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“MY HAT!" GASPED BOB. “IT'S QUELCH!”
[ [ ] | |
(An Exciting Incident from the Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
contained in this Issue.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Sweepstake!

& Y’VE got the favourite!” exclaimed

I Jimmy Silver. oo

Beaumont looked
Jimmy’s paper.-

“By Jove! He's right!
Sweet Lavender!”

In spite of all the stringent rules re-
garding gambling, a sweepstake had
been orgunised on the Camperdown Cup
by Beaumont. the most unscrupulous and
unﬁopular prefect in Rookwood College.

e was supported by ITansom and
Talboys of the Fifth, who had lured the
Fistical Four into talking a share each
at one shilling. It had gone dead against
the consciences of Jimmy Silver and his
followers, who at lirst relused to have
anything to do with the affair.

It was not until Hansom hinted that
Tommy Dodd & Co. had said the Fistical
Four would not have the nerve to enter
that the four chums paid up.

As a matter of fact, the Modern
chums, Tommy Dodd, Tommy Ceok, and
Tommy Dojyle, had not been approached
at that time, but were lured.into it by
Hansom, who used the same tactics with
them that he had employed with the
Classical chums.

Thus, seven honest, straight-forward
juniors were led into a scheme for whieh
they had not sympathy by two cr three
unscrupulous seniors.

The “draw” took place in the study
of Leggett, the cad of the Fourth., There
were twenty entrants and {wenty-one
horses, Beaumont taking two chances.
Everyone had a horse, and Jimmy Silver

quickly at

He’s drawn

Irad  drawn  the favourite, Sweet
Lavender.
“Good luck!”™ said Tommy Dodd,

slapping Jimmy Silver on the back. “I
wish I'd had it, old kid, but I congratu-
late you!”

“Thanks!” drawled Jimmy. “I sup-
pose this is as good as a guinea in my
pocket, Beaumont?”,

“Not exactly,” said Beaumont hastily.
“Sweet Lavender is the favourite, of
course, but you know' the favourite
comes in second or third as often as not.
If you like, Silver, I'll give you five
bob, for that ticket.”

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“You're awfully kind, Beaumont !”

“Oh, that's all right! Tt’s a sporting
chance, and you get your bob back, and
make four, anyway, and 1 take the
risk.”

“Good! You're very generous, but I
couldn’t take advantage of your
generosity,” said Jimmy Silver, shaking
his head.

The prefect scowled. .

“Do_you mean to say you won't sell
Sweet Lavender?” .

“Quite so.”

“Then you're a young fool!
borse very likely won’t win!"”
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“Then what do you want him for?”
asked Jimmy Sllver innocently.

Beaumont turned ved.

“If you give me any of your cheek,
" '

“T'm off I said Jimmy Silver. © Good-
night!”

And he walked out of the study, fol-
lowed by his chums, Lovell, Newcome,
and Raby.

Jimmy Silver was the object of a very
respectful attachment 'in the TFourth
Form at Rookwood the next day.

The fellow who held the favourite for
the Camperdown Cup, and had twenty-
one shillings to draw when the race was
run on the Saturday afternoon, was a
fellow to be respected. Jimmy Silver
was a little elated about it.

In hLis heart he disapproved of the
whole proceeding, having a healthy,
wholesome’s lad’s natural distaste for any
kind of gambling; but he also shrank
from the least appearance of priggish-
ness, and he disliked anpearing to set
up as 4 judge upon others.

And so he did not sav much ubout his
opinion of the sweepstake: aud, as a
matter of fact, there was something
gratifying in holding the expected
winner, and getting ahead of the Modern
chums in that line.

Many and tempting were the offers
Jimmy Silver received for Sweet
Lavender. Beaumont increased his
offer to ten shillings, which the lcader
of the Fistical Four refused, and Hansom
and Talboys made up twelve shillings
between them,.and offered that sum,
which Jimmy Silver also declined with
thanks.

“T hear you're going to give a feed if
your horsc gets the race, Silver,? said
Tommy Dodd, meeting the chief of the
Fistical Four in the passage after
morning school.

“T think so,” said Jimmy.

“Good wheeze! But, I say,
fecl inclined to sell the ticket—

“T don't,” said Jimmy Silver.

“But I thought you regarded a sweep-
stake as gambling?” said Tomimy Dodd,
with a wink at his chums,

“So I do, Doddy.”

“ And you disapprove of gambling?”

“Strongly.”

“Then you had better sell the ticket,
and get clear of the wicked business,”
said Tommy Dodd. “1'll give you six
bob.”

if you

“I won't sell!”
“But as you disapprove of gambling
bl

“Yes, but it would be just as bad to
sell the ticket. I should be muking a
profit out of the thing, you see.” .

““Oh, if that’s the only difficulty, it's
all right! I don’t particularly want to
buy the ticket; you can give it to me if
That will make it all right.”
Jimmy Silver grinned.

!

‘that it’s honest.

I think T'll keep it, Duddy, thanks
all the same.”

“But think-—*

“Rats! T am going to keepit.”

“Yook here, Cook, Doyle, and T will
make up half-a-sovereign between us, angd
go Co. in it,” said Tommy Dodd. “Wifl
you sell Sweet Lavender for ten boly?”

“Hansom and Talboys have already
offered me twelve.”

“My hat! - We're not going heyond
that.”

“Not likely,” said Tommy Cook.

*And you won’t let it go for twelve®®”
said Tommy Dodd. *“Why, vou must
be aff your rocker! A certairftwelve is
better than a possible twenty-cne.”

“Never mind; I’'m sticking to it.”

“But, I say,” said Tommy Daodd,
changing his tone, *“I’d let Hansom have
it if I were you, Silver. He's a Filth-
Former, and can look out for himself,”

“I suppose I can do the same.”

Tommy Dodd laughed.

“1 don’t know, kid. You know what
Beaumont is, and what Leggett is.  If
Hansom won the sweep, he’s captain of
the Fifth, .and Beaumont wouldn't dare
to try to swindle him.”

“That’s true,” said Tommy Doyle,
with a nod. “But if a junior won i

“If a Fourth-Former won,” rcsumed
Tommy Dodd, “there’d very likely be
some rotten swindle, and you wouldn't
get thie money.”

“The ticket wouldn’t be much good to
you, then.”

“Oh, I don't know! If we were done,
we’d raise Cain about it, I can tell you.”

*And so would I.” said Jimmy Silver.

“Yes; but you fellows in the end study
don't amount to much, you know. You
couldr’t do anything, and——"

*Arve _you looking for a thick ear,
Doddy?”

“Oh, no offence, you know! I'my just
pointing out a fact.”

“Better chuck jt, or I shall be just
punching a nose!”

“But, seriously, you'd do better to let
Hansom have the ticket,” said Tommy
Dodd.

“I'm goiug to stick to ik, If P'm done,
there will be a row. The fact is, 1 was
bounced into this thing, and T wish 1°d
kept out of it. But as I'm in it, and
it's got to go through, I'm goiug to sce
See the point?”

“Good idea—if you can manage it!”

“Well, I'll have a try. I Sweet
Lavender had fallen to anybody else. I'd
back him up in getting fair play. You
fellows ought to back me up.”

“QOh, rather! It’s all in the Form.”

“I reckon so, especially as you were
really the cause of my getting into it,
against my own better judgment,” said
Jmumy Silver.

Tommy Dodd stared at him.

“Well, I don’t see how you make that
out, Silver,” he said, “We didn’t like
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the idea at first, but we 'weien't going to
have yvou say we funked it.”

“What!" “velled Jimmy Silver. _
f‘“'oll, that's how Hansom put it.”
said Tominy Dodd. “As rou were

aheadv in it—="

“Already in it> Why, when he canme
and asked us, he said you three were in
l
“EL"
:‘,And he sald you thought we'd funk
»

“But he asked you first—"

“He told me he had asked you frst.™
¢ "Il‘ommy Dodd rubbed his nose thought-
ully.

“There's some ]xmv been done some-
where,” he said. *'I suppose tlie fact of
the matter is, that Hansom played us off
against one anothel and, like a p'm of
silly jays, we tumbled into the trap.”

Jimmy Silver nodded gloomily.

“Well, of course, I never suspected 2
fellow of telling a lie,” he said. “It
was casy enough for the rotter to take
us in.’

“Well, it’s done now. The cnly thing
we can do now is to see that it’s run on
fair-play lines, and make the rotters cash
up!”
‘“That’s so!”
“The money's in Beaumont’s hands,
but Leggett has a finger in the pie. They
won't part with it if they can help it.
So-long!”

And the Modern chiunis walked off.

THE SECOND CHAPTEHR.
The Sportsmen!

THERE was a growing excitement

in the Fourth Form at Rookwood
as the Saturday drew near.

It was not the healthy excite-
ment of anticipation which usually pre-
ceded an important football or cricket
mateh. Nothing of that kind! It was
the feverish excitement which is insepar-
able from the spirit of gambling.

Every boy who had drawn a ticket in
the sweebsuke was anxious for i
horse to win, as a matter of course.
Those who had drawn outsiders were dis-
conteuted.

It was not only that they stood to loze
their shilings—though a shilling was not
4 small sum to a junior,

But cvery entrant in the sweepstake
had turned over in his mind so often how
pleasant it would be to win the siakes,
that he already regarded the twenty-one
shillings almost as his own, and was
certain to feel a proportionate disappoiit-
ment il he lost.

After ten on Friday afternoon,
Bulkeley, the captain of Rookwood, was
working in his study when Jones minor
of the Fourth tapped at his door and
entered.

Jones minor’s horse had been scratched,
but he had purchased a ticket from
another youngster, and was now the
proud possessor of a slip bearing the
name of Auld Reckie, a horse that was
supposed to have next best chance to the
favourite.

Bulkeley looked up from his work.

“What do you want, Jones?"

“Can you give me a pass, Bu]ko!cy?"
asked Jones minor hesitatingly. “I want
to go down to Coombe for something
1mportnnt ”

It's nearly locking-up,’
loolunq at his wateh.
Yes, I know, but—"

“ You wouldn’t be back il long after
calling-over.  What do you want lo g0
fer?™

= It's rather 1mp01taut.’

“That’s rather vogue,” said_the cap-
tain of Rookwood, with a smile.
suppose it's to 5muvgle food in from the
tuckshop, ch?

““Oh, no, Bulkeley: honour bright!”

“Then what is it?”

7 aaid Bulkeley,

his.

* gald

“ON, T just want to geb a paper,
Joues minoy, tarning very red,
ulLLlus stared.
“You want to go ouk after locking-up
to buv a newspaper U’
“Ye-0s.”

YW ell, vou can't! T think you must
be a fool, Jones, to come to me with
such a request,” said Bulkeley sceverely.
“You can't go!”

Jones minor went out, looking very
crestfallen. Teggatt ruet him i the
passage.

“Has he given you the pass?” asked

the cad of the Iourth.
Jones winor shook his head disma]iy.
ST tell yonu what,” said Leggett, “my
horse is scratched, ]ust like yours was.

Friday. 3

Legze®t nodded, and pnlled a folded
sporting  paper dowie Drowm inside his

waistcoat, where it had heen concealed.
The young vascal had already fetched it
from the viltage, Lut he Lad taken care
not to let Joues minor be awarce of that.

Deaumont . threw  his  novel  aside.
Beaumont was what he was pleased to call
a sportsman, and Le betted ou races, and
played cards, and swoked, and was found
of reading novels, A healthy and
exciting football story would haye bored
him, but the latest sensational novel was
exactly suited to his mind.

“(eive it to me, young ‘unt’”

He took the paper, and opened it, and
van hiz eye down the column where in-
formation was to be found concerning

I'll give you a hob to go Co. in Auld thn Camperdown Cup.
Reckie, and I'll get over she wall and “Ruassell  seratehed, Teord Tom
go down to the village for the “ Sporting | sevatched, ue Bean :r'l.ll‘(:hod_.” he said.
Noews,” " “That's all, so far. Sweet Lavender
'lll." R
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his feet, but in a moment the Classical chums rushed to the rescue.

Beaumont seized Jimmy Silver by the cotlar and falrly swung him off §
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“1 say! I gave three bobly for the
ticket—"" Iwgm Johes minor.
“Yes, 1T dare say vou did; but thf‘

horse may be -(‘ratchul bv this time,’
said Lt-('urott persuasively, “and I ha\c
all the risk of breaking bounds to get the
paper.’

“0h, all right!' said Jones
“Iland over the bhob!™

Leggett handed over a shilling, and
wrote Liy initials on Jones minor’s slip.
Then they parted.  Joues niner was
anxious to havo tho sporting paper to
lknow whether his horse was still in the
running, and he was not sorry, upon the
whole, to ledpe a  little.  Leggett
chuckled as be walked away to Beau-
mont's study.

The astute yvoung ffuancier had done a
good :;no]\O of business, from lis own
point of uew

“Hallo,” said Beaumont, as he looked
up from a gellow-backed novel he - was
reading, “have you got that paper?”

miner.

still the favourile, and Auld Reekie
pretty certain to come in second.”

“Gond,” said Leggett. “I've a hall-
share in Auld Reekix,

“Oh, have you*" sail
sitting up and looking at him.
got the rest?”

“Jones minor of the Fourth.”

“It's rot for Jones to have him,” said
Beaumont,  “Come to think of it, the
favourite 'is pretty unreliable, and Auld

Beanmont,
#Wha's

Reekic may pull it off yet. Go and
bring Jones minor here.”
Leggett grinned and left the study. In

a few miuutes lie returned with Jonces
minot.

1 say, young Jones,” said Deaumont,
looking up from the paper, with a very

serious face, “[ hear you've got Auld

Reekie!”

“I've got half,” said Jenes minor,
looking =(a.1e(l “Is that the paper,
Leggctt
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“Yes,” said Leggetl nnblushingly.

“But you told me--1 mean, you never
told me-—-

“Oh, rats ! Beaumont’s talking to
\on ?

‘T'm sorry for you, young Jones—"

“I—-1 say, he's not seratehed, js he?”

said Jones minor, in dismay. * Don’t

tell me he's scratched, Beaument !

“Not cxactly seratched.” said Beau-
mont.  *“It’s pretly certain he’ll yun, but
someihing’s gone wrong with him,
he hasn’t an carthly.”

Jones minor looked inclined to ery.

*T'm sorry,” raid Beanmont. “You're
a  regular  young sportsman, and I
shouldn’t liko you to got lard hit the first
time. What did you give for the ticket 7"

“Threc bob; but Leggott has taken
half for a <1ulling—— ’

*Oh, he's taken half for a shilling, has
het” eaid Beaumont. “Well, if you
like, T'll take the other half for—for six-
Dence, and I'll give you Nero!”

‘Nero! DBut he's a rank ountsider!”

“Not so much an owtsider as Auld
Reekic is noW,” said Beaumont, smiling.

“But—but if Auld Reol\w s no good,
what do you want himn for 7”7 asked Jones
minor timidly.

Beaumont frowned darkly.

“TI was going to do yon a good turn,
you ungral('fnf young hound!” he ex-
claimed. ‘But don’t =cll me Auld
Reckie if you don’t want to. Get ont of
my study, confound yon 7

“But—but, I say——"" heeitated Jones

miuor.
~ “Bell,  you duffer:!” whispered
Leggett. ‘ Beaumont wi'l mnake it warm

f;;)r you if you get his back np, you know
that.’

“1 donf mind selling to you, Beau-
mont,” said Jones mmm “I—T'1 take
sixpenee, and Nero.” . .
- “Just as you like,” said Beaumont,
with a rawn. -“And I'll tell you what,
voung Jones. If Auld Reckic wins, 1711
make it another bob for yon. Not that
I think he will win, mind. I'm doing
this out of good nature.”

A prefect was oo [ermidible a person
for a lad like Jones minor to argue with,
but he couldu’t help wishing that Beau-
mont would keep his good nature to him-
self. 1Ie dared not say so, however.

With a hesitating L:and, he-drew out the
tul\et and handed it over to Beaumont.
Ile received in return sixpence, and the
slip of paper bearing the name of Nero,
vonsidered the 1nukcst outsider entered
for the Camperdown Cup.

Jones minor, morcover, hardly hknow-
ing whether to be pleaﬁu or miserable,
guitted the study

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver’s Liitle Deal.
What's

L4 ALLO, young Joucs!
the matter with you? You
ook as if yon were going to
your own funeral !’

Jones minor was certainly loo.\mg very
lugubrions that Saturday morning, as
Jimmy Silver came wpon him in the
anad soon after breakfast. e was lean-
ing against. a tree, his hands in his
sackets, and an exceedingly miserable ex-
pression upon his face, -

“What’s the row?” acked
=ilver,

“That rotten sw cr‘psml\o
®znor, " “1've been done !’

“Your horse scratched?”

“Oh, yes; but that’s nothing.  You
take your chance of that. But I bought
Auld Reel\le for three bob, and—and—"

Jones minor broke off, the tears of
vexation and dlsappoummnt welling up
into his cyes.

“Phew ! sakd Jimmy Silver. “Don’t
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Jimmy

7 said Jones

and

do that, old chap. It's not manly, and
waterworks are barred in  the quad
What's the trouble, anyway? I heard
somcbody eay that Auld Reekic  was
second favourite, and that there was now
even beltiug on him and on Swect
Lavender.’

“VYes, that’s just it. Beammont led me
to think ihat—that he was no good, and
he gave me 51\penr('-~=n1nn(‘o—and
Nero for my ticket,” said Jones winor,

fairly weeping now, “1 sold half to
young ILeggett, and got sixpence and
Nero for the other half. T--I'm out of
it now, and—and-—"

“Well, don’t blub! Yon can’t wash
yeur licket back again, yvon know,” said
Jimmy Silv er practlcall\ though he wae
touched.  “But you've been done—

rottenly done! We can’t handle a pr cfect
very well. But as for Leggelt——"

“'Oh, he was in the game with Beau-
mont, I can sce that now.”

“Here he is!” eaid .'Jinm]y Silver
abruptly. Hue Leggett !’

He ran quickly ’towards the cad of the
Fourth, who showed a strong disposition
to avoid him.

Leggett, secing that there was no help
for it, stopped.

“(an T do anything for voun, Silver?”

“Yes; you can give Jonucs minor bacl\
the llal" of the ticket.”

“( an't! I’'ve sold it to Umumnnl

“1s that the truth?”

** Ask Beaumont.”

And Leggett walked away prinning.

