible martyrdom.
She was a-lady of forty summers, not,
to mention the winters, and she was
dressed in a svhich would have
been n\oendmpl “vouthful for a givl of

twenty-fve.  But'she had o determined,
square jaw, and eviderntly meant busi-
ness,

“ Votes for wamen!
Giovernment!  Down
Votes for women 1™
ha 1

9

with e

“Is your old man mi
Tome 77

“Pore Mister *En

“Horder, horder!”

“Shut up!”

¢ Chuck her out!”

“Go and git yer ole mean ‘is dinoey,
ma’am !’ .

“Porc old 'ubby! Wot a iinic he's
goin’ to*ave when she gits ‘omel”

“Votes for women'!”

Several  stewards

likg the
L]

133

were strugghng

through the crowd to pnr%uude the ladv
and

to retive, They reached her,
wasted eloquenoo upon her in v
Then they essayed to assist her gently ta
the exit. Th~ lady clung to a seat; and’
declined to move.

Then three strong paxrs of hands
deﬂcended upen her, and she wag jerked
away. She shy ieked wildly.

Up jnmped Arthur Auvgustius D Arcy
like a lion in his wrath, .

“Welease that Jady at oree!” he
shouted. I wefuse 0 sllow a lady ta
be tweated wuffly in my presencet!
Welease her at once!”

Figgins dragged him down,

“Shut up!” he said.  *‘Bhe must
out if she doesw’t keep quiet, (zu
The mayor’s paid for the use of this hall,
and he’s entitled to a show !

“That's all vewy well, Figgay, hub
riothin’ is so important as beir’ decent
to & lady, you know. It doesn’t mattah
if the poor gal wuns on, you know,
Women ought to b) allowed to_talk sa
much’ a3 they like. - Besiden, I cannos
wespect a man who addwesses o, publia

maetin® in twousahs like that [

O8It down!”

“1 wefuse to sit down!"”

And Arthur Augustus broke awax
from Figgins, and rushed ta the roscue F;E
the Suffragette,

There was a roar:

“Chuck ]nm out, too !’ y

[ \()Grpy ‘

“Welease that lady at one

o allow this wull tweatment!




“tand back

“Weleace hier, I ordah you, you
wuffians, or I shall certainly pwevent
youl” e
-How D*Arey was going to prevent the
stowards from ejecting the 'ady was not
quite cloar, as there werd now half a
dozen of them on the spot, and all of
rhem burly and powerful men. But
Arthur  Augustus nevsr counted odds
when he was excited.

The *“chuckers-out” did not pay any
ieed to the excited swell of 8t. Jim’s,
y conducted the lady, struggling and
shriecking, to the door. The lady's
honnet was gone by this time, and her
hair had come Jown-—sonte of 1t as far as
the ground. Certain mysterious addi-
tions 0o the head
“waves,¥ and “fronts,”’ and ‘ switches,”
and so forth, peeled off the head of the
anfortunate champion of women’s rights,
and dizappeared under trampling feet.

Arthur Augustus hurled himself upon
the attendants, and hit out,

“My hat!” gasped Figgins,
get hurt!  Rescne!”

And Figgins & Co. attenapted to rush
to D’Arcy’s aid, with the idea of drag-
ging him to safety. But the crowd was
too  thick, and they could not get
through,.

Arthur Augustus was wildly fighting
with three or four attendants, and lte
planted-several doughty blows, and one
of. the men was on hw back alrveady.
Then the eswell of St. Jim’s and the
Suffragetto  disappeared  through the
doorway together, in the midst of a
pandemonium “of shrieks and howls and
gasps and flying arms.and legs. "

“QOh, Christopher Columbusi” gasped
Figgins, * We'd better go cut and-Jook
after him. Never mind the meeting !”

SCHel

And Figgins & Co. squedzed their way |

out, As they went thers was o wild
bubbub behind' them, and the. voice of
the mayor was booming forth again.
_ “This country is on the ’igh-road te
FiiR—
“Qoray o -
Figping & Co. emerged breathless from
ihe town-hall into the street. :
On the pavement outside lay a gasping,
woebegone figure, The Suffrageite had

disappeared, but Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy  remained—what was left of
[,

He was hatless, and his haiv was wildly
sumpled, . His jackey had been torn into
shveds, and his waistcoat was split up
the back. His trousers were a wreck, and
his slirt wasg a rnin.  Ile was uiterly out
of breath, and he lay pumping it in with

loud gasps. )

Figging & Co. roared. . -

“Ha, ha, ha! Poor old Gussy! Ila,
ha, hal™ :

“There {s nothin” whatevah to laugh
at! I wegard this as bowwible, And
now I sha’n’t have a wepors of the speech
for the ‘ Weekly 1% ~

“That’s all right!”
ot down all the gas that escaped.
ot it all down in shorthand ™

“Ha, ha; hal”

“ But tho weet of the speech——""

““That’s only the first part over again,
The mayor dide’t intend to geb off the
highi-road to ruin until the meeting breko
up,”’ explained Kerr. “ But how on earth
ara you going to get back in that state?”

‘ Baj Jove!”

“Better drop into a shop and buy an
ulster and & cap,” raid Figgine. “You
can’t walk home in rage and tatters, you
know,”

“Yaag; that’s a wathah ‘zood idea!”
%gsped the unfortunate reporter of “Tom
Merry’'s Weekly.” “Pway give me the
notes of the speech, Kerri I ehall wans
them for my weport.” .
© And -Artbar Angustus was provided
with ¢ cap and gn ulster to cover up the

said Kerr. “FPvo
I've

which are called-
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battered state of hie garments, and in
that guise was taken back to St. Jim’s,
feeling, as he deseribed it, *“ vewy wotten
indeed §* -

*

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
B’Arcy’s Roport.

OM MERRY camo out of the
School Houszs in the gathering

dusk. It was a beautiful evening,
and Tom Merry felt that ho was
entitled to a stroll after his arduous
labours in the editorial office.  Manners
and Lowther joined him.
Tom Merry greeted them
cheerful smile,
There was a ghout in the dusk of the
quadrangle.
“ (3ood old Gussy .
“An’t it warm?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Here’s my special reporter come
back,” grinned Tom Merry, “He's got

with a

D'ARCY DEES A LITTLE
DODEING!

11

The ‘Ferrible
grinned, )

“What on earth are you wearing that
thing for, Guesy?’ demanded 'l'om
Merry. ‘“ That isn’t the style for o special
reparter on my staff,”

*“ Ha, ha, hat” s

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——-""

“Gussy hns been in the wars,”
Figgins gently, “He is a wreck.”

1 suppose he has been wreckless,”
eaid Monty Lowther,- who never could
resist the opportunity of a pun, good or
bad.

“Ha; ha, hat” -

“Ha fought the whole Hall in delence
of a giddy Suffragette,” cxplained Kerr.
“It was stmply ripping of Gussy, and he
has been pretty well ripped. But it shows
that thoe daye of chivalry are not past, in
spito of the piffie we read in Burke on the
subject, {Fussy is a giddy here '

Three etared at Linm, and

said

" Haip, deah boye !’' gasped D’Arcy& as he saw the Sheill fotlowe.

“ Pway hold Mr. Jepp!
know !

§ wathah t
He has come heah to serve a writ upon me because of those

ink he is off his wockah, you

wemarksa about his baggay twoucahs In* Tom Mewwy*'s Weelkly ! **

down tho mayor’s speech at Wayland this
afternoon. He learned shorthand speci-
ally to-day.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”?

Quite a crowd of fellows were comin
across tho quadrangle with the_swell o
St. Jim’e. The reporter of “Tom
Merry’s Weckly 7 was attracting a very
great amount of attention. Tom Merry
saw the reason as soon as he came up to
the School House.

The swell of 8¢. Jim’'s Liad gene forth
to repori- tho speeches at Wayland in
elegant Etons and silk hat and fancy
waisteoat. Ile came back wrapped from
Head to foof in a thick, cheap ulster, with
& chesper rap on his aristoeratic head,

'

“Weally, Kerr—-"

“¢See the Conquering Hero Comes!”

grinned Blake. “TI never saw a colguer-
ing hero in a reach-me-down ulster be-
fore, but I suppose it's all right.”’ .

“Let’s get in to teal!l” said Fatty
Wyun, dragging Figgine and Kerr away.
f‘li;n hungry. Blake can tako Gussy
in’t ! :

“Oh, all right!” said Figgins. * Good-
night, Gussy!”

“Good-night, deah boy!’

And Figgins & Co. disappeared acress
the quad. Jack Blake slipped his arm
through his dishevelled chum’s, and led
him into the Sehool House, followed hy.
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and Digby and the Terrible

" Yhe crowd remained below, laughing,
while the cliums of the Shell and the

No. 6

Arthur Augustus was very warm ond
vory tired. Immediately he was in the
study, he tore open the ulster, and hurled
it away from him.

“ Bai Jove,” he gasped, ¥ I'm glad to
1o wid of that!”

The juniors looked at him, at his
clothes rent and torn and dusty, and
shurieked. , .

