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A Magnificent Long Complete Tale, dealing with the Early Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE CHUM rron NEW ZEALAND! %

Vas

THE FIAST CHAPTER.
A New Chum.

b W ZEALAND?”
N “80 I hear.”
“That’s a jolly long way to

come to Greylrviars,” Bob
Cherry remarked.  “IJ wonder what the
chap "will be like 77

‘““And he’s coming into the Remove
asked Nugent. .

Harry Wharton nodded.

“So Wingate says. He mentioned the
matter to me, becausc—-"

Wharton paused for a moment.

“1 suppose he thinks I might look
after the chap a bit at frst.”

“Good! If he’s a decent sort wc’ll
look -after him,” agreced Bob Chary.
“He’s bound to be a bit strange in the
place at first, and Bulstrode & Co. will
do their best to make things warm for
him, as they always do with new boys.
Might as well give Bulstrode n hint on
the subject to start with,”

“Or a licking,” suggested Nugent.

Whazton Jaughed.

“We’ll wait till he gets his ears up,
anyway,” he remarked.
the new chap alone, you know.”

“What’s his name, by the
asked Bob.

“Brown—Tom Brown.”

‘Stunning name,” said Bob Cherry
heartily.  ““British  dll
wonder where he'll be put? The studies
in the Remove are all full up.”

‘“Somebody will have to make room
for another,” said Harry Wharton.
“T'd have him in No. 1 like a shot, only
we're  [our—myself, Nugent, Hurree
Singh, and Bunter. You're only three
in No. 13, Bob.”

“Oh, we'll take him in  with
pleasure I grinned Bob.  “IWe don't
have a chap fromn New Zealand cvery
day. When is he coming?”

“This afternoon, I understand; but I
don’t know by what train. Might be on
the Jook-out for him, though,™

“What-ho 17 '

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Those Upper Fourth chaps ave start-
ing footer,” Bob Chorry remarked, with
a glance out of the hall window, ncar
which the group of juniors stood.
“Temple has a new ball, and they're
giving it an airing in the (lose.”

“Let’s go and lend them a hand—">

“Or a foot—"

“I say, vou fellows—"

‘“‘Hallo, hallo, hallo}
Bunter ?””

Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Reimnove,

539

way 77

3’

Is that you,

blinked reproachfully at the juniors
through his big spectacles. Like most
incessant talkers, Billy Bunter fre-

quently found himself talking without

finding a listener. His study-mates had,

compared Bunter to the little brook

which went on for ever. T
“Yes, Boh Cherry, it is!” granted
Tue Pexxy Porvrar.—No. 258,

“He may let|

through. 1.

Bunter. ‘“You know jolly well it is! T
say, you fellows, I'm going out——"

*“Good-bye !V

“Yes, but—"

“We won't detain you, Buntcr, DBuzz
off 17

“Look here—7

“You'll be late. Bunk!™

“Oh, really, Nugent! Look here.
I've been disappointed about a postal-
order this morning, and I'm stony. I'm
gpoing to meet somebody—-somebody im-
portant—and if you fellows could lend
me half-a-crown

“What do you want a half-crown for
to mect somebody?” demanded Bob
Cherry. “You can walk to meet him, I
suppose 7"

“Yes; but he’s coming a long way,
and I think I ought to stand him a bit
of a feed,” explained Bunter. **He’s
bound to be hungry. It’s rcally for the
honour of Greyfriars. We dor’t wani
to look inhospitable, I suppose?  As
captain of the Rewove, it’s really up to
you, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Here’s a couplc of bob,” he said,
tossing the shillings into the cager palm
of the fat junior. * Now buzz off, and
don’t bother.”

“Thank you, Wharton! I'll put this
down to the account.”

“Rats !”

And Billy Bunter buzzed off.

The chums of the Remove looked after
himn with somewhat puzzled looks.

“Blessed if I know what the young
ass is up to!” said Harry.

““Oh, blow Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
“Let’s go and collar the footer [rom the
Upper Fourth!”

“Good cgg!”

‘Hallo, you youngsters!” .

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyfriars, met the juniors at the door.

“The Head has heard from the new
kid’s gvardian, and it scems that ho’s
coming by the four o’clock train. The
Head suggested that he should be met
at the station as he's a new kid and
coming such a long way.”

“Good idea, Wingate.™

“I was gomng,” said 1he captain of
Greyfriars; “Dbut it occuts to me that the
kid might feel more at home if he were
met by some fellows belonging to the

L.Form he is going into—the Remove.

What do you think, Wharton?”

“Tll go with pleasuve,” said Harry,
smiling.

“Good! The four o'clock train at
Friardale, mind !” =

“TIt remember.”

The big Sixth-Former
walked away.

The Removites turned out into the
Close, where a créwd of fellows belong-
ing to the Upper:Fourth were ““airing,”
as Bob Cherry expressed it, Tcmple’s
new football, B

Between the Upper Fourth, and the

nodded and

’

Remove—the Lower Fourth—there was a
keen rivalry. which frequently led to
scrimmagces i1 the Close and the pas-

[ sages, and the occasion of the airing of

Temple’s new footer was an opportunity
too good to be lost. ‘

The Upper Fourth fellows were kick-
ing and passing, getting into shape for
the coming football season. -

IHarry Wharton grinned asz he looked
at them, and gave the signal whistle,
which brought the Rermove fellows from
all parts.

“On the bhall!’” yelled Bob Cherry.

And the Removites bore down upon
Temple, Dabney & Co. Wharton
hooked the ball away from Temple, and
was off with it like a shot, leaving the
captain of the Upper Tourth aimost
speechless with indignation.

“You—you Remove rottor!”
Temple., * After him!™

“Hurrah 1™

‘“On_the ball'1”

The Removites rushed the footer off at
top spced, passing from one to another
as the Fourth-Formers made desperate
attempts to recover their property.

As fast as one of them got near the

[ fellow in possession of the ball, that

fellow would pass it to another Removite,
who kept the ball rolling literally.

It was Wednesday—a half-holiday at
Greyfriars—and the Close was crowded.
Fellows belonging to both FForms rushed
up from all quarters.

“ Hurrah!”

“On the ball! Pass!”
“Yah, you rotters! QGive us our
ball 17

“Thicves!”

“Rotters !”

“Hurrah!”

The din was terrific.  Temple, who
was getting wildly excited, clawed at
Harry Wharton, and dragged him over.

There was a yell from the Removites.

“Foul 1"

“ Where's the referee 77

‘“Ha, ha, ha!?

Harry pitched the captain of the Upper
Fourth off, and sprang to his feet, gasp-
ing with laughter. .

The Upper Fourth had never been so
thoroughly ragged. The football went
whizzing towards the gates of Grey-
friars, and there was a rush of the juniors
after it.

Gosling, the porter, was standing near
the gates, gazing with an cyc of great
disfavour at the juniors.

Bob Cherry saw him, and
fun canre into his eyes.

He put on a spurt,
possession of the ball.

Bob Cherry was a surve kick at goal,
and Gosling’s portly figure was a good
target. Bob kicked, the ball sailed
through the air, there was a yell.

4 Goal ¥’

“Ow!” gasped Gosling, as the footer
bumped on his chest. “Ow! Yow!”

a gleam of

and gained
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He sat down with violerce and sud-
denness in the gateway.

“Goal ! Hurrah !

“Young himps! Wot I says is this
‘ere——""

*““Ha, ha ha!”

“On the bali:”

And the rush of the juniors passed over
Cosling. The ball was kicked out into
the road.

Half-past three rang out from the
clock-tower.

Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed, and

he nttered a sudden exclamation.

“Come on, kids! It's near time to go
to the station—let’s take Temple's new
footer to meet the new kid!"”

“Bravo!”

“Good cgg!”

“Hurray !’

And the Removites dashed own the
country road—still “on the boll * with
the Upper Fourth streaming after them
in furious nursuit.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tha Coloured Qentleman.
B[LLY.PI'N‘I‘ER camao up to Friar-

dale Station at a breathless run,
and ran into the Iriardale porter
in the vestibule. He staggered
back against an automatic machine, and
gasped for breath,
“TIs the three-forty in yet?"” he jerked
cul.
< “Ow ! said the porter.

“[s the three—"

“ Beeperer 1

The porter was rubbing his waistcoat,
where Billy's head had smieten  him,

apparently canging him considerable in-
ward pain.  He glared at Bunter. but
the glare was quite lost upon the short-
sighted junior.

“] want to meet the three-forty

¢ Qer-rrr!”

And the porter, having worked up an
expression of anguish in expectation of
a tip by way of compensation, and having
recoived no tip—Billy Bunter had a con-
_scientious objection to tinping, or indeed
to parting with money at any time il he
could hely it—he resumed his rorinal ex-
pression aud walked away, leaving
Bunter's gucstion unanswercd,

“PBeast ! murmured Bunter. “I've
a jolly good mind to report him fo the
company and get him sacked!"

And the fat iunior found hiz way to
the platform. The train was not in yer,
however, and Bunter had to wait several
minutes for it. He filled in the time by
extracting chocolates from a machine on
the platform, and eating them.

When at last the train came puffing in,
Bunter’s mouth was Full of chocolate, and
his lips liberally smeared with it.  The
three-forty train at Friardale*was ounly a
local. and the new boy at Greyfriars
would have found it diffieult to come
from London upon it: but Bunter never
thought about that.

If the Maori was on the train, it was
all right. And Billy Bunter blinked up
and down the row of carringe windows
as the train steameq in,

Several passengers alighted, and walked
towards the exit of the platform. Bun-
ter blinked at the last to alight, who
stood staring up and down with a strange
and inquiring air.

He seemed to be a voulh about
Bunter's own age, but as black as the

»

ace of spades. He was dressed nr
Ltons, and wore the regulation silk

topper; but his face was as black as his
hat. His hands were encased in gloves
and could not be seen. He looked up
and down the platforre, and Buuter
hureied towards him.

“T say, you know—""

The stranger blinked at him.
“I'm Bunter!” explained the fat
“VWilliam George Bunter, of the

junior. y
I suppose you're

Greyfriars Remove.
Brown?”

The stranger nodded.

“Tom Brown, of New Zealand?”

“T’ze Brown." :

“Blessed if he doesn’t speak like a
nigger, too, like ¢ migger minstrel!”
murmured Bunter. ‘I don’t know about
chumming up with this chap. He’s
blacker than Inky. Still, if he's rich, I
suppose it would be only lospitable to
look after him.”

“I've come to meet you,” explained
Dunter.  “We thought it would be only
decent for onc of the princinpal chaps in
the Form to come.”

“L'se glad.” -

“Curious thing, I seem’ to know your
voice,”” said DBuater, blinking at the
stranger. “1 suppose T can’t have met
you before, You look awfully like a
Christy minstrel, if you'll excuse my
saying so.”

“You tink so?"”

‘““Berry much good !

“ I hear that your pater's awfully rich,”
went on Bunter.

'L'he black youth nodded.

‘“Berry vich,” he said—*berry, beiry
rich !”

“That must be ripping for you!”

‘“Berry ripping !”

“I suppose you have all the pocket.
money you want?”’

“Oh, no! Fader allow me only a
pound a week.” )

“A pound a week!” :hirieked Dunter,
with visions of unlimited feeds dancing
before lils eyes.

The new-comer nodded.

,“Den he sends me tins as well,” he
remarlked.

Bunter pressed Lis arm lovingly.

“T can see that yon and I will get
on,” lLe remarked. ““‘I took a fancy to
vou at first sight. You're just the fellow
[ wanted to chum with.”

Tha black youth grinned.

“T'se berry glad 17

“That's all right. T'll sce yom
thiongh. I'll teach sou to box if you like,

VAV AV AV VeV AV A Ve VAV AV Ve VoVa Ve VaVe VAVAVAVA VA VaVet |

n
Tom Brown faced the door and took the ball in his hands. He
dropped it on the floor, and, as it rose, he kicked. ‘ You—— Oh!"

“Well, come on. T suppose you're
hungfy after your journey?”

* Berry hungry.”

* Where's your box

“M-m-my box?”

“Yes. 1 suppose you haven't come all
the way from New Zealand with only
the clothes you stand up in!" exclaimed
Burter, in amazement.

“N-nno !’ stammered the new-comer,
“You see, it's coming on.”

“0Oh, I see! Good! That will save

9

trouble. Come on, and have a feed at
the tuckshop before you go to the
school.”

“You'm berry good!”

“Not at all. I'm alwayz kind to new
boys. As you come from Such a distant
pé-ace, of course, 1 feel it a duty to look
after you.” .

“We thought we'd give vou’a bit of
a weléome,” said Bunter, “I'm standing

a feed.”
!

ANANNANANNNL

and show vou how to take pholograpls.
Hallo! What's all that row?"”