He was quite secure from repiricals,

Jimmy Silver looked puzzled.
Jones minor knuckled his wet cyee,

*So Beaumont ie the eolc owner of
Auld Reekie now ?” said Jimmy Silver.
“I'm afraid your chance is gonc for good,
Jones, It scrves you right for gambling.

And

But—\\ ell, jit’s a rotten swindle ! Still,
yon ve got Nero.”
“T don’t suppose he’ ll run,’” said Joneﬂ

minor. ** But if he does h(‘ I come in
ahout tenth, I supposc. I wouldn’t mind
so mauach, only I sold my silver-handled
knife to raise the money, and-—and it was
a birthday present from my . governor,
and: he s-coming- down to Rook\wood ina
few days. And he's bound to miss if,
and—and—" ) '

And Jones minor's tears flowed afrcsh,

“I think you're the stupidest young
ass- I ever struck!” said Jimmy Silver.
“ How much can you get your knile Inlck
fol ';’)

“Threc-and-aix.”

"“1Vill you sell ore Newo:

Joncs minor stared.

“ Sell you Nero?

“T know it isn’t,”

“But I'll give \"oll

1t’s no. good ;.7 +
eaid Jm]my Sll\‘er.
three-and-eix for

Nero, 1f vou like, to get vou out of this

scrape.’
“I--T couldn’t take it.”
“Yes, you can, and shall!
the ticket!”

Give me

“I say, this is awfully geod of you,
Silver !’
“Rot’ Ilere’s the moncey!”

Jones minor gladly handed over the
slip of paper, and took the three
ehllings and sixpence.

Jimmy Silver thrust the slip carelcssly
into Dbis. pocket along w ith the one
already therc bearing the name of Swoet
Lavender. .

*Thanks, old chap!"’ etammered Jones
minor. “I say, I'm awlully grateful, you
know! I should have got into no end of
a row with the governor. 1f he had a
SllSplClO" that I'd been gambling he’d—

o’'d—

R Well, don’t fza.mble again,” said
Jimmy Silver. = If: three-and-six will
keep you from growing up into black:
guardly habits it’s monéy well spent,”

“I won't!"” said Jones minor solemnly.
“I i:romise'you! I’'ve had enovgh of the

rotten businces to last me some time, T
can tell you!”?

And Jones minor went away in ecarch
of the purchaser of his knife with a light
heart.

Jimmy  Silver was looking a little
gloomy. As a matter of fact, funds were
not very high with him just then, and
the tlnco and sixpence he had paid to
Jones minor lelt bim with only three-
pence in the world. And, as the day was
a hall-holiday. ho was likely to want
money that afternoon,

When morning echool was over, and
the Fourth Form poured out of the
class-room, Lovell, Newcome, and Raby
joined Jimmy Silver,

They were flabbergasted when they
heard that Jimmy Silver had bought
Nero {rom Jones minor, for Jimmy did
not tell them the reason.

“Why, Nero is the rankest and rot-
tenest outsider entered for the race!™
said Lovell.

*“T know he is,” replied Jimmy Silver.
“But I've done it, and there you ave.
Can’t he kelped now !’

”

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The End of the Sweep.
1TE Fistical Four threw themeelives
into the cricket practice ihat
afternoon with their usual zest,
and zo did the Modern chumg.
Bnl when the practice was over, and they
loft the field, they remembered the race,
and, in spite of themselves, they were
cager to licar the result of it.

The race was over at four o'clock as
the latcst, and so the result was alrcady
known in London; but when it would
reach Rookwood was a question.

A telegram {rom the racecourse was
hardly [casible, and might have led to
discoy ery.

The juniors found ‘hut the others were
as ignorant of the result, and as anxicus
ql)onr it as they were,

“Well, I'm not going to warrs ahout
i!” <.'ud Jimmy Silver.

The juniors were in their eludy about
six o’clock ln’mg tea, when Beawmoni
the prefect came in, There was a eurions
cxpmsslon abont Beaumont’s face.

‘Hallo! * Had the news?? asked
Jimmy Silver. . .
“What news?’ asked Beaumeont,

colouring a little,

“ About the race!
Lavender?”

*“Oh, we haven’t any cvening papers
ch ” smd Beaumont. ““The result will
be in the Sunday papers to- norrow, 1
want to spcak to ,you, Silver.

“Speuk away,”

“1 gave my ticket to young Jones

Who's won? Sweet

minor,” said the prefect.  “It was for
Nero, you know, a rank outsider, lIu
thml\s himself \nonged by the affair.’
8o he was,” said Lovell,
“lIt was an abeolute swindle!™ said

Jimmy Silver bluntly,

*Yes., and——"

“1 didn't come here to ask your
opinion about that,” said Beanmont, who
evidently had some recason of Lis cwn for
not losing his temper. ''Pve changed my
mind about it, and would lu\e talien
Nero back; but young Jones mmo' says
he’s sold him to you.

“That's the fact.”

“Well, I'll buy him of you, if you like.
Of conree, he's a worthless ouhxder' but
T dow’t want any fellow to fecel that ['ve
done hini. I’ll give you two shillinga.*”

Jm‘m) Silver looked closely at the pre-

f\lthon'-h not of a suspicions nature.
hie was as kecn as a Shefficld blade, and
he emelt a rat immediately,

“f gave Jones mmor three-and-siz,”
he said elowly,
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“Very weil, If you want to sell, I'll
make it three-and-six.”

“I don’t want to sell.”

“Don’t be a fool, Silver !’ said Bean-
mont sharply. “I am willing to give you
all you gave Jones minor for a worthless
strip of paper!”

“It's no good beating about the bush,”
said Jimmy Silver abruptly. “If it
werc a worthless slip of paper, you
wouldn’t give me a red cent for it.  You
did Jones minor over the matter, and
you'd do me if you could. If you really
want to' buy back Nero, it's because
you've got some.news from the race-
course, and you know he’s got a chance
-of winning, after all!”

_ “My hati” shouted Lovell.  “That's
it!  The race was over before four
o’clock, and Beaumont has somehow got
news ’

“ You may as well own up, Deaumont,”
said Jimmy Silver.  “You've had news
that the race is won, and that's why you
want to buy Nero back!”

Beawmont bit his lip, but did
speak.

“Well, I'm not going” to sell,” said
Jimmy. “I’ve got Sweet Lavender and
Ncro, and if either has won I'm going to
have the tint”

“You confounded voung fat, suppose
it is true?”’ Dblurted out the prefect.
“Do you think I am going to be dictated
to by you? As a matter of fact, I have
gone to the expensc of wiring to a sport-
ing paper office in London, and I've just
had the reply at the post-office. I
haven’t done it for nothing!"”

**No; you've done it to try and swindle

not

Silver!”  exclaimed Newcome excitedly.
“But you won’t succced, though, yon
rotler!”

“ Hold your tongue, Newecome !”

“I won't hold my tongue!
tryving to cheat Silver!”

*1It’s all right, kids,” said Jimmy
Silver.  “Hea can try till he’s black in
the face, but he won’t succeed. T've got
the tickets, and I hold on tight!”

Beaumont turned a face infamed with
rage upon the cool junior.

*Stick to tho tickets, then!™ he ex-
claimed. ‘' You won't get tho stakes!”

“You dare not kecp them!”

“You'll sce! As a matter of fact, you

are not entitled to the stakes, ero
was my horse, and there was really a rule
in the competition that no competitor
was to be allowed to sell his ticket, to
prevent speculation!”
- “My hat!” said Jimmy Silver. My
only old sownbrero! My ancient tile!
If that docsn’t take the whole of the
giddy biscuit factory! Yow've just
made up that rule!”

“Don’t answer me! Under the ecir-
cumstances, the stakes will not be handed
cver to you!”

You're
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“Wor't they?” sald Jimmy Silver,
with a dangerous glitter in his cyes,

“(ertainly not! I am willing to give
you five shillings for the ticket!” .

: ““Pwenty-one shillings, and not a cent
oss 7

“Then you will have nothing! I—"

“YVery well!”

Jimmy Silver walked to the door and
threw it open, Beaumont looked after
him uncasily.

I“ Wh.:}t do you mean?” he said

Gt out of our study! "U'm going to
have the stakes if I make all Rookwood
ring with the matter! s a beginning,
get out, you awindler ™

“What?" yelled Beaumont, in a rage.

“Qwindler!” said *Jimmy Silver.
“Cheat! Thief, if you like that better!”

The prefect sprang towards him,

“ By (icorge, I'll make you—""

“Yoeu won’'t make me take back those
words ! Youre a low, dishonest,
gambling thief!” said the Icader of the
Fistical  Four, Dbetween his teeth.
“ Now—-""

He got no further. The grip of the
infuriated Sixth-Former was upon him,
and he was fairly swung off his feet. But
in o moment Lovell, Newcome, and
Raby rushed to the rescue.. The big
senior and the four juniors, struggling
wildly, surged through the doorway, and
right - into a fellow who was coming
quickly along the cerridor.

“CGreat Scott!” exclaimed the voice of
Bulkcley., ‘“What's this? You rowing
with the juniors, Beaumont! What does
this mean?”

“Thief!"" howled Raby.
Hand over the stakes !

“Hold your tongue!” gasped Beau-
mont, who would have banded over the
stakes, or anything elsc in the world,
rather than have been betrayed to- the
captain of Rookwood.

But Raby was too excited to hear or
heed.

“Hand over .the stakes!” he bawled.
“Qilver's won the sweep, and you're not
going to—""

Bulkeley’s hand gripped Raby by the
collar.

“Shut up!” he said quietly. “No
necd to tell all Rookwood'! INow, what
is this about? I know too much for you
to keep it dark. There has been a
sweepstake, and you have bad a hand in
it. Is that it, Beaumont?"

“Suppose it is!"” snarled Beaumont.

“Then you're a cad, and you ought to
be sacked from the school  for
encouraging the juniors to gemble!”
exclaimed Bulkelev hotly.,  *‘Silver, tell
me all about it! It's too late to think
of keeping the secret now!”

That was plain enough.

‘“Swindler!

Silver hesi-
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tated a moment, and then explained
suecinetly.

The prefect listened with lowering
brows.

“Is all that correct, Beaumornt " azked
Bulkeley at last.

**About right,” said Deawmont, with
an attempt at bravado. “‘It was only a
yvarn about not handing over the stakes
{o make him sell the ticket!™

“Liar!” said Bulkeley contemptu-
ously., “You mecant to rob him! Not
a wordl If you answer me back, Yl
march you straight to the Head!”

The prefect cowered.

“You arc holding the strkes,”
Bulkeley.  “It scems that Silver bhas
won. He will not take the money. The
money will be handed back to every sub-
sceriber.  You will send me a list of their
names, and they will report to me that
they have had their monoy back! Do
you understand?”

“] supposo so!” snarled the prefect.
“ But: "

“That’s enough. It will be done in
an hour, or you'll go up before the Head,
and you know what that will mean. Get
out of my sight!”

Beaumont slunk away like a whipped
cur. Bulkeley turned sternly to the
juniors.

“T am surprised to find you four
taking part in a thing of this kind," he
said.  “I have always looked upon you
asz worthy to lead the Fourth Form.
am sorry to find myself so disappointed.
I have been deecived in you!”

551 sa\“"—”

(33 But"—”

“Don’t try to justify vourselves,
disappointed in you—that's all{"’

And the captain of Rookwood swung
away with a clouded brow.

“He's in o tantrum,” said- Jimmy
Silver uncomfortably, “I know we
were wrong, but not so wrong as he
thinks. As for the money, rats to that!
I don’t want to touch moncy won on a
race. But—but it’s rotten to have old
Bulkeley thinking us & set of cads!”

“He won’t let us explain!"”

“Well, we can’t explain away the fact
that we were in the sweep. It's—it's
rotten! I'd rather have the worst lick-
ing possible from the Head than have
old Bulkeley look at me like that! But
we'll make him see yet that we're not
the rotters he secms to think I”” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver. “ We'll show him that
we're fit to be the top of the Fourth
Form! And, by Jove, let any chap ever
propose a sweepstake again in my hear-
ing, and I'll make him think an earth-
quake has fallen on him!"”

And the chums of the Fistical Four
gave an emphatic assent,

said

I'mm

THE END.

o<
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" THE FIAST CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Family.

N ENTLEMEN—that is to say,
(J deah boys——" hegan Arthur
Augustus D' Arcy, the swell of
St Jim’s, :

¢ Hoar, hearl?

“Wo sre about to bweak up for the
holidays—~--"7

“ Hear, hear!”

“#Nobody like Gussy to hring us un-
heard-of news!” said Noble.

“Weo bweak wup to-mowwow,”
Arthmr  Augastus, unheeding.
duwing the vac I am goin’ to pay-

“Uood!™  said  Monty  Lowther
** Nothing like payving up in the vacation,
and starting the new term clear. Whom
are you golug to pay?’

T am going to pay—-

“Your tailor??

¢ Pway don't be an ass, Lowthah!? T
am goin' to pay—---"

“Your bilfs?”

T am going to pay a visit ! shrieked
Arthar Augustus.  “T'm goin’ to pay a
visit to Dublin, you ass!”

“By George, are you?” said Tom
Merry. « “Well, 1 hope you’ll have a
goad time.”

* Sure. you'd-hetter come to Belfast!”
suid Reilly, of the Yourth. who bailed
from that famous city. * Dublin is all
right, hut Belfast is—"

YAl righter?”  suggested  Monty
Lowther,

“1 am goin’ to Dublin—"

“Betther come .to Belfast!'”

“Tor the Horse Show,” explained
’Avey. “T am goin’ to Dublin for the
Yorse Show in the vacation, deah boys.”

“Sure you mean the Horse Show?”
asked Monty Lowther, with an air of
surprise.

HCertainly 1

The humorist of the 3hell shook his
hrad gravely.

“That isn’t the kind of show you ought
1o be exhibited in!” he remarked. *1t’s
another kind of animal——"

“You feahful ass!” said Arthur
Augustus,  “I didn’t say I was goin’ to
he exhibited, you howlin’ duffah! T'm
goin’ to the Horse Show because my
bwothiah  Conway is exhibitin® some
horses there; and I want to see the place.
. Dublin is a vewy intewestin’
aty. and the capital of Ireland!”

“Ts it veally 7”7 asked Manvers, “ Where
a@id you hear that?”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* Better come to Belfast!” said Roejlly,
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with a shake of the head. »1'11 put
vou up with pleasure if you come to
Belfast, and show you over the factories
and things. We're the richest city n
Ireland, and the greatest oty n the
United Kingdonr—"

“T was goin' to &ay

“You'll have to go to say, fo get o
Dublin ! agreed Reilly. * Sure, the
Irish Say will be a bit rough on you,
too !” )

“Pway don't be funpay, Weilly! I
was goin’ to say, that I shall be glad to
see any of you fellows who rare to come
with me,” said D'Arcey. 1 should be
vewy pleased to thake up a party to do
Dublin.”

“ Faith, Dublin's
you!” said Reilly.
Belfast!”

“Blake and Dig are coming down to
my place for the vac,” sud D’Arcy.
“They’'ll be coming with me, and
Hewwios will come if he can get away
fwom his people: but they’re goin’ to
take him to the Channel Islands.  Any
of you fellows who care to meet me at
Holyhead to ewoss ovah to Dublin will
be welcome guests, and 1'll look altah
you in Dublin, and sce that you don’t
come to any harm!?

The juniors glared at Arthur Augustus.

“You don't say so!” gasped Monty
Lowther at last. . '

Arthur Augustus nodded genially.

“Yaas, wathah!” he replied. *“You
wemembal the time we did London, and
vou fellows all got lost? Yl be more
careful of you in Dublin. 1 weally won't
let you get out of my sight, and LI'll see
that you don’t get undah the twams, or
fall into the Jiffey——"

“The what?”

“The Jiffey!”

Liftey,

Reilly. L

“Vewy well; the Liffey, then!” said
Arthur Augustus graciously.  *“Ti*s all
one, deah boys! Now, would you fel-
lows like to come to Dublin?”

“ What-ho !’

“ Hear, hear!”

“There, there,
Monly Lowther, -

“Vewy well,” said D’Arey. “You can
w’ite to me, you know, and tell me what
time you can get down to Iastwood, or

more likelv to do
“Better come to

you gos.soonl" yelled

you mean'!” said

you can meet me at Holyhead when I

take the boat. And you can all wely
upon me to look altall you!”
*“ And you can rely on us to give you a
thick ear if vou do!” said Kaugarod. '
“Weally, Kangy—"
)

CLIFFORD.

“ What 181d of rub do they provide in
Dublin?” asked Fatty Wynn dubiously.

“T weally don’t know, but I expect it
will be all wight. Iwish hospitality is
well known,” said Arthur Angustus.

“Bure. ves! But ve’d better come to
Belfast 1" remarked Reilly.

“You can wun down fwom Belfast on
the wailwayr, Weilly,” Arthur Augustns
remarked. **You can meet us in Dublin,
vou know, and show us wound, as you
are an Iwish chap, and know the wopes
and speak the language, and so on!”

-“The language!” yelled Blake. + What
kind of language do you think they talk
in Dublin, you chortling ass—Dutch or
Sanskrit ?”

“Twish, T snppose!” =aid D'Avey in«
nocently, **I've heard them spenk Welsh
in Wales, anyway,” he said. 1 we-
membah once I was there on a holiday,
and I hecard a chap sweawin’ howwibly,
as I thought; but a fellow said he was
only speakin’ in Welsh ?

Fatty Wynn rose to his feet, and laid
down his knife and fork, and moved away
through the packed juniors towards
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. He halted in
front of the swell of St. Jim’s, and glared
at him.

“What sort of an ass do you call yvour-
self 7’ he demanded. .

“Weally, Wynn Yawooh!”

Arthur Augustus came off the window-
sill with a sudden bump. He found him-
self suddenly lyving on his back on the
floor of the study, with Fatty Winn
sitting on lis chest. The {at Fourth-
Former was a heavyweight, and Arthur
Augustus gasped feebly beneals him.

“Ow! Gewwoff | Weally, you
know—7

“Take it back!” roared Fatty Wyn.

“Eh? Oh! Wescue!”

“Take 1t back!”

“Take what back, you fcahful ass?
Gewwoff!”

“a, ha, ha!” roared Figgins. “Yon
forgot there was a wild Welshman
present, lock you! You had better
apologise, Gussy, before he slays you.”

‘“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Bai Jove! Wescuel®

Fatty Wynu glared
grinning juniors.