“ Poor old Gussy !’ said Blake, “Have
o lemonade, with a dash of soda in it !”*

And Blake swamped lemonade into a
inmbler, and sizzed eoda-water into it
from a syplion, and handed it to I’ Arcy.
tired and dusty ewell of Bt. Jim's
drank it gratefully.

“Thank you vewy mucl, deah boy!”
he said.  “I feel beitah now. 1 have

ally had an awful time. You see, they
-ero handlin' a lady wuffly, and, as a
<entleman, I was bound te intahfere.
‘Ilie poor gal only wanted a vote, but she
wouldn't leave off talkin’, and the;
chucked her out. Tt was vewy wude.
elmply hud to intahfere!”

“And you got chucked out, too, I sup-
peso?” said Digby.

“Well, yaas!” admiited Arthur
Aungustua,  *You see, I'm a wathah
powshful chap, but I couldn’t handle
ihiwee or four gwown-up men af oncel
Ihey collabed me vewy wuffly !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“1t was not at all funnay, deah boys!”

4 Seems funny to me!"” grinned Blake.

“But what about the report of the
encech?” demanded Tom Merry.
specially wanted that for the *Weekly,'
7o show that we can do local and county
news a8 well as the local rags do it.
Haven's you got the report?”’

““Yaas, as far as the wow. Aftah I was
chucked out, of course, I didn’t hear any
«f the speech; but Kerr says tho chap
was beginnin’ again at the beginnin’.”

Tom Merr’v laughed.

“Well, let’s have what you've got,”
ha said.

* I’ Arcy groped in his pocket, and drew
cut the ruled note-book, and handed it
1o his editor.

““In shorthand, I suppose?” said Tom
Alerey, with a grin, '

“Yasaas, deah boy!”

“What ! ejaculated Tom Merry.

“Rot 1" said, Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies—-'

Do you meant to say that you've got
a repors of the speech there in short-
Liand?” ehouted Jack Blake.

“ Certainly, deah boy!”

*Oh, pifie!”

“Pway look at it, then, you ass!”

Tom Merry opened the pocket-book.
“om Merry had a rather hazy notion of
shorthand himself, but ho could see-that
ilie report dotted down in the notebook
was done in a business-like way, .

He stared at it blankly.

"M){ only hat, this looks all right !’ he

¥

i

ed. .

t is all wight, deah boy!”

“Iv’s really a report of the speech?”
demanded BYake, in astonishment.

“Yaae, the first part of the speech.”

- That will do,” said Vom Merry. “We
can print that much, and a note to the
effect that the rest of the speech was lost
owing fe disorderliness in the audience-—
Suffragettes and schoolboys, and——"

*Weally, Tom Mewwy—-" .

¢ We ghall want it construed, though,”
said Tom Merry, “No good sending a
ahorthand report to the printer. It will
iave to be written out in longhand.”

“Got Kerr to do.it, deah boy.'r

“ My dear chap, we can’t go over to tlie
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curth led tho ewell of $t. Jim’s to Study |

[ ‘ve.

New House asking a fellow to construe
your shorthand for you. If you wrote it,
1 suppose you can translate 1t!”

“But I didn't w’ite it, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy calmly.

Tho juniors jumpaed.

“You didn’'t write it?” reaved Tom

Merry.
“Certainly not!”
“ Y ou—you—you—-"’

“I weally don't know shorthand well
enough,” D’Arcy cxplained, *“I found
that the words wouldn't come, and I
asked Kerr to do it. Kerr can do things,
you know. He's a wathah clevah chap,
and I weally believe ho can do evewy-
thin' fwom impersonations to playin’ the
flute. It wasquitea surpwise to me when
he jabbed all that wubbish down there.
5 zuppose it 1neans somethin’, He said is

i .!J -

“You ass!” yelled Tom Merry. “1
understood that you wrote it!”

“I weally don’t see why wou should
have understood that, deah hoy. I cer-
tainly did not say so. I eaid 1t was in
shorthand.”

“Ass! Well, if Kerr perpetrated this,
Kerr will have to uunperpetrate it, and
make it ready for the printer,” said Tom
Merry, “1'll take it over to ilie New
Iouse after tea, and you can get on with
an article describing the meeting,”

“Yaas, wathah! I have some wemarks
to make concernin’ tho careleasness—not
to say slovonliness—of a public official
uppeawi’ at a meetin’ in such
twousahs "

“0Oh, good! XKeep an eyc on the libel
laws, you know.”

“A twue and conscientious weportah
caunot be pwevented fwom sayin’ what
ho thinks, Tom Mewwy, libel law or na
libol law, I wefuse to have any of my
copy wescinded fwom a wetched feah of
consequences "

“You'd make & big newspaper pay, if
you were on tho staff!” prinned Tom
Merry. “But go ahead! I don't sup-
poso the Mayor of Wayland will read
your illuminating remarks on the subject
of his bags. Pile in!”

“I'm goin’ to change my clothes first,
deal boy. But I'll let you have tho copy
some time to-night,” said D’Arcy
graciously.

And Arthur Augustus went to clean
lLimeelf after Lis painful experiences as
a reporter, and then, over tea in the
study, he thought out his great article;
whils Tom Merry went over to the New
House to get Kerr to write out the short-
hand report in common or . garden
English, o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Two are Salisfied,

TWO days after D’Arcy had re-
ported the meeting at the Way-
land Town Hall, s large and

heavy package was delivered at

S8t. Jim’s for Tom Merry.

The editor found it in his study after
morning lessons, and a whole body of
sub-editors and coniributors accom-
panied him there to see tho number,

Tom Merry cut the cord and opened
the parcel, and there was a rush for the
numbers. .

There were fifty copies in all, that
being . the number generally printed of
“Tom, Merry’s Weekly,” FEach of the
juniors soon had a copy in his hand, and
there was a loud and general shout of
disgust as they looked into them,

“Leading  article  signed
Merry’ 1" growled HFiggins.

“¢Article on Swimming, T.
grunted Redfern,

¢ Correspondence Coluran, conductad
by 1. M.t

¢ Short Btory, by T, MY

1]

¢ Tom

M.
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“¢ Deseription of Cricket Matches, by

Tom Merry ' t”

“Tom Merry frem start io £
grunted Blake. .

“The more the Merrier !”
Lowther, with a gnn,

““Oh, cheese it! Nothing hers latt
Tom Merry’s rot and Gussy’s piffie, aud
a bit of a serial by Bishop |”

Bishop gave a vyell.

“}:ook at my serial! If's bo¥n mucked
up!

“Well, it wasn't much of a thing,

way !” said Lowther, by way cf b
grateful and comforting.
. ““Look here!” shrieked Bishop, wav-
ing the paper in the air. “I've got &
scene with-a dying child in it, and scme
idiot has put in a footbail match i”

““Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, I had to pad it out,” said Tocm
Merry, “If you leave me withont copy,
what am' I to do? I couldn't let the
child die half-way down the column,
could I, and leave the rest blank? I put
in the footer match, and shifted the

said Mo

iy

death-bed to the end of the next
colunmm.”
“Oh! You ass! You Philisiine:”

fNothing of mine in here!” said
Figgins, with a snort. PR

“‘ Nothing of mine, either " said Fatir
Wynn. “I was goiug fo do a splendid
article on making light pasiry, ii you'd
given me time !”

“Well, I've got a report of a speech,
anyway,” said Kerr.,  “Why, my lat,
blessed if the Wayland report im't
signed by that ass I Arcy 17

“Weally, Kerr—--"

“IrArcy's sigued my reportl”
Kerr. )

“It is signed by A, A, D’ Arey, special
reporter for ‘Tom Merry’s Weekly, ™
sald the editor, with a worried look,
“That's all right, isn't it?”

“Yaas, wathal!”

“PBut [ took down the report!” yelled
Kerr.

“You helped me!” said D'Arey, with
dignity.

*“Helped you! Why, it was ifaken
down in ‘shorthand, and you couldn's
even construe it for the prinier!?
shrieked Kerr,

“It ‘was my weport! You offahed to
take it down for me, because I hadn'e
¢uite finished learnin shorthand ¢

“Well, if I took it down, it was my
report, wasn't it 7" .

‘Certainly not! You took it down
for me merely as = shorthand wiiteh!
You might as well say that this papah
is Mr, Tipal's, because Le pwints it for
191" .

“Well, my hat!”

#The fact of the maitalh is, vou're
hardly up to weportin’ speeches, Kerr !”
said Arthur Augustus, with a shake of
the head. “You are all vewy well as an
assistant, but you cowld hardly do that
kind of thing on your own, you kuow!™

Kerr appeared to be suffocating.

“Yes; that's quite righi,” said Tom
Merry, ““A special reporter has a right
to.get any assistance he likes, of course.
Gussy might have employed a typist to
wpe for him, for instance, but it wounld
have been his report all the same.”

“Well, of all the check—--" .