The new boy glanced up the street, and
hasiily backed into e shop doorway.
Down the old High Street of Friardale
came a wild and noisy crowd, They
were the juniors from Greyfriars,

Well ahead were tho Famous Iour,
with the ball at their feet, and they were
keeping the ball rolling in fine style.
Round them surged tho Removites, and
after them care the Upper-Fourth, red
with rage,

Temple, Dabuey & Co. had Dbeen
making great efforts to recapture their
new football, but in vain, and the chase
hed extended all along the lane to I'riar-
dale. Wharton’s objeet in going to thae
village the Iourth-Formers did not
kuow, but they would have followcd him
across the whole county rather thau lLave
given np the strugele for the footer.
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Tho new boy seented strangely anxious ! affectionately to the New Zealander, at

to keep out of sight of tho Greyfriars
fellows. But black faces were too yn-
common in [Friardale to cscape notice.
Bob Cherry and Linley stopped, too,

Nugent rushing the footer on amid a’

crowd of Removites, - -

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculaicd Bob
Cherry. “ What's the game?”

Bunter blinked at him.

" Oh, really, Cherry,
wnderstand you!”

“ What’s that?” .

“1 wish you wouldn't allude to my
{riend Brown so disrespectfully, Cherrx.
This is the new boy from New Zealand.”

“What!” yelled Wharton and Bob
Cherry together.

“This-is Brown.”

“1t isn’t—it’s black !”

4 Oh, really, Cherry—"’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

I don’t quite

The black youth was making [antic’

signs to the Removites not to give hiny
away. They did not recognise him for
the moment, ‘but they knew very well
that his black cowplexion had been laid
on hefore a giass. .. .

“It’s Broxgvn from Taranaki,” said
Billy Bunter. “¥'ve chummed up with
him because I consider it my duty to look
after a stranger frem a distant part of
the Empire.”

“My hat!
now.” .

“T hope I am patriotic, Wharton, I
believe in strengthening the bonds of
Empire, and—and hands . across the sea,
you know, and—and that sort of thing.
‘T am geing to chum up with Brown.’

“You utter ass !’ N

“«1 don’t mind his being black.
New Zealanders are black.”

“What?” :

“f’s the climate, Bulstrode says.”

“ Bulstrode! Ha, ha, ha!”

«Blessed if I can see anything to cackle
at! T'm going to look after this chap,
and I don’t care if he's as black as your
hat. T like him.”

*Ha, ha, ha!
borrowing tin for, .
stranger & feed—ch?”
Cherry. .

“Well, you know, I like being hos-
pitable.”

T suppose Black’s—I necan Brown’s—
rich 7 said Wharton, grinning,

“He has a pouund.a week pocket-
money,” said Bunter importantly, as if
he already felt a considerable portion of
that pound in his own pockets.

*“Ia, ha, ha !’ ) .

*“Blessed if I see what you're cackling
at!”

“Ha, ha, ha! VYoull seec soon. Go
ahead- with your New Zealander.”

And the ehums of the Remove ran on
in pursuit of the footballers, who were
nearly at the statioh by this time. They
were tughing almost teo much to run.

“My hat ' said Wharton. * This isn’t
«o0 rotten as moet of Bulstrode’s japes,
vither! It will serve Billy right for euck-
ing up to a rick chap—es he supposed.”

“Supposes, ycs !’ roarcd Bob Cherry.
“IIa, ha, ha! Fancy his being idiot
enough to believe that New Zcalanders
are black !”

“Ha, ha, ha! He’ll believe anything
when he’s on the track of a feed.”

Meanwhi‘!& Billy Bunter piloted his
new friendf3o the village tuckshop, where
Bulstrode- and Skinner gave the New
Zealander a most cffusive welcome.

Billy Bunter slapped down-a handful
of silver on the. counter, and gaxe his
orders with the air of a prince. It was a
iine to be generous when he was chum-
ming up with a chap who had a pound
a week poclket-money as well as tips.

“Come on, chappy,” said Bunter
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1Tere’s Bunier as a patriot

Al

This is what you were
wae it—to stand the
roared Bob

whom Uncle Clegg was staring. blankly—
“come on! Order what you like !

“You'm berry good!”

“ Not at all,” said Bulstrode. * Bunter's
doing the right thing—he always does!
Wire in, kids, and let’s do Buntcr honour,
Bunter’s the real sort of a chap to stand
a feed!”

And Bualstrode, Skinner, and the dark
youth ‘“‘wired in,” and the way they
travelled K

1 through the “iuck 7 +was
amazing.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Unfortunate.
i N the ball I”
“Go it !”
“Pass there—you duffer—

ass !’

“On the ball1”

Outside the station raged a terrific
struggle for the possession of Temple’s
new footer. The run down the long lane
had not made the encrgy of the Grey-
friars juniors abate in the least.

The Upper Fourth were determined to
get. their ball baclk, and the Removites
were determined to keep possescion of it
till it suited them to part with it. And
when  the crowd of excited juniors
swarmed round the station the struggle
was keen.

The villagers came to their doors to
look an, and a crowd collected to watch.
The village policeman caught sight of the
scrimmage from a dietance, and quietly
strolled in the opposite direction. He

‘| had no mind to be accidentally rolled

over in the gutter, and scrambied ever
by forty or fifty excited youths.

“On the ball!” roared Wharton,
‘“Play up, Remove !”’

“Hurrah !”

Tt was the Famous Four's abject to
send the ball into the little station in
order to retain posseasion of it while they
waited for the train io come in with
Tom Brown of Taranaki—the real Brown,
| Tho Upper Fourth soon saw what they
were at, and ranged up to prevent them,
s0 that Tcmple, Dabney & Co. found
themselvés keeping goal at the station-
doos.

_ Again and again Wharton & Co. sent
in the ball, and the defenders cleared,

| and the Fourth-Formers tried to rush it

away up the street. But the Removites
always rallied and brought it back again.

In the excitement of the struggle no
one heard or heeded the sound of a train

‘| coming into the station.

The four o’clock train had arrived, but
the fellows who had come to meet it were
thinking of anything but that.

The struggle was at its hottest, and the
attack on goal was hard and hot, when
a stranger appeared on the scene, from
the interior of the station.

He was a lad of about Harry Whai-
ton’s age, and of much the same size—
perhaps a little more stoutly built, but
very active and agile, too.

He had a round, boyish face, ex-
trenmiely sunburnt, with a pair of dark
eyes, that seemed capable of staring the
broad sun of noon in the face, so strong
and steady and keeu were their glance.
The ecxpression of his face was happy
and good-humoured, and there was a
gleam of fun, too, in his eyes.

The lad came down to the station
entrance, and looked out in great amaze-
ment at the scene, Temple & Co.
grouped in the doorway, and the Famous
Four pelting the ball in at them, & crowd
of Upper and Ldwer Fourth beys swarm-
ing round with excited faces and wild
vells. ’

*“Great Scott!”
comer.

Dabney had retired into the station for

\ .

ejaculated the new-
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2’ few minutes to dab his nose with a
handkerchief. He had met the incoming
footer with his nose—and stopped the
ball, but his nose had suffered con-
siderably.

The new-comer tapped him on the
shoulder, and Dabney blinked at him
over his crimsoned handkerchief. )

“Fxcuse me!” said the sunburnt lad.
“Will you tell me what’s the mattér?”

‘“‘Form row,” said Dabney briefly.

The other looked puzzled.

“What’s thati” :

“We're licking the Remove.”

The stranger seemed to understand.
~“Oh!  You belong to Greyfriara
School 77

“Oh, rather!”

“T'm a new boy.”

“Oh, are you?” said Dabney, without
taking much interest in the matter, and
he mopped Bereely away at his stream-

s, I believe I'm going into the
Lo\’\'er Fourth—that’s the Remove, isn’t
ite’

“Yes,” said Dabney. “Go and eab
coke, you cheeky Remove waster!”

Tom Brown laughed—a hearty, whole-
some laugh that"was good to hear.

He stepped towards the doorway,
leaving Dabney mopping his nose, and
looked out. It was easy for him to dis-
tinguish the Remeve from the Upper
Fourth. They were younger boys,
though the difference was not great; and
their shouts, too, showed who they were.
The New Zealander looked with great
interest on the struggle.

“On  the ball!” roared Wharton.
“Buck up, Remove!”

There was the shriek of an engine in
the station, and Bob Cherry gave a
jump. ‘

““'Fhat’s the train going out!” he ex-
claimed.

“Blow the train!”

“But the New Zealand kid—-—"

“0Oh1”

“He must be there.”

“(Come on, then!”

Wharton and Cherry made a rush for
the station door. Temple and Fry.
jumped in their way; but the Removites
did not close with them.

“Pax!” exclaimed Wharton. ‘“We're
here to meet a chap—a new kid coming
{from New Zealand. We want to get on
the platform.”

“Rats!”

“We want to meet Brown-—s’

“Bosh! Give us our ball!”

“Now look here—"

“T¥’s not pax till you give us our
ball.”

“ u ”

“Go and eat coke!”

“It's all serene!” said Tom Brown,
quietly, stepping forward. “I'm Brown—
TI'm the chap from New Zealand—and aw-
fully,obliged to you for coming to meet
me !’

Harry Wharton nedded, and glanced
over lim quickly. He noted the keen
eve, the sturdy torm, with satisfaction.

“Good!” he exclaimed. * You're
coming into our Form. Line up!”

“Right-ho!” )

“On  the hall!” shouted Wharton.
“Pack to Gregiriars—on the ball!”

“ Hurrah t”

“Buck up, Reniove!” -

The® Removites dribbled the footer
away, and Temple, Dabney & Co. rushed
in pursuit. ‘Femple robbed Nugent of
the ball, and sped away with 1. A
lithe form shot past him like an arrow,
and the hall was fairly taken from his
toe with lightning speed. Temple hardly
knew that it had gone till he saw that
active form speeding away down the
lane, with the ball bounding in advance

Harry Wharton gave a shout,

]
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“Bravo, Maori!”

Ii was the New Zealander who was
“on the ball.”

The Removites gave him a cheer, and
dashed after bim. A swarm of excited
juniors went down the street. They
swarrned outside the tuckshop, where 1t
unfortunately happened that a waggon,
coming down the street, stopped the
New Zealander's pace.  The Upper
Fourth buzzed round the boy irom
Taranaki.

“Collar the ball!” shrieked Temple.

But Tom Brdwn was not to be robbed
of the leather. As the Fourth-Formers
closed upon him, hLe kicked for safety,
taking the door of the tuckshop as a goal.

The leatlier flevr, and, true to its aim,
it bounded in at the tuckshop: door.
There was a swarming rushk of juniors
after it.

1;1'(\::1 within the shop came a fearful

yell.
. Billy Bunler was sitting on a canc
stool, eating jam-tarts and talking, when
4he ball came in. There was a Eig box
of eggs bohind Bunter, and he was tilt-
ing the.stool backwards and forwards as
ke talked and afe.

He was Lelling the greztly impressed
black youth about his surprising powers
aa a physical culturist and a performer
in the gym: and no thought of danger
crossed his mind.

Ho gave a jump as the bail came in.

The leather struck a wall and re-
bounded, and caught the fat iunior full
upon the chest!

“QOw!” yelled Bunler.

He went over backwards, his tarts fly-
ing far and wide.

There was a terrilic crashing and
atnashing as the plump forra of the junior
bamped into the box of eggs.

“My only lhat!" gasped Bulstrode.
‘“Here’s a giddy go!”

S Ow il

“My word!” said Skinner.
clieap to-day!”

“They'll have to be paid for!”
Tncle Clegg.

“Ow! Help, help! Yow!™

The doorway was blocked with eager
juniors-in pursuit of the ball, They saw
Dunter’s plight, and they yelled.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter, sprawling helplessly in the box
of smashed eggs, blirked and roarcd.

“Owt Yow! Help! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Eggs are

hooted

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

How the Chum from New Zealand
Arrived at Qreoyfriare.

" ‘A, ha, ha!”
. a Help 1
Harry Wharton came in, and

soized DBunter’s outstretched
hands, and tried to dtag him from the
hox of eggs.
But the box was not wide, and the
plump form of the Falstaff of Greyiriars
was jammed into it.

*Felp 1"

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“Owl_ You're ierking my fists off—
Yow Holp! o easy! Don't be a
beast! Yah!"

“Here, lend a hand, some of you

chaps!”

* Right-ho!" exclaimed Tom Brown.

He took one of Buuter's arms, and
Harry took the other.. They yanked at
the fat junior, and Bunter, grunting,
came out of the box like a cork from a
bottle, .

There was a roar of merriment as his
back was seen.

He was simctherad with eggs from neck
to knees, S

Broken eggs. streamed all over him,
ard made lines down the legs of his

trousers to his ankles. The interior of
the egg-box resembled a soup-tureen.

“Ow!” gasped Bunter. “What beast
kicked that ball at me?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Brown.
“TI'm sorry! Ha, ha, hat”

“You—you waaster!"”