“Welsh is the most musical, the most
poetieal language that ever was talked,”
he said. “Silly asses who don't know
Welsh don't understand it. T'm going
to wipe up the floor with Guesy to show
himvthat- Welsh is a poctical language

vound at the
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“Ow! Woescue!”

“Take it back, then!” roared Fatty
Wynn,

"Sm him a Welsh song if he doesn’t,
Vynn,” °uggested Monty Losther.

IjHa. ha, ha!”

“Ow! I will take anythin' back, if
vou will woll off my chest!” murmured
/\n;lnu Augustus faintly. “Pway dwag

im off. He's ew ushm me to extinction,
and uttahly wuinin’ my jacket!”

In another moment the juniors had
dashed to the rescue.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Apologetic!

OM MERRY & CO. threw them-
selves, with one accord, upon the
two strugglmg juniors.

Hands were laid upon Fatty
Wynn and his foe from all sides, and they
were whirled both bodily into the pass-
age, and bumped down on the linoleum.

Then the door was slammed upon
them.

Arthur Augustus picked himself up,
and went to the Fourth Form dormitory
to change his clothes, and he was occu-
pied in that 1mp01tant task for more than
an hour.

When he came down, he looked as
clean and neat as & new pin. e glanced
into Tom Merry's study in passing, and
found the chum of the Shell resting. The

Terrible Three looked at him rather
glurl\

Mwfully  sowws, deali boys,” said
T Arey gracefully,  ““As a mattah of
m(r I am afwaid I was to blame.”

“Go hon!" growled Lowiher.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Yaas,” he said. “T didn't mean it.
of course. but Fatty may possibly have
constwued my wemarks into a weflection
cen his native langunage.  Undah the
cirea, he was guite \ngllt to wesent it
and I owe him an apology.”

“Brrrr!”

“That is weally not an
wemark, Mannahs, deall boy.” said
Arthur Augustus DA‘L\ mildly. <1
owe  you fellows an .Apolom too, for
havin’
apologise. Now, it's all wight."

“The table isu't all w ight growled
Tom Merry. “It's got a leg off through
vour barging about!”

“Sowwy, deah Dboys! Howevah,
between one gentleman and anothah an
apology sets everythin’ all wight,” said
Arthur  Augustus, with dignity. I
apologise, therefore ”

“(o and apologise to- Tatty Wynn,
and give us a rest, do!” said '\Ion't_s
Lm\thel

W eall\, Lowthah——"

“Scat !

Arthwr Augustus D'Arey jammed his
eyeglass into his eye, and gave Monty
Lo“thm a glare that ought to have
witbered him to ashes upon the spot.
But it did not have that effect.

Lowther did not turn a hair, and
Arthur Augustus turned haughbtily upon
his heel and quitted the study.

The sound of a chuckle followed him.

Arthur  Auvgustus walked down the
passage, and entered Study No. 6. DBlake
and Herries and Digby were_there, look-
ing out things they intended to take
lmme with them for the holidays.

“Here's (lussy,” said Blake. “Cood!
Can I have your Sunday toppel o take
my white mice home m, Gussy?

“Woeally. Blake—"

“ (ertainly not!” said Digby. “I want
it for my white rabbit.”

“I wefuse to have a wabbit taken
home in my toppah!” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus indignantly, “Pway listen to
me. I owe you chap= an -apology—"

“Never mind that,” said Blake. “Let’s
hLave the topper instead.”

“intelligible

caused a wow in your studm I

“T apologise for havin' caused a wow

““My dear chap, you're ulways causing
rows in‘one way or another,” said Blake.
“What with your tenor solos and other
things, we live i in a staic of rows.

“Ha, ha. ha!’

“The quostir_m before the meeting js—
can I have your S'\'ldu_\,' topper to carry
my white mice in?

1 want it for my white rabbit.”

It would do for me to caity Tow ser's
biscuits in,” said Herries thouﬂntfull_v.
“T propose that we toss up for it. Does
that suit you, Gussy?

Slam!

The door closed violently after the re-
treating form of Arthur Aungustus
D’ Al(‘\ and the swell of 8t. Jim's walked
away

HZ\ left. the school House, and walked
out into the quadrangle, where the
shadows were lengthening as the sun sank
lower over the distant woods.

ST

[ ——
M=

| a%a%a"
‘" Spalpeen!

the stranger’s face.
the stranger.

Arthur  Augustus crossed the quad-
rangle towards the New MHouse.

School [Monse and Nvw House juniors
at St Jim's were generally in a stato
of warfare, but ou the last day of the
term they buried the hatchet, so to speak.

The New Ilouse were rivals of the
School Ionse, but that was no reasou
why Tatry Wynn, Digging, and Kerr
should be left out of the round of apo)o
gies. They were entitled to an apology
like the vost, aud Arthur Augustus was
not a fellew to neglect his duly.

Figgins & Co. watched  Arthur
Augustus from their study window as he
crossecl the quad gowards the New Hlouee,
Fatty Wynn breathed \\mth

“Jhe blessed bounder ! he exclaimed.
¢ He hasn’t had erough, ‘and he's coming
over here for some more. ITe's given me
a fat nose to take home for the hohrmy~

!
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Qossoon !’ said Arthur Augustus agreeably, wondering
what was the cause of the frightful expression that was overspreading
Crulakeen fawn !"
“8ure, if ye'rs looking for a black oie, it's Mike Milligan
that can oblige ye!'’
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T'll give him one to match if ha comes
to this study !”
“He can’t

Kerr.

“T'l bet he 1s!”

Tatty Wynn was right.

The footsteps of the swell ¢f the Schaol
House were heard in the passage cutside
Figgins' study, and there was a tap at the
door, and Arthur Augustus opened it and
presented himself to the amazed cyes of
the New House trio.

“T—-"" ho began,

“The blessed (‘heek 15
“Collar him!”

“Pai Jove! I-—— Oh!"

Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn rushed upon
the intruder. They swept him over in
their combiued grasp, and bumped him
on the study carpet. A cloud of dust rose
from the carpet, and a ye'l of angnish
from D’Arcy.

“Bai Jove!
Oh!"

be coming heve!” said

gasped TFiggins,

You're wuinin® my bags !

 Phwat did ye say ??’ roared

“Ha, ha, ha ™
"Bump him 7

Bump

“Ow! Yarcoh! You awful W umnns!
T shall wefuse to anolorrlso now ! Ow!”

Figgins started,

“Ih?" he exclaimed,  “What- what
did you come here for, Gussy 77

'
tie

Arthur Augustus D Avey sal on
carpet and gasped.

“Ow! T came 1o apologise to W yau,
but now T wefuse to do anythin’ of (e
smt' Ow !

“Ha, ha, ha!" voarcd the New Iouse
inniors.

“Weally. vou {eilows—--— On 7

Tiggins winked at hi chmn:..

“It's all right, Gussy-—-——-" he Legua,
“Ty is not all \thk 1" shricked P’ Arss
“You have thown me into a fluttali. il
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miade my twousahs howwibly dustay. I
ant gom to give you a feahful thw ashin?

“Ho]d on! We

apologise

As om, gentleman to another—I mean,
as threc gentlemen to another—we apolo-
mﬂP " said Figgins, with great grvavity.

*That sets all right, doesn’t it?”

“Your bags won't be dusty
grinned Kerr.

“Order, Kerr! MHow dare you be
funny on such a serious subject™? said
Figgms sternly. *It's all right, Gussy.
Fatty accepts your apology. You accept
ours. Kerr apologises to me, and
apologise to Kerr. And you agree, so I
expect, ﬂmt ev mythmg is quite coxrect,
as they say in the song.’

Arthur Augustus D’ 'hcy gazed sus-
piciously at Figgine & Co. But he en-
countered thrpn faces that were almost
E“(} like in their gravity and he was satis-

e

“Vewy well, deah boys, it's all wight,’
e said.” “T shall have to g0, ﬂnd get a
bwush-down, It’s all sewene.’

And Avthur Augustus departed; and as
he went down .the passage he heard a
sound flODl Figgins’ study that sounded
suspiciously like a cackle.

now,”’

- THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Huckleberry Heath.

HE next morning St. Jim's broke
up for the holidays.

Tom Merry, Manners, and

T.owther found themselves in the

same carriage with D’Arey, Blake, cud

Dighy. Manmners and Lowther were

going to Tom Merry’s place for the vaca-

tion; and Blake and Digby with Arthur
Augustus,

Their way lay together as far as
Easthorpe. Then the train would bear
the Terrible Three on to Huckleberry
Heath, where Laurel Villa was situated—
the home of Miss Priscilla Fawcett, Tom
Maorry's old governess,

- Dont forget that you're comin’ to
])nb]m in time for the Horse Show, deah
boys,” Avthur Augustus remarked, when
thev were approaching Easthorpe
wathah think we shall have a wippin’
time, you know. Pway tell Miss Pwis-
cillah that you will be all wight in
Jrablin, Tom Mewwy. Say that T shall
leep an eve on you all the time.’

“Why, you ass——"

Arthur Augustus jammed his silk hat
on his head.

“Good-bye, deah boys!” he said.
*See vou again when we start for Holy-
head. Pewwaps I'll wun ovah to Huckle-
}n wivy Heath and see youn befoah. Good-
hye I

And the Fourth-Formers and the Shell
fellows shook hands all round, with
mutual good wishes, and as the train
stopped in Easthorpe Station, Blake and
D’ Arcy and Dighy stepped out.

The Terrible Three waved their caps
from the carriage window as the train
glided on.

“Only two stations further on,” said
Tom Merry, looking from the carriaye-
window, and feasting his eyes upon the
green countryside.  “It's a jolly good
idea of Guesy's, going to Dublin in the
vac. We've been in France and in
America, and we’ve never been to Ireland
vet. Chap ought to sec his own country
first.”

“Hear, hear!”

The little station at Huckleberry Heath
came in sight at last. As the local train
slowed down, a feminine fgure was
visible on the platform, It was Miss
Priscilla Faweett.

Tom Merry’s old governess was there
to meet the train. Her kind old face
peeped out from under an-Early Vie-
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torian bonnet, and ehe was using her
parasol with decadly effect upon the
station porter, of whem ehe was asking
questions.

The unfortunate man had been jabhed
in the shoulders or ribs threc or four
times, to draw his attention to Miss
Fawcett’s queries as to whether the train
was overdue, and whether there had been
an accident,

-The train clattered in, and stopped, and
Tom Merry threw open his caryiage-door.

Miss Fawcett ran towards him.

* My darling Tommy !”

AMiss Fawcett never could understand
fully that Tom Merry had really passcd
the age of seven or eight; and to her he
remained still the nice lttle boy she had
been accustomed to lead about by his
chubby hand.

The captain of the Shell at St Jio's
was really a different fellow, but-2liss
Priscilla was never Jikely to realise it,

She folded Tom Merry in her arms as
he descended from the train, and fairly
hugged himi, much to the interest of
several persons on the platform.

“My darling Tommy! I was afraid
there had been an accident. The train is
nearly @ minute late! Oh dear!”

“ All serene !” said Tom Merry, kissing
Miss Priscilla on both checks.

“ Are you quite w ell, Tommy ?

“Right as rain !’

“You have mnot got
coming down ?”

Tom Merry turned pink, and Manners
and Lowther were taken with a sudden
fiv of coughing.

*No fear,” said Tom Merry. “XNot
likely to get one’s feet wet on a blazing
summer day like this, I suppose?”

“Did you get the new socks I sent you.
Tommy ”

[ YOS‘:,

“ And the new

*“Yes, yes. 1 gotr\m\llu . sald Tom
Merry hurriedly. ““It’s all right. Levs
get down to home, dear. I'm anxious te
sec Laurel Villa again.”

* Certainly, my darling (‘hlld‘ You
are sure you are que well ¥

“Qh, ripping !?

“Thero tcems to he a little fush in
your cheeks,” said Miss Fawcett, hold
ing her darling at arm’s Jength, and sur.

your feet wet

veying him fondly, quite regardless of the,

interested
scene.

Manners and Lowther ncarly choked
with their coughing, and Tom Meoerry's
flush became more pronounced than cver.

“Warm day !” Tom Merry explained.

“Dear me! It was a little thoughtless
of Dr. Holmes to break up on a very
warm day, which is not good [or hoye to
travel on,” said Miss Fawcett. * Surely
you could have suggested to him to dvfor
the breokmg up till to-morrow, Tommy
dear 77

“Ahem !

“1 fear you arc a little feverish——"

**You haven’t spoke 1 to Manners and

spectators of the touching

Lowther yet, dear,” said Tom Merry
Lurriedly.

“Oh, don't mind us!™ said Monty
Lowther, in his blandest tone. * We like

to sce you welcomed home, Tommy.
Plesse excuse my cough; it's come on
quite suddenly.”

“You ass!” Moerry
fiercely.

“Pray excuse me, my dear little ones,’
said Miss Pnscnlla shaking hands \nth
Manners and Lowther, “Iam 50 anxious
about Tommy. The dear child is so deli-
cate, though he will never admit it. I
am very glad to sec you, my dears, and 1
am so glad you wére with Tommy, to
take care of hlm 1[ he should have felt
faint in the train.’

Tom Merry murmured something, and
Manners and Lowther tried not to yell—

murmured Tom

and succeeded with noble efforts.

Then
they set out for Laurel Villa.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Off to Dublin.

OM MERRY & CO. spent several
days at Laurel Villa, till Kanga-
roo joined them, and then they
met Jack Blake & Co. at Iast-

wood House.

They stayed there for a short while, and
then, one line morning, they started for
ILuston to catch the 8. 30 train for Holy-
head

Arthur Augustus was looking a_ little
sleepy as the handsome Mercedes car
rolled them away to the station. The
swell of St. Jim's was not accustomed
to nsmg 80 early dunng the holidays.

“Lovely mommg said  Monty
Lowther. “\Ve're going to have a ﬁne
day. Tll teach you some more Irish in
the train, Gussy.’

" Thank you vewy much, dezh boy.”

Kangaroo stared.

“What's that 7' he asked.

“1'm teaching Gussy Irish, ready for
getting to Dublin,” Lowther explained.

The Cornstalk roared. Arthur Augustus
turned his e}eglass upon him sev elelv

“Weally, Iangawoo, I ece no weason
for cacklin’,” he said. T considah that
it i3 vewy kind of Jowtall to take the
twouble.™

**Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Here we are!” said Tom Merry, as
they ran into the grey, grim station.
“Now, then! How many hat-boxes are
you tla\ellmg with, Gussy?”’

“Only one, deah boy My patzh says
that in case of accidents I shall be able
to get ¢ new toppah in Gwafton Stweet.”

““Oh, good! That’s a very important
point. If your ropper should be blown
overboard, 1 don’t see how we could visit
Dnblin without i, of course.”

“Quite so, dealh bey. Pway be carelul
\\nh that hat- box, portah!”

* Yessir.”

The hat-box was dJdeposited safely npon

the rack in a lirst-class carriage, and the
juniors ensconced themselves therc.
Arthbur  Augustus  looked round the

carriage a little dubicusly.

1 supposc we all want to twavel in the
same cawwiage?” he remarked.

*“Yes, rother !’

“There are only six- seats, you see, and
there are seven of us,” Arthur Augustus
remarked. ‘It seoms wathab a pwoblem,
doesn’t it?”

““Not at 2l),”’ said Lo“ ther.
sit on your hat-hox.”

" Weally, Lo "l"lah—

“Qr lie on the Hoor,” Kangaroo sug-
gested. ‘“That would really be better,
bocausa then we could use you for a foot-
rest.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You feahful— IF'm! T will stand,
deah boys, and you can have the seats,”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stiffly.

The ) Jumms roared.

“You ass! Stand all the way to Holy-
head? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Undah the cires—"
“ 8it down, fathead!”
And Tom Merry dragged the swell of

Jim’s into a corner seat.

‘‘But there are only thwee seats a-side,
deah boy.”

“Can't we squeeze up and make room

“You can

St.

for four?? demanded Tom Merry.

“Bai Jow so we can !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Arthur  Augustus being  thus
amicably accommodated, the juniors

rested their feet on the floor instead of
upon the - aristoeretic person of the
swell of St. Jim’s. The train started.

“'We're off !’ said Manners. ‘What
time do we get in to IHolyhead? Anjy-
body know (”
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# About two o’clock.”™

“Well, ﬂml'a not a bad rin,” said
Manners.  “Lucky T've bmunht my
poc:\e* chess with me. Who's going to
play?”

L wouldn't mind singin’ a tenah solo
to pass the tlme dealy bms P suid Arthur
Auagustus modestly.

Lowther shook his head.
¢ ’\Iltrnt lead to misunderstuudings on

bre said.
“ \\(dllv, Lowthah, 1 fail
"\ohend
' Suppose it was mistakeit for a train
whistle-—-"

“\ou uttah ass

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Ax\d the juniors  started  on  their
jeurney in great spirits, mizus Lhe tenor
solo,

Figging & Co. were \\’altll‘nt:{ on the
Adwnralty Pier at olylhead when Tom
Merey and lis corarades arrived.

They greeted the arriving juniors wilh
a St Jim’s rell, and they shoolt hands
wost heartily all the way round. They
were very glad to sce one another again,

Tatty Wynn was carrying a Lurre and
well-Glled bag in his plimp hand. “and it
was not necessary to ask what it cou-
tained.

The fat Fourth-Former eviduatly did
rot dntend to risk going Lungry cu the

io com-

“0Oh, realls. TMiggy—""
\Vo'le off 17 “said
Hurrah !™

The steamer was throbbing off from the

ier.

Tatts Wenn disposed of the veal pic

very quickly. and some cold sausages
followed it. Then I* atty Wynn glabeed at
the sea, and was reassured by its smootl-
ness, aud started upon a pigeon pie.
. A cold pudding followed, and by that
time Iatty was so intcrested in his oecu-
paticn that he forgot all about the scn
und its dangers.

Tom  Merry.

The contents of the bag rapidly
diminished. )

“You fellons have some?”  asked
Fatty Wvan hespitably.

“No fear!” .

“Thanks. noi™

“Wathal not !

“We lunched in the train.™ explaiined
Kangarco, and I think the water is
going to be choppy.”

C“Oh!T said Fatty Wynn.

The steamer glided en swiftly over the
shining sea

TFatty W vin cast a doubtful look round
him; bui the water was calin and shining,
and he was reazsured, and he cotmenced
operations upon a lfuge bag of tarts.