“As a mattah of fact, I'm quite willin®
to take Kerr wound with me when I go
out wepottin’ I” said I’ Arey generously.
“He can do all the shorthand bLizney.
But, of course, he will have to undahs
stand that he is only an assistant, and
not weportah : )

“You—you frabjous ass— -

“Well, it’s a roiten number!” said
Fatty - Wynn. - “There isn't any New
Ilonse in it ag all!”

“All the bettah for ihat, deah boy. 1

roared

kY

Cwegard it as a wippin® numbaly,  1Tave
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a,rticle on the mectin'

vou wead my at
the town-hall 7”7
“Blow your article I” :
“The . weport is all wight, but ihe

evticle is bettah. I will wea if. out to

30\1 chaps, if you care to listen.”

“We don't!” roared the chans, with
wonderful unanimity.

But  Arthur Augustus had already
started,

“‘Havin’ been pwesent at the meetin’
in Wayland Town Hall for weportin’
purposes, we venture to make a few
wemarks.  In the first place, we must
weally cxpwess our gweat surpwise that
a public official in the position of Mr,
Japp should have appeared at a public
moetm in a.vewy carcless state of attire

“Ha, ha, ha 14

"Drv up

“Cheesc it 1"

““We must be allowed to dwaw par-
tmular attentxon to Mr. Japp’s twousahs

“Ha. ha, ha!”

R Surely it is not too much to ask of
o gentleman in a wesponsible position
that he should appeah in public dwessed
in a mannsh ecalculated to set a good
example to his townspeople. Mr. Japp's
twousahe had evidently not bten p\”€<sed
for a considew ablo tine

“Ha, ha, ha?!

““Undah the cireg—

“Somebody ought to send him a
copy,” said Lawrence.

“Ta, ha, ha!”

“I shall certainly send him a copy m7

self,” said D’Arcy loftily. “My we-
marks arc mtended chiefly as a wepwoof
to Mr. Japp.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, it's a rotten number ! said
Kerr. “If you can’t do better than this,
Tom Merry, you'd bettér let the edltor-

ship be shifted over to the New House.”
“Rats "
“Yaas, wathah! Wats, deah boy !”

Fxgtrms & Co. snorted and took their
departure. The other editors remained
to- give Tom Merry their opinion, at
great length, of the paper, and of the
kind of & 1torsl11p it was getting.

“We shall have to alter the obituary
nomce ? said Kangaroo thoughtfully.
“Died from a bad attack of editing !’

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh, clear off 1" growled Tom Merry
exasperatedly. “What’s an editor to
do, with his staff all slacking? You've
jol} luck) to get a number out at all!
And there’s some really good stuff in it.
1 don’t know about the report, or the
article on Japp’s bags, but the lcading
article and the short story are zll right.”

“Weally, Tom Mewwy-—-—"

“Rat from start to finish, bedad!” said
Reilly.

“ Ru‘bbish g

13

whiskers, and dressed in a frack-coatb
that did not it well at the shoulders,
and trousers that hagged perceptibly at

the kneces.- He had a silk hat in his
hand, and a thiek, heavy stick under his
arm, -

“Bai  Jove!” ejaculated D'Arvcy.

“Mistah Japp.!”

The visitor tramped heavily into the
s‘udv and puffed for breath.. ..
“Ho'™ Lie sad.  “Huh! Oh, these

stairs 1”7

“Go-go-good- .1ftahnoc.n ’ said D' Arcy.

“ Afternoon |” said Mr. Japp.

“Pway tske a seat, my deah sir!”
said Arthur Au'*ustus, Wlt “one cye on
the big stick. be tired if
you have walked ovah fwom Wayland.”

“I haven't!” said Mr. Japp.

“Pway take a secat, sir I’

“Before 1 tal\e a feat Tve got some-
thing to say!” said the rich, deep, port-
wine voice of the Mayor of W aymnd
“And T think you're the young chap I've
got-do say it tot”

“I'm sure I shall be vewy pleased {o
heah any wemarks you would like to
make, sir,” said Arthur  Augustus.
“\hy I take vour hat and—and stick,
siv 77 .

(3 NO ‘ y

“Ahem’“

“My ’at and St](k ‘Mll do very well
where they are,” said 1\rIr. Japp. ¢
shall want that stick soon.” )

To My.............

( Newsagent )

Will you please obtain for me every Friday, until further notice,
one copy of the PENNY POPULAR?

(Signed) ........oovviiiiiiiiiin.

“You'll ha\e Japp after you if ever he
sees that,” gasped Blake, with tears in
his eyes. “You should have let his bags
alone, you ass.’

D Alcy thook his head.

“1 have my dutay“to the Pwess and
the public to considah,” he rcplu,d
firmly:. “Evewy weportah should con-
sidah his dutay to the Pwess and the
public. I wegard Mr. Japp as haviy’
failed to act up to'his posish, and it is
therefore my duty to wag him on the
sub]ect v

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Suppose he goes for you for lxbel“’
asked Tom Merry.

“I should not care. A newspapah
must always be pwepared for hbel
actions, if it is to do its dutay to the
public.  Some nowspapahs that attack
wotten abuses are always gettin’ mGCd
up in libel actions.’

“My ounly hat! T wonder what the
Head would say if we had one here?”
grinned Blake.

“I twust the Fead would appwove of
a weportah doin’ his duty to his papeh
and to his publie, dezh boy.’

“Tt would be ripping if Japp saw that,
and camae along to exp'larn things to

Gussy with a big stick,” chuckled
Red*'ern
0 I a ha 139

“ Wcallv, Weddy-—

“Bosh !’

“Piffle I'*

“'I‘Osh‘”

And, having paid the editor and his
chief reporm those kind compliments,
the crowd departed from the editorial
office.

“Nevah mind, deah boy!”’ =aid
Arthur Augustus D’Arey. “It’s a jollay

wippin’ numbeal, and I'm  quite
satisfied,”

Tom Merry laughed. :

“So am I,” he iﬂ.ld. “And the rest

can go and eat coke.”
“Yeaas, wathah! Shell T wead out the
west of my article about Jap
“There gocs the dinner- bell 1
Tom Meny hurriedly. And he fled.

said

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Japp Looks in.

L4 ! \JIE swell of St, Jim’s was sitting
alone in his study that afternoon,
when there came a loud knock on
the door.

“Come in!”
D’Arcy. -

The door opentd.

Arthur Augustus glanced across at the
new-eomer, and slmply ]umped as he saw
him.

He wag ‘a short stom‘: gnntleman with
a purple [face, {fringed with white

1

said Arthur

Au gitstus.lb

43 Oh |)’

“I asked a young gent outside, and
he toid me the way up,” said Mr. J
“:[!ns e’re is the bchool Hou=e
w7

“Yaas.”

“This ’ere is No. 6 Stm’y——elﬁ"

[ Yaas b4

¢ Then you're Master D’ Arey.”

“Yaas, wath'-h.

“Then you're the feller I want to
see.

Mr. Japp groped in the pocket of lis
coat, and produced that fatal number of
“Tom Merry’s Weekly.” -

Arthur Augustus Dz Arcy gazed at it
with startled eycs. iad suspected
from the first what Ius visitor’s object
was, and now he kunew.

“You see this paper?” exclaimed Mr.

Ja% ~
(a-a-a-as!” ’

“T'm mentioned in this papel.

“IWe are vewy pleased to mention
pwominent public officials in our little
papah, sir,” said Arthur Augustus, in a
faltering ‘;’nice

m t

“Huh ! .

“As -a . lighly = wespected public
official- : )

“What, about the trousers, " sir?”
roared Mr. Japp. :

And he grasped the big stick and
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advanced tzheatenmglv towards Avthyr] door. Mr: Japp never gob far enough
Augustus I’ Arcy, who retreated ronnd] from it to give the ewell of St. Jim's

the table in alarm.
"T t- fwouqahs sirl™
¢ ! Trousers"’

(%1 i""l’V’—‘

Mr. Japp pauced in his hostile advance,
appavently feeling himself a little t00
stout to follow a slim junior. round the
table,

“Yes!” he roared, flourishing the
school magagine in tho air, ¥ Yes!
Trousers!

X’:mte that article?"
“Ya-a-a-ag.”

“You dare admit it to my face, you
young villain !”

W eally, Mr. Japp-—

“You say “ere that my tronsers bagged
m the kneeq——— >

‘Yo is quite twue, sir.”

“That a. mayor ought to set an
example to his fownsmen in dressing
carefully at public meetings—"

“ Certainly 1

‘“"That you are surprised at me-——"

“Zo 1 ami?

“And that you recominend we to
# Londen tailor.”

“Yaoas, wathah I

“And never appear in public in such
{ronsers againl” roared Mr. Japp.

“Yaas.”

"I'\e coms over ere,” sald Mr. Japp,

“io thrash the young fellow whe wrote
’(vmt about me and my trousers!”

33 ()h'!!

“You're the feller-——7

gasped D’ Arcy.

wob

n

¢ Yaas, but—-

“{‘ome ’ere ”

“ \Iy dear slr~——- :

“T'm goin’ to thrash vou, au within
2 hinch of your life!” roaved My, Jupp.