“I'm—ha, ha, ha'!—jolly sorry!™

“Yes, you look it!” remarked Nugent,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added
that the lookfulness was terrific!

“I am really sorry!” %asped Tom
Brown. “Tll pay for the clothes @™

“You—you jworm!” gasped Bunter.
“Who are you? You don’t belong to
CGireyfriars, I say, vou fellows, bump
him over! You're not zoing to let a
rotten stranger muck up a UGreylriars
chap like this, are you?”

“But he is a Greyfriars chap, Bunty—
he's the new kid from New Zcaland.”

Bunter forgot the eggs in his surprise.

“What!" .

“Jt’s Tom Brown of Taranaki!”

“Rot!” exclaimed DBunter warmly.
“You know all the people in New Zea-
land are black. Tha®s. why they're
called the All Blacks."

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You utter aes!” saidl Tom Brown,

** Look here, you otitsider——""

“I'm Tom DBrown."”

“Rats!"” .

“This is a chap who has been japing
you.”

“Oh, really, you know-—-"

“It—it was only a joke!” gasped the
juker, It was only a joke up against
Bunter, He, he, he!™

“M-m-m-my word!” gasped Dunter.
‘*I—oh—S8noop ! . .

Tom Brown had jerked his prisoner
over to theé counter, where was a basin
of water, with a dish-cloth in it, with
which Uncle Clegy kad Leen washing
pastry-plates. .

Tom scized tho cloth, and rubbed it
hard over the. disguised junior's face.

The hard rub removed enough of the
colouring to reveal a big patch of the
junior’s face, and he was recognisable
even to the Qw! of the Renmiove.

“ Snoop i

“He, he, he!" giggled Snoop. ¢ Here,
lemme alone, you New Zealand lamb! It
was only a jape.'

The New Zealander rcleased him. The
crowd of juniors simply roared. The
expression of Bunter’s face as he stared
at Snoop was too funny for words.

Ry = say, you fellows, I've leen
done!” gasped Bunter at last, “I—I've
been dished. I'vo blued twelve bob on
feeding these chape——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“He told me he was Tom Brown, and
was allowed a pound a weck pocket-
money-—""

“He, he, he!”

“I've treated him, and—-"'

‘“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Bulstrode. ‘Tt
was a ripping feed, too, Billy, We're
grateful.”

“What-ho ! gigeled Skinner. “1T pass
a vote of thanks!”

*“You—yon beasts!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've been taken in!”

“You frabjous ass! Ha, ha, ha!”

““I—I say, you fellows-—" .

But ‘ Bunter's indignant voice was
drowned in the roar of lavghter. Uncle

Clegg tapped him on the shoulder, and
Bunter blinked at him angrily.

“What do you want, hang you?”

“Paying for them ecggs,” saicl Cncle
Clegg grimly.

“Go .to the dickens!
fault 1* [

“Yon broke them eggs .

‘Wft's all right,” said Tom Brown, in-
terposing., “T’ll settle. Tt was my faulg,
as I kicked in the bail. Take it out of
that.”

It wasn't my

!

Friday. 5

Unole Clegg’s grim visage relaxed at
the sight of the sovereign. He gave the
New Zealand junior This change, and
meanwhile Nugent had sorted the foot.
ball out from the corner it had rollul
into. Outside the shop, Temple, Dabaey
& Co. were still clamouring. Tom Browr
took the footer and put it under his arm

“We'll give them a run to the school?
he said. I play Rugger at home in New
Zoal‘a,nd, I'll show them a three-quarter’s
run,

“Right! We'll back you up!”

“Buck up, Remove !”

“Hwrrah {”

“I say, you fellows, how am I to gct
home in this state?” ’

‘ Ask us another, Billy.”

“I've been done out of twelve bob "

“Serve you right for being a grecdy
voung rotter {”’

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Come on, you chaps! Rush them!”

“I say, you fellows——"

But no one heeded Billy Bunter. Thr
Removites rushed tho Upper Fourth, anid
fought a elear way to tho street, Tom
Brown still with the ball under his arm.
. The Fourth-Formers tackled him on al!
sides, but Tom Brown sent up the
street as he might haye gone up o Rug-
ger field, the ball under his arm, and
flooring his opponents right and left.

He gained the lane that led to Grer-
friars, with o fleetness that made it far
from easy for even the Famous Four—the
bqst runners in the Remove—to keep pace
with him, ‘There he dropped the ball.

“Come on!"™ he shouted, waving his
hand.

And awey they went at top speed up
the lane. -

The rushing and running had fagged
out most of both Forms, and only the
chosen spirits on cither side stuck to the
game. The Famous Four, with Mark
Linley and Tom Brown, were all of the
Remove who remained “on the ball,”
while only five or six of the Upper
Fourth contested it with them as thex
bore down upon the gates of Greyfriars.

But Temple, Dabney & Co. were detor-
mined not to yield. They would never
have heard the last of it if they hac
allowed the Remove to remain in posscs-
sion of the ball. They fought it out to
the bitter end?

Gosling was careful to keep out of the
way ae the dusty, excited juniors cam~
strcaming in at the gates, the Romovites
still keeping fo the ball, and passing it {o
one another in fine style as they came i
. “Come on!” shouted Bob Cherry
‘Let's get it into the house, and up inig
the Remove ?nssnge |3

“Right-ho!” )

“The right-ho-fulness iy
panted Hurree Singh.

If the juniors had not been wildly ex
cited, they would not have been quiic
so reckless. They rushed the ball acrnsa
the Close towards the Schoolhouse. Tha
Fourth-Formers panted after them.

Only Temple ard Dabney weore in at
the dcath; and of the Remove, only
Wharton, Cherry, and the New Zealandcr
were still on the.ball, Bob Cherry was
rolled over by a charge from Temple,
and he gasped on the grass, too breath.
less to rise again. Wharton was tackled
by Dabney, and he passed the footer to
Tom Brown.

The lad from Taraneki rushed it dsor-
wards, and kicked, just as Teraple made n
clutch at him, The ball rose in the aiz,
and sailed into the wide doorway, just
as Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
came out to sec what the disturbance
was about. |

The result was inevitable !

iff!

iff !
“Goal!” gasped Bob Cherry. My
only chapeau!”
Tue Pexsy PoruLae.—No. 258,
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THE FIFTfH CHAPTER.
A Score for the Remove.

R. QUELCH staggered back

M into the house, and disap-
peared from view for a
monient.

There was the sound of a heavy fall
within, aud of a football bouncing away,
"Fhe Remov ites stood petrificd.

Tom Brown chuckled.

“Goal I he cjaculated. “That's the
second [’

“ What 7"

“j'hat’s  the second goai--and both
flukes! IIa, ha, hat”

“My hat! Do you know who you've
goaled 77 -

“[Taven’t the faintest idea.’

“It's  Queleh—our  Form-master--
master of the Remove!”

“Phe-ce-w!”

Mr. Quelch 1eappeared in the doorway.
The Remove-master was usually a quict
and somewhat cold individual; but on
the gresent oceasion he showed very
me' ens of excitement,

He was almost stuttering with wrath,
and for some moments he could not make
Bimsell intelligible, _

“ Boys !” he gasped at last. “ Boys!”

lom Drown raised his hat, with an cx-
pression of contrition upon lis handsome,
sunburut face,

“T am very sonv sir.’

“We are ¢ » beg.m Wharton.

“Leave it to me,” whiepered Brown.
“T’'m a new hoy; I shall get off more
lightly than you w ould ”

Wharton could not help bemg strack
by the solid sense of that remark. It
showed that ihe lad from Taranaki had
ail bizs wits about him,

Tom Brown camne towards the wrathfui
Remove-master with a contrite expres-
sion, which was blended with the most
perfect innocence.

I am sorry, sir—so sorry !
iomj?_r (lid ot hurt you !

3

T hope the

y \on please, sir, I’'m the new boy.”
‘ BO p 17
. “’lom Brown, eir, North
Island, New Zealand.”
“Boy I’ gasped the Remove-master.
“I di(in’t sce you before 1 kicked,
I hope it didn’t hurt you!”
’ Quclch

of Taranaki,

sir.

“It did hurt me,” said Mr.
geverely, “ But that is not the point.
Ilow dare you kick a football into the
pnhho doorw 2y of a school 77

*Oh, sirt?

‘“You must know that you are Jmi

allo“ Td to d? anything of the sort here.’
h, sir !’

“1 do not wish to be hard upon a new

boy, cspﬂcmllv one coming from such a

distant place,” said Mr. Quelch. *“ but
you must knnw ”
cg, sir.”
“You deserve to be caned most
scverely.” ’

*Yes, sir,

Mr. Quelch looked a little puzzled.

“THowever, as you are a new boy— and
considering that you hawve lately arrived
from New Zealand—T do not wish to cane
you' mmledmtcly upon your arrival at the
school,”

“Oh, thank you, sir! You are very
kind !V

“You will be more carcful in the
future. Wharton and Cherry, you will

take a hundred lines each. You were
kicking the ball herc, although xt was
Brown who sent it into the house.”

*Yes, sir,” eaid Wharton and Cherry
meckly,

Mr. Quelch went back into t.le house.
Tom Brown smiled at his new friends, and
burried in after the Form-master to look
for the footer. Upper Fourth and Re-
move had been gathering on the spot, and
a crowd {oilowed Fom Brown in.
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But the

New Zealander was the one to pick up
the ball, and Harry Wharton linked arms
with him and rushed him up to the Re-
move passage.

The Upper Fourth followed fast; but
on their own ground the Rcmovites were
invincible. The ball was kicked along to
Study No. 1, and lkicked into it; and
Temple, Dabney & Co. strove in vain to
reach even the study door.

“Yah!” roared the TUpper
“Give us our ball.”

“Come and fetch it 1"

“Yah! Rotters!”

“Who scores this time ¥

“The Remove!” roared the Lower
Fourth.

Harry Wharton held up the foothall—
which was not looking so new as it had
looked—so that Temple could sce it across
the heads of the crowd of Removites who
lmrred his paih to tiie .ctndy.

“Ilere you ave, Temple 17
IIa.nd it over, you rotten fag 1™
“ Suy please,’ p}olh and you can have

Fourth.

I

Jt.

“ITa, ha, ha !

Iomplo did not say ‘‘plcase, pretty
he snorted with wrath. 'The Upper

Fourth attempted a rnsh, but it was in
\rlll]

‘“Are you going to ask for it nicely ?°

*“No !” roared Temple.

“ Are yon gmne; to admit that thc Re-
mo\e scoges ! 7

“No t”

“Well, we score all the same. I'm
g‘omg to chucl\ this ball out of the win-
dow, and you Upper Fourth worms can
go and wiggle for it.”

“Gimme that bal!$”

“Rats!”

And Harry Wharton carried the ball
into the study, and tossed it from the
open window Into the Close. The Upper
Fourth, with many threais and cat-calls,
zh:por:ed and the Removites wore loft to
chuckle over their sictory.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Fough on Wingate. .
s ( ~
Brown?” asked Harry Whar
ton, a litrile later, when the
chanmis were sitting in Study
Tom Blo\.n laughed bis merry tangh.
“What-ho!” he said, “Rughy, of
course; what game do you play here?”

AN you yplay f3oter, v‘ounxr
No. 1. -
“Soccer. Well teach ¥ou soccer.
« :

Or, TI'll  teach you Rurmm, :
suggested  Tom  Brown. “lt's  the
better game, you know.”

* Bokh ™

‘U've played 1t all my life, :md 1
ought to know,” eaid Bm\\n warmly.
“TIl show you fellows how to play.
Anyway, it's a good dedgze to play both
kinds.””

“Yee, there’s soniething in ihat.”
“T1 suppose you haven't & Rugger ball
7 agked Tom Brown, with

in the place!’
a elipght sniff, glancing mund the study.

“No, I think not,” said Wharton
Iauvhmrr “Still it would be good fun
io learn to lay Rugeer, and we'll get
a ball, by all means.”

Tom Brown had fnished lis tea. and
he rose from the table, He picked up
Harry \Wharton’s football {rom ihe
boolwhe]f

“You see, there's a jolly lot more in
Rugby,” he explained.

“You cau’t drop a goal in- your old
game, for instance. When 1 played for
the Taranaki Terriers I was considered
rather a dab at dropping a goal, lll
show you if you Aike, with this ball,”

\\ harton jumped 1up in alarm.

“Here, hold on, old chap;: vou’n 80
jolly unlucl\y with yonr goals lhe ex-
claimed, “and this 1s a small voom for
footer. It was all very well to biff

'
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Bunty into the
funny.
“Wae it?” -gnorted Bunter,
sco anything funny in it.”
“And you got off pretty easily after
goalmg Quokl)y on the’ chest. DBut
you've ﬁnon us euough ‘goals—you
have real

“The enounhfuluoss is terrific.”