The other fello vs strolled up and down
the deck, locking out over the bright

9

“15 there amtlnng you \\ould like 77

“Yes,” said Fatty faintly. * [ thiuk I
should like to die! OLl”

“Poor old man !

“Groan !

“Buck up, Fatty 1™

Groan!

“TIt'll soon
tell you tlic
coast.”

Groan !

“Teeling very bad, old chap?”

Groan!

Tatty Wyinn was past the power of

T

Trish

Le over,
Instant

vou know.
we see the

speech. Tle lay back on the - scat, and
groaned, careless of everything. — Life
seemed a burden to Fatty Wynn at that
momeant, and the greatest boon would

Lavo been sudden death. He had wild
thoughts of jumpiung overboard, but he
iad not the sirength to rise from the seat,
and he dared not move. Ivery motion
of the ship was a fresli anguish to him.

“You shouldn'v have bolted so much,
you Ln0\\ " suid Figgins.  “ It was reck-
less.”

The fat hwior groaned.

‘It was the pigeon-pie!” he moaned.

“It might have been the sosses, but I
think it was the pigeon-pie. Ow!”
The juniors gathered round Fatty

Wynn il great sympathy. Two or three
other people wore feeling qualmy along

2
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voyage, though he was running other|sea and chatting cheerfully as they drew | the deck, Lut with the exception of Fatty
risks to which the contents of the bag | further and further away from the shore. ] Wynn the St. Jim’s feliows were all
would probably add Fatty Wynn had intended to point out | right.
Tho juniors walked on to the sleamet the Welsh mountains to his comrades; but | We're in sight of land nox, Fatty.’

in a big crowd of passengers, aud Tatty
Wynn cast a slightly anxious took at the
sea.

It was very calm, and shining in the
Liright sun.

“Tooks all right,” said Tom Merry,
with a smile; “but I shouldn’t bolt more
than onough for four, Fatty.”

Fatty Wynn gruntec.

“The fact 13, I'm hungry,” he said.
“We've been waiting for you chaps a
quartcr of an hour. I thitk, upon the
whole, that & chap can’t do better than

lay a solid foundation.. What do you
ﬂnvl v :
“PRemcwber the chops of {he
Channel,” grinned Lowther, :
£ Wr_-ll, this isn’¢ t-he Chauncl, yon

kuow.’
“Two and threc- qualtel hours before
we arrive at Kingstown,” said l'mgms
“ Detter be careful, Fatty.”

“I'll just have a snack now. A “veal

pic will last me a lnt, with some of the

cold eausages, Figgy.”
Figgins clinckled.
“(ro 1t, Uatty !

i You'll soon have room
or more,” co

it slipped liis miemory now., He was busy,
It was nearly an hour before he joined
tho chums of St. Jim’s, with a somewhat
shiny ook upon his plump face.
“ Feeling all right ?’’ asked Tem Merry.,
Fatty Wynn nodd(\\l .
“Right as rain,” ho said.
( “Oh, good! Teep it up.”

“The steamer isn’t go steady as she

was,” said Fatty Wynn. . . .
“Tt won't. be a 1(,u§h crossing,” said
Manners, “but we shall rock a bit. Shall

call to the steward to get a basin

ready ¢’
“Ow!
“Like some nice fat  bacon vow,
Tatty 7" asked Monty Lowther.
“Groo!”

Fatty Wyun made a desperate rush to
the side. . .

He retmrned, and-sat down, leooking
white and worn. Figgins brought him o
glass of water, but the Falstaff of the
New House at- % Jim's waved it feebly
aside.

“Take _1n~ a =1p, old man!” said Kerr
svmputhen( -ally.

S Fatty Wynn gl-oaned.

’

said Figgins encouragingly. “'urn vour
head, old son, and sce Dublin Bay as we
go o

Groan!

“Most beautiful bay in the world,
know, Tfatty,” urged Blake.

Groan! Iatty Wynn did not care fer
beautiful bays at that moment.

“Soon be on land now, Fatty.”

Croan!

“Here we are!” exclaimed Figgins at
last. *“It w on’t be a few minutes now,
Fatty. We're closing up to the pier.

When the steamer. stopped at I\mgq
town Pier at last. Figging and Kerr touk
an arne each of Watty Wyun, and led him
asliore.

Fatty W ynn did not speak a word untit
the juniors were seated in the Dublin
train.  ITe szat.silent during the run
from Kingstown to the city, but as the
train ran to W e=tlzmd Row Station he
raised his head.

‘i I'eel better, Tatty? 9

* Belter ?” <ﬂ1d Tratty.
I feel hungey.”

“Ia, ha, ha'

Thi [’h\\! POPULAB —No. 253,

y()ll

asked I'iggins.
“I'm all right.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Arthur Augustus Speaks Irish.

EILLY of the Fourth was waiting
R for the party at Westland Row
Station. Dublin was blazing in
the summer sunshine as the
juniors alighted from the ftrain, and
Reilly rushed up to them excitedly.

“Arrah, and here you arei” he ex-
claimed. .

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy !

“You should have come to Belfast,”
sald Reilly. “But sure, ye'll have a
ripping time here. Of course, in Bel-
fast—-" )

Fatty Wynn tapped him on the arm,

“T’m hungry,” he said.

Reilly grinned. .

*Sure, you needn’t tell me that!” he
said. “I know that, Faith, and did
anybody iver see ye when ye weren't
hungry ?”

“I’ve had a rotten timc coming over,”
zaid Fatty Wynn, “I'm huugry now.
<uppose there are places in Dublin where
& chap can feed when he’s in danger of
dying of starvation?”

“8ure, and that’s so;
fast—"

We: ain't in DBelfast now,” roared
Fatty Wynn; *‘ we're in Dublin, Where
can I get something to eat?”

“We had bettah get to Conway’s
hotel,” said Arthur Augustus. “My
umjail will be expectin’ us.”

“Is it far?” asked Fatty Wynn.

“I weally do not know. Do you know
where the Mewwion Hotel is, Weilly 27

“Sure I do. We'd better take a car.”

The juniors walked out into Westland
Row in the bright August sunshine.

Monty  Lowther presscd  Arvihur
Augustus’ arm, and pointed to a gentle-
man in dedidedly ragged garments who
was standing upon the kerb, apparently
devoting the whole of his attention to
the important business of chewing a
straw.

* Ask him to recommend you to a good
restaurant, Guesy,” whispered Lowther.

“Vewy well. He-doesn’t look as if he
goes to good westauwants, though,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, vather dubi-
ously,

“Oh, you mustn’t judge by appear-
ances in this country,” said Lowther
airily, ‘“That chap is very likely a peer.
You know they ]}:a\-e a great love for
jokes and japes in, Ireland, and he may

e a member of the peerage dressed like
that for a lark. They do that kind of
thing in Lever’s novels, you knaw.”

“Bai Jove!”

*Speak to him in Irish, old man.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Arthur Augustus walked up to the
dilapidated gentleman on the kerb, and
raised his silk hat gracefully,

“Pway, excuse me——" he began.

The man stared.

“Spalpeen gossoon!" said Arthur
Augustus agreeably.

The stranger’s look became fixed.

‘' Spalpeen gossoon 1”’ repeated D’ Arey,
wondering what wae the cause of the
frightful expression that was overspread-
ing " the stranger’s face. “Cruiskeen
lawn !”

“Phwat did yez say?” roared the
stranger.

Arthur Avgustus staggered back.

“Dai Jove! He speaks English!” he
ejaculated.

*“ English, is it?"” roared the stranger.
“Is it mad ye are, then? Sure, if ve're
looking for a black oie, it’s Mike Milli-
gan that can oblige ye ! .

“My deah man—"?"

Biff ! :

The stranger hit out, and Arthur
Augustus eat down on the pavement in
grcat surprise, -
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but in Bel-

“Ow! Bai Jovel”

Crunch !

D’Arcy’s silk hat had fallen off ae he
sat down thus abruptly, and the stranger
brought down a heavy boot upon it.

The hat crunched up.

“Bai Jove! Ow! Wescue! The
man’s mad! Yawooh! Ielp!”

Tom Merry & Co., shrieking with
laughter, rushed up. The stranger glared
at them, and swung away, and went on
chewing his straw at another corner.

“What on earth did you say to him
to make him biff you?” asked Blake.

[ 0‘v !’J

“Did you speak to lim in Irish?”
asked Monty l.owther.

“Gwoo! Yaas!”

“What did you say?”

“Only what you told me, deah boy—
spalpeen gossoon——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You uttah ass—"

Reilly ehrieked, in great danger of a
violent attack of hysterics. Arthur
Augustus picked up his ruined topper, and
sadly tried to push out the crushed sides,
and make it bear some gemblance to a
hat again.

“It’s uttahly wuined ! he groaned.

“Never mind ! \We'll go through Graf-
ton Street, and you can get another,”
said Tom Merry consolingly.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had pushed
back his cuffs i1 a businesslike manner.

“T am goin’ to give that awful wottah
a feahful thwashin’ | he exclaimed.

**Hold on——"

“Stop him!"”

* Order

“1 wefuse to ordah—I mean—J am
goin’ to thwash that feahful boundah!
He has stwuck nmie on the nose—7"

‘“ You should have specified which part
you wanted to be struck on, if the nosc
doesn’t suit you!” remarked Lowther,
“How was he to know ! Be reasonable !

“*Weally, Lowthah——"

“The man’s all right!”’ gasped Reilly.

“It’s one of the customs of the country,
that's all. It’s quite a common custom
m Dublin !?

“Dai Jove! Is it poss?*’

‘‘Quite possible—frequently happens
after you greet a man as you greeted that
chap,” eaid Reilly faintly. ‘“You see,
you have to be awfully careful in pro.
nouncing our language; it's very im-

tant.”’
portan

“Vewy well. In that case—-"

‘ Better let him off,” eaid Tom Merry.
‘“And, as he’s twice ae big as you are,
it's barely possible that thrashing him
wouldn’'t work out quite satisfactorily.
Let’s get on this tram and get dowyn to
the hotel before Fatty Wynn beging eat-
ing one of ue.”

“I'm hungry—"

“Vewy W(Sl. I am vewy much obliged
to you for your instwuctions, Loowthah;
but I shall not twy to talk any more
Iwish on this visit!”
ha, ha!”

“No; I shouldn't!™ said Reilly.
“Come on!”

And Arthur Augustus, carrying his
battered hat in his hand, allowed him-
self to be led away, and shortly after-
warde the juniors were discussing a solid
mea! with Lord Conway, Arthur Augus.
tus' elder brother, in the vestaurant of
the Merrion Hotel. And Iatty Wynn
was lLappy.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Dublin.
L HIS is something like !”

I Fatty Wynn made that re.
mark a¥ he eat at the table
in the restaurant and looked

over the well-spread board.
His unhappy experiences on the Irish
Sea were forgotten by thie time, In fact,
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the fat Fourth-Trermer of St. Jim's had
an aching void to fill.

Lord Conway emiled.

“Something  like!” repeated Fatiy
Wynn., “Jolly pood idea of yours,
coming to Dublin, Gussy !’

“You should have come to Belfast!"
murmured Reilly.

“Did you have a good crossing?”
asked Lord Conway.

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘“All except Fatty,” said Tom Merry.
‘‘He suffered a bit. He Jaid in too many
preparations for the voyage.”

‘“ Any accidents on board 7’ asked the
viscount, looking very hard at his
brother’s nose, which was red and a little
swollen, :

‘“Not on board,” grinned Blake.
“Gussy had some trouble with a chap in
Westland Row, that’s all. Gussy gocs
ahout looking for trouble, you know !”

“Weally, Blake—"

‘““He called 2 man names,” explained
Manners,

* Weally, Mannahs——"

‘““And the man punched hia
grinned Digby.

“Pway, don’t listen to these widicul-
ous wemarks, Conway!” said Arthur
Augustus, with a severe glance at his
humorous chums. “It’s all wot, of
coursc! T waa simply speakin’ in Iwish
to the chap, and he misunderstood me !

His clder brother stared at him. -

“Speaking in what?” he cjaculated.

“Iwish.”

“Do you mean to say that you know
any Erse’” exclaimed Lord Conway.
“And were you ass cnough to talk to
people in Erse ?”

“Weally, Conway, deah boy, I cobject
to bein’ called an ass! As I am in Iwe-
land, I natuwally talk to the people in
Iwish! When I was in Pawis I talked
in Fwench!” :

" And there were some misunderstand-
ings there, too!” grinned Figgins,

“Weally, Figgins—"

“But what on carth did you say to
the man?"’ exclaimed Lord Conway, in

nose !

astonishment.  *‘What Irish did you
use?”
“I szid * Good-afternoon, my deah

fellow.” or something to that effect, in
Iwish.”
“But what words did you use?”
“Two Iwish words that Lowthah
taught me.”

“Oh!? said Lord Conway, with a
glance at Monty Lowther, who was’
sedately eating his dinner. He knew the

humorist of the St. Jim’s Shell,
what were the words?”

¢ Spalpeen gossoon !”

“” El] 1.7 1

‘“‘Spalpeen gossoon!” said D’Arcy. “T
hadn’t time to say any more. But Low-
thah taught me some more words as

well.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

‘“ Weally, Conway——"

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Lord Conwary,
laughing till the tears’ ran down his
cheeks. ““You young ase! Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy jammed his
eveglass into his eye, and looked at his
elder brother very severely.

“T fail to undahstand the cause of this
wibald laughtah!”" he said.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

‘“Weally, Conway, I twust——""

“You. young ass!” gasped Conwar.
“If that's the way you telk in Irish
you’d better depend on English in the
{uture, especially as'it’s the %anguage of
the country I”’

“Bai Jove! Isit? Lowtbah said—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus looked at Monty
Lowther. The Shell fellow was devoting
his attention to the - asparagus, and
sccmed to liave no attention left for any-

“And
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thing elee, D’Arey tried in vain to catch
his eye.

“ Lowthah [’ he exclaimed.

“Hallo?” said Monty Lowther..

“Were vou pullin’ my leg when you
were teachin’ me Iwish, you wottah 777

.t Eh :! 1

“T demand whethah you were wottin’
when you were teachin’ me Iwish ¢’ said
Arthur Augustus, rising {rom his seat,
wrathfully.

Lowther nedded.

*“Do you mean to say yaas?” demanded
D’ Arcy.
*Certainly not!”

“Then what do you mean to say ?”’

“Yes,” said Lowther; ‘‘not yaas.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!? .

Arthur Augustus reddencd with wrath.

“I am sowwy to have to disturb the
harmony of this meetin’,” he said, ‘‘but I
shall have no wesource but to thwash
Lowthah. He has taken me in.”

“If you make a row, we'll get the
waiter to take you out,” said Manners.
“T'm going to thwash Lowthah——"

“8it down, Gussy,” said Jack Blake,
dragging Arthur Augustus down into his
seat. -

“Pway welease me, Blake—

“Do you always thrash your guests,
Gussy ?” asked Kangaroo. ‘I will make
a note of that, if that is another custom
of this country.”

“Lowthah is not my guest now.
Conway’s guest——’

“It’s all in the family,” urged Blake.
‘‘Besides, think of his uncle.”

**His uncle ?”’

’

Ie is

“Yes,” said Blake solemnly. “ Tl
uncle.”
“You uttah ass! What has ki

ot to do with it ¥’ exclaimed 1)°A

“Why, if you start on Lowther, you

mayn't leave a whole bone in him, or
even a speck of grease Lo mark the spot !
You know what a fearful fellow you are
when you get going. Are you prepared
to bring down Lowther’s uncle’s whiskers
in sorrow to the grave "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T wegard
Blake——"’

“You can regard me as your twin
brother it you like,” said Bluke affably,
‘ only sit down, and be quiet.”

““Order ! said Lord Conway, laughing.
“Arthur, please be quiet.  We don’t
want the hotel manager to come and
complain of disorderly conduct at this
table.”

“Bai Jove !”

That awful thought made the swell of
St. Jim’s sit down immediately.

And the fearful thrashing was not be-
stowed upon the humorist of the Shell.

you as o silly ass,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble on the Tram.

0o ORSE SHOW to-day ! said Tom
Merry cheerfully, the next
morning, as the juniors sat
down to breakfast,

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

‘“ Pass the kidneys,” said Faity Wynn.
*Pve been waiting nearly a minute for
vou, Blake. I say, I'm hungry. I
think this must be a very healthy place,
I know I've got a jolly good appetite
hege 1

“Every place you live in must be a
jolly healthy place, then,” said Kerr.
*You aren’t exactly off your feed at St.
Jim’s!?

“And the grub’s good,” said Fatty
Wynn, unheeding. ‘“Upon the whole, T
like Dublin, I shall always remember
the grub at this hotel as long as I live!”

“Faith, but you should have seen
Belfast:” said Reilly.
‘Kiduey and bacon beiter than this at

uncle | g

Belfast?” asked Fatty Wynn, with great
interest.

“Faith, everything’s top notch!?
the eggs and butter——"

**We might go round through Belfast
to get home,’ said Fatty Wynn' thought-
fully.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“How are we going to get to the
horse show, Weilly?’ asked Arthur
Augustus, changing the subject.

“Tram,” said Reilly.

“T suppose we could have taxicabs,
couldn’t we?” asked D’Arcy. “They
are wealiy more comfortable than twams,
you know |”

“Who's the leader of
asked Reilly.

“(Oh, weally, Weilly

“Splendid tramway service here,” said
Reilly. *“Not up to Belfast, of course,
but ripping! We shall get to Balls

And

T

the party?

1

3

DBridge in next to no time!”

“What are we goin’ ta Balls Bwidge
for. Weilly?”?

“Horse show, ass!”

“0Oh, I sec!

Is it held there?”

‘" 1t is al) right, Qussy. Fatty acceptes your apology. You accept ours.
Kerr apologisee to me and ) apologise to Kerr !

gazed suspiciously at Flggins & Co.

that were almoet owl-like In their gravity, and he was satisflied.

well, deah boys, It Is all wight,”

““Yes, fathead! In the grounds of the

Royal Dublin Society,” said Reilly.

“And, sure, it's a splendid show

entirel'y!” : . .
*Yaas, wathah! There are jumpin’

sompetitions, t0o,” said Arthur Augustus
thoughtfully.  “X wathah think I should
like to take part in that!”

“QOnly horses do the jumping,” said
Lowther.