“ And I've got a ‘an. for lu)Pl x‘-»r ot
mq ”

*Bai Jove!”

Mz, Japp made a rush round the
table.  Arthur Augustus dodged round
and eluded him again, panting.

quzmtlg what would have come of a
corabat between the two was diffienlt to
say. Japp was fat, but he looked
a powelful man, and he "had a big stick.
But D’Arey was restricted by the evident
1mp0551b1hty of striking a man three
times his age. It would be too awfully
bad form to lay violent hands upon a
gentleman of middle age, and the mayor
of a market town.

“Pway calm yourself, my deah sirt”
Ffawf)od Arthur  Augustus acrogs  the
tab “I do assuah you that 1ny
v*omarks were meant ina vew y fwiendly

Come ’ore 1"
1 was weally givin® you some valuahle
tips, vou know, on the subject of
twousaha, which N weally -2 vewy im-
portant sub]ect

“Come ’eral”

" 1 wefuse to come therc But—--"

Mr, Japp made another rush. = Once
more the swell of St. Jim's darted round
the tabla.

. ﬂge fat gentleman pameu and breathed
hax

“Yon young raskil!” ho gasped. “Tl
learn you! Talking to a man about
baggy -trousers ! uh! T had those
trousers before you were born!”

“Yaas, they look as if you did!”
agreed D Arcy.

D’ Arcy’s agreeable assent did no* seem
to please Mr. Jap He gave another
roar, and rushed 10und the fable again,
and Yo elegant junior barely eluded him.

Arthur Auc'uwtus glanced at the door.
As Mr. Japp was a gentleman of too
advaucud age to be smitton with-the fist
there was no disgrace in beating a
retreat.  But it was quite cloar (ha.t
I Arcy would not be -able to reacli the
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You—I ¢pose it was you—]

3 time to get 1t open and get away. Now
i that he aused for breath, he paused
botween D’Arcy and the door,- to make

assurance doubly sure.

“You amt goin’ out,” - he remarked.
“You're goin’ to take lbe punishment of
your mlpuderce to a gont]eman old
euough to be your father.”

“Gwandfathah, my deah said
D’Arcy politely.

“You young raskil!”

“T wefuse to be called a young wascal,

and I bag of you to leave my studay im-

P
sir,’

mediately,” said  Arthur  Augusius
Jndxgnantly. -

Mr. Japp snerted.

“You know what's got to ’appen

before I go!” he remarked.

“I am willin’ to expwess my wegwet if
anythin’ pwmted in our journal has given
¥ou pain, sir,” said A”cv on reflection.

“That ain't enough.”

“T}mn really you cught to ses the
editor.”

“Blow the editor!”

“l\rIy deah sir »?

“Come 'ere!”

But Arthur ‘Augustus wisely declined
to coms there. He backed away a 11tﬂo
to the window, but stood ready to.dodgs
Mr. Japp round the table again if
should make a rush. D’Arcy was think-
ing of calling for help, and, fortunately,
he caught mght of the Terrible Three
near the window. The chums of the
Shell were strolling in the guadrangle.

I Arey called from the window:

“Tom Mewwy !”

Tom Merry looked up.

“Hallo, Gussy! \7\ hat’s the rumpus
aI‘ about: "

“Pw ay come up he e!”

“Eh¥

“Help

“What ! the matter 1"

Mr, p made a rush.
Augustus Fad to lease the window aund
dodge round the table again.

The Terrible Three gazed wp in sur-
vrise at the window, and simiply jumped
as they caught a glimpse of Mr. Japp's
face, as he passed 111 pursuit of the swell
of St. Jim’s. From the open study
window came the sound of a crash. Fvi-
dently some article of furniture had been
knocked over in the pursuit

The Terrible Three gaz
another.

*“Japp!” murmured Monty Lowther,
“Jappy!” gasped Manners.
“The Mayor of Wagland!”

Merry, “He's come’"

Poor old Gusay!

“No wonder he wants halp!”

“Let's go up!” said Tom Merry deter-
rainedly. “We can't have Gussy
slaughfered.  After all, he was quite
ug}*t about Jappy’s bags.”

“¥a, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Shell hurried into
the School House and up to the Fourth
Form passage. =~ There was a_sound of
the loud trampling of feet in Study No.
6 ag they approached that famous apari-

zed at one

said Tem

ment,

Tom Merry threw open the door, and
the chums of the Shell caught sight of
Arthur ustus tearing wildly round
the atudy ta le, with Mr, Japp after him,
brandishing his big stick. He wsas
making lunges and cuts with the stick:
but somehow thoe blows never reached
D’Arcy, though really he was within
reach half the tithe. But the stick
reached other objects, and all sorts of
things had been smitten over
scattered on the study carpet,

“Help, deah boys!” gasped D'Arcy,
a3 he saw the bhell fellows. “Pway hoH

'

satd Manners solepinly.

Arthur

and |

S That’s
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Mr. Japp! 1 wathah think he’s off hia
wockah, you know 1"
“Mr. Japp—-"

-+ “Please, Mr. Japp—"

Mr. Japp pauded and eyed the juniors,

hrea’rhmg deeplv
‘Well?” he snapped.

Tom Merry cudgelled lnq brains for
some means of pf;mtm the incensed
Mayor of Wayland. The juniors, cer-
tainly, could easily have handled the faf
gentleman. But if Mr, Japp complained
to the Head, it would be worse than if
he licked the swell of 8t. Jim’s with his
big stick. And very likely that was what
he would do, especially if he were ejected
irom the study.

It was evidently a moment for dip-
lomacy and sweet woids.

Tom Merry worked up a mo<t artistic
smile of fuendshm to his face, and
bestowed a deep Low upon M1 Japn,
who stared at hiin.

“1t a8 very kind of you ta come here,

o

\Ir Japp ! he exclaimed.
pp-
“Eht”
“We are very much honoured hy

receiving a v151t from a distinguished

public official, sir,”™ said Monty lLowilier,

mkmg }m cue from Tom Merry.
“Huh!’

“We have felf. a little lhuwt, siv, at
cour hever taking notice of n: bhefare.”
“Yon have been
mayor of Wazxland for three terms—I
mean for a vear now—and you have
pever given 1% a look-in.”

“We felt slighted, siv,”

said Iowther.

“Bai Jove!”
“We thougiit that a gentleman. in your
position, .siv, ought fo tuke’ puablic

under his
explained Larwther,
come to i 1r us at

schools, and suel ‘Psfltvnuns
<pccml pdtronage

‘But now TOII\C‘
1(131 it’s all ug}ﬂ

“ All serene.”

“We hope yowll let us show
round, sir, and give you gome Littls
1efrer~hmant,” said Tom Merry. *When
Lord Eastwood waz here, he bhad tea in
the study with us. I you would do tha
came, sir, we should all feel honoured.”

“Verv much honoured,” said Manners,

“ Vaas, wathah!" gasped D’Arcy,

Mr. Japp's ferocity died away.

“What a,bout them trousers, d.oug}\‘”
he demanded.

“1 am sure Lord Eastwood’s son will
apologise for any injudicious remarks he
may have made Y osaid Mounty Lowther,
fvith great cunning.

Menty Lowther was a very ohservant
vouth and he knew the wonderful
power of titles, especially upon persons
who never come Mmto contact with the
same.

And apparently he had bhit ths right
nail on the head,

Mr. Japp showed a new respect towards
D’Arcy all of a sudden,

¥ou

“Lord Heastwood's son!” he ex-
claimed.
“Yes; Lord Augusius I Arcy,”

gaid
Lowther unblnshingly. Co

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Lord Augustus will
sure, ” said Tom Merry,

“7 wefuse—~"

“My lord!” e\clauﬁad the
Three, in one voice,

“I wefuse to be ("shtd

“P1le in, Guasy !’

“I am quite willin’ to spologise to Mr,
Japp for any pain 1 may have given him,
and I twust my remarks may have en-
hvhteued him on the subject of twou-
sahs

“Hear, lwear!”

“T'1l think abouf it," said Mr. Japp.
“T've got to think of my official position.
Look ’ere!” = He half-drew a thick,
folded blue paper from his pocket.
a writ for Libel! 1 come ’ere

apologise, I'm

Torrible
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“0Oh, you ass! What weuld the
Head say?’ murmured Tom Merry to
D’Arey. -

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—-"

“Y don’t waut to be ’ard on Lord
Augustus,” said Mr., Japp thoughtinlly.

D’Arcy shuddered. I Mr. §app had
called him the Honcurable Augustus, it
would have been bad encugh; but tfo
make a solecism like that was inex-
pressibly painful to the swell of St. Jinr's.
But it was evidently not a time fo
enlightenn the worthy Mayor of Way-

land.

“T think i hover,” said Mr. Japp
finally.

And he thrust the thick blue paper
back into his pocket. .