“I'1l drop the goal agaiust tllc door,
if you like.” said Tom Brown. “Light-
ning never sirikes three times in tho
same place, The ball will bounce back
from the door, and won’t hLurt any-
thing.”

“0h, all right—-go ahead.”

Tom Brown faced the door, and took
the ball in his hands. He dropped it
on the floor, and as it rose, he kicked.

It was a eplendid drop kick, and it
sent tho Dall straight at the door. 1f
the door had remained shut, the footer
would have bounced from it as Brown

cggs—that  wae

“1 didu't

expeeted. But he was cortainly un-
lucky with his goals, for. just as he
kicked, the door opened wide and

ngate, of the Sixth, and captain of
Greyfriars lookad in.

“You— OQh!”

Wingato sat down in the doorway!

Tom Brown stared blaukly at
Wingate, and. Wingate stared blankly
at Tom Brown.

Bob Cherry burst into a roar.

“HMa, ha. ha! You were zoing to
drop a goal, kid, and yowve enly
d;opp d a prefect! ITa, ha, ha!”

M_v hat!" gasped Tom. “I'm
sorry.’

“The sorrtwfulness of the esteemed
Maori is coutinued and terrific!”

murmuared Iturreo Singl.
Wingate staggered to his [eot.
“You cheol\v young swecp———""
“T'm sorry.’
“Do. you know I'm cepbain of il

s(‘]‘(lol—lledd of the Sixth!” roared
Wingate. \\ hy, T')] scalp yeu; Tl
pulverise vou!

“Tt was an accident—""

‘“Are you the clxap who Liffed Mr.
Quelch with a footer?’

“That was an accident, too.”

“You've had too mauny accidents,”
said Wingate, taking the new junior
by the collar, and twisting him round,
and applvmg his boot with considerabls
force to his porson.

“I think vou ought io allow yoursclf
one acoidnnt a day al thc mest.”

0w

“I think that you won't have any
more acmdoms for somec time to come,
now.

“Yow !

“There!” said Wingate,
“I think that's enough,
new boy.”

stppping.
2s You are a

“Ow! It’s more than cnonrrh thank
you,” gasped Tom Brown. Im jolly
glad that I'm not an old boy.”

Wingate grinned. e had lLad a
sudden shock, but his wrath never
lasted long. e liked the Now
Zealander, too, for the plucky way he

had taken his pumchment

“I came hele for you.” he said. “1I
suppose you've Brown, the. kid from--
from-—what 18 it—Borriobool-ha 7

“Taranaki,” said Tom cheerfully.

“That's it! Mr. Quelch wants to sec
you—he’s your Form-master, Go to his
study—here Ill take you there. Don’l
bring a footer.’

Tom Brown grinned,
tho captain of (119\{1!-':\1"
Wingate looked at him once or iwice

cunous]y. as they went downstairs,

New boys at a big school like Grev-
friars generally ghowed some signs of
nervousness, or at least of bcmrr sub- s
dued. There was very little of thate
sort about Tom Brown.  Greyfriars

and followed
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micht have belonged to him, and the

whole county might have Dbeen his
private catale, to judge by his ecasy
anner,

“1 was going to give you a few tips,
as’ you've come such a long way,”
Wingate remarked, “about getting on
liere, and holding your owu. Bub it
seems to me that you arc-able to look
alter vourself pretty well.”

I've usually beon able ‘to do
sssented Tom, modestly.

Well, you don’t scem very down-
hearted, anyway.”

“T'ra never downhearted.” ]

“(tood¥ You scem to have made
friends already, too.”

“Yes! Jolly decent chaps they scem,

tco, said Tomn Brown beartily. ‘1 like
Greyfriavs. 1 say, I'm really sorry I
biffed you with the footer. My luck
us to be out.”
“0h, that's all right,” said Wingate.
“1 should recommend a little more carc
in the future, as all the prefects here
aren’t as good-tempered as I am.’

“I lope they all haven't had as much
practica at kicking goals, as you seem
to have had,” Tom Brown remarked.

Wingute langhed, and stopped at M.
Quelel’s door and tapped.

ile opened thie door, and signed to
Browan to go in.

“Here is the new boy,

“Thank yon., Wingage.

And Tom Brown ghtered the Form:
moster’s study, to gb through the usual
ovdeal of a new boy. But he woent
throngh it ealmly and coolly enough,

Alr. Queleh fofihd him “all there,”

and the new boy quite satisfied him.
The Torim-masicr veferred to a list on
lis desk.
“ AL Yo will go into Study No. 2.
Nrewn,” he said.  “ There are only two
hoys in that study at present, and there
will be ample reom for you.”

*Thank you. sir,” said Tom.

And he withdrew from the Form-
masrar's study. He went slowly back
{o the Remove quarters. Tle was dis-
ated a! not being put into No. 1
Mo, 13, but he knew ibat he could
nob argue about the matter with the
Form-master. Exigencies of  space
determined the muatter as far as M.
Quelel wos concerned.

*Hallo, hallo, hailo!” exclaimed Bob
Chorry, as the New Zcalander came
inte No. 1. *Get through all right?”

“Right as vain, thanks!”

“Do you know which study you are
going into?” 7

“AMr. Quelch says No. 2.7

There was a general falling of faces,

Tom Brown looked round inquiringly.

“T'mosorry not to be with eome of

SO,"

sir.”

vou chaps,”  he rewmiarked. “But s
thiere  angthing  up  awainst  Stody
No. 277

“It's Bulstrode's roem!"

“ Buistrode?”

“Yes, the big chap in the tuckshop—
the c¢hap who was japing DBunter!™
“He's a beast!” rvemarked Bunter.
“Well, it can'i be helped,” remarked
1larry - Whavton. “It may be possible
to change later, if you don’t get on
with Bulstrode,  You'll find Hazledene,
the other fellow in there, all right.
If your things have come from the
station, you may as well get installed
there, and we'll lond vou a hand.”

“Right-ho!”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The First Rugby Match of the Season.
O0M BROWXN buwst into the Re-
move dormitory with a Rugby
ball under his arm. Larry Whar-

) ton & ("0'.4, were there, with
Ogilry, Morgan. Elliott, and several
other fellows of the Remove, It was

pelting late in the cvening, but Tom
Brown's proposition to have a little
Rugby in the dorm had been hailed with
acclamation.

Mark Linley bad plaved Rugby at
home in Lancashire, and Morgan in
Wales; Dbut they were the only Re-
movites besides Brown wlo lmew any-

thing to speak of about the game. But
the rest were willing to leaen, And it

was fun, anywayv.

“Iere he is!” exclaimed ITarry Whar-
ton, as the New Zealander came in.
“ Now, then— 7

“Line up!”

“The line-upfuluess is tervific,”

“How many of you can play Rugger?”
asked Tom Brown.

“Two,” said Whartou; “Linley and

Morgan. We have a!l a pretty gocd
idea of it, though.” ) )
“Good! Form up the cides. Linley

had helter captain one side, and I the
othep.”
“Right you are
The sides were goon

1

foirraad,  Goals

There was a

. Billy Buntor bumped into the box of eggs.
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doors slightls to peep in and se¢ what
was going on.

The Removites within were
busy to sce that.

Temple grinned at the sight that met
his eyes. The Removites were swaving
and scrambling in a decidedly irregular
scrum, and ecemed to have beou trans-
fc)rmod into a huge heap of lrgs and
cet.

*They're playing footer ! said Fry in
wonder,

“Oh, rather !” said Dabney.

“(heck !  Footer in the evening —in-
doors !

“Oh, the Remove have check enough
for anything !” said Scott.  “They’ll
have Queleh or a prefect up here socon.”

“We had better interfere, 1 tlink,”
said Temple gravely.

“Good! They want a Leking '™

“Hold on! You remember the liitle
game they played with us this afternoon?
‘This looks like a chance of tit for tat.”

“Good egg !

“Wait till the ball comas

[ar too

near tha

terrific crashing and smashing as the plump form of

““Oh! Help? Yow!”

yelled the Owl of the Remove.

AN UVUNANANANNANANANANNANAN ANANNNANANANANNANNT

were arrvanged at opposiie ends of the
dormitory. "The hall was kicked off, and
the somewhat peeuliar mateh conumenced.
The footer-ficld was rather incommoded
by beds and boxes and washstands, but
there was a great deal of cxeitement in
dodging the ohstacles.

The fun was scon fast and furions, and
there was a considerable din in the Re-
move dormitory.

As the Remove sludics were under-
neath it did not matier so much; had a
Sixth Form-room been below there would
have been an angry prefect on the scene
in a very few minutes. But the noise
reached many cars, and among them the
cavs of Temple, Dapney & Co., of the
Upper Fourtl.

While the Rugby match proceeded in
the Remove dormitory a ¢rowd of Upper
Foureh fellows gathered ‘in the passage
outsicle, and Temple opened one of the

'

door, and I'll ent in and collar ir.” whis-
pered Temple,  “We'll imake the Re-
move sing small this time.”

The Fourth-Formers grinned gleefully,

T'he affair of the football of the after-
noon was still rankling very sovely in
‘their meinories, aud they weie cagor to
give the Remove tit for- tal.

Temple pushed the door a livtie widlsr
open, and the Upper Fourth fellows
watched their opportunity.

The Removites had no idea they wore
there.  They were too busy. The iv-
formal Rugby match was growing very
exciting.

Tom Brown had the ball, aud -
making- a run up the field, and Mark
Linley had tackled him,

Brown struggled  desp © 1o got
away from the Tancaabire lad, lat
Maik's tackle brought him down—with
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a bump ilat was rather painful. The
floor of the Remove dermitory was harder
tehan the ground of the football-ficld.

Tont Brown passed to Harry Wharton,

before he went down, and Harry caught
the ball; hut he was tackled and bowled
over by Bob Chervy the next moment,
throwing the ball towards Nugent, who
was near the door,

_Nugent wasnt ready for the pass, and
the ball missed him and swooped agajust
the wall near the door, dropping within
a [ew feet of Temnple.

That was 'Temple’s opportunity.

He darted into the room and pigked
up the ball in a twinkling, and was out
again _into the passage before a hand
conld be raised to stop him, &

Bob Cherry gave a wild yell.

**Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who's that$”

“Temple & Co. )’

“ Upper Fourth rotters !”

“They’ve got our ball!?

Y After them

Harry \Wharton leaped up and rushed
to the door. After him in a stream went
the Removites, The ganie had come to
a sudden termination. - ¥t was a question
now of dealing_with’ the Upper Fourth,
ghd recovering Tom Brown’s hall,

The Bg\rites rushed into ggc
passage. £ <

“After them!” y W h 1.
“Come on!” shy To rown.
And down the sago with a rush

went the juniol'é@emple & Co. were
well ahead, Temple with the oval ball
under his arm making for the stairs.

" Stop them !’ roared Wharton.

Temple snapped his teeth,

* Come on! Rush the bounders!”

The Fowrth rushed on. ‘There was a
scrimmage in the passage, but more and
inore  Removites joined in, and the
pursuers were on the acene now.
Temple & Ca. had all their worl cut out
to hold their own, They were driven up
to the end of the pissage by overwhelnm-
ing nuwbers, g enned up there
against the. doars e box-room and
Study No, L o

"There they:zhas last stand.

Temple was stifl clutching the footer,
determined not to give it up; and the
Removites gave him their chief atten-
tlo1,

“Got hini!" shouted Bob Cherry,
thiowing his arms round Temple's neck
in a most affectionate way. * Collar the
footer 1

Tethple wrenchcd himself away, and
{.‘Yent with a bump against the door of
No.
The ‘door flew open, and Temple rolled
helplessly into the study, with Bob
Cherry rolling over him.

Removites and Upper Fourth rushed
and rolled in after them, and in a second
the study was crammed with fghting,
struggling forms.

The room was a good size, [or a junior
study, but .there was no space for the
cxcited combatants who poured into it.

They bumped against the table, and
seut it Aying—and they bumped on the
hoolicase, and brought it over with a
crash.

In the midst of upset furniture, scat-
teved books and papers and flowing ink-

pots, the struggle weut on with un-
diminished vigour.
Temple and Bob Cheiry staggered

into the window, and an eibow crashed
through the panes.  An excited youth
dragged the ashpan from under the grate,
and scattered the contents ovei the Re-
movites—his own friends getling as
much of the ashes, however.  Fry had
QOgilvy on the floor, pouring ink over his
head.” The jupiors were so excited with
conibat that, as a matter of fact, they
hardly knew what they were doing.

. Teryple was still halding on to the
ball. "Fry and Da rd Scott rallied
round him, &nd the ds were hurled
forth from the stud¥ t the four still

hel eff, a: hey were penned

in a F, with the Renlove hemming

themgi@ad= - gs
ThePere backedHp against the wall

which separated-the study from the box-
roont—a, thin wall of lath and plaster, of
no great strength.  As the Removites
rushed upon them, aud the Fourth-
Formers were bumped heavily against
the wall, there was an ominons creaking.
The excited juniors did not nolice it.