“T mean on a horse, you silly chump!”’
said D’Arcy. ‘1 supposc you wemembah
the time I won a steeplechase? 1 have
told Conway I will jump his horses for
him if he hkes, but he did not seem to
be impwessed.”

“The paradg  the horses there,
hundreds of them,” said Reilly, “Dve
seen it before, you know. Sure, it’s a
splendid show! And we've got to go up
the Nelson Pilar!”

“Bai Jove! What’s that1’

FPidayo
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“The pillow Nelson used the night
before the Baltle of Trafalgar,” said
Monty Lowther solemnly.

“Bai Jove! IHave they sveally got
that here?”’

“You'll see it to-morrow.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

After breakfast the chums
started.

The morning was very fine and sunny,
and the juniors elambered to the top of
a tram. Eleven juniors covered a good
deal of space there. 'The tram clanged
off on its way to Balls Bridge.

Arthur Augustus D’Arecy had taken a
front scat by himself. The other fellows
were in the rear seats. In the seat
behind D’Arcy was a stout, farmer-look-
ing man, with a stubbly beard and a
weather-beaten face, probably bound to
the horse show himself.

Monty Lowther occupicd the third seat
behind, with Manners., Monty Lowther
had a light cane under bis arm, and as
the tram startéd he gently reached for-
ward with it, past the intervening

of St. Jim’s

AanrAANANANNANAAN R

|

farmer, and softly tilted D’Avcy’s hat up
from behind with the end of his stick,

The next instant he whipped the cane
back, and became inténsely intercsted in
the roadside.

Arthur Augustus caught his hat as it
tilted over his nose, and set it on his head
again, and turned a wrathful glare round.
The stout farmer just behind bim was
reading a paper, and he had not seen
Lowther’s action in the Jeast. He was
chuckling over some joke he was reading
in the paper, when lic became aware of
I’ Arcy’s fixed glare.

D’Arcy gave him a terrific look, fully
convinced that the stous gentleman had
tilted up his hat, and then settled down
again with a sniff.

The Irish farmer had 2 look of wonder
upon his good-natured, ruddy face.

Why a perfect stranger should twrn
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Arthur Augustu: D'Arcy
But he encountered three faces
i vewy

he sald. ‘1t ls all sewena !’
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round and glare at him in that ferocious
manner was a mystery to him; but sec-
ing that D’Arcy was Englisl, perhaps
lie attributed it to some peeuliar English
custorn.

The tram clanged on; and about ten
minutes later, when D’Arcy was sturing
steadily alicad, and the farmer was buried
in his paper again, - Monty Lowther
gently insinuated his cane forward, and
knocked up the brim of D’Arcy’s topper
from behind.

“Bai Jove!”

This time the topper fell off, and
D’Arcy ceught it just in time. He
jammed it [wrcoly upon his heud, and

swung round ju lis seat.

He glared at the farmer, and then at
Aanners and Lowther in the seat farther
behind.

The two Shell fellows were staring
bavd at a passing jaunting-car. Apparently
that jaunting-car filled up ‘their whole
thonghits.

“Rie!” said D' Arcy.

The farmer looked up from his paper.

“Is it spakin’ to me yez .arc?”’ he
anmrr\d

aas

[ Oll lY’

“T am surpused at you, sir!" said
‘Avthur Augustus, in a most statelv way,

The astounded farmer looked at him
blankly.

R surprised at me yo arc?
dslxod
“Yaas, wathal!”
“What do you mean""
“You knccked my hat!”
“Your—your hat!”

“Yaas!”

“Shure, I didn’t, my poor voung
wentleman,” said the farmer. “ Faith.
and it's mistaken ye are! I was rreadin’
nie paper.

“Betier  humour him,” mmurnnuwed
Monty Lowtiier under his breath.

“You tilied my hat ovah my ncec
exclaimed ’\ thur Augustus D Arcy.

And the farmer, who had heard that
it was judicious to humour lunatm took
\Ioutv Lowther's advice.

“Yis. sorr,” he exclaimed. “ But,
share, I won't do it again!”

“You Imd bcttol not, you asz!”

¢ No. sorr.

“1 wefuse to ha\e such absurd twicks
pl)ved upon me,
“Yis, sorr!”

“T wegard vou as a fwivolous ass !

“Yis. yis!”

“If it were not for my weshect for
vour yeahs. sir. I should give you a feuh-
ful thwashin™ 17

“Yis, yis!”

‘”l hen pway do not do it again.

“No, no!”

And Arthur Augustus turned his back

upon tlie alurmed farmer and sat down.

” -

© he

-y

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Mistake!
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D ARCY
A sat with a very pink face, staring
divectly before him. 'The other
passengers on top of the tram
were gl‘ilming, and the juniors of St.
Jim’s grinned.

The farmer was the only person who
was not grinning. He was in a-most un-
comfortable frame of mind. e would
not have hurt a poor insane lad for any-
thing, but Lie was in momentary fear that
r Ancv might break out and Le violent.”

He lookad round for another scat to
change into, but there was a big crowd
going to the Horse Show at Balla Br idge,
and there was not a single seat, excepting
the one beside D’Arcy. And that would
have been a change for the woise.

The tram eclanged on, and Monty
Lowther restrained his peCLlllﬂI‘ sense of
humour for ..gome time. . Theyx -had
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pas:ed the Cirvcular Road by the time
the farmer had become interested in his
aper again, and it was safe for ihe
umorist of the Shell to push his cane
forward once more.

Arthur Augustus gave almost a yell as’

le felt his silk hat jerked forward over
his eves. He caught it. and jammed it
on his head, and tore round. Lowthet
had only just time to put his cane.out

-of sight. and to become interested in a

distant view of the Grand Canal.

The farmer was deep in his paper, and
did not see D'Arcy turn round. But
this seemed to the exasperated swell of
St. Jim’s merely a dodge to irritate him.
He reached over the back of his seat, and
dashed the newspaper down.

“Ochone!” ejaculated the startled
farmer, suddenly seeing D'Arcy’s excited
face glaring at him. “Oh! I—ah!"

“You wuffian!”

“Phwat 1™

“You f\Vlghtful ass!

“Oh, sorr!”

“I wegard
lunatic !

The farmer knew that it was a peculiar
fancy  of lunatics to fancy that others
were mad instcad of themselves. He
needed no further convincing that the
clegant young gentleman was not right
in his head.

“Y'm sorry. sorr!™ he wtammeled

“Will you let my toppah alono 7

“(lertainly, sorr—certainly !

“How dare you touch it'!”

“Yes, sorr; no, sorr.”

m

vou as a dangewous

“J wegard you as a fealiful ass' A
man of your yeahs ought 6o know
1 bettah. FHow - dare you play such
twicks ?”

“Holy smole!”™ murmured the farmer.
‘“Shure, T wish the journey was over!
Oh, sorr, I m sorry! I won't touch it
again, sorr.

“T wefuse to sit in fwont of you!™ ex-
claimed 1) Arcy. “If you cannor
wefwain fwom playin’ insane twicks on
me, I insist upon chaugm seats.”

“Oh, sorr! Yis, sorr!”

Artliir Augustuq came out of his seat,
and made room: for the farmer to pass

him.  The stout gentleman rose will-
ingly, He moved forward to take the
front seat, but he Lkept his face to

D'Arcy all the time, as if afreid that the
swell of St Jim's might spring upon
him,

He backed into the seat hke a horse
into the shafts of a cart, and sat down
with a gasp. Arthur Augustus took the
seat behind, breathing wrath.

The tram arrived at Balls Bridge. and
the juniors descended. So did neartly all
the other passengers, including the far-
mer. The stout gentleman hopped out
and hwrried into the grounds, keeping
the corner of his eye on Arthur
Augustus. The 8t. Jim’s juniors
followed him in.

““That man’s conduct - was uttahly we-
markable and outwageoui said Arthur
Augustus.  “I fail to. compwehend it.
How a man of his ar.,re—'

“What did he do?" grinned Blake.

“Did you not see him continually tiltin’
my, hat ov ali my eyes fwom behind?”

“Dld you, Lowthah" ’

“(/El‘tdll‘d) not !’

“My dear chap, you were sxttm just
behind him——"

“Yes, 1 should have seen 1t if he did
it,” szud Monty Lowther “cheerfully.
“’But he didn't.”

““You uttah ass

“ Thanks!” f

“You must be off your silly wocekah,
Lowthah! Do yout mean.to say that my
toppah was not tilted .ovah my eyes?
exclaimed the swell of St..Jim’s.

“Oh, no! ‘But it.wasn't the farmer.

“
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You owe lum an apology for being so
rude to him.”

“Wasn't that the man?” ejact nlated
D’Arcy.

(13 NO!"

“Then who was it?”

“I did it, daddy! I did it with my
little hatchet—I mean with my cane,’
said the Shell fellow cheerfully.

he juniovs roared. The expression
upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s face wis
irresistible. He glared at Monty
Lowther speechlessly., Lowther lifted
his cane, and tilted the elegant junior's
topper off once more, as if %o show how
it waa done.

“On!”
—you!"”"

Monty Lowther nodded.

“thtlc me!” he agreed.

“You feahful wottah! You have
caused me to be guilty of gwoss wude-
ness to & stwangah!” exclaimed I Arcy.

gasped D’Arey. “It was you-

“But I believe you are wottin’. XY
admitted doin’ it.’
“That was only to humour you.™
“Wats! Why should he want to

lmmah me?”

*Because he thought you were potts.”
“Fh? How could he think that?”
“Well, you sce, 1 thought I ought ta

give him some .explanation of vour extra-
ordinary conduct.” explained Lowthoer:
Arthar Augustus jumped.
“ lou—h)u told him——""

“ Exactly I
Y Bai Jove! I will thwash you—"
Monty Lowther dodged Lehind “the

shricking juniors.

“You'd better go and apologise to the
gentleman, I think,” he said. “Ho
must have a very bad impression of
Fnrx‘lah manners.”

“Bai Jove. yaas!
aftahwards.™

Arthur Augustus looked round
anxiously for the farmer. The siout
gentleman was still in sight in the crowd.
and D’Arcy hurried after him. FHe
realised that Monty Lowther's little jape
had made him mosi inexcusably rude 1o
a stranger, and e was anxious to explain
matters and to apologise.

“ Pway stcp, my deah sir!” he panted.
as he hurried afier the stout genutlemarn.
“T want to speak to you. I—"

The farmer looked round, and saw
D’Avey dashing after Lim.

His ruddy face went quite pale.

There was not the slightest doubt in
his mind that the lunatic had broken out
at last, and was about to be violent.

He gazed at D'Arcy for one moment,
and- then Dbroke into a run.  Arthne
Augustus, surprised at that peculiar’
action. put on a burst of speed.

' Pway stop!” he exclaimed. ¢ Mz
deah sir, pway slop

But the alarmed farmer did not stop.

He dashed away at full speed, panting
for breath, with the swell of St. Jim's
panting on his track.

Tom Merry & Co. put their hands to
their sides and roared.

Arthur Augustus was tearing on the
track of the fleeing farmer, and would
have caught hin had not two or three
people got in the way. : Arthur Augustus
ran.into a couple of sightseers. and sat
down suddenly. and when he recovered
himself the farmer had dlsdppeured

T will thwash you

The swell of St. Jim's sought
him  fdr and wide, but he was
gone. Doubtless the much-injured
gentleman was congratulating himsel{
upon a fortunate escape from a danger-
ous lunatic, and Arthur Augustus
returned . fo  his  comrades,

and
found them in hysterics. Lord (/omm\ ;
joined the party just in time to eav
Monty Lowther from assault and battery
from which he could not possibly hava
defended himself in his convulsed state.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Arthur Augustus Distinguishes Himsell.
T was some time before Arthur
l Augustus recovered his equanimity.
But the Horse Show had the
effect of placating him at last. Love
of horseflesh was one of D’Arey’s strong
points, and in the interest of the great
ahow he was willing to forget and forgive

all offences.

The juniors walked round under charge

of Lord Conway, and locked at the in.
numerable horses of various breeds
assembled  there  with  unflagging
interest.

Lord Conway’s own animals came in
for a_special share of attention, and at
the Hoxse Show, if not in the streets ol
Dublin, Arthnr Augustus was really
equal to the task of guide.

What D’Arcy Jdid not know about
horses was not worth knowing, and he
could tell the points of any animal at a

glance.

“Bai Jove!” eaid the swecll of Si.
Jim’s enthusiastically. ““I wegard this as
a wippin’ place, you know. We'll have
anothah day heah, dear boys,”

“Yes, rather I’ said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, I'm weally glad I bwought you
youngstaha to Dublin,” remarked the
swell of St. Jim's thonghtfully.

“Yon ehould have scen Belfast,” said
Reilly.

“By Jove! What's that?”

Thero was a sudden uproar and a rush
of the ecrowd. A parade of horses was
taking place, and the crowd was very
thick, and there was pushing and yelling

a8 the rush atarted.

“Arrah! Look out!”

“Run!”

“Look out!”

Lord Conway knitted *his brows.

“It’s a looge horse!” he exclaimed.
“The brute s savaging—look at him!
Here, get out of the way, you kids—
among the treecs, here!”

“Bai Jove!”

The crowd was scurrying back in hot
haste.

It was a splendid animal that had
broken loose—a handsome stallion, a poer-
fect picture of strength and beauty.

Thoe groom lay on the ground, where
he had been knocked by the excited
animal, and ihe horse was dashing along
ot top epeed, with a erowd in pursuit.

Thoe noise added to the excitement of
the runaway, and it dashed right at the
crowd, who broke and ran and yelled in
alarm.
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With its head tossed up and mane
flying, the runaway dashed on directly
towards the spot where tho St. Jim's
Juniors were standing.

Tom Merry & Co. dashed for the treecs.
"A crash from the flying hoofs of the run-
away would probably have been fatal

But Arthur Augustus did not move.

Te set his silk topper back on his head,
Jjammed his eyeglass firmly into hie eye,
and watched the runaway with perfeet
coolness.

““ Gussy !”” roared Blake, from the treces.
*Gussy, you ass! Run!”

“Wats!”

“ Gueey ”

“Run, you ass!”

“Wats! I’m going to stop him

“My hat! He'll be killed ! execlaimed
Tom Merry.

“ Guesy——

* Arthur——"

Lord Conway and the juniors ran back
towards the swell of St. Jim’s.

But they were not needed. )

The runaway swerved as it came charg-
ing down upon the clegant junior, and
the swell of St. Jim’s made a spring.

In a second he was upon the back of
the runaway stallion, though how he had
cot there seemed a iniracle to the
onlookers.

There was no saddle upon the horse,
not even a cloth, but Arthur Augustus
could ride any animal barebacked.

With his knees gripping the flanks of
the horse he sat tight, while the sur-
prised and excited stallion pranced and
carecred f{uriously.

The juniors halted.

“ Great Scott!’ gasped Tom Merry.
“Tha reckless aes!” .

“Good old Guesy!”

“Jt's all right,” said Blake. “ Gussy
can ride anything, It's one of the things
he can do. Mind he doesn’t ride you
down, that’s all.”

The runaway was carcering wildly, but
as if he knew lhe had a master upon his
back, his fury spent itself, and as D’ Avrey
remained firmly seated, the fury of the
animal calmed down.

There was a roar of chrering from the
crowd. ready, like an Ivish crowd at any
time. to appreciate good horsemanehip.

‘“PBravo !

*Hurrah 1’ .

Arthur Augustus, with 2 lacid smile
on his face, rodo the horse back to the
panting groom. .

“Hore you are, deah hoy!” he said
cheerfully.
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“Tare an’ ‘ounds!” gasped the
astonisihed groom. “How did ye do it,
sorr?”

Arthur Augustus slipped {rom he horse
as the groom took the bridie.

“It’s all wight,” he eaid. **Bai Jove,
lie’s 2 beauty, 2nd I'd like to wide him !
Hoe patted the horse’s glossy neck. *'It's
all wight, old boy!”

And the recaptured runaway was led
away.

Thump!

Arthur Augustus stageered as Tom
Merry’s appreciative thump landed upon
his back.

“Ow! You ass! Yow:”

“Good old Gussy!™

“Yawooh!”?

‘“Bravo!”

“You uttah ass—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Sure, and its a broth av a boy ve
are!™ ehouted Reilly, hueging the swell
of St. Jim's. ‘‘Faith, and I've niver ceen
anything like it! Bravo!»

“Pway don’t thump me, vou s&illy
asses!”  gasped D’Arcy. “You can
admire me as much as you like, but pway
leave me a little bweath!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It was ripping of you, Arthur,” said
Lord Conway quietly; “but he might
have savaged you. I thought for a
moment bis teeth were in your leg.”

“Ob, that wase all right; he didn't
touch me!”

“You might have been killed if you'd
glipped when you mounted him.”

“Bai Jove. I nevah thought of that!”

“Ha. ha, ha!®

“Let’s go and have some lunch,” eaid
Fatty Wynn. * Excitement makes me
hungry.”

“Ha, ha, lLat”

Arthur Augustus was the hero of the
hour after that. He bore his blushing
honours thick upon him with becoming
modesty.

The next two days the St. Jim’s juniors
spent in sceing the sights of the city, and
then came the time {or them to return
to England.

1t was with feclings of regret that they
bid good-bye to Erin’s Isle, but, never
thclees, one and all agreed that they had
had a vipping time, and that they would
neter, never have cause to regret having
epent a holiday in Ireland.

THE END.

o
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter's Qreat Wheeze.

OB_(HERRY came ocut of Study

B No. 13 in the Remove passage at

Greyfriars, and walked along the

the  passage whistling chee rily.

Bob Cherry's whistle was Toud enough, if

not particularly sweet; and voices were

heard from sorao of thc studies as he

passed, requesting him in far from polite
terms, to " cluck it!”

Whercat  Bob  Cherry  whistled
crescenda, till he arrived at the door of
Study No. 1, where he ceased whistling,
and kicked at the lower pancls.

“TIlallo, hallo. hallo!” he exclaimed, o
he tried H;e dom‘, and found that it would
not open. ' What’s the matter heve:™

There was no reply.

Bob Cherry, somewhat puzzled, pushed
harder on the door. It yielded an inch
or two, showing that it was not locked,
and Bob becanie aware of a foot jamumned
against it on the inside.

S Hallo. hallo! Why don't
the door?” he shouted.

“Oh, renlly, Cherry,” saida voice ‘from
within, “you can't come in, you know.”

“Why not ?”