The chums of the School House ex-
changed glances, There was only one
thing to do-—to hutter up Mr. Japp and
keep him in a good iemper, and
gradually edge him out of the school, and
back to Wayland. And to that delicate
and diplomatic task the Terrible Three
turned all their attention now,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
" A Treat for Figgins & Co.
R. JAPP did not appear to be
M implacable,
A He confessad that he was
fatigued, and accepted the arm-
chair in Study No. 6 with pleasure.

He had graciously accepted the pro-
posal of tea in the study, and the juntors
set about at once gelting it ready. .

Blake and Digby and Kangaroo were
called in 1o aid, and the matier hurriediy
oxplained io theni, and they all realised
the seriousness of b

If that terrible blue paper were served
on Arthur Aungustus D’Arcy, and a libel
action followed, it was difficult to see
what would be the end of it.

The juniors of St. Jim’s, naturally, did
not know very much about law. = Kerr
of the New House knew something about
it, certainly, as he knew semething about
nearly everything; but Kerr was not
available for advice just then.

The sight of an official-looking blue
paper gave the juniors a painful shock.
At all costs that paper must not be
gserved upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
and the only way to lkeep it in Mr.
Japp’s pockel was by keeping Mr. Japp
in a very good temper, .

And ‘that the juniors strove their
hardest to do. ,

Mr. Japp secmed quite to enter into
the spirit of the thing. ) L

“Your lordship is very kind,” he said,
as Arthur Augustus offercd him the seat
of honour gt thie table. ‘I thank your
lordship.” ’

Arthur Augustus writhed.

“All sewene, deah boy,” he said. “I
mean, deak sir, Dg you like your tea
stwong 27

“Half-and-half i  said Mr., Japp
absently.
The juniors grinned. Tom Merry |

poured out the tea. Mr. Japp cast an
appreciative eye over the table.

“I think J saw vyour lordship at the
Suffvageite meeting at the town-all?”
he remarked thoughtfully. .

“Yaas, wathahh! ' I was there as a
weportah.”

* “You had some frieuds with you 77’

*There were some New House fellows
there,” ’

“Bend for ‘em,” said Mr. Japp; “as
we're all so friendly and ’earty now, let's
‘ave ‘em all in.” '

The Bchool House juniors exchanged
glances. .

“Weally—? murmured D7Arcy,

“T should take it as a very great |-

favour of your lordship,’”

|

 such P said Mr. Japp.

“Pway go and leok for Figgins & Co.,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus tfo
Blake.

“Tell *em to bring their friends,” said
Mr, Japp. ' .

“ All right,” said Blake resignedly.

And he departed from the study.

" He returned in aboui five minutes
with quite a crewd. Figgins and Wynn
and Redfern and Owen and Lawrence
had, by a lucky chance—perhaps—been
standing just outside the School House.
They had accepted My, Japp’s invitation
with alacrity, and they came back with
Blake with their company smiles on.

Mr. Japp waved hiz hand to them,

“Glad to see you, voung gents!” he
said graciously, ¢ You was at the meet-
ing?”
“Wynn and I were there, sir,’ said
Tiggins. “We heard yon msake a
spiendid speecli, sir.”’ )

Mr. Japp looked gratified.

“¥ think I knocked them a bii,” he
said,
ments. I don’t care what a movement
is, or what it’s about—T'm agin it!”

Ham was piled on Mr. Japp's plate.

“Don’t seom to be enough chairs for
you young gents,” said Mr. Japp.
“P'praps these young gents won’t mind
standing 77

Tom Merry & Co. stared. .

They had been willing to,do anything
they could to arcommodate Figgina &
Co., but to be told to stand while the
New House bounders teok their seats
wae, as Blake privately remarked, rather
thick.

But it was necessary, above all, to keep
Mr, Japp in a good temper, and Mr,

H

Japp's word was law in Study No. 6.

just now,

Tom Merry & Co. relinquished their
chairs to Figgins & Co. and the New
Firm, who =ai down cheerfully in their
places.

The School House fellows sccommio-
dated themselves as best they could,
while the heroes of the New House made
themselves very comfortable.

“Jolly good of you fellows to ask us
in jo meet Mr. Japp!” said Figgins
affably. .

“Oh, 1 was Mr. Japp’s idea
Wangaroo, .

“Glad to seo you all together looking
so “appy and 'earty !’ said Mr. Japp._

“Tt's ripping lo have you here, sir!”
said Monty Lowther hypocritically,
~ “Trousers and all!l” said Mr. Japp
facetiously,

Arthur Angustus turned red.

“Oh, wealﬁrz my deah sir——

Mr, Japp wagged a finger playfully.
~ “Never mind, my lord!” he ‘said.
“Your lordship will have a little joke.
We must allow a little licence to the
aristocracy, or what would become of the

18

grunted

 Dritish Censtitootion? I ain’t a bgliever

in. this idea of abolishing the 'Ouse of

Lords. Far from it! Tm proud to

shake the and of jour lordship I
“ Bai Jove!”

“Not that 1*d *ave took you for a lord, }

if you ’‘adn’t been introduced to me as

come to think_of it, wot’s the difference

between a lord and, siy, a waiter?”
“Gweat Scott 7 :
“Now, yoi’d make

a  splendid

waiter 7 said Mr. Japp, with -enthusi--

asm. *“You've got the figger for it, and
that nice, perlite manner, too!” *

Arthur Augustus almost fainted.

“More ham, sir?” eaid Tom Merry,
coming to the rescue.

“Thank you, young gentleman! Help
my joung friend here, too!” said Mr.
Japp, jerking a thumb towards Fatty

yor, “He looks hungry!”

Fatty Wynn looked up from a plate
he had cleared aj record speeda

' pepper |

“I'm agin all these new miove-

““ But when you |

'

Feléay. 15

“1 always geb extvs hungry in this
Lot weather,” he remarked. You
can’t do better thau lay a solid founds-
tion, _ That's what I always say. Vil
have some more ham, and some tongue,
and pass the mustard, please, and the
And you can give me some of
and pass the

tho baked potatoes,

F pickles 1

And Fatty Wynn piled in again.

Tom Merry & Co. had expended. all
their available pocket-money to provide
a,really tempting feed for Mr, Jepp, and
the study table was loaded with good
things; -and the New House juniors had
plenty of scope for their gastronomic
powers.

And they did full justice to the spread.

The table was cleared at a very good
rate, but the Schcol House juniors did .
noi mind that, They only wanted to
keep Mr. Japp in a good temper, and to
keep that terrible blue paper in- his
pocket, :

Fatty Wynn looked round the tshle at
last, and saw that it was cleared, snd
sighed, like Alexander, for fresh worlds
to conguer.

Mr. Japp rose.

“Thank you, young gentlemen, and
cspecially your lordship, Lord Augue-
tus!” he said.

“Bai Jovel”

“Not at. all, sir!l” said Monty |
Lowther, “I¥'s an honour and &

pleasure to entertain a gentleman hold- .
ing & great public office IV

. ;iQuite vight,” agreed Mr. Japp;
is 17

“Bai Jove !

“P’r’ape these young gents will walk
down to the gates with me,” said Mr.
Japp, looking at the New Houge juniors.

“With pleasure, Mr, Jappl” said
Rediern.

“What-ho!"” said Figgins.

And the New House juniors opracd
the door, and stood ready.

“We'll all come!” murmured MMoniy

[TEE
i

Y.owther. “Buch a pleasure to se
off, sir!”

Tom Merry gave him a warning
glanece,

“Noj don’t you fellers gome!"” gaid
Mr. Japp. “P’ve got something ’cre for
you! 1 got this 'ere paper to serve on
hisg lordship t”?

And he drew the blue paper from his
pocket.

“QOh, sir 12

“Bai Jove I

“Oh 1
_The 8chool House fellows Iooked
simply sickly as Mr, Japp drew the

official-locking blue paper from
pocket, and laid it on the table,
“For his lordship !’ he said.
Then he walked out of the study wiik
the New House juniorse. Figging closed
the door. = A sound suspiciously like &
chuckle came back through the open
door; but the dismayed juniors in the
study did not notice it. They stood

hia

‘| staring at the folded blue paper on the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Writ,
OM MERRY was the first to break

study table in tho silenge of dismay,
the painful silence in  Study
No. b. :

“My hat!’? he sald.

Blake gave a groan. : )
“The.giddy writ is served, after all1™?
“Poor old.Gussy

“There will be an awful row ™

“Bai Jove!”

“Mean - beast?” growled Kangarao.
“After we’ve fed himr up to the chin,
and told him nice whoppers about hini-
self, and fed his New House friends,
too {2 ’
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1A

“10: ungratefal !

“ Caddish t” .

“ Beastly 1" .

* Yaas, wathah!” *

“Well, vou’ro in for it now, Gussy!”
zaid Di “Why couldn’s zou ket
Jappy siags alone? His bags ain’t vour
b asmess e

Arthur Augustus Jammed hs ereglass
firmly into bis eye.

“1 wefme to wecede fwom my posish,”
he said.  “A weportah is bound to do
his dutay to the Pwess and the public,
If ho is called upon to state unpleasant
twuths, he must state them without feah
or favah, and twust to publie opinion for
ihe conscquences, I decline to admit
that I haven’t been wight!”