** Gimme: that ball!”

“Rﬂts‘" )

Harry Wharton closed with Temple,

They whirled to and fro, and went
with a bump on the wall as the
Removites crowded forward to collar the
last defenders.

C'rash! -

A huge gap appeared in the wall, and
there was a crashing of falling laths and
a wild tearing of paper.

Temple and Wharton, still in one
another’s grip, went reeling through the
gafJ_. and three or four juniors bumped
helplessly after them.

S My only hat!” gasped Nugent.
“The wall’s given:i”

l(He] 2] .

Harry Wharton staggered up. The
footer was in his grasp at last. He

tossed it to Tom Biown, and the New
Zealander caught it

“We've got it!”

“Hurray !’

“My hat, therell Lo a row alcut
this I’ gasped Wharton. ‘“No hiding a
thing like that. Fancy the rotten wall
giving way! It must have heen very
woak 17

“Rotten!” said Bob Cherry. “%
wonder if we could patell it up??

Temple staggered o his fecet. IIe was
dishevelled and dusty and exhausted, but
the prospect of a seripus row over the
burst wall-put an eud to the scrimmage.

“J—I'm sorry 1" he panted.

“Can’t be helped. We shall have to
face the music,” raid Wharton, with a
shrug of the shoulders. “You [ellows
clear out!?

“Cavel”

“Here’s Quelch!” o

“Oh! Now look out for hurricanes
murmured Bob Cherry, ““ This is where
the row begins, my beloved ‘carers!”

Mr. Quelch, the master of
Remove, stood in the doorway.

He secmed transfixed by what le saw.

The juniors stood silent. dusty, dis-
ordered, and waited for the storm to
break. .

“Tt is, I presume, what you call a
‘rag,” ? said Mr. Quelch. “T must
make you learn -somchow that a rag
must be kept within bounds. I shall
punish you all most severely. \Vhol
started this struggle?” .
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There was no reply.

Me. Quelch waited a few moments,
and then went ou.

“Very well; T will take it that you are
equally to blame. Your punishment
will be equal, thien., You will all come
to my study Defore hedtinie, and reccive
six cuts each with the cane. You will Jo
a hundred lines of Virgil each to-morrow.
Brown, as a new boy, is excused the
caning, but he will do the linegi”

“Ves, sit,” said Harry Wharton.

“You will take your property out of
this study, Cherry,” said Mr. Quelch.
It cannot be occupied again until it has
been repaived, which may take some
time.”’ .

“Yes, sir.”

“You will go back {o your previous
(r]]}larters in the interval. Perhaps tlie

iscomfort of overcrowded qguarters will
make you realise the necessity of keep-
ing order. Now, disperse at ounce.”

. Mr. Quelch stalked awzy, and the
juniors dispersed. :
Temple grinned at Wharton os le

went.

S Well, it was fun, anviay,” he said.
“Tt's pax now., We'll lick your checky
kids another time!’

Bob Clerry looked round the wrecked
and dismantled study with a glance of
regret. He had grown attached to his
quarters in No.13. -

“Well, T shall have to come back into
No. 1 with you for a hit; Wharton,” he
remarked; ‘“and Wun Lung will go back
with Bulstrode, and Mark with Russcl
and Lacey—till this room 1is repaived.
Study No. 13 is wiped off the list for a
bit, and I'm willing to admit that No. 1
is top study—so long as I'm in it}

*And after,” grinned Nugent.

“Qh, no! When I get bhack into
No. 13, No. 13 will be bhe top study
again,” said Bob Cherry checrfully.

“Rats! It was never top study.”
"“T.ook here, Nugent !
** Look here, Bob Chermry !
Harry Wharton interposed.
“Don’t begin ancther row now. for
oodness’ sake!” he exclaimed, “We've
ad enough of that for one evening.
Let’s go and get a wash, so that we can
look decent to take our licking from
Quelch.”

Wharton tapped Torma Brown on the
shoulder.  The New Zealander had a
swollen nose and a black eve, but he
grinned at Wharton with perfect good
temper,

“You're getting an exciiing first day
at Greyfriars, Brown.”

“¥Yes, rather—but I Iike it?"' grinned
Tom Brown.

The juniors took their respective lick-
tugs manfully, and listened with great
meekness to some strong remarks Mr.
Quelch made on the unrulivess of the
Remove. They went up {o the dormi-
tory that night with tingling palms, but
feeling quite satisfied witll themselves
for keeping their end up against tle
Upper Fourth.

The next day Bob Cherry resumed his
old quarters m Study' No. 1, and the
Famous Fouy were united again, and for
a time nothing more was heard of the
burping question as to which was top

| study in the Remove.

THE EXN.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. ovwner of that nafne in a far from

For Two Pins! friendly tone, “and I don’t stand any

LU AVASOUR!”
“That’s 1t!”
“Sounds a swagger

said Monty Low ‘thor

name,”
of the

Shell, with a yawn.  “ Another giddy
aristocrat like the one and only Gussy, I
suppose !’

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Vavasour !” said Gore of the Shell,
with a sniff. “T'll Vavasour him, if he
comes any nonsense, anyway. Y hat\s
his front name?”

“Guy!” spid Tom Merry.

* “My hat, thicker and thicker ! said
Gore, with another sniff.  “I'm qmte
anxious to sec Guy Vavasour. If there's
any rot-

“0Oh, bosh!” said Tom Merry. “No
reason to suppose that the new kid is

going to put on side. because he happ: s
to be named Guy -Vavasour. Chap can’s

help his name, any more than he can
help his faCE‘—thd[ why we’te not down

on youn, Gore.”
- “Ha, ha, ha!”

“YVhat's the matter with my face?”
hawled Gore.

“The question is, what is't the
matter with it?”  drawled 3lonty
Lowther,  “But Tom Merry's right,

vou can't help it, and we're net down on
you.”

“Yaas, \\"Ltuah said Arthur A\umn-
tus D’ Arey. of the Lomth Formm at St
Jim’s. “And I twust you arc not rrun
to be wnde to the new chap, simply be-
cause he happcus to, have a w spectable
name, Goah.’

“If he puts on
Gore angrily.

“II¢ hasn't done so vcl.” said Tom

Merry pacifically.  “You haven't seen
bim yet Gore. Vait till e puts on
side.”

“Ilis  name’s for
growled Gore.

“Weally, Goah—"

¢ Oh, rats!”

The group of juniors were in the hall
of the old School House of 8t. Jim’s,
after lessons on a spring d'n They
were discussing a new boy who had just
arrived; a junior, who was going into
the Fourth or the Shell, they dide't
know which.

They knew he was to he a School
House boy. that was all, and that made
them a little curious about him., If he
he had been going into the New Housc
they would not have interested them-
selves In Guy Vavasour at all.

Mellish of the Fourth, the sncak of
the School House, had caught sight of
the new boy as he desccnded from the
station haok, and was shown by Toby,
the page, into the Head’s study.

Mollish’s report was that he looked
like a swanker; but the other fellows
dizcounted Mellish’s evidence very much,

any side——-="" began

1

cnough me!

too likely to take a dis-
like to a fellow because he looked
straight and decent; indeed, Mellish’s
dislike, #s Monty Lowther remarked,
was a comnllment to anybody.

Ctore and Crooke and two or
others were against the new boy, how-
ever, before they had seen him; partly
because Tom Merry & Co. sho“ed a dis-
position to speak of h1m in a friendly
way.

The new boy was w 1th the Head novw,
and the group-of juniors meant to see
him as he came out. They had nothing
particular to do ]ust then, and interview-
ing a new “kid ¥ was as good a means of
killing time as any other.

Mecliish was onl

three

“IMere Le comes!” exclaimed Monty
Lowther,
There was a general movement as the

new boy camne down the passage from
the Head's study.

He was certainly an elegant-looking
youth.

He was taller than most of the juniors
there, slenderly built, with a fair facc,
and clear-cut features, and fair hair curl-
ing over a high forehead.

e was dressed most elonant]y, in the
pest-cut clothes, and, indeed, looked
quite as well- dressed as Arthur Angustus
D'Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s; than
which there was no higher praise.

He glanced at the juniors inquiringly.

“Youre the new kid?” asked Tom

The new boy spoke in a somewhat
drawling voice, as if it were almost too
much trouble to speak at all, and his
accent was very like that of Arthur
‘Augustus D’Arcy. D’Arcy felt his
bosom warm to him at once. It occurred
to him immediately that here was a

congenial spirit come to St. Jim's at
last. .
“Vavasour—eh 7% said Gore.
“Yoas!”

“What Torm are vou going iuto?”
asked Tom Merry.
“ghell !
“That's my Form. I'm '[om Merry,
captain of the Shell.” :
© “How do vou do?"” said Vn\asom
“And I'm Gore of the Shell,” said the

)

1 slender feilow hammered

nonsense.”

Vavasour looked at him,
eyebrows slightly.

“Indeed!” he said.

“1 mean that,” said Gore.

“Yaas!”

“Goah, deah boy, pway don’t be wude
and wotten to a new-comah,” said
Arthur Augustus D'Avey. “You will
give him a vewy bad impwession of the
mannahs of this Coll.”

“T'd give him an impression on his
sil[?' nose for two pins!” grunted Gore.

“ My nose?” asked Vavasour.

“ '&"Cs !”

“For two pins?”’

“Yes, hang you!”

“Good "

Vavasour, with perfect coolness, felr
over the lapet of his elegant jacket, and
extracted therefrom a couple of pins.
He laid them in the palm of a very
white and well-kept hand, and cxtended
that hand to George Gore, Gore stared
at it as if it were some curious zoological
specimaen, and wondered what it meant.

The juniors grinned. Vavasour’s
manner was perfectly grave and scrious,
and it was hard to think that he \\as
making fun of Gemge Goore, the bully of
the Shell. The burl v Gore looked as if
he could ecrumple up the elegant new-
comer with a single drive of his heavy
fist; and he was not a safe fellew to
makc fun of.

“What do you 1acau, you assi
blarted out Gore angrily, and growing
very red in the face.

“You said you would make an impres-
sion on my nosc for two pins,” said
Vavasour, in his drawling voice,

“Yes. I did, and

“Well, there are two pins—and here is
my nose.”

Gore drew a deep breatlhh of rage.
There was a chuckle from the gloup of
juniors. Gore doubled up his big fists,
and rushed at the new boy.

Tom Merry & Co. looked a little
anxjous. They did not want to see the
by the burly
bully of the Shell. But he had challenged
Gore, and it was iinpossible to interferc.

raising lis

598

Arthur Augustus DAlC} had a wise
glm upon his austooratlc face.

‘There’s more in that chap than
meets the eye, deah boys,” he mur-

mmed “Qur wespeeted fwiend Goal:
won't cwush him so easily as he thinks.”

Avthur Augustus was right.

Gore rushed at the ncw boy with his
heavy fists thrashing out, and it looked
for a moment as if Guy Vavasour would
be swept away before him, if not
slaughtered where he stocd. But only
for a moment.

Then the delicate white hands came
sweeping up. and Gore’s big fists wera
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knocked into the eir—and Gore rushed
rig]gltE upon a hard set of knuckles.
iff )

“Groooh !”?

Gore staggered back. Between the
impetus of his own rush, and the force of
the blow, he had received a terrific drive,
right on the mnose, that brought the
water with a rush to his eyes.

1le staggered back—two, threc paces,
and sat down with a bump.

“My hat!”

“Bwavo!”

“Grooh!” murmured Gore, dabbing
at his nose with his fingers, and taking
them away crimsoned. *Grooh! Oh!
Ow !”

*1Ta, ha, ha!” .

“My nose is still waiting,” said Vava-
sour gently; ‘“and you have not yet
earned tho two pins.”’

“Ila, ha, hal” .

CGore staggered up, and jammed his
hendkerchief upon. his flowing nose. He
gave the new boy a glare, and stalked
away.

“Nufl's as good as a feast,” grinned
Monty Lowther; “and Gore has had
enough. Now, Mellish, it’s your turn.”

“Idon’t want to guarrel with the new
chap,” said Mellish, in alarm, backing
away. “I—TI dow’t bclieve in junping
on’ new kids.”

“You did five minutes ago.”’

“Your twu, Crooke.” .

“Oh, rot!¥ said Crooke.

“And Crecoke and Mellish walked
away before the argument.could be car-
ried any [arther. Alter George Gore’s
experience, they did mot want to sample
the powors of the wew Sheil fellow.

Vavasour looiked round, with a quict
smile. . A .

“¥m sorry to cut up like this my [Lrst
day here, you fellows,” he said. * Dut
it really wasn’t wy fault, was it? I'm
ot a quarrélsome chap, and I don't
want to row with anybody.”