“You see, you don’t belong to this
study now-—--

Syvell, T suppose T can give you a look
inif I want to?” exclaimed Bob, bestow-
ing a sounding kick upon the d001, which
made it groan again. *‘Open the door,
you fat voung oyster, do you hear?”

But Billy Bunter did not remove his
Toot from the (! door.

“1 say, Sen f.wow, you can't come in,’
he e.ald * Yon sce——"

“I don’t sce. s W harton there 77"

.‘l 1\(’

¢ Nugent, or Tnky?”

[ NO.”

you open

“Then what are you doing that I

mustn’t see?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Wlmt 'itl‘.t\ game are you up to,
Bunty 7

“Oh. really. Cherry——"

“Open the door!™

“You can't come in, you sece.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard through his
nose.

It was enly a few days since he bad left
Study No. 1, and had been transferred
to No. 13. at the other end of the
Remove passage.

A certuin amount of rivalry had some-
Low arisen betweea the two studies, but
still, that wus no reason why Bob Cherry
shouldn't pay a visit to his old quarters
if he wanted to.

So Bob thought. e kicked at the door
again, and again. but still the stubby boot
within remained jammed against the
door, and it did not open. It yielded
another inch cr two, but that was all.

There was a patter of fect in the pas-
sage, and Wun  Lung, the Chinese
junior, came scuttling alonrr He was
Bob Cherry’s study- mate in \o 13, with
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Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire.

He stoppod us lhe saw low Bob was
engage d.
“No open 27 he asked.
“No,” said Bob wrathfully. — “That

young I)Ol[)(‘nh(‘ Bunter, has got his hoof
againet the door. There's qomethmz .up,
I suppose. but. of course, 1'm going in.”

“AY hnt you tinkec?” grinned Wun
Tung. *“Mc open door. What you
tinkee ?

He sronperl down close to the slit be-
tween the door and the jamb, taking a
pin from his slecve. Theve was barely
room to inscrt Lis wrist i the opening,
but he contrived to do it. Bob Cherry
grinned asz he watched him. e thought
that Billy Bunter would soon ba shifted
now.

Wun Lang zroped within with his sliin
fingers, and there was a sudden roar in
the studx.

COw !

Bolb Cherry chueklied, and pushed at
the door.  There was no longer any resist-
ance. The door Aew open, and Bob
strode in. Billy Bunter, with his spec-
tacles nearly falling off his fat little nose,
was executing a kind of dance on one
leg, and (laepmﬂ the ankle of the other
with both hands.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Anything the
matter. Bunty 7" asked Bob Cherry inno-
cently, as he watched the anties of the fat
junior.

“Ow! Tm hurt! I'm
death!" gaspc(l Bunter.
beast! Yah! -Ow!"

“You're mal\mg a _‘011) lot of row for
a chap at death's door,” said Bob heart-
lessly. “F goodness’ sake expire
quictly, and make a decent and respect-
able end. Now, why were you trying to
keep me out, you grampus?”

He looked vound the study.

Billy Bunter, suddenly forgetting that
he was blecding to death. made o jump
towards the table, and dragged a big
sheet of Dblotting-paper over some manu-
script shects that lay there.

“It—it was only a j-i-joke, Cherry,”
he stammered. T didn’ t really want to
keep you out, you know.’

“Make an cffort and tell the truth for
once, old chap,” said Bob “You'll ind
it easier than you think.”

“Oh, rcally, Cherrs—

“What wora you — Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Buuter was extremely  short-
sighted. and although he had covered the
sheets with the blotting-paper, as he
thought, he had left tlxc end of one of
them exposed to full view.

And on that sheet, in big sprawling
leiters, Bob Cherry read the words :

“BUNTER'S WEEKLY."”
“A MAGAZINE FOR TIHE AMUSE-
MEXNT, INSTRUCTION, AND
GENERAL IMPRDVEMENT OF
ALL IF'ORMS AT GREYFRIARS
SCHCOL.”

Dbleeding to
“Ow! You

”

[

paper they’ve got there,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if 1 can see anything to cackle
at,” grunted Bunter peevishly.

Bob Cherry roared with laughter, and
Wun Lung doubled up in a paroxysm of
silent merriment. It scemed comical to
them that Billy Buntei's sccret was
staring them in the fuce, so to speak.
under Bunter's own eyes, without the {at
junior being in the least aware of it.

“What are you cackling at, you

siily
as-«es 2

Ta, ha, ha!
“ Oh really, C hn‘l'r,v —
Buntel s Weckly ! roared Bob

What has madec
Under feeding, [

Chcny “Ha, ha, ha!
you weakly, old chap
suppose ?"’

Billy Bunter blinked down at the ex-
posed sheet, and utiered an exclamation
of dismay.

“Oh really, you fellows—-"'

“ A magazine lor the general improve-
ment of Greyfriars,” [.,11\[)0(1 Bob Cherry.
< I can'see Gresfriars being improved by

Billy Bunter. Oh. my hat!’
“Look liere, Cherry, ot beast—"
“Ha, ha, ha!™

“You're not goinr to scoff that idea,
anyway. [t's my idea—anyway, its mine
in a way. You suo." went on Buuter,
more confidentially, *“when I was at St
Jim’s, they showed mc a copy of a school
called * Tom
Merry's Weekly,” and it rushed into my
mind at onee to start a school paper lmu
Don't you think 1t's a rlpplrlﬂ‘ idea 7’

¢ Absolutely :corchmg'

“T'm thinking of running it on business
lines,” explained Bunter. “All contri-
butions to the paper to be paid for at
advertisement rates, and {he name of the
author appears on the stuff. Every copy
to be sold at a penny, and proceeds to go
to the editor for expenscs.”

“Are you going to ask
editor ¢

“0h, really, Cherry —-

“3Who, then—Whartou 7"

“Certainly not,”

“Inky?”

“You know jolly well that T shall edit
the paper myself, Bob Cherry. It re-
quires a fellow of more than ordmar\
ability for a thing of that sort. As you're
not in our study now; you won't have a
hand in it. But I'll telt you what,” said
Bunter, in a burst of generosity, *if you
like to advance the cash required for
initial expenses, you shall have a hand in
it. and shall be made an honorary sub-
editor.* I could start the Arst number on
five pounds.”

“Make it five bundred,” sugg
Bob Cherry sarcastically.

“QOh, vreally, Cherry! On mcond
thoughts T could make five shillings de,”
Sald Bunter.

“0n thud thoughts,
it fivepence.”

¢“0Oh, really, Cherry! Say sixpeuce—
for a contribution of sixpence rou can

me to be

te(l

vou might milkc
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have your name on the paper as honorary
suh-editor.”

#*Thanks. I think I'll keep+the six-
pence. But this wheeze of a school paper
1sn’t a bad one,” said Bob Cherry
thoughtfully. ““The idea crossed my mind
when Tom Merry was over here, and he
told me about his paper. Tve a jollv
good mind to take it up.”

“You've a jo]ly good mind to take up
my idea! Look lLiere, Cherry——"

“My dear ass——"

“1t’s my wheeze.”

“Oh, T'll make you an honorary sub-
editor I’ chuckled Bob Cherry. “Be-
sides, as you have so politely and deli-
cately pointed out, I don’t belong to this
study now, and it’s open to me to borrow
the wlheezes from Study No. 1 if T like.
€Come on, Wun Lung, old chap. We'll
start a school paper, and call it the * Wun
Lung Weekly.” ”

“What you tinkec 7

““Look here, Bob Cherry—"

But Bob Cherry and the little Chinee
were gone. Billy Bunter blinked after
them, and then blinked at the heading of
“ Bunter's Weekly.”. )

“The beast !”" he murmured. “TI won’t
stand it! Ill—TI'll—- Hallo "

Threc juniors came into the study—
MMarry Wharton, the captain of the Re-
move, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, otherwise kuown as ‘“‘Inky.”
Wharton hurled his cricket-bat into a
corner,

“Tea!” he said.

“Pea i sald Nugent.
“Tea!™ zaid HMurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“T sav, von fellows ”

*Tea!™ roared three volces together.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
No Contributors

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
B chums of Study No. 1. He had
intended to keep his great idea
dark till the first number of the
school paper was sketched out, and all
rcady for the first contributions, when he
hoped to spring it on the Remove, and
gather in a harvest of small silver by
nieans of his originil idea of making con-
tributors pay for the publication of their
stories. But there was the heading of
“PBunter's Weekly 7’ plain for all to see.
*YWhat on carth have you got the table
Tumbered up with this rubbish for?” de-
manded Harry Wharton.  “Don’t yon
know it’s past tea-time?”

“Are you ill, Billy%” asked Nugent
sympathetically.

o Ill? Nol’!

“The esteemed Bunter must be rather
rocky somewhere,” remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur., *‘He has actually forgotten
the time of a meal! It is marvellous-

fult”
“Oh, really, Inky——" *
“What’s this rot?” asked Frank

Nugent, staving at the headline on the
sheet  of  manuseript. ‘¢ Bunter’s
Weekly ”  What the——  Who the—
How the——"

“* Bunter’s Weekly’! Ha, ha, ha!”
““Ha, ha, ha! The laughfulness is ter-
rilic, Ia, ha, ha!”

T eay, you fellows——'

¢ Bunter’s Weekly’ " gasped Nugent,
hold},ng it up. ‘A magazine for the

H

. " Amusement, instruction,
improvement——
Wharton.

“Of all the esteemed Forms at Grey-
friars ! grinned Hurree Singh.

Billy Bunter hlinked at them indig-
nantly.

“I say, vou fellows——"

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“It’s a jolly good idea to start a school
paper i” growled Billy Bunter, “I'm

and general
Ila, ha, ha!” gasped

just the chap to edit one, too. You want
a powerful intellect and a -wide grasp of
all sorts of subjects to be a successful
editor. That’s just where I come out
strong. If you fellows liko to put down
your names as honorary sub-editors, I
can let vou have the positions for the
moderate charge of five shillings.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Oh, do stop cackling! Blessed if 1
can see anvthing to cackle at!. Bob
Cherry has just been here, and he has
boned the idea. He's going to start a
school paper himsclf. If you chaps were
decent cnough to stand by a chap in your
own study, you’d snatch him baldheaded,
and jolly coon stop him.”

“(Oh, rats! Let’s have tea !”

“I've no time to think of tea now,”
satd Billy Bunter loftily. “I’m not one
of the chaps who spend their whole time
in thinking about their mesls, like some
chaps I could name. 1've had a snack,
while T was drawing up the leading
article of the * Weekly,” and I don’t want
any tea.”

Friday. 15

shall have to get it fixed wp as =oon as I
can,” said Bunter. “T'm going round
canvassing for contributors,  Sure you
fellows wouldn’t like to come in on the
ground floor ?”
“Quite sure, thanks!”
“YWell, I'll be off. I think you're miss-

ing a big chance, but it’s your own look-
out.” :

And Billy Bunter gathered up the
scribbled sheets, and left {he study., The
chums of No. 1 burst into a laugh.

“So this is the latest,” grinned

i?'-u[gg',(mt; “ Bunter as an cditor ! 1la, ha,
al

“Tt’s not a bad idea about the paper,
though,” said Hairy Wharton thought-
fully. ““A school paper is a jolly good
ide;w, and we might make something of
it}

“The goodfulness of the estcomed idea
is terrific i

“Bunter’s taking it jolly seriously to
miss his tea over it,” grinned Nugent.
“I'm not going to miss mine.”’

He pulled open the door of the cup-

AANNANANANNANNNANNANN R

voice that made Billy Bunter jumbp clear of the study carpat.

g ‘* Bunter, you are not telling the truth !’ thundered. Dr. Locke, in a g
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The three juniors stared at him.

“You don’t want any tea?”

“No. I could do with some, but I
can’t bother about it now,” said Bunter.
“Now, I shall want contributions for the
first number of the * Weekly.” All con-
tributions have to be paid for by the con-
iributor at the rate of a shilling a column.
Would you fcllows like to put your names
down first7”

“No, thanks!”

“The price will probably be raised
later. Therve is bound to be a rush on the
space of this splendid, up-to-date, and
widely-ciiculated paper—ahem —upon
this paper which will sbortly he widely
circulated, I mean. You'd better not
miss the chance.”

“I'd rather sec that we don't miss tea.
Get that rubbish off the table,”

“I’ve finished with the table. Now
that Cherry knov‘vs about the paper, 1

board where the study provisions were
kept. ’
“Hallo!
things 77

“No; they're there.”

“They’re not.”

“Yes; there’s the ham, and the cold
beef, and the hard-boiled cggs—--"

“They’re gone!”

“The cold pudding, and the cake—™

“Qone !

“'The bananas—"

“Gone !

“Then what on earth is left 2

““Nothing I”” roared Nugent,

“Phew! Bunter said he had had %
snack.”’

“No wonder he didu’t want his tea !”
howled Nugent. “The young wolf las
scoffed the lot! Now, what are we going
to do? It’s too late for tea in Hall.”

TuE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 253,

MMave you moved the

3
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Harry Wharton laughed.

“We shall have to get it in some other
study, I suppose. Where can we invite
ourselves ?”

“Shall we give Bob a turn?”

“Good ideat”

There was nothing- else to be done,
Bunter had doubtless taken a series of
snacks while he was cngaged upen the
planning of the first number of “ Bunter's
Weekly.” At all events, the cupboard
was bare, and there was hardly a crumb
feft for the chums of Study No. 1, who
bad come in very sharp set from cricket
practico.

The threce chums left No. 1, and
hurried along the Remove passage. Bob
Cherry’s new study was at the other end.
Billy Bunter was standing in the door-
way of Bulstrode’s study, and they heard
him speaking in persuasive toncs as they
came along.

Wharton immediately fastened a finger
and thumb on Bunter's fat ear. The
junior aquirmed.

“ What have vou done with the grub?”
demanded Harry. .

“Ow! T've caten it, of course! Wow!

T was hungry, and I had to have a snack!

to keep up my strength for my literary
work. Yow!”

Billy Bunter wriggled out of Wharton’s
grﬁsp und rubbed his crimsoned ear rue-
fully,

“1 say, you fellows—'

“0h, scat! We're going to get some
grub with Bob Cherry.  Blessed if 1
know why the Head couldn't take you
out of the study instead of Bob!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! 1 say, you
fellows, if you're going to tea with
Cherry, T'll join you. 1'm fecling pretty
hungry!”

And Billy Bunter, leaving his canvass-
ing for contributors over for the present,
followed the chums of the emove
towards No. 13.  Harry Wharton tapped
aund tried the door, but it was locked. A
cheery voice was heard within.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's there?”

“We are! Have you had tea?”’

“Yes, long ago.”

¢ (ot anything left?”

“Not a crumb.”

“Rats! You might let a fellow in,
anyway!”

*Can’t be di:l.
the first number
¢ Cherry’s Weekly.'”

“What!" roared Bunter. ‘' Your new
paper! My now paper! Yah! Beast!
Youw've boned my idea! Yah!”

“Don’t interrupt me, Bunter, with
that row! Surely you know that an

I’'m busy, getting out
of my new paper,

aditorial office ought to be quiet and un-;

disturbed.
article rocky !’

“Yah!” roared Bunter, through the
keyhole, *‘It’s my whecze! Tah!” -

*Oh, get away !
“Yah! It'smy idea!
it! :

“You can contribute to the paper, if
vou like. I accept all contributions at
the reasonable rate of a shilling 2 column,
cither poetry or proso, After to-day an
extra charge will be made for poetry, so

You will make my leading

You’'ve boned

you had better close at once!”

“Yah!”

Wharton aund his friends retrecated,
langhing  heartily. Whether

Cherry was in carnest or not, they did
not know, but Billy Bunler was boiling
with indignation.
through the keyhole, and Bol» Cherry
soon ceased to reply, and Bunter desisted
at last.

“Tho Deast!” he muttered. “Ili
jolly well mess up his precious ‘ Cherry's
Weekly’ for him!t Cherry, you rotter,
open this door! Look here, I'll go into
partnership with you if you like.  If you
care to stand the expense, I'll edit the
_THe Pexxy PoeGrar.—No. 253, -

He yelled and roared ;

1

paper for nothing, and only have two-
thirds of the profits!’”

There was no reply to this generous
offer.  Billy Bunter kicked at the door,
but there was no reply (o that, either,
except a subdued chuckle, which he
recognised as Wun Lung’s,

But suddenly a new cxpression came
over Bunter’'s face, Since Bunter had

-developed his powers as a ventriloguist

he had succeeded in many a little jape,
for though most of the Lower School
knew what he could do, they were not
always prepared for it,

And as a ventriloguist and an imitator
of voices, Billy Bunter was certainly very
clever. As a rule, it was safe to take, as
Bob Cherry put it, a hundred per cent.
off his statements of what he could do;
but there was one thing he could do, and
do well, and that was ventriloquism.

He walked away very noisily down the
passage, and therc wus a chuckle in
No. 13 as the juniors there heard him go.
Bunter grinned, and stole back on tip-
toe, and opencd the door of the box-room
at the end of the passage, which was only
half a dozen paces from the door of No. 13.
This was to make all rcady for a sudden

retreat. Then he tapped at the door of
No. 13.
‘““Hallo! Open this door!"”

Bob Cherry jumped up from his table;
for it was the voice of Mark Linley, the
lad from Launcashire, his study-mate, and
]?ob Cherry made haste to open the
door.

THE THIRD CHAPTERA.

Bob Cherry fa Not to be Taken In.
§ OME in, kid!” said Bob Cherry,

‘ as he threw open the door of

the study. ‘““We're busy, and
you can help. We're starting
a new Hallo, hallo, hallo !

Bob Cherry stared into the passage. It
was empty.

The junior gazed up and down, greatly
puzzled. - Mark Linley was not the fellow
to play a trick of that sort on him, and
he wondered whero the junior from Lan-
cashire had got to.

He closed ‘the door of the study and
locked it again, and sat down at the
table. The table was littered with
papers, and the floor was pretty thickly
strewn. Bob Clierry was hard at work.

The fellows in the Remove seemed to
expect No, 13 to kecp its end up against
No. 1, and the new Co. had soon fallen
into tho way of it. The idea of a school
paper, published in No. 13 before No, 1
had time to take it up, appealed very
strongly to Bob Cherry.