33 ASS' L]

“How will you look apmarm_, in court
in a libel action?” shricked Blake.

“I twust T shall sustain the dignity of
the Pwess!”

13 ASS“Y -

“Tathead 1

“Chump "

“I wefuse to- be chawactewised by
those oppwobicus names!” said Arthur
Augustus,” with dignity,  “T am willin’
to wesign my f)omqh as ‘special weportah
for the ‘ Week but so loug as I w’ite

I must  wite” ‘accordm to my con-
acience 1
:““ Ass! Fathead! Burblf\r"'

“What will the Head say?”

“We shall have to get round old Japp
somehow

D Axcv shook his head,

“I wefuse to make anv attempt to zet
wound old Japp, as you espwess-it,” he

said. - “I weally considah that T have
imrade too many concessions alweady. T
shall accept this w'it, and appesh in
court!” '

“We might Lhuck it into the fire,” sug-
gested Digby.

“No good! It's served now!

“Jolly queer procecding for the man
to serve it himself, though!” said Kan-
garoo thougbtfu]b “I don’t know
much about the law, but I don’t think
that’s usual !” -

“Well, it’s served now !

“Ydas and I am goin’ to awirah it

said Arthur Augustus, taking up the
mxt “7 will Took at it and see—-
Gweat Scott!”

He opened the official-looking paper,
and stared blankly at it.

His eyeglass dropped from his eye,
fluttered at the end of its cord.

His face wag a study.

“ Bai Jovel” K& huurmured faintly,

The juniors looked at mm anxiously.
[t secemed that the writ was of a wore
serions -nature even than they had
dreaded. -

“What is i7"
vously.

»y

aud

exclaimed Blake ner-

~“1 suppose you ain’t charged
91

mth anything worse than libel?
“Bai Jove "
“ What docs it say 7’
“Read it out,

NS
aas!

Y O W W W WG W O ww
PR S T WA IR AR

Y Gweat Soott!”

Tom Merry jerked the blue paper from
D’ Arcy’s hancf He' looked at it, and
then he gave a wild roar, :

“QOh! My hat!”

“What is 1t?’’ -shrioked the juniors,

“Took at it!”

Tom Merry flung the the
table,

The School House juniors crowded
round anxiously to look at it, But when
they looked, they could hardly beliove
their eyes., One furious yell arose from
all of them.

“ Spoofed 1™

“Done!”

“Diddled

¢ Dished ! )

For the official look of the blue paper
wes only on the outside: On the mside
it was blank, save for a few lines of
writing—the neat, clear caligraphy welt
known as that of Kerr, of the New
Hounse, And thx., is what RS W ritten e

“FWhereas, 14 iy well kho‘m that thn
Now House is cock-house ar &t
and that the School House iz
no“hme and whereas this well-known
fact is dl:puted Ly the School House
duffers, ba it known by these presents
that the School Flouse duffers—herein
referred to as” the Fatheads—arc called
upon to scknowledge the wellknewn
fact aforesaid—viz., that the New House
is cock-house at St. Jim’s.

“ And whereas the New House feliows
—herein referred to as Figging & Co.—
have taken a grt‘at deal of trouble to
drive the facts ‘into the silly noddles of
the Fatheads aforementioned, the Fat-
heads are called upon to too the line, and
admit that they have been thoroughly,
completely, and entirely done, dished,
dxdd?ed and spoofed, and that they are
1equued to sing small in the future.

“(iven under our hand and seal,

vrit upon

f(Signed) "FIGGINS.
KERR.

WYNN.?

The heroes of the School House stared
at the paper, and stared at one another.

The inscription on the paper was plain
enough proof that they had been done;
but even yet they could not understand
it quite,

“The New Houso rotters were in the
game all the time, then?” said Tom
Merry dazedly.

“They must have gol Jappr to comse
over helev»—"

“Japp was japing us—--'

“Extracrdinary thing fer a man
Jup 1
“I’'ve got it !” shrieked Bla‘\&
“What 7"

“TIt wasn’ 't Japp!”

“Lh?’

“It was that bounder Kerr ~you re-
member, he didn’t come in with Figgins
and the rest, and I wondered why he

.
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didn’t! I know now; he was here all
the time. It was another of hxq giddy
impersonations !”’

“Gweat Scott{”

“My only Aunt Sempronial™
, The awful apoofer !’

“We've been done!” g:m\led Blake.
“It’s )ollv lucky for Gussy it isn’t a real
libel sction, though.”

“Yaas, wathuh but

“But we'll make the-e l\ew House
bounders sit up for it!”  roared
Kangaroo.

'1here was a shout from the quad out
side the window.  The juniors rushed to
the window and looked out.

Figgius and Redfern & Co. wére stand-
ing in the quad below, and the unspenk-
able Mr. Japp was amoeng them.

“Hallo!™" said Figgins. “Ilzve you
read the wris?”
“You rotters!” roared Bluke.

“Hn, ha, ha!” xnllcd Redfern.

“It’s all wrht said Mr. Japp, speak-
ing in Kerr's voice now. *I think you
ﬂd\ ¢ heen pretty well spoofeu-eh'”

‘¢~ Oh——
“ Ha. ha, ha!”

“Who's cock-house
roared Figgins.

And Mr., Japp and the rest roared

“New House! New House!”

“Who's been done brown?”

“School  Housei” - yelled
“Hehool -House !

“Tlear us smile!’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The smile of Figgins & ('¢. conld bLe
heard across the quadrangle.

Tow Merrs & Co. breathed fury.

They had been done—done browu!
The Now Honse had scored with a ven-
geance, and all through the swell of St
Jim’s,

“Let's collar the rotiers!”
Lowther.

But Figgius & Co. were fact disappear-
ing across the quadrangle, and Tomn
Merry shook his head.

“No good,” he said. “They’ve done
us in the eye this time, and all through

that burbling fathead Gusw"’

the (o,

s

yelled Figgins..

sa:'d Monty

“Weally, Tomw Mewwy, az a ~,mual
weportah “of the © Weekly,” I wofuse

“0Oh, bump the idict!” growled
Matiners, -

“Weally, Mannahs—  Ow!  Yaw-
wooh!"

The Terrible Three advanced upon the
unfortunate reporter,

Bump!- Bump! Bumpl!

“0w!  Yow-ow!” :

Give h!m another,” said Tom \Ierry.
Bump

And the (o feeling comeswhat “solaced,
left the btudy, leavmg Arthur Augustus
sitting, dazed and gasping, on the floor,

Needless to say, Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy was not again requested to act as
reperter for “Tom Merry's Weekly.”

THE EXD.
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PETE’S

AThriHing Long, Cemiplete
Tale, dealing with the

Adventureé of
JACK, SAM, and PETE,

the Three Famous Comrades.

—_BY

S. CLARKE HOOK.

ot e e ety

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Pete’s Errand- -The Ride-A Sudden

Stop.

LYENSE fop huug over the town
A where Jimmy Travers circus

was pitched. It was only a little

past .three in the afternoon, and
vob it seemed as though it were night,
so dark had it become, .

Pete, with his comrades, Jack and
Sam, was seated in a booth reading.
Jimmy was standing at the door of his
caravan, which was quite close to that
booth, shouting for VYete at the top of
his voice.

“I wish dat man would not dis-
interrupt meo like dis,” growled Pete;
“iust as I am in an interesting part ob
de story, too! Weonder what he wants?
Golly ! Ain't he making a mighty noise ?
Must seo how dis poor fellow gets on.
Hope he dea’t get killed.”

“Why don’t you answer when you're
called,” waid Jack, “ After all, you're
cmployed by Jimmy to work, mot to sit
shout reading, Ile may want you very
urgently.”’

“It's no use talking to him,” ex-
faimed Ram.  “You know bhe must
wlways finish what he’s doing before he'll
attend to anyone clse’s affairs!”
‘“Perhaps you'd like to go and see
at Jirmmy wants,” said Pete, “He
iray hab a little bit ob work dat you
would like to do! VYah, yah, yah!”

“Pete! Vou young rascal I’ howled
Jimmy, *“If you don’t come here this
minute I'll break your neck, and use
vour body for feeding the liens!”

“Trook at dat, now, I'm in alincst as
much danger as dis hero. T know all
s woxlt\;es will bite him before de tale
shes !’
41t Jooks as though yon’ll have some-
r‘;.inlg biting you before long,” grinned
Jack. .

“Oh, well,” exclaimed Jimmy, in hig
srdinary voice, “if the lad doesn’t care
for jam-puffs, of course, I can’t
help—-""

“Hallo} What's dat you are saying,
Jimmy ?"* eried Pete, flinging his book
across the booth, and bolfing towards
the caravam.  “Did you want me for
anyting 77 - .

“Here I have been howling for you
for the last ten minutes, and now you
want to know if T want you. Do you
think I have been howling out of pure,
undiluted joy 27’

“I don't know, Jimmy, weder it gabe
you any pure, unpolluted joy, but Tm

RIDE!