“Good for you!” said Tom Alerry
heartily, *“Gore has only got what he
was asking for, and it will do him good.
But, blessed if I should have imagined
you could hit out like that! You—
excuse me—you don’t leok like it.”

Vavasour laughed.

*“You sce, Gore fancied you must he
‘a spooney hecause  your  name’s
Vavasour,” said Blake, with a chuekle.

“1f you had becn Smith i
“What 1
Vavasoul’s expression suddenly

changed. The pleasant smile died away
from his face, and a gleam came into his
cyes.  He took a step towards Blake,
and Jack Blake stepped backward in
sheer astouishment.

h“Hold? 0111,!” he exclaimed. ‘|‘\Vha.t’s
the row? m not ragging you!”’

“You said——" 58 - ¥

"I was going to say that if your name

had been S8mith instead of Vavasour,
Gore wouldn’t have jumped on you,”
Blake cxplained. ‘““No offence in that.
that I can sce.” )
all right!?
Duly, if you'’re spoiling for a fght,
you can come on.” said Blake warmly.
“You'll ind me a tougher nut to crack
ihan Gore, 1 can tell you!”

Vavasour smiled.

‘‘But 'm not spoiling for a fight,” he
said. T want to be friends with cvery-
hody who will let ne. It’s all right.
At the present moment I'm looking for
the refreshment department. Anybody
know: the way to the dining-room "

“We'ro just going to bave téa in my
study,” said Tom Merry hospitably.
*Will you come and have tea with us?”

"By Jove, yes! Thank you so much.”

“I was just goin’ to ask the new chap
to come to Study No. 6, Tom Mewwy.”
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“Too late!” said Tom Merry, laugh-
ing. ‘“We’ve bagged bhim now. Be-
sides, he’s coming into the Shell, so he
belongs to us, anyway. Come on, Vava-
sour! A chap who has a daisy right-
hander like that deserves a good tea.”

“Yaas, wathah !

Vavasour laughed, and walked away
with Tom Merry. And the group of
juniors broke up, realising that however
soft and dandified the new fellow loocked,
he evidently wasn’t so soft as his looks
implied.

And Gore, bathing his nose in the
Shell dormitory, and [eeling as if it had
suddenly grown two sizes too large for
him, realised it, too, and made up his
mind to leave the new boy scverely
alone—at lcast, so far as fisticuffs were
concerned, ’

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
One Little Weakness.

r I NEA in Tom Merry's study was
always a pleasant and cosy meal;
and when he was in funds, and
had company, it was a nerry onec.

Nearly a dozen fellows made rather a

crowd for a junior study; but they were

used to crowding.

Tea was ready at last, and the juniors
_sat down round the table, and anywhere
else where they could find room to sit.

The talk turned upon the new boy
himself. New boys were expected to
give an account of themselves, and Vava-
sour was not at all reticent.

“Been tou school belore!
ners.

“No; I've lad a tutor,” said Vava-
sour. *‘First-class man.”

““Oh!” said the juniors.

“Vavasour is first-class in cvery way,”
said Monty Lowther, with a solemn wink
into his teacup.  ** He comes from a first-
class place. Tell us about the baronial
ball at home, Vavasour, old man!”

“Well, a chap needn’t be ashamed of
having been born in a baronial hall, that
T know of,” said Vavasour loftily. ‘“We
have a fine old place down in Kent—
dates from the time of the Congnest.
My ancestors ”

“Your aunts?” asked Lowther,

“Aunts! I dide’t say aunts!”

“No; but your aunt’s sisters will be
your aunts, wouldn’t they ?”

“Look here!”

“Pway don’t he an ass, Lowthah!”
said Arthur Augustus ID’Arcy., with a
severe look at the Shell humorist through
his eyeglass. I wegard the subject of
ancestahs as 2 most important one. Did
your ancestahs come ovah with the Con-
quewah;, Vavasour, deah boy*”

“Yaas. Sir Hugh de Vavasour was
at the Battle of Hastings. But they
were a great family in Normandy before
the Conquest,” said Vavasour.

“I think it vewy pwob that Vavasour
is a welition of mme,” said D’Arey.

“asked Man-

“The D’Arcys were connected with the-

Vavasours in the weign of King John.
You belong to the Ient Vavasours, old
fellow 77

*“Yaas.”

“Then it’s the same family,” said
D’Arcy triumphantly. ““We’re a sort of
distant cousins, you know. ‘There was a
mawwiage in the weign of King John,”

“Very distant cousing, I should think,”
jawned Blake, “Get off your hobby

orse, Gussy, old man !”

“Weally, Blake—""

“What's in a gname?” said Digby.
“You can’t beat Smith for a really good
old English name.”

Vavasour turned red.,

“T wish you’d drop
claimed irritably.

hat!™ he ex-

)

THE PENNY POPULAR-—Every Friday.

“Drop what?”

I don’t like jokes of that sort.*

‘“But I wasn’t joking.”

“Oh, rot!” '

“Vavasour's got some relation with
that awful name,” said Blake solenmnly.
It hits him on the raw.”

‘ Ha, ha, ha.!”’

Vavasour jumped up.

“Look here, I'm not going to stand
this! I——"

The juniors stered at him in astonish-
ment. It was evident that the new
junior was really angry, and there was a
painful pause, Why any fellow should
be angry at such a harmless little joke
was a mystery.

“8it down!” said Blake gracefully.
“T withdraw my remark. But you must
allol\_v me to observe that you are an
ass !

“Chap can't help belonging to a good
old fanily, and being proud of it, too,”
eaid Vavasour sulkily.

“Yaas, wathah, I quite agwee with
our fwiend Vavasowr, I wegurd you as
an ass, Blake!”

Vavasour sat down,

Tom Merry skilfully turned the sub-
ject to football, and the clonds cleared. |
On the subjeet of football Vavasour
could telk, and his ‘talk showed that he
knew how to play the game.

"We'll give you a trial in a practice
mateh to-morrow, Vavasour,” sald Tom
Morry. I you're any good, we'll put
vou down as a reserve for the Junior
Eleven.”

“Yaas,” said Vavasour. “Good!”

“ By the way, swhat study has Linton
put you inta ?” asked Lowther.

*“No. 8.7

“Scott! That’s Gore’s study 1”7

“IWho's Gore 77

“The [ellow whose nose you punched.”

“Well, T can punch it ‘again if he
doesn’t got on with me,” said Vavasour
casily.

* Hae, ha, ha!”

When tea wag over, and the guests had
departed, the Terrible Threv of the Shell
cleared the table, and tock out their
books to work. Monty Lowther be-
stowed a comical look upon his chums.

“What do you think of the ncw
chap?” he asked.

“Well, he’s all right,” said 'Tom
Merry.

“Very bigh-class,” grimmed Lewther,

Tom Mecrry laughed. -

“We've all got our little weakuesses,”
he said. “Vavasour’s is swonk. But
it 1sn't very bad, and I darc say it will
soon get knocked ont of hinmy.™

“Yes, I think that's very likely. If
he talks about the baronial halls here, it
will get to be a standing joke.”

“He will learn to drop that.”

* And the first-class tutor—’

“Ha, ha, ha!” R

“ Mustn’t discuss a departed guest,”
said Manners severely. “I'm surprised
at you, Lowther. But why on earth was
he so ratty at the suggestion that he
might have a relation named Smith ?”

“Couldn’t be connected with anything
so common,” grinned Lowther. *‘ He'd
better’ say “so to Smith minor of the
Fourth, or Smith major of the Sixth.
Then there will ba  trouble in  the
family.”

“Well, everybody's an ass on some
point,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘Vavasour’s
an ass on that point, that’s all. After
all, you know, if ho's been brought up
in an atmosphere of old-family and blue-
blood bosh, he can’t help it, you know.
No}yy, give me a Latin dic.,, and shut

’

And the Terrible Three sct to work,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Strange Neeting.

" OW long is that blessed Gussy
going to be?”
Tom  Merwry

question,

It was the day after Vavasour's
arrival at 8t, Jim’s, and the Terrible
Three were leaning on the stile in Ryl
combe Lane, in a row. .

They were waiting for . Arthur
Augustus D’Arey. D' Arcy and Vavasour
were at My, Wiges', the tailor’s, in the
-village. D’Arcy and Vavasowr had
chummed up very much during the short
time Vavasour had been at St. Jim’e.

Whether o¢ not they wcere related,
owing le that marriage between members
of the I’Arcy and Vavasour families in
the reign of King John, certainly they
had many tastes in common. And
Arthur Augusius D’Arecy had  taken
Vavasour with him to see his tailor; an
excursion quite after Vavasour's own
heart.

The Terrible Three Lad becn jin the
village with them; bpt Mr. Wiggs' little
shop was not so pleasant a nlace to them
as 1t was 10 I)’Arcy, so they walked on,
and were waiting for him in the lane.
D’Arcy had said -that he wouldr't be
more than five minutes. Twenty minutes
out of the five, as Monty Lowther put
it, had already clapsed. But there was
no sign of D'Arcy or Vavasour yetr from
the dirvection of the village.

“0Oh, he’ll be hours!” growled A
ners. * Wish we hadn't said we'd «
We ought to have known cur Gussy
better.”

“Well, you kent us wailing
minutes at the photograph shop,”
Lowther.

“That was different.
fAlms.”

Tom Merry lavghed.

“New waistcoats are {far above rabies,
and far above films, with Gussy,” he

asked  the

ten

said

I was gening

remarked. “Bui Le’ll be along soon, 1
suppose.” )

“Here comes somebody,”  said
Lowther.

A pedestrian came in sight from the
direction of Rylcombe. DBut it was a
personago very different in appearan:d
from the elegant swell of St Jun's, &
the almost equallv elezant Vavasour.

A man of under middle size. with 2
coarse, red face, and a stubbly., three
days’ growth of beard on his chin, and
tho unkempt look that men have who
are accustomed to late nights, and plenty
of them.

The flush in his face showed that the
man was under the influence of drink at
that moment, though he was not intoxi-
cated. His clothes were shabby, and
the bowler hat he wore rakishly on the
side of his head would not have done
credit to a ragnan.

He was a young man, probably under
thirty, but dissipation had set a decp
mark uovon him.  The iuniors of St.
Jim's glanced at him, and then turned
their glances away. He was not a
pleasant obiject to look at. Ho seemed
very incongruous and out of nlace in the
country lane, among the woods and green
hedees.

He stopoed as he came opposite the
juniors, and looked at them.

‘“Evenin’,” he remarked.

“Good-evening 1 kaid Tom Merry
shortly. ’
“Got a hall-crown to young

save,
gentlemen ¥’ .

i NO !!7

“Make it a bobt”?

“T've got nothing for you,” said Tom
Meny. “You look as if you'd.spent
more than half-a-crown to-day in
lignor.”

The man scawled,

“That’'s none of your business, young
cocky,” hie said. )
“Quite _so; if vou don’t ask me for

money. If yon beg, vou must cxpeci to
get plain English,” said Tom Merry
calmly.

“Tve bad ’ard luck,” said the man.
“T’'m out of work.”

“You're not In a state to be in work,
I should think,” said Tom Merry, in
disgust.

"1 got the push,” said the stranger
pathetically.  “Old Smith, he gave me
the push, for no fault of my own. T’ve
been trying to drown it, that's all, young

3

gentlemen., Ii vou could give me hall-

a-crown to ‘elp me on my way? Y've

tramped all the way from Keut ’eve.”
“Man in blue looking for you?" usked

Mauners sympathetically.

The stranger held on to the stile, and
the Werrible Three drew a little farther
away. There was a scent of rum and

whisky about the stranger that (id not
nlease then.

He blinked at the sclioolbors with a
bleary gaze.
if a chap

“Wot took a dron too

Friday. n

and he gave a low whissle. ITis bleared,
uncertain eyes were fixed upon Guy
Vavasour.

“My eye!” he murmured.

“Sowwy to keep you waitin’, deah
boys,” said Arthur Augustns I Arcy.
“1 twust you have not waited long?”

“Nearly half an hour,” growled
Lowther.

“Sowwy. But Mr, Wiggs was showin’
us some new waisicoats—

“Rippi’ walsteoats, too,’
sour.

** Bante voice I’ murmured the man ad
the stile. " It's ’im!”

“Howevah, I'in weady to weturn to
St Jim’s now,” said D’Arcy. *'Is vhis
chap a {wiend of yours, Tom Mewwy ?”

Iy g p
And he turned his eyeglass upon thie tipsy
gentleman hanging to the stile.

>

said Vava-

“No, lhe ian’t!” said Tem Meir
warmly. . ““He begged of us, that’s all,
ass !

“Weally, deay boy——"’

Vavasour glanged at the man, and
atarted.

A strangely pale look came over his
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‘““ You had better get off now,'’ observed Vavasour, who was strangsly >
paie. “ ’m off!” eaid Wir. Smiley, with a loving glance at the glimmer-

ing sovereign in his dirty palm.