He hed set to work at once, ably

seconded by Wun Lung, and the result
was that scribbled sheets lay all .over the
study. The table, the floor, and the shelf
were all covered by this time, and about
half the shects were crumpled up, Bob
being dissatisfied with them. The new
paper had cost a considerable sum in
foolscap already, but the young ecditor
\\l;ns too enthusiastic to even think about
that.
“ Blessed if I can get on with this lead-
ing article!” grunted Bob Cherry.
“Tisten to this, kid, and stop grin-
ning 1"

“Me listen.”

“*We have the honour of presenting
the-first number of *Cherry's Weekly ™
to an cxpectant public. We trust tha
the first number will be received—' "

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Tap!

“Open the ddor, Bob!”

-1t was Mark Linley's voice again,

“Go away!” roared Bob. *“That
door’s not going to be opened! You
should have come in when you had the
chance !”

And he went on reading.
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““We trust that the Orst number will
be received with approbation by our vast
and numerous circle of rcaders, and that
they will—'"

Tap! Tap!

“QOpen this door!”

“My hat! It’s Quelch!”

Bob Cherry made one bound to the
door, and threw it open.

Then he blinked in amozement at the
empty passage.

There was no one to be seen. Yct Bob
Cherry had plainly heard the familiar,
metallic tones of the master of the
Remove.

“M-m-m-my hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.
““ What do you think of that, kid?”’

Wun Lung grinned.

“Me savvy! Buntel playee tlick:.”

“How do you meant?”

“Ventliloquist !’

“Oh! Fancy my not thinking of that
before!” said Bob savagely, slamming
the door.  ““But T was half-expecting to
see Quelch, you know, because I haven't
shown up some lincs he particularly
wanted to see by tea-time. How can a
chap do lines when he's editing a paper,
I'd like to know?” He locked the docr.
*That door’s jolly well going to stop
shut now, whoever comes to it .

And Bob Cherry sat down at the table
again, and picked up the rough draft of
the leading article of the school paper.
There were a good many rough drafts
crumpled up on the floor already.

“¢And that they will appreciate our
cfforts, and not grudge the small sum of
one penny, which will purchase a copy of
the new paper.’ 'That sounds all right 7"

“ Allee lightee t” =

¢ Contributions may be submitted to
the Editorial Office, No. 13, Remove Pas-
sage. All contributions must be ‘written
on both sides of the paper only." ”

Tap, tap! A hand tried the handle of
the door outside.

Bob Cherry glared at the door.

“Go away!’ roared the
editor.

“QOpen tho door!"”

It was the Remove-mastet’s voice.

But Bob Cherry, of course, was not to
be taken in this time.

“Cut off, you ass!” he shouted.

“What!” :

“Cet away!”

*“Cherry t”

“Oh, go and ent coke !”

“Are you insane, Cherry ¥
door at once!”

“Rats !”

The handle was rattled furiously.

“Open_this door! Upon my word!
Cherry, open this door, or—or I will have
you punished severely !”

Bob Cherry chuclled.

“Go and eat coke!”

*Do you know who I am, Cherry?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha! Rather! It’s becauso I
know who you are that I'm not going to
let you in fathead!”

“What |” '

“Oh, run away and play!™ said Bob

amateur

Open this

Cherry impatiently. “I'm busy! Go
m&d ’c;at coke! Go and chop chips! Buzz
off !

““Boy, open this door !

“Rats!”

“Open this door at once!”

“More rats!” .

“I=I think you must be insane,
Cherry, Before I veport this extra-

ordinary conduet to the doctor, I will give
you one mwore chance. I command you
to open this door! I have come to sce
about the imposition you have not shown
up, as directed by me. Will you open
this door instantly, Cherry, or will you
not?” .

“Doesn’t he do it wonderfully?”
grinned Bob Cherry. “I should really
think it wag Quelch talking, you know,
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T T did not know how well that young
-bounder can imitate a chap’s voice.”
© - *'Will you open this deor or not ¥

** Not "

* Boy, what does this mean "’

Bob Cherry rose quietly {rom
table, and took up the inkpot. Wun

- Lung watched him, with a grin.

“Lonk here!” whispered Bob. “Ive
had enough of this old buck! You un-
lock the door quietly, and whisk it open,
kid, and I'll bung the ink in his chivvy
before he has time to dodge! See! 1
think, perbaps, he’ll let us alone after
that.”

“Ha, ha! Me savvy!”

“Quick, then!”

The juniors stepped quictiy to the door.
Wun Lung silently turned the key, and
Bob Cherry raised his hand with the
inkpot in it, and stood ready to hurl the
contents at the troublesome individual
-outside the door.

‘“ Now, then!”

The door whisked open.

Bob’s arm swept through the air, and
the stream of ink shot full upon the figure
‘gutside. There svas a shout,

“0Oh! Tpon my word!”

Bob Cherry stagzeved back into the
study.

“My only hat! It’s Quelch!”

the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man

R. QUELCTH, the master of the

} Renove, stood in the doorway,

petrificd.  His gown and his

face were liberallv splashed with

ik, for the inkpot had been [ull, and Bob

had expended the whele of the contents
in_that dexterous throw,

The Form-master's aspect would have
been comical to indifferent eycs, but Bob
Cherry did not see avything funny in it.
e was overcome with horror at what he
had done. )

He staggered back into the study, and
caught at the table for support, his eves
fastened In a eort of fascinated stare
npon the inky face of the Remove-
Inaster,

Mr. Quelch!

Wun Lung, with a gasp of terror,
squirmed under the iable, and staved
there. Mr. Queleh was epeechless for
some maments,

He found his voice at last,

*“Boy, arve you mad?”

“*Oh, sir, I=I—> -

“Cherry, you—youn must be insane!
You—you have assaulted me, your
Irorm-master! You will be expelled for
this, sir—expelled!  Expelled !" roared
Mr. Quelch, his anger rvising, “Yes, sir,
expelled from Greyiriars for this un-
heard-of outrage!”

“Qh, sir, I'm sorry! I——"?

“I dare say you are sorvy, Cherry!
1 have no doubt of it. But you will be
sorrier yet, shortly ! roared Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, sir!”’

“But I—I—T—-"

#“Me solly, too!” piped Wun Lung,

“

blinking out from under the table, *Me
no tinkee—"" ) . :
“T'm awfully sorry, sir! You see
"

“Not a word!”  Mr. Quelch' dabbed
the ink from his face with his handker-
chief. *“Not a word, Cherry! I go to
ihe Head to report this matier. Pre-
pare yourself to follow me there!  You
will' be expelled !” :

- “Qh, sir,” I—I didn't ‘know it
you !” :

“Do not attempt-to excuse yourself
by falsehood, Cherry! You know my

-volce; you knew it was I! Not a
word ! .
: . But, really, sir—’'

' Enough ¥’ ) .
- “Mr.. Quelch stalked.away in a towering

‘was

passion, as was natural under the cir-
cumstances,

Bob Cherry dropped helplessly into a
chiair, and gazed at Wun Lung, who put
his head out cautiously from under the
table, and gazed back at him.

“M-m-my only hat!” gasped Bob
Cherry.  “ Fancy it being Quelch! That
is all the fault of that young villain
Bunter! He was at it first!”

*“ Allee light!”

“Quelch will report this to the Head.
My hat! I shall be kicked out! He
won'v listen to reason!” groaned Bob
Cherry. ‘“All through starting to edit
a rotten school paper. It was a rotten
idea at the start. What on earth do we
want with a- rotten scliool paper. You
might have had more sense, Wun Lung,
really 1

Wun Lung starcd, as well he might.

“What you talkee? Me!”

“Yes, you!  What did you want to
start a rotten paper for?” growled Bob
Clietry. *It’s all through that pifile!”

*“Me no staltec! You staltce!™

“QOh, ‘don’t begin to argne about it
now!  The mischiel’s done, anyway.
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wlat do you fel-
lows want, 7"’ .

Severul Removites were gathering
round the door. They stared in on Bob
Cherry with expressions of amazement,
mingled with admiration

“Well, you did slang him a {reat!”
said Bulstrode. ““But what on carth
made you do it? You must have known
he'd be wild.”

“ Auid, slamming the ink on his chivvy,
t00!” said Skinmer. Tt was all right
as a jape. But that sort of thing means
the sack.”

“Yos,

“ Blessed

remarked  Ogilvy.
understand  you,

vather [’
ifE I can
Bob Cherryl Were you particularly
anxious to ge kicked out of Greylriars?”’
“Oh, dry up, you dummies!” growled
Bob crossly. .. *1 didu’t know it was
Queleh, of course !” :
Bulstrode shook his head.
“That won’t wash!” he
“You know his toot.”
“¥es; draw it mild. Cherry 177 i
1 thought it was Bunter imitating his
voice !’ howled the exasperated Bob.
“(an you understand now ?'” :
*“Ha, ha, ha!”
| “There's nothing to laugh at, you
I rotters!”
*“Ha, ha, ha!”
“No good telling that to Quelch, I'm

remarked.

“You'd better confess Fou've becn
drinking, and—"
*“Oh, shut up!” :
“What’s the row lere?” asked Harry
Wharton, coming iito the atudy.
*“Quelch has just gone past No. 1 like a
whirlwind, with ink all over his face !” =

““Ha, ha, ha!” roaced Bulstrode.

Bob Cherry explained. Harry Whar-
ton did not laugh. It was funny enough,
in a scnse, but he realised how serious
it was for Bob. TUnless Mr. Quelch
conld be made to believe that Bob had
acted mistakenly, it was certain expul-
sion for the unfortunate junior, And it
was useless for Bob only to explain.
Without being unneturally suspicious, Mr.
Queclch might regard the explanation as
a cock-and-bull story. It would be
necessary to adduce proof—and Harry
knew that.. There was only one way—
through Bunter.

“Nice state of affairs, ain’t  it?”
groaned Bob Cherry. ‘‘I'm going to be
expelled—all through that fat young
oyster and his rotten school paper!”

“Bunter will have .to explain to
Quelch.” :

“Catch him!”’

“He'll have to—and prove it,. too.

[ - R

afraid,” said Skinner, wiping his eyes~

Friday. 17

Ilallo! What do you want, young
Green?” )

Green, of the Third Form, wos pushing
his way through the crowd in the
Remove passage. He put his head into
the study.

“(Cherry’s wanted.”

“Who wants him?”

“The Head.”

“Oh! Where?”?
*“Head’s study. IHe's 1o come af
once.”

And Green walked away whistling,
apparently uncoucerned by the excite-
ment in the Remove. The juniors ceased
to laugh as Bob Cherry rose, with a very
gloomy expression on his face.

**T shall have to go,” he remarked.

“I say, this is rotten,” said Nugent
anxionsly,  “We shall have to get
Quelchy somehow.™

*“The rottenfulness is terrific.

“\We'll make Bunter clear it up,” said
Wharton, “Does anybody know where
the voung rotter is?”

“ lliding himself, of conrse,™

“You fellows hunt for him ; he's got (o
be [ound.”

“Right-ho!"” said Hazeldene, © Seatter
up and down the passage, you chaps.
Bunter can’t be far off.”

Bob Cherry went to the door.
clapped him on the shoulder.

** Keep your pecker up, Bob. I'll makes
Bunter come and own up to the Head.”

Bob Cheiry nodded gloomily.

** All right, old chap.”

And he went his way to the Head's
study. Harry Wharton and his chums
joined in  the scarch for DBunter.
Although No. 1 and No. 13 had beconiie
rival studies, the old friendship was just
the same at bottom, and Wharton meant
to leave no stone unturned to save Bol
{rom the consequences of liis unfortunate
mistalke. :

Bob Cherry made his way slowly and
heavily to the Head’s study. e knew
what to expect there, and he was in no
hurry to face it. He could hardly expect
his explanation to be believed, unless it
was backed up by Bunter —perhaps net
then. And he knew Bunter too well to
cxpeet him to run the slightest risk for
anybody else’s sake. . Bob Cherry felt
that xll was lost, and lis heart was f;en\’y
as he tapped dt the door of the Head's
study. -

“Come in!”? .

Di. Locke's voice was wnnsually deep
and stern. Bob Cherry felt a fresh sink-
ing at the heart as he opened the door
and went in, :

Dyr. Lockeé fixed his eyes upon the
junior.  Mr. Quelch_was in the study, his
face still blotched with the ink. Ilis eyes
were glinting.

“Cherry ! Dr. Locke’s voice was like
« knife. “I have heard a most astound:
ing complaint from Mr. Quelch. Iave
you anything to say, any defence to
make, before I decide to expel you from
the school for an assault upon a Form-
master?"” - :

“Ye-e-es, sir. I—1.—I'm sorry—

“That is not to the point. You are
naturally sorry now that you are face to
face with the . conseqiiences of your
ruffanly action.” .

“1t—it was a mistake, sir.”

**What!”

-1 didn’t know it was Mr. Quelch,
sir,”’ . X

““ Nonsense !"” said the Remove-master.
“T had spoken to-him through the door,
a dozen times or more, Dr. Locke.”

“Yes, sir, but—but—" T

“Do you mean to say that.you did not
know Mr. Quelch’s voice, Cherry?”’

“Yes, sir; but—but 1 thought it
another chap imitating his voice, sir.’

“Indeéed! Extraordinary! \What other
boy 7"’ :

i}

Warry

"

was
)
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Bob Cherry ivas silent.

“Come, Cherry! You say that another
boy had the astounding impertinence to
initate Mr. Quelch—for if he had not
done so, you could not suppose that when
AMr. Quelch spoke it was this imitator.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who was the boy?”

The junior did not speak. He realised
that by doing so he might get Bunter
into serious trouble.

“You cannot answer, Cherry?”’

“I—I—T'd rather not, sir.”

“That is not the question. I order you
to do so. If there is any truth in your
extraordinary statement, I must sce the
Loy and question him.”

’i:here was silence again. It was broken
by e sound of hurried footsteps in the
{Jassage without. And then a heavy
body crashed against the door of the
Head's study, and it was burst open.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Close Shave for Bob Gherry.

R. LOCKE started to his feet.
“Bless my .soul! What is
that 7
“Ow! I'm hurt!”

‘“Bunter! Wharton—"

““If you please, sir, Bunter has come to
confess,” said Harry.

“Confess! What?”

‘“ About the mistake he caused Cherry
to make, sic. Dr. Locke is waiting for
you to explain, Billy.”

“Ow! I'm hurt! Ow!"

‘“Get up, Bunter!'" .

“Yes, sir.” Bunter scrambled to his
feet. “I've had such a fearful ehock,
sir, that I can’t remember anything that
ocecurred, sir.”

* Bunter, what do you know about this
matter ?"

* Nothing, sir!” said Bunter promptly.
“I wasn't in the box-room when Mr.
Quelch was talking to Cherry through
the door, €ir, and I didn’t hear him say
anything. In fact, I didn’t know he was
there.” ' )

‘“Where were you, then?”
C“Inc the box—— ' I mean, I forget,
sIr.

“Bunter, you are not telling the
truth!” thundered Dr. Locke, in a voice
that made Billy Bunter jump clear of the

carpet.
“0-0-0-0h, eir! T always tell the
truth, sir. I was hrought up strietly,

sir. I've never told a whopper in my
life, sir. My father always used to lick
me when I told omne, sir.”

“Bunter, have you becn imitating Mr.
Queleh’s voice, to lead Cherry to suppose
that it was his I'orm-master speaking to
hin outside his study, when it was really
yourself 7

“No, siv! Certainly not, sir! T
wouldn't think of such a thing! I
couldn't imitate Mr. Queleh’s voice, sir!
Besides, Cherry ought to have known
that it was Mr. Quelch speaking the
second time. - I should have known.”

“The second time! Then it was you
speaking the first time?” exclaimed the
Flead.

“Yes, sir—I—1I mean no, sir. I wasn't
speaking at all—in fact, I wasn’t on the
epot! I was [ecling so sleepy, siv, that
1 was taking a littlo snooze in the box-
room, and I didn’t know anything about
JAhe matter till long afterwards.”

“What! It did mnot happen
minntes ago !” exclaimed Mr. Quelcli.

4 1—I[—I mean, siv, [-I—I—"

“You are telling falsehoods, Bunter!”
said Dr. Locke sternly, “ You have con-
tradicted yoursclf several times already.”

“0h, no, sir! You don’t understand,
that's all, sir. Yon see—"

“T wish justice.to be done,’” said Dr.
Locke. *“If I had reason to believe that
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Cherry really thought a trick was Leing
played upon him by e mischievous
junior, and did not know that ho was
throwing the ink at Mr. Quelch, it would
malke a great difference.”

“Certainly !” said Mr. Quelch. “I
should Dbe fynr from wishing to punish
severely a mistake, however careless.
An imposition would meet the case.”

“Exactly, Now, Bunter, tell me the

“truth, and if I am satisfied that your

explanation is veracious, I shall not
punish you in any way.”

“QOh!" said Billy, gasping with relief.
“Why didn't you say that at first, sir?
I can remember exactly what happened
now, sir. I wanted Cherry to open the
door, sir, so I imitated Mr, Quelch’s
voice. I'm an awfully good ventrilo-
quist, sir, and I can imitate voices a
treat. And—and then Mr. Quelch came
along, and I thought he would be waxy,
so 1 bunked—I mean, I elithered into
the box-room, sir——"

“And when I epoke at the door,
Cherry naturally imagined that it was
you speaking again!” eaid Mr. Quelch
sternly.

“Yes, sir.
N ,,)

“Ahem! If you imitated Mr. Quelch’s
voice, then, you can do go now, as a
proof that vou are telling the truth,”
said Dr. Locke. “I am afraid that I
cannot place the slightest reliance on
any statement you make without cor-
roborate evidence, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir, I can imitate any voice
that’s a little out of the common, sir—-
anything that has any characteristic a
fellow can grasp, I mean, Mr. Quclch
has a sort of raspy sound in his voice
that makes it casy—"" :

Mr. Quelch turned pink as he heard a
suppressed chuclkle from the passage.

“That will do, Bunter,” said Dr.
Locke hurriedly. .

“Yes, sir. I'll give you the imitation
with pleasure, sir.”

And Bunter reproduced Mr. Quelch’s
voice with so much Adelity that the
Head started.

“Now, then, what are you juniors
doing therc? Get to your etudies at
once !”

There was a sound of scuttling feet
in the passage.

So faithful was the imitation that the
crowd outside really believed that it was
Mr. Quelch speaking, and ‘they ran off
at once. The Head%leard them go, and
he could not but be satisied with that
unexpected proof. .

Bunter grinned gleefully.