" pDon’t you tink you hab stopped rader suddenly, ald hose 27°?
' inquired Pete, extricating himself, R

mighty certain it could not hab giben any
ob dat joy to de people whe hab been

listening to you.” R
DX}

“Why didn’t you come !

31

“T hab eome, Jimmy !

“Oh, you smuling beaut; ! T shall have
to get my dog whip to you. I want you
to go to the bank and pay some money
in.”

‘“But about dose puffs, Jimmy?”
~ “T haven’t got any puffs. I thought
that the likeliest road to fetch you. Do
you think I'm the Queen of Iearts?”’

“Nunno, Jimmy! You look meore like
Old King Cole.”

“Well, come in, you rascal! There
are a hundred pounds there, and as we
are on the road to-morrow I think it will
be safer in the bank.” L
" Pete picked up the two bags, and es he
gazed at them le shook his head and
sighed. :

“YWhat’s the matter now, you image !
demanded Jimmy.

" “It’s all righs, Jisuny, Tl tske the
Liest care I can ob it, but it is an amazing
let ob money to carry all dat way.”

“It won’t take you more than half an
hour there, and half an hour back. T'll
bave a nice litile tea ready by the time
you get back.”

Peto carefully placed the two bags of
gold in his trousers-pocket,” then,
nodding to Jimmy, started on his
jeurney. Jimmy had often sent him on
a similar errand, but never before with
such a large amount. He knew that Pete
was not oily strictly lionest, but very
cautious when entrusted with money;
and there was not one in the showman’s
employ whom he would have trusted so
readily.

Pete might Yave invited Jack and Sam

 to go with him, but he knew that they |

were enjoying a ¥est and a read, and

would probably not: wish to go, though

they might not have refused.
Truth to” fell, Pete was rather sorry
' ;

that he himself had been interrupted in
his story, but he would never have shown
it for one single instant. He was always
willing to do anything that was required
of him, and never forget what he and his
comrades owed to Jimmy Travers, the
eireus proprietor.

As Pete got outside the gate, he saw a
motor-car standing there; while a tall,

' powerfully-built man, with motor goggles

on, was just about to tap at the door in
the hoarding,

‘“Ah, my lad!” he exclaimed. I was
just about to see if T could find anyone
to direet me to the town, Pcerhaps you
could help me, T am a stranger in this
town—there is a town, I believe?”

“Yes, old hoss! Tt is about half an
hour’s walk. Take de first turning on do
;{%h’t,, den keep straight ahead .down de

1

“Thanks; and there’s a shilling for
yourself 1

Then, without waiting for any thanks,
the stranger stepped into his car and
started it, but he had not proceeded fifty
yards when he pulled up again.

“If you are going my way, I will give
you a lift; if you like !” he cried.

Pete hesitated for a moment; then he
came to the conclusion that it would be
safer in the motor-car than walking, so
he accepted the offer and jurnped in, end
away they whizzed,

‘*What is your name, my -lad?” in-
qu‘i‘red the stranger. :

T

ete.

“Ah!l ¥ am Mr. Stanton, aud am
greatly interested in your race. I am
connected with one or two sociaties who
assist negro lads in this country.”’

“T ain’t come across shy ob de officiala
ob dose societies up to now; and always
tought negro lads had fo assist demselves
in dis conniry, de same a8 i most oders.

‘But ain’t you going rader fast, considem
‘ing it is;downhiil?”.
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“1 could pull up in o fow yards. If
vou like. [ will show you how fast'1
Lenlly (‘ouAd go. See here. Now we aro
going at about thirty miles an hour, and
it would not do to let a constable know
it.”

“Hi, golly ! You hab passed de turning
wo_hab to take!”

“No matter, I can run back in a few
meconds. We are going at sbout fifty
tiles an lxour row, and a fall from the
ear would be certain death. Still, there
is no fear if the driver is competent and
I have had a deal of experience.”

“Took here, old hoss!” exclaimed
Pete. “We'm whizzing miles in the
wrong dlrectlon, and [ ain’t got much
time to spare.”

“1 would like you to have a little ride,
my lad. I was thinking, Pete, that I
might be alle to find you a more comfort-
able Blt‘ldtlon than the onc vou already
have.’

“Dow't need dat. T om pesfectly com-
fortablo wwhere 1 am, and ain't going to
om.t till { can hLelp it. Dut ece here.
You must turn back now.”

“That i3 not_the way to address your
superiors, my lad! 1 shall have to teach
you better manners. How dave you tell
me what I must do%”

“Well, if you won't turn back, I'm
going to mal‘c. a jump for it.”

“You #illy young villain! Are you
mad !’ cried  Stanton. _seizing him
voughly. “You would be going to

certain death!”

This might have been; but now, for
the first time, Pete believed that Stanton
intended to rob him. By some means he
rust have found out that Pete was in the
habit of takmn money to the bank on
cortain days, and had made his plan\
accordingly.

Pete had had to deal with many classes
of individuals in his varied career, and
had often run across rogues.

But bhei always straight and open
himself, lic was never cuspicious of
anyone, Ia ihe present instance he had
had 1o doubis 8s to the honesty of the
man who accosted him a8 he Toft the

- circus, but now, when it was too late, he
could see ihat he had walked into a
.carefully-prepared trap.

Pete struggled with a strength that
Stanton could not have expoctod in one
50 oung, while the man was handicapped

having to attend to the steering of
the machine, which was dashing along tho
lane ut & terrific pace; while, in spite of
his every cifoit, it swerved from side to
side, and ounce was nearly in the ditch.

“Perdition!” “he panted. ““You will
kil us both! I will blow your brains out
it you don't ccase struggling !

“T-hab got 4o risk dat, do sare as yon
kab got to risk a smash up. And T tell
vou dis, old hoss—dere's going to be

cirouble in dis world. when dis ride is
ended! You tink to rob Jimmy!”

“T  dow’t  know anvthing
Jimmys 1"

W 011 it {si's often dat a .agger comes
AT08s uu\olm who i3 s0 ;m‘(lous to take
him for 8 ride just for pleasure.”

“Do you want me to kil you?”

“Nunno! Are you going to stop '

-“ NO (R

“Den take dat clump over de napper,
gnd see how you like it.  Yah, yah, yah!

Jou wern noarty ober dat timé. T tink
we shall stop before we get to de bottom
ob dis hill, but we ehall soon find dat
out.”

. Pele put fortli all his sirength, so did
Stanton, but the struggle only lasted for
a few mnoments,

With one hand the ruffian made e
degperate effort to steer the car, but as
he tried to get it mund a bend_it skidded
scross the lane, and, dashmﬂ' into the
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ditch, flung the occupanis into the hadge,
while flames burst from the wrecked car.

“Pon’t you tink you hab stopped rader
suddenly, old hoss?" inquired Pete, ¢x-
tricating himself. “Seems to me you
would hab done better if you had put de
brake on. Obh, it ain’t any good vowling
like dat! You ought o be very pankful
dat vouw ain’t hurt!”

Peto had escaped xnthout the slightest
damage, but Stanton was not so Fortu-
nate. His face, when he withdrew it from
the hedge, was considerably scratched,
while his clothes were torn to pieces.

“ Rader chilly for de time of de year -
don’t you tink so, old hows?” inquired
Pete, warming his hands at the blazing
car.

This aetion appeared to infuriate
Stauton even more than ete's words.
The miscreant drow a revolver, but even
before he could level it Pcte sprang apon
him, and they both went to the ground;
but Pete got possession of the revolver,

and, havmg blazed away every shot,
‘lung the weapon over the he dnzp
“You young fiend! I will be the

deatls of you for this "
struggling to his feet,

“Yah, yah, yal:! Seems to mo I ought
to be do death ob vou if dero is any veu-
geance wanted T ali’t gomg [ Enb SO
in custody, ’'cos de maghtmtc wouldn't
b likely to take a migger's word against
dat of a white wan, All de same, T am
going to punish you, and teach you dat
if you try to rob, you are hkLly to get
pumshed Dere’s ‘one consolation-—~you
ain't got much profit out of dis little ex-
cursion. You'm lost your car; least,
tink it will want a lot ob mending df[(’l
it has done burning. Anditsvheels don’t
look as dough dey bad been improved.’

Now that tne eritical moment had
passed, Pete had regained his usual light-
hearted state. -

He had cettainly thought for a few
awful moments, when the car was tearing
along at break-neck speed, that he  was

never going to see his comrades Jack and
Sam again.

But now the immediate
over, he was at once himself,

Peto had never been known {o lose hia
temper with anyone, and he did not mean
todo so on this occasion, but he had guite
made up his mind to get even with Mr.
Sianton; not so much on his own
account, bub because he had intended to
rob J:mmy, for whom Pete had the
greatest regard_ :

“Fury! But yon have

panted Stanton,

darger was

not escapoed yna

yet!”