‘“IP'm going, Master Vavasour; but

you won't mind spezking a few words to a pore man first!"?
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much ?” he said.  “Ain’t T worked for
old Smith this ‘ere ten years? DBut
there wasn’t no standing him arter
made his noney.”

“Youd better go back to old Sinith,”
said Monty Lowther. "If a policeman
comies zlong and finds you hanging an
to the stile, he’ll run you in.”

“Me and young Smith was pals,” said
the man dreamily. “But since old Smith
made his money, young Smith have,
Lecome a regler toft.”

The Terrible Threc laughed—they
could not help it.  These conidences
from a man they had never seen Lefore
struck them as comic.

“Hallo, here’s Gussy at last!
Tom Merry. ¢

The two elegant youths came in sight.
The tipsy stranger leaned heavily on the
stile, and blinked at:the new-comers as
they joined the Terrible Three,  ‘Then
suddenly his intoxication seemed to clear,

!

7 caid

aristoeraiie, well-cut face, as his eyes fell
upon the shabby, tipsy stranger.

The man lecred at him.

**Appy to see you agin, sir,”’ he said.

Vavasour stared at him.

*“You ain’t forgotten Smiley, sir 7%?

“Bai Jove I”” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus D" Arcy, in amazement. *‘ Surcly you
don’t kuow that fellow, Vavasour, deah
boy 1™

“*No!” stammered Vavasour.

“ Vavasour!” repeated Mr. Smiley, in
astonishment. ““Is that young gentle-
man’s name Vavasour?”’

* Yaas, wathah!”

*Then 1've made a mistake,” said Mr.
Smiley, with a disagreeable grin.,> 1
wasn’t expectin’ to ‘ear that the young
gent‘l.e;man‘s rame was Vavasour. My
eye !

i My name ig Vavasour,” said the new
Loy at 8i. Jim’s haughtily.
Trc PExNY Popcran.—Ne, 258,
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Mr. Smiley grinned again.

¢ My eye!” he said.

“I don't know you !’

“My eye!” was all Mr, Smiley said.

““But if you're hard up, I can let you
have some help,” said Vavasour, feeling
in his pocket.

“That’s a kind and generous young
gent !” said Mr. Smiley encouragingly.

Vavasour’s gloved fingers came out of
Lis waistcoat-pocket with a sovereign in
them. FHe held it out to Mr. Smiley.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy nttered 2n
exclamation. He was very careless with
money himseclf; but giving a sovereign
to a tipsy mendicant on the high road
?eemed to him to be going altogether too

ar.

“Weally, Vavasour,” he remonstrated,
“ the man will only get dwunkah than he
s now, aud get locked up, you know.”

“Don’t you worry, young gent,” said
Mr. Smiley, as he took the sovereign in
an exceedingly dirty finger and thumb.
“If I was locked up, my generous friend
Mr. Vavasour would come and bail me
out. Wouldn’t you, Mr. Vavasour ?”

He laid a strange, sarcastic emphasis
upon the name that puzzled the juniors.

Vavasour was strangely pale. -

“You had better get off,” he said..

“I'm goin’,” said Mr. Smiley, with a
loving glance at the glimmering sove-
reign in his dirty fingers. “I'm goin',
I'm thirsty. I 'eard you were at school
now, Master Vavasour, but I didn’t know
where.”

“Come on, you fellows!” said Tom
Merry.

“’Old on a minute, Master Vavasour,”
said Smiley. “You won’t mind speakin’
a few words to a pore man wot has got
the push ?”

Vavasour hesitated. -

*Go on, vou fellows, will you?” he
sald. “I don’t know what the man can
have to say to me, but I may as well
humour him.”

“He may wob you!” said D'Arcy
anxiously.

Vavasour laughed; but there was an
anxious ring in his langh.

‘“‘No danger of that,” he said.

“T wouldn’t 'urt such a generous young
gent,” said Mr. Smiley, ¢ That kind-
‘earted young gent will ’elp me agin
when I'm ’ard up, I know that.”

¢ I should certainly wefuse to do sc."

“You don’t know what a kind ’eart
young Master Vavasour ’ave got,” said
Mr. Swiley.

“Weally, you wuffian—"

““Oh, come op!” said Tom Merry.

It was cvident that - Guy Vavasour
wanted to be left zlone with the mendi-
cant, though for what reason the chuns
of 8t. Jim's could not guess. .

Tom Merry & Co. walked on down th
road, leaving them standing together,
and a turn of the lane hid them from the
sight of the juniors. )

Tom Merry and his companions walked
on to_the school. They did not speak,
though cach of them was thinking, to
himself, that the matter was very queer.

1t looked as if the man, who called
Limself Smiley, knew Vavasour, had
known lim before he came to St. Jim’s.
There was a veiled threat in his manner
towards the elegant schoolboy, and it
seemed to Tom Merry & Co. that Vava-
sour had stayed to speak to him against
his will.

Yet why should he have yielded to the
man’s demand if he didn’t want to?
That was a puzzle.

They reached St. Jim’s: and it was ten
minutes or more later when Vavasour
came in, and then he was flushed as if lLie
had been hurrying. And he did not
speak a word about the curious encounter
in the lane. The chums of the School
House did not refer -to it—but they
wondered.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Skimpole Puts His Theory Into
Practice.

KIMPOLE of the Shell came out
of the School House with a big
book under his arm. The book
was the famous volume of Pro-

fessor Balmycrumpet, Skimpole’s in-
separable companion. .

There was a_beaming smile upon Skim-
pole’s face, showing that an idea was
working in his mind. A little crowd of
juniors were standing outside the School
House, with overcoats on dver their {foot-
ball things, waiting for the time for the
kick-off in the House match between the
School House juniors and Figgins & Co.
and the New House junior team.

It did not cccur to Skimpole that he
would have been better occupied upon the
football ficld himself. To Skimpole's
mighty brain, it was quite clear that foot-
ball was a waste of time, when there were
great questions like Determinism to be
settled.

Skimpole, for once in a way, was Bush
with money. As a rule, he was short
of that useful article: which was, per-
haps, one reason why le believed in the
urgent necessity of what he termed a
re-distribution of wealth.

An uncle of Skimpole’s had come down
unusually handsome, and Skimpole had
three pounds in his pocket, and Skim-
pole, like a true enthusiast, was prepared
to translate his theories into practice.

According to Skimpole’s principles, he
‘had no more right to that threes pounds
than anybody ere had, and he was pre-
pared to share it with the down-trodden
millions. Skimpole was going forth that
afternoon with the express determina-
tion of doing good.

A3 he was ready to part with his three
sovereigns, he was not likely to be long
in want of an object for his intended
goodness.

He found the object very «uickly.
Truly, he was not a pleasant object to
look at; but as a true Determinist can-
not logically blame anybody for anything,
Skimpole did not blame the man he met
for being ‘under the influence of liguor.

He only sorrawed at the sight, and re-
Hected that, under Socialism, such things

would be impossible—perhaps not havinyg,

it very clear in his miud how they were
to be made impossible.

The man was leaning on the stile in
Rylcombe Lane, and blinking in the
spring sunshine. He blinked at Skim-
and Skimpole blinked
Skimpole was very pleased
meeting.

“How do you do?” he asked aifably.

€ Hey’!” -

“It’s a nice afternoon!” said Skimpole.
“1 fear you are in want, my friend.”

The man stared at him blankly.

“ Stony!” he said. “I've }est parted
ood.”

“For drink, I should have thought,”
said Skimpole.

“Ain't touched a drop for weeks,” said
the man. ‘““I'm a teetotaler, young gen-
tleman. If you could 'and me ’arf-a-

at  him.
with  the

-crown to ’elp me on my way——"

“I trust I can do more than that,”
said the benevolent Skimpole. “I have
three pounds, and it is all -at the service
of the poor and needy.”

*“Mad!” murmured
“Dotty!”

“Not at all,” said Skimpole; “I am
a Socialist!”

13 HO !ll

“Pray excuse me for having fancied
that you were under the -influence of
drink,” Skimpole went on. “I know
that hunger in the dxtreme state has_the
same symptoms as intoxication. Want
and exposure account for your tremboling
hands and your thick enunciation.”

“\an’,!"

“What is your name, my {riend?”

) .

the stranger.

kicked it myself!”

THE PENNY POPULAR—-Every Friday.

“My name'’s Smiley!”

““Dear me! I have heard that mame
before, somewhere,” said Skimpole.
“You are in want, my friend?” .

“Btarving!” said Mr. Smiley pathetic-
ally.

“Come with me!”

[ He l']JJ

“Come with me, and I will give you
food and drink, and provide you with a
somewhat improved suit of clothes, and
a bath, which you sadly need,” said
Skimpole.

“ Gammon !”

“I am quite in earnest, my unfor-
tunate friend. Pray, come with me, and
you shall have everything you require.”

Mr. Smiley blinked uncertainly at
Skimpole. But it was evident that the
youth was in earnest, and Mr. Smiley,
fully convinced in his mind that he was
mad, decided to accompany him.

It might be worth while, especially as
Skimpole had said that he had three
pounds, If Mr. Smiley found anything
like an opportunity, those three pounds
would change owners very quickly.

Mr. Smiley staggered a lLittle as he de-
tached himself from the stile. Skimpole
held out a supporting arm.

“Pray lean on me, poor friend and
brother,” he said. ‘ You are reduced to
a state of weakness by want. But I
will help you. Lean on my arm. *

Without leaning on Skimpole’s arm,
Mr. Smiley would probably have been
unable to walk at an—though it was not
hunger that was the matter with him,

He leaned very heavily on Skimpole,
and the genius of the Shell piloted him
to the gates of St. Jim's. As he led
him in, there was a terrific yell from the
direction of Taggles’ lodge, and the
school-porter came hurrying up.

“You get hout of ’ere!” §1e shouted.

“tey?”

“My dear Taggles,” =aid Skimpole
reprovingly, ¢ am surprised and
shocked that you should act so brutally
towards a brother in distress!

“That "orrid tramp ain't no brother of
mine!” said Taggles, who was not a
Socialist, evidently. * He's drunk!”

“You are frequently under the in-
fluence of gin yourself, Taggles. But
this poor felow is not intoxicated. He is
suffering fromn extreme want: a result
of the disorganised social conditions we
live under——" .

“He's drunk!” roared Taggles, “and
tramps ain’t allowed in ’ere!’”’

“My dear Taggles——""

“Houtside t”

“I refuse to have my friend ordered
out!” said Skimpole, with dignity.
“Pray come with me, my poor fellow !
Kindly keep your distance, Taggies!”

Taggles stood thunderstruck as Skim-
pole piloted his zig-zagging friend across
the quadrangle towards the School
House.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Taggles.
“My only hat!”

And he retired to his lodge. Skim-
pole and his friend disappeared into the
School House.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Skimpole’s Brether.

6 BEATEN 'em!” said Jack Blake,

with satisfaction. *“ Beaten the
.New House! That last goal
was o regular daisy, though I

“Yaas, wathah! I must say that you
have played up vewy well, Blake!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “You all
backed me up vewy well—"

“That's more than you did for me!”
growled Tom Merry. “You stopped to
stick in your eyeglass, when you ought
to have stopped 2 -pass!”

“Weally, Tom Merry——""

“Never mind; we've beaten ‘em
Blake. “Now I'm ready for tea.

" said
As
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Crussy didn’t do much playing, I-think
Le ourght to get the iea.”

“1 wegard you as an ass, Blake!” 1

“Vavasour will get it,? suggested
Monty Lowther, “ Vavasour s -very
handy at flling kettles and cleaning fry-
ing-pans and things!"

* My dear fellow——*" Legan Vavasour.
Vavasour had been a keen onlooker at
ihe game, not having heen able to play.
Vavasour had shown much keenness for
foothall, and Tom Merry was already
thinking of giving Lhim a place in the
junior team; though that was likely to
meet with some opposition. .

1 an ass, Lowthah,” said
D Avey, “and I do not wegard it as in
ihe best of taste to ¢hip my fwiend
Vavasour | )

“TI stand corrected!” said Monty Low-
tker solemnly. -

“Yaas, wathah! T think—="

“What with?” asked Lowther.

“ Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Well, here we arc!” exclaimed Jack
Blake, tfu‘owing open ihe doot of Study
No. 6 in the Fourth-Form passage, while
the Shell fellows went to their own quar-
ters,  “Hallo! It seems that tea's
ready !”?

The four juniors stared into the study.

Well they miglt stare.

‘Ihey had expected to find No. 6
cupty, and the fire out. But the fire
was burning mervily, and the study was
not empty, It had two occupants. One
was Skinipole of the Shell.  The other
was his brother—in a Hocialistic sense—
i disreputable Mr. Smiley,

Mr. Smiley was seated in the arm-
vhair, with his feet on the fender. His
Latterad bowler hat vwas on the back of
his head. Skimpole was looking after
hian well, and Mr. Smiley was makig
Liige raids upon the substantial meal
wion the table.