“You heard that, sir! 1f you like I'll
give you a eeries of imitations. I'm
awfully ”clever at that sort of thing,

He was an awful ass,

and—

“That will do, Bunter. I am satisfied
that you have spoken the truth for once.
Cherry, you acted in a very hasty and
thoughtless manner, but I exonerate you
from the blame of throwing the inl over
n master., I am sure you belicved it to
be this foolish and impertinent junior.”” -

“Oh, really, sir!”

¢ Silence, Bunter! You will take five
hundred lines for your carelessncss,
Cherry, and I hope it will be a lesson
to you to think before you act on another
occasion. You may go. As for you,
Bunter, I have promised not to punish
you, and T shall keep my word. Dut
if I hear of your venturing to imitate a
master’s “veice again, 1 promise you
equally faithfully that I shall give you a
caning that will chuse you to rcmember
the occasion for a very long time to come.
You may go."” .

“Oh, 1‘ea§ly, sir, I—"

“T.eave my study!”

And Billy Bunter went.

’
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Claims His Reward—and
Qots 1!

ARRY WHARTON linked arms
I—I with Bob Cherry as the latler
camec out of Dr. Locke's study.
Bob wasg still looking very
serious. He knew that he had had a
narrow escape, and he pressed Wharton's
arm as they went down the passage.
“Good for you, Harry,” he said, in a
low voice, “If you hadn’t brought that
fat young beast here I should have been
don‘e, for. It was only that that got me

“Thank goodness you did get off !"
said Wharton, with a dcep breath.
“Lucky the Head was willing to listen
to reason.”

““Yes; he’s really an old sport,” said
Nugent. “So is Quelch. As for that aes
Bunter, he ought to be scalped !”

“1 say, you fellows”—Billy Bunter
came trotting after the Removites—*“I
say, it's all right now! I've got you off,
Cherry !" )

Bob Cherry glared at him.

“Oh!” he grunted. “You've got mo
off, have you?”

“Yes, certainly! You were really an
ass, you know, to think that it wasn't

Quelch. 1 suppose it was really a mis-
take?"”
“Eh? What do, you mean?”

““You didn’t really know it was Quelch
—eh 7 chuckled Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry’s brow became as black as
a thundercloud, but the short-sighted
iunior did not see it.

“Didn't you hear me tell the Head
807"

“0Oh, yes; but you would naturally
put it that way, of course. You didn’t
want to be cxpelled. I say, it was jolly
lucky for you I had the pluck to own
u !.'.‘

“You had the what?”

“The pluck!” said Bunter firmly.
“Wharton thought I should get a lick-
ing. but I said {didn’t care—"

‘My hat!"” gusped Wharton.

“Well, perhaps I didn’t put it exactly
like that,” said Bunter hastily. “‘I—I
meant that I didn’t care, and that it waa
no use trying to hold me back, because
I was determined to go to the Head's
study and own up!”

“My word!” murmured Nugent.
“You ought to be a poet, or a journalist,
or something, Bunter. You've the ima-
gination to run a Press agency!”

“QOl, really, Nugent! You see, I was
really bound to own up. It was the
manly thing to do. DBut there arc lots
of fellows who wouldn’t have done it.
I ran a jolly big risk in getting Cherry
off, but I didn’t mind that a bit. I
think that Cherry ought to stand some-
thing in return, but that’s for him to
decide.”

“I'm standing something,” said Bob
Cherry.  “Y’'m standing you! Lots of
fellows couldn’t.” -

“Oh, really, you know! If you wanted
to stand me a feed, for instance, |
shouldn’t refuse. I think you might
stand me a feed. I'vé been through a
trying tume, and anything of that sort
always makes me hungry. I need keep-
ing up. I saw Wun Lung take some
girawberry jamn and treacle into your
study this afternoon. Of course, I don't
mean to say that I want any reward for
owning up to the Head in a manly way.
But if you thought you owed me some-
thing in return ’

Bob Cherry’s eyes gleamed.

“So I do,” he replied. “I certainly
think I owe you something, Bunter.
Come to my study. You shall have all
the jam and all the treacle.”

“Right you are!” =aid Bunter, with
alacrity, “¥m rather fond of jam, and
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1 like treade This is very decent of

you, Cherry

“Yes, isn vt it!? szid Bob grimly.
“Come along \”

“Tm coming. I say, Wharton, you're

coming ? You can have some of the jam.
If vou’d like to make it up to me, you can
stand me some tarts at the tuckshop
afterwards,  Why, he gone!  Nugent
Ho’s gone, too!”

Wharten and Nugeut had walked away
chuckling.  They guessed that Bob
Cherry had something in store for the
fatuous Billy, but they did not feel in-
clined to interferc. Bunter, as he said
himself, deserved a reward for the way
he had owned up.

Bob Cherry entered his study with the
expectant Billy at his hecls.

Wun Lung had waited there, and hLe
was looking very anxious. Mark Linley
was there, too, with ‘a shade of anxiety
on his face, but they both brightened up
at the sight of Bob s checry countenance.

“Tg it all right 77 asked Linley.

“Yes, rather i

“Wun Lung glad,”
Chinee, ““allee lightee.”

“You see. Billy Bunter owned up abeul
the rotten trick he played in the manly
way that one would naturally expect of
him,” said Bob Cherry. “I've promised
Lim the jam and the treacle in return.™

Wun Lung grinned.

He read more in Bob Cherry’s expres
sion than the Owl of the Remove tirought
of reading thexe

“Allee light,” he murmured.

“ Get out the jam and treacle,
Lnng

‘Me savyy.”
Billy Bunter blinked with satisfaction

said the little

Wun

ot

as the little Chinee brought out a jar
treacle and a flat dish of jam.

1 say, you fellows, this is decent of
vou. I never really fret enough to cat in
Study  No. 1. Whmton keeps
awfully short.”

"‘Will ,you start with the jam ov the
treacle 7 asked Bob Cherry politely.

“1 think Tl start with the jam.
Cherry. It looks awfully nice. I-——
Oh!  What on eart-h are you up to?
(-0-0-0-och 1"

Bob Cherry slamimed the dish of jam
~upside down on Bunter’s head. It ran
down over his ears, and he gave a wild
vell. He clawed at it with his hands, and
drew them away, jammy and sticky,

“Oh! Ow! Yow! What are you
doing? Oh!”

“Take the treacle now,

e

Bunty !”

“Ow!” gasped Billy, making a hreak
for the door., “Oh, you beast! I——
O-0-h v’

Bob Cherry jerked him back with one
hand, and with the other emptied the jar
of treacle upon the fat, alarmed face.

Billy Bunter spluttered and velled.

“Now, you young oyster!” said Bob
Cherry, in  nieasured tones. “You
wanted something in the way of reward
for your owning up, and I plomn-od you
tho jam and treacle. You've got ‘em |

> Ow—wow—yow |’

“Now you can cnt, If you give me
any more ol your giddy ventviloquism, o
any ore of your manly way of owning
up, this is only a 101\0 to what you'll get
next time. Cut!

And Bob (,herry led Billy Bunter to
the door and bestowed a gentle kick to
start him, and the fat juuior went dizzily
down the passage.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The First Number of “Cherry’s Weekly."’
) ILLY BUNTER wore a thoughtful
. expression in class the following
- morning. His random answers to
some of Mr. Quelch’s remarks
brought him lines-.galore; but Buuter
never worried about lines,

He selde:n did them himself. Bunter
was thinking over lis grand idea, and he
naturaily had no tinie to bestow much
attention upon such trivial matters as
vulgar fractions and Latin prose.

Once ov twice he looked towards Bob
Cherry, when Bob wasn’t looking at him
-—as he thought—and grimned. As &
matter of fact, he was too short-sighted
to sec that more than once Bob caught
his grin, and stared at him in return,
Bunter seemed to be enjoying a joke all
-to himself, and Bob wondered what it
was.

When morning school was dismissed,
Bob Cherry did not immediately bur=t
out into the Close with a shout, as nsual.
He hurried away LO\\dl‘dS Study No. 13.
“Cherry’s Weekly ” \\as the attraection.
Bob had taken up the idea quite seriously,
and he was determined that * Cherry’s
Weekly ? should appear before any rival
papcr could make its appearance.

Harry Wharton and Nugent strolled
out into the Close, and Billy Bunter, for

upon the figure in the doorway.

B

some reason best known to himself, kept
closa at their heels. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh tapped the fat junior upon the
shoulder.

“What of the esteemed mag that my
fut friend is cditorially producing?”’ re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. *Is the
first number readyful 77

*Oh, really, Inky, there's a lot of worl
to be put into it yet, and T hav ont col-
lected any of the subscriptions,” said
Bunter. “If you like to pay your sub-
seription now——"

“The thankfulness is great, but the
excuscfulness is terrific!”

‘“ Early subscribers get the paper at a
reduction. I can let you have it for five
shillings a year, all cash to be paid
strictly in advance.”

“The ratfulness,is terrific. I will ex-
pend the sum of ofie penny on the paper
first numberfully, when it 1s producefully
published.”

“Well, it will take some time, and I
require money to work with. If you

'
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Linew anything about busincss, you would
understand that, Inkv. I ean’t get on
with it just now, as I want a stroll before
dinner, and—here, hurry up, or we shall
lose Wharton,”

The naboh looked at him in surprise,

““Is it necessaryful to keep the esteenied
Wharton in sight?”* he asked.

“ Yo, rather ; ; I'm expecting Cherry—
I—-T mean, I want to speak to Wharton.
W h,_t are you staring at, InI\y v

“The esteemed Chouv said Hurree
Singh, locking towards the School House
with an expression of amazement on his
dusky features. ““He appears to be
iabouring under the great excitement.”

Billy Bunter gave a gasp, and scuttled
alter Wharton, and poked himself in be-
tween Marry and Nugent. They looked
down at him,

“What do you want?”

“N-n-nothing;  but—but
Cherry wants to speak to you.

T

think
He

| - [aVaVaVaVa Ve Ve e Ve Ve VaVaVaYaVavaVe Ve Ve VaVvaWe Ve A YA Y,

‘My only hat!

scems excited about something,”
mered Billy Bunter.

I ’Nl‘l’

stam-

’
I
~|
Al

Bob Cherry’s arm swept through the air, and a stream of ink shot full

The next moment Bob gave a gasp.
It's Quelch!"

NANANNNANNNANNNY R

The Removites looked round. Bob
Cherry certainly did scem excited about
something.  He had come out of thé
House at a run, and was glaring up and
down and round about the Close as if in
search of someonc; and his expression
secmed to imply that something painful
wonld happen to that someone when Bob
Cherry sighted him

Ile (aurrh., sight of Billy Bunter, who
seemoed to be trying to make himself as

small as possible behind Wharton, and
came vacing over towards him.
“I--I--1 say, you fellows,”  gasped

“you—you’ll stand by a fellow
in your own study, won't you ?”

COf course !” said  Farry. “But
what’s the matter 7’

“Where's that young villain ?” roared
Bob  Cherry. “Come out, Bunter;
you're too fat to hide behind Wharton,
you young asg!?

“Ob, really, Cherry!” said- Bunter.
dodgmg round Wharton as Bob Cherry

Buuter, ,
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chased him. “I—I say, you f{cilows,
stop himr; he's dangerous !”

“IIere, hold on!” exclaimed Wharton,
as the. two dodged round and round him,
bumping him in turn, Bob Cherry in
hot chase of Billy Bunter. **You'll have
me over soon! You're making me
giddy! What'e the row?”

“I['m going to squash that fat beetle.”
- ¢ 0Oh, really, Cherry——"

¢“Coms here, you fat young burglar!
Stop ! -

¢ Here, you stop!” said Harry, scizing
Bob by the shoulder, and forcing him to
halt,  “You can't play
round-the-mulberry-bush,
the mulberry bush!
matter ?”

“The young reprobate has been in my
study,” roared Bob Cherry. ¢ The firet
number of ¢ Cherry's Weekly '—"

“The which?”

“The first number of the new school
paper. It was almost finished last even-
ing, and I got into a row through leav-
ing my prep undone to do it. And it was
left on my table. Somebody dodged into
my study this morning and messed it
up. Look here !

Bob Cherry fAourished a roll of manu-
script under Harry's mosc.

Harry looked st it. As Bob flattened
it out he read on the front page
“Cherry’s Weekly, A Journal Devuted
to the Amusement and Instruction of
Greyfriars.”

But there was no more to be secn, for
the manuscript volume would not open.
Faclh page had been dabbed to the next
with scccotine, and it was possible only
to turn the corners of the leaves.

Wharton could not help grinning.

“Look at that!’’ roared Bob, “'Thal’s
an evening's work! My leading article
and a poem; an article on mills in Lan-
cashire, by M. Linley, Esq.; Ixtracts
from the Works of Confuecius, translated
by Wun Lung—all messed up! There
were blank pages for you fellows to fill
up—all spoiled! Look here! TU'm coing
to make Bunter eat this!”

“ITa, ha, ha!"

“Olb, really, Chevry, I—I ”

“How do vou kuow it was Bualer
messed it up?”’

“Of course it was Bunter. {le daren't
deny it!”

11 I_I_'[ "

“I'm going to mgle him eat it! Come
heve, you young sweep!”

“I~TI say. you fellows, vou stand by
a chap in your own study. It was my
idea,” you know, and Cherry boned it.
So, of cowse, T busted up lus first num-
ber. He shouldn’t go around bLorrowing
people’s ideas.”

“Why, you borrowed it yourscll from
Tom Merry at St Jim's!"

‘“Ye-c-es, but—" |

“Come here and bhe squashed, vou—
you beetle! I—leggo, Wharton! T tell
you I'm going to, squash him!" roared

e

with me for
What .ia the

‘ Here-we-go-
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Bob Cherry.  “He's wanted squashing
for n long time!”

Y“Hold on, Bob——"

“T won't! T'll squash him!”

Wharton laughed, and made a sign
to Nugent and Huree Singh.  Three
pairs of hands closed on Bob Cherry,
and he was suddenly bumped on the
grass. Three boots were planted upon
his waistcoat as he wriggled therc.

“Make it pax with Bunter,” said
Wharton, laughing.

“T won't!”

“Detter!”

“T tell you I won’¢!" roarcd DBob
Cherry. “I’m going to equash him, and
make him eat this number !"

“When [ eay ¢ Jump !’ you all jump!”
said Wharton.

“Here, hold on!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Lemme gerrup!”

“Make it pax, then!”

“I—I—1~— Look here,
your hoofs off my chest!”

“Rats! When I say °Three!' kids,
you all jump. Ready?”

““Yes, rather!”

“Tho ratherfulness is terrific!”

“Look here, you dummies——"

“One!” eaid Wharton, counting.

“You utter ass——""

“Pwo " o

“I—I--T'll make it pax, if you like!”

“Good !

Bob Cherry was allowed to risc. He
staggered up, and dusted his waistcoat,
grinning ructully. Billy Bunter blinked
at hion

“I say: Cherry,
malice,” le rcemarked.
contribute to the first number of
¢ Banter’s Weckly,” if you like. All con-
tributions charged at the low rate of one
shilling a column——"

“Oh, go and eat coke!” grunted Beb
Cherry.

And he stalked away in disgust, with
his ruined first number under his arm.

‘I say, you fellows, have you made up
your minds whether _you’d like to con-
tribute to = the ¢ Weekly'?” | asked
Bunter, Llinking at the chums of Study
No. 1. * As you fellows are in my study,
1 could offer you reduced rates!”

“Oh, take a run round your bat,
Billy ! said Wharton, *Come on, Bob!
This isn’t the sort of weather for messing
about on amateur mags. Leave it till the
winter !” .

“All right ! said Bob Cherry.

And, stuffing his ruined magazine in
his pocket, he strolled off with his chums,

Bob Cherry was considerably disap-
pointed at the fuilure of his [first num-
ber, but he determined to malke another
effort at some future time.

Billy Bunter, however, still had great
hopes of producing “ Bunter's Wecekly,”
But support was lacking, and, therefore,
very little more was ever heard of Billy
Bunter, Editoc!

TIIE END.
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“special issue,
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BETWEEN OURSELVES. §

A Weekly Chat between The Editor |
and His Readers,

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

I wish to draw the attention of all loyal
readers of the PExxy PoPuLAR to the
splendid attractions which will appear:in
next Friday's issue. The long, complete
tale of Harry Wharton & Co. is entitled :
“THE GREYFRIARS’ BUN FIGHT!”

Bob Cherry makes an announcement
that a meceting of the N.O.B.I. will be
held in Study No. 13. Needless to say,
the juniors are very curious to know what
the letters N.O.B.F. stand for, and when
a largo number of the Removites are
refused cntrance to the meeting there arve
ructions galore.

Billy Bunter is determined to find out
what it is all about. He docs, but, all
the same, he has to pay for his know-
ledge, as you will sce when you read next
Friday's tale of the Greyfriars chums.

I wonder whether you can guess what
N.O.B.F. significs?  You will be very
surprised when you learn,

There will be a splendid, long, com-
plete storv of Tom Merry & Co. in next
Friday's 1ssue, entitled:

“TOM MERRY'S
NUMBER!”

Once more that little “organ, *“Tom
Merry’s Weekly,” elaims the juniors’ at-
tention, and they resolve to bring out a
All goes well, and there
seems every prospeet of the number boing
a good ounc. However, a certain New
Housc junior manages to get at the copy,
and inserts a limerick up against the
School House,  When the number is
printed, a great surprise awaits Tom
Merry & (0., for they find it contains
libellous lines concerning a  master.
Nevertheless, these lines were not in-
serted by the New House fellow.

How did the lines get into the paper?
Someone must have tampered with the
copy after the New House junior sub-
stituted the limericks. Who is that some-
one? I can assure you that the School
House juniors experience some troublous
times before the culprit is discovered.

The long, complete ‘yarn of Jimmy
Silver & Co. in our next issue is entitled :

“THE SECRET OF THLE MOOR!”

The Classical Chums. are out on the
moor ono day, when they are thrown
into a perilous adventure, They come
across a desperate gang of scoundrels,
carrying out a cunning conspiracy. There
is no lack of excitement in this tale.

Don’t forget to order your copy of next
Friday’s PENXY POPULAR in advance.

YOUR EDITOR.

SPECIAL

(1]

Next Frit_iay’s Grand Long Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

is entitled:

“THE GREYFRIARS BUN FIGHT!”

Please order your copy of the “ PENNY POPULAR?” in advance, and hand this
number, when finished,with, to a non-reader.
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