“Nunuo! T ain't excaped rou
dear old loss; and what co:
far more i3 dat I don't want to (\cnpe
you. De facts remain dat you hab tried
to rob Jimmy, and I'm going to pay you
for dat little lot. I'm going to gib yow
a lesson dat you aro likely to rewom‘ber
for two-free days, or else you ave going
to kill me, and rob Jimmy affeL ell
Ders’s going to be a fight, Stanton.’

“What, you stupid ‘ovn&! rascal ¥ iu'x
mean to say that you would dare to fight
me ¢’

“Yown: guessed first time. Dere’s
going to be a fight, and I'm inclined to
tink it will be a big oria. It ain't any
good you running away, 'cos P'm mighty
certain dat I can run fnnte- dan you, and
1'm geing to take de risk ob getting
beaten. I dunno dat Jiremy would gay
I was wise. I rader tink oderwise, 'cos
he has got a good lot ai stake; but he is
a eportsman, and I tink he would gib
five pounds, under de circumstances, “to
see dis fight. At ahy rvate, it is gomg, to
take pidce Arp vou ready for de com-
mencing start? 'Cos if you ain’, vou
will Lab to get ready mighty quwk' and
you hab ‘got to recollect dut ¥ will gib in
dircetly you kill me, but uot heforo i

+
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- THE SECOND CHAPTER. .
The Fight-—Pete Conguara—Qood-dy»
to Stanton.

OW, Stanten knew” that his ol
scheme would prove a dead los:

e never expected to

to

]

to him,

get auything like enough
cover tho Joss of the mictor-var, wi
was still Blazing fiercely, and s
sbominably., But he saw ihe chance of
getting somoriung out of the fire, ard so
ho went for Pete like the proverbial buli
at a gate, t he had bpet that hull's
splendid chances, because the gato stands
gtill, and canvot posibly retaliate.

Pete did not follew the gaie's example.
He didn't stand still, but he did retaliate !
Stanton must bave noticed that, becansze
he received 4 smash on tha nose; and
befors lhe gquite vrealised what had
happened, Lo veceivod a sccond biow in
the chest.,  Pete keow wheve o land that
blow,

But the worsl of it, from Stanton's
point of view, was, that tho ough lie struck
at Pete with all his strength, he did nos
hit him. FPete was taking spézial carve of
that! The way he dodged would have
done Jimmy good to see s while hia blows,
straight from the ahou!dcr and with a
teap to give them emphaﬂ wore roally
marvellous,

Not only was Peto o well-skilied boxer,
but he struck like lightning; an(v while
his left Yanded in his adversary’s face, lnz
right invariably larded in Stunton s cheat,

while upward “and forward springs were
matters it was very hard to deal wi

Stanton was, to say the leaqw of it,
much surprised ui t‘w‘
putting up.

Tn fact, he
about it.

He had tliouglit thal it svas goi iLx to
be a perfectly sm\ple matter tu obtcur the
hundred pounds in Pete’s possesiion, and
now he had already lost his car, ard
things looked like ending in duaste;

Yet Stanton, who was in the prime of
life, and, withont doubt, posseseed of
gredt strength felt confident that he
be able to overcome a mera lud,
fought fu.uou.sl\, relying on strength
more than scxencv; and for this reason he
received a gonsiderable fot of punishwent,
becauso directly Pete became convinced
that he was a tatch for Lis opporent, he
rofrained from delivering body blows,
and only wstruck at his face.

“You ain't getting on so badly, old
hoss!” cried Pete, landing-hini a blow o-k
the nose, then two betreen the e

“0Ob course, in a fght like dis sou'm
bound to get twu-frea litle bargs—
£’ rimtax,ce like dét or chen liks dat; alf
de same, dey don’t count—and by de tir:
dis ﬁght is finished you will look bery
well, Yah, valy, yali! You don't took ac
bad eben at ite commencement.”

Stanton made no verbal reply. He went
in with e furions rush, and ‘*uCuCed»‘d in
getting past Pete’s gnard, but that
worthy received the blaw on the top of
his head, because as he always said, it
did not Hurt thers. - Then h he, too, went
in with a rush, aud that roand was a
very hot one. Stanton’s faco was a sight
when it had ended by him receiving
hlow bencath the jaw that sert Lim o
the ground. -

Stanton was mad with rage ond belp-
lossness, -and was anite :zt o loss to know
what to do. He felt that he must dash at
Peto again out of sheer frry, hut his
botter judgment promptﬁd hun to Hght
no longer.

i ‘\ow den, up you get, oldvho.«* De
ficht x~ just getting infs @3 inberesting

¥ 9).”\7
RS

bt P:t-:

vy getring vers n

flo

stage.” i
“You fiend! I will fight you no
more!” . _
“Lock b dut, now, TYou had Lo

{Continucd ¢n puye 0.
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FOR 7 DAYS FREE.

Sl
GIGANTIC HAIR-HEALTH OFFER.

BANISH HAIR POVERTY BY ACCEPTING THIS FOUR-FOLD G!FE

Bvery reader of this journal is jnvited to enjoy
a delight{ully pleasant, complete course of Fair-
Health and Beanty Culture FREE.

Absolutely everything necessary to conduct your
home hair-health” covrse will be sent you without
cost or obligation, and if you will post the form
below to-day you can commence a toilet practice
that will for ever hanish the impoverished,
weak, dull, straggling, lifeless appearance of your
haiv,

For this opportunity readers are indebted to.the
proprietors of “ Harlene Hair-Drill,” whose great
efforts to teach the public how to care for their
personal appearance has met with such an enormous
response in every part of the world,

No matter how thin, dull, or generally impoverished
your hair may be, no matter how long it has been giving
vou cause for enxiety, * Harlene Hair-Drill ” will over-
come your hair troubles. :

The most famous and beautiful actresses—Ellaline Terriss,
Shirley Kellogg, Gina Palerme, and a host of other‘s—-—‘thq
world’s most famous cinema stars, the leaders of fashion,
sl proclaim * Harlens Hair-Drill ” the ideal method of
growing hair, It combines a sciemtific method of a.pph;
cation with the very ingredients and actual * Food'
the starved hairs need. :

No matter whether you are troubled with

1, Thinning Hatr 5. Splitting Haip .

2. Scurf 6. Over-Greasiness
8, Dandeutff 7. Over-Dryness

4. Dulness 8. Baidness

e s oo S5l
G

e &
P\ 2 g BTy
) Ciion o
o

Phere ave thousands of people ta-day szzjfcring from

* Harlene Hair-Drill * is for
you. Enjoy your week's
test free. Realise how im-
measurably * Harlene Hair-
Drill ” will improve your
appearance. ‘
You can always obtain
further supplies of any or
all of -the above prepara-
tions from your chemist—=
“Harlene® at la 1id,
2s. 9d., or 43, 9d. per hottle ;
“ Solidified Harlene ” for
travellers, ete., at 2z, 8d.
per tin; “Uzon™ Brillian-
tine at 1s. & 2s 6d.;
“Cremex ” at 1s. per box
of 7 -shamypoos (single. 2d.
each),

Any er all of these pre-
parations will be sent to
you. post free, on receipt of

Haiy  troubles who, by
accepting the splendid Hair Beauty Gift offered here, could unguestionably not
only overcome these troubles, but greatly enhance the appearance of their hoir
One million © Harlene Hair-Drill 7 Quifits ave to-day offered to the public, and if
you take pride in your appearance you will accept one of these Four-fold Gifts.

MILLIONS PRAGTISE " HARLENE HAIR-DRILL”

Mibions of men ard wonen who take pride in a youthful,
smart, well-groomed appearance practise * Harlene Hair-
Drill,” just as you are freely invited to do to-day.

The comaplete Four-Fold Qutfit that awaits your accept-
ance is detailed in the centre of this announcement, and,
as will be seen, includes everything necessary to grow
sn aburdance of healthy, beautiful hair. Firstly, a supply
of -* Harlene,” the wonderful tonic Food that compels
the weakest "hair shafts to new strength and vitality.

" Hair poverty caunot exist when * Harlene’” is applied.
In addition you receive a.suppiy of the delightful Cremex
Sbampao Powder, the ideal hair-cleansing preparation

which prepares the head for * Hair-Drill,” also a boftle

of Uzon Brilliantine, which gives a final touch of besuty
to the baif, and. is especially
todlp is inclined to be  dry,
* Rarleng Bair-Drill ¥ manval, ‘

+

benaficial to those whose .
* and, lastly, the full secret ’

price direct from Edwards’
Harlene, Ltd,, 20, 22, 24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. 1 Cairiage extra on foxeign orders, Cheques
and P.0.’s should bo erossed. Write to-day,

FREE “ HAIR-DRILL” GOUPON

T9 EDWARDS HARLENE, LIMITED, ’

20, 22, 24, & 206, Lambls Conduit Street, London, W.C. 1,
Dear Sirs,~—Please send me your Free “Harlens

Hair-Drill” Gift Ouifit as annouiiced. I encloso 4d.

in stamps, cost of carriago to any part of the world.

(Foreign stamps aecepted.) ’

....................................................................

PENNY YOPULAR, Apri) 14, 1917,