“ Great Scott ! exclaimed Blake, Ier-
ricy, and Digby together.

‘“Ab, is that you, Blake?"” said Skim-
pole.

Mir. Smiley locked round with an
»fable smile. e was still under the
influence of the gin he had lately con-
sumed at the Green Man in Rylcombe,
1d it made him affable. The genius of
tho Shell blinked at the Fourth-Formers.

“Ves, it ¥!” said Blake grimly,
“ What are you duing in my study 7

*Having tea.”

“Yee, 1 can sce that, ass! Who's this
[roak 1

“This is my brother.”

""Your what—what 7%’

“My brother!”” said Skimpole firmly.
“T trust you will exense my taking pos
seexion of your study in this way, Blake?
Gore cut “decidedly rusly when I took
my brother Tuto my own study., You
are aware that Gore shares my study
with me, and Gore is a very disagreeable
peison, and does not, understand in the
Ieast the desire to do _good to ene’s fel-
low-creatures.  He grew violent, and
threatened to eall in a prefect, so I had
no alternative but to take Mr, Smiley to
anoiher study. ¥ chose this one, my dear
Flake. Of course, as o matter of fact
this study is as riuch mine as yours.”

*How do yon make that out?” asked
Blake, pushing back his cuffa.

“Under Socialism, all studies

ba nationalised,” Skimpole explained.
*Fyerything in the workl, my dear
Blike, belongs a2s much to everybody as
1o anybody, For example, if T sold your
clack, in order to raise funds to help the
snbinerged tenth, I should be completely
inetified in doiig so. Tt is as nfuch my
clock a8 yours.”
" You'd better not do it, all the same,”
said Blake. “There’d be a slanghtered
Faatic lving about soon afterwards, if
yoa did.”? ‘

lb]inking hospitably at the chums

will |

* Yass, wathah!”

Skimpole,
of
Study No. 6. " You are quite welcome !V

“Quite welecome in our own study!”
roared Herries.

“Certainly, my deay. Herries !”

“\ell, my hat ! .

“Yhat’s Socialiem, is eaid Blake
thoughtfully.

“Yes, my dear Blake.” said Skimpole,
beaming, * that is Socialism. Pray exense
me for using your tea-things. 1 have
had the misfortune to break some of
them ; but, of course, they are as much
mine as yours, Under Socialism all
teapots and cups and saucers will be
nationalised.”

“ And that's your brother, jsit?” asked
Digby.

““Yes, my dear Dighy.” N

“You said his name was Smiley.”

“Yes, that is his name.”

“Then how can he be your brother,
fothead 7

“In. a Socinlistic sense, my dear
Digby. Are we not all brothers?”’ said
Skimpole reprovingly. X

“Oh, I sec!” satd Dlake. * Blessed if
1 didn’t thinic it was a relation you had
dug up! Where did you pick up that
thing 7 i

“T found him on the road, suffering
from want. As I chance to.be in funds
to-day, ¥ determined to do good—in fact,
I went forth this aftexnoon with the fixed
intention of doing geod ' said Skimpole.
“J have taken the stranger in.”

‘‘He’s taken you in, I fancy. What
he's in want of is soap and water.” -

“Yaas, wathah !’ .

“ And did you ask permission to bring
that giddy ~tramp into ihe school,
Skimmy ?”.

Skimpole shook his head.

“That would have been quite super-
Auous, my dear Blake. This echool is as
much mine as anybody eclse’s; nnder
Socialism, of course, all schools- will be
nationalised. Besides, permission would
have been refused.” o

“Ves, I think that's very likely.
Would you like some good advice,
Skimmy? Under Socialism, I suppose,
good advice will be nationalised, so you
have as much right to it as anybody else.
Tl give you some, anyway. Take your

‘“Please come in!? sid

o
1t ?

‘friend the quickest way out of St. Jim’s

before anybody clse sees him !”

“But why, my dear Blake?”

“Because you'll get licked if hie's seen
here.” .

“T am prepared to suffer in the cause
of the advancement of the human species,
my deay Blake. All pioneers of truc
reform have to suffer. T do not expect
to encounter unacathed the ignorance
and prejudice of the age.”

“Great Scott, what a flow of lan-
guage! Skimmy, old man, I won’t lick
you, because you can’t hel being doity.
But take that thing out of my study.”

“1 have already pointed out that it is
not your study—"’ )

Blake strode towards M:. Smiler, and
tapped him on the shoulder.

*“Time to go,” he said.

“Hey ** said Mr. Smiler.

“Phig is my roonr. Giet ont!”

“My dear Blake-—-" .

“Shut up, Skimmy ! Smiley, if that’s
here.

vour name, yowre superfluous
Will 5ou get out?”

“Cert’nly not!" said Mr. Smiley, with
a dizzy gﬁn‘c at Blake. “I'm quite

I'm ’aving tea with my
I've got another young

comf’table ‘ere.
young friend.
n—v\/\/\/\/\N\/\I/\M/\ANV\m!
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friend at this "ere school, too, wot I'm
anxious to see afore I goes.” * .

“Rot!  Skimmy’s the only lunatic
here !

“My dear Blake——?

“Master Vavasour is my friend,” said
Mr. Smiley, with dignity, ~“T ain't goin’
without seein’ ‘jm.”

“Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augus-
fus D'Arer, adjusting his eyeglass and
looking more closely at the shabby figure
sprawled in the ar:zchair. ‘I kuow that
chap now. It’s the wottah we met in the
lane the othal day, who begged of Vava.
sour !

Mz, Smiley looked at him,

“’Ow do you do?” he said affably.
“Glad to meet you agin.”

“J am not glad to meet you, von wuf-
ian! T wegard yon as a vewy diswepnt-
able person. Pwey wetire fwom this
studay !”

“T ain't goin’ without seein’ my friend
Vavasour I”

Blake hesitated. He was very much
exasperated at finding a tipsy tramp in-
stalled in his study, though it was impos-
sible to be very angry with Skimpole.

His first thought was to take M.
Snule_z by the shoulders and sling him
out; but if the tipsy fellow showed fight
it would meen a row, and that would
certainly get Skimpolé into trouble.

If the masters discovered Mr. Smiiey
in_the School House, it would most cer-
tainly mean punishment for the junior
who had brought him there. The fact
that he was Skimpole’s brother, in a
Socialistic sense, would no: influemee
them at all.

“ Pray sit down and have tea with us,
Blake ! said 8kimpcle.  “I hope you
are not so snobbish as to fancy that you
are superior to Mr. Smiley in any way.”

“Pai Jove!”

“Well, T think T am a little bit,” <aid
Blake, “Mr. Smiley is de trop—— Mo,
Smiley is going out, and he can choose
the door or the window. It is a frce
country, so he can choose which he likes.
Is it to be the door or the window, Mr.
Smiley ¢

“Yaas, wathah1”?

“I'm goin’ to see my friend Vava-
sour !”

“Yow're going out!”

“1 ain’t!” said Mr. Smiley.

Blake compressed his grip on the
man's shoulder and jerked himi out of
the chair. Mr. Smiley reeled against the
tea-table, and fell across it with ontspread
arms, and there was a tervific crash of
crockery.

“Dear me !” ejaculated Skimpole.

Blake gave a yell.

*"Oh, you fathead!
all omr erocks!”

“Gweat Scots!”

My, Smiley straightened himself up
rather duzedly. His good hunour was
gone now, and there was a very warlike
expression upon his face. He doubled
up]llis fists and put his back against the
wall *

“T ain’t goin’ ! he announced,

“You'll be put out, then.”

“My dear Blake—""

“Shut up, Skimmy, and get out of the
way ! Collar the cad, you chaps!”

“¥Yaas, wathah!”

And ‘the Fourth-Formers collared M.
Smiley, and in spite of his struggles ho
was whided round and whipped through
the doorway into the passage. But Mr.
Smiley, under the combined influence of
ein and ram—or heredity and environ-
ment, as Skimpole would have declared

Youw've smashed

—was in a fighting mood, and he
situggled “desperately in the passage.
-'There was a crasi and a bump as Mr.

Smiley and the four juniors went to the
floor together in a struggling heap.
THE Pexyy Portrar.-—No. 2
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Somewhat Mysterious.

- REAT Scott!”
“Who is it?™
“What's the giddy row?”

“My hat!”

“Go it. ye cripples!”

Most of the School House juniors were
coming in Lo tea about that thne, and
there was a crowd upon the spot in a
few momcnts. Fourth-Formers aud the
Shell swarmed round the struggling
heap outside the door of Study No. 6

Vavasour came along with the Tereible
Three, and Kangaroo and Clifton Dane
and Bernard Gyn rushed up after them.

Gore of the Shell and Levison and
Mellish and Reilly and T.orne, and a
dozen otliers, came out of their studies.

The cvowd thickened in the Fourth-
Torm pussage, -and there were exclama-
tions and inquirvies on all sides.

“Who 1is 1t?” exclaimed Tom Merry,
in amazement. ‘Looks like ?

“1t's Smiley!” velled Monty Lowther.
catching o ghimpse of the man amid the
struggling juviors.

“Smiley !” -

“The tramp!” N

Skimpole bﬁnked out of the doorway
of Stndy No. 6.

“It-is my friend Smiler.” he said.
“My brother, and your brother, in the
scnso of Socialism. I Dbrought him in
here to tea, and for some reason Rlake
is behaving rudely to hilm——"

“(ireat Scott!”

“Ha. ha, ba!”

“There 1s nothing whatever to laugh
at,” said Skimpole. *“I regard this as
outrageous conduct on Blake's part.
Thia study is as much Smiley’s as Blake’s,
and ?

“Smiley 1
“Here!”

Gore gave im a malicions Jook.

“Your friend, Vavasour?” he suid.

Vavasour did not reply.

“et him alone, Blake,” said Levison.
“You've no right to handle Vavasour's
friends like that. “Why shouldn't Vara-
sour bave a friend in if he wants to?”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Y did not know he was liere,” =aid
Vavasour, pale to the lin

Mr. Smiley wrenched lemself out of
the grasr of the panting juniors, and
staggered up.

1 ain’t goin he gasped. “Not
without seesin’ my young friend Vava-
sour ! He's goin’ to 'elp a poor cove, he
is. Where's Vavasour?”

c “Iiere he is!” exclaimed the delighted
jore.

“Here he is, Smiley !” grinned Mellish.

Blako grasped the tramp again.

“Out you go!” he exclaimed.

“Elp!” roared Mr. Smiley, as the
juniors grasped him. “Don’t let 'em
chuck out an old pal, Master Vavasour!
Lend me a ’and!”

Vavagour stood quite still.

“Lemme alcne!”

“ Master Vavasour—

“Vavasour's not going to help you,
vou silly chump!” said Monty Lowther,
getting a good grip on the back of Mr.
Smiley’s neck. “Now then, come on!”

“Orright!” roared the enraged Mr.
Smiley, glaring at Vavasour as he stag-
gered down the passage in the grasp of
the juniors. “Orright! Yow'll go back
on an ole pul, will yer? You'll see sn ole
pal 'andled like this ‘ere? I'll {cll ’em
something, T will!”

“0Ob, sEut up!” said Tom Merry,

“1 ain’t goin’ to shut up! I'm goin’
to tell you something about that there
young impostor!”

“Hold your tongue!™ said Vavasour,
striding forward. .
¢ Impostor—eh 7™ grinned
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muttered Vavasour!

2y

”

Gore.

|
|

' We're gelting to it now! Out with it,
smiley ! Let's have the whole story!”

“That thecre young bounder wot pre-
tends to be a gentleman—-"

Vavasour grasped the intoxicated man
by the shoulder, and shook him.

“Hold your tongue, Smiley!” he said.
“The fellows don’t mean to hurt you!
Come with me quietlv. and I'll see you
out of the gate! Iet him alone, you
fellowa!  He'll come with me quietly,
won't you, Smiley?”

Smiley gave lum a surly look. Tom
Merry & (o, released him. They were
struck by the white misery in Vavasour’s
face. The hoy looked as if he lhad re-
ceived a fearful blow, and the expression
ou lis fuce almost scared them.

Mr. Smilev stood gasping,
haling rich odours of gin and rum.

“Come on, Smiley,” said Vavasour,
“you musta’t make a row here, you
know!”

“1 dunno that I'm goin’.” said Smiley,
“You wouldn't stand by an ole pal when
I arst yer., I'm goin’ to tell ‘e all about
Smitli’s Lntive—"

“(lome on, Smiley!”

“ Look ‘ere——"

Vavasour whispered in thie man’s ear.
Smiley gave a sullen nod, and allowed
Vavasour to lead hitn away.

The crowd of juniors stood looking on
as the clegant Shell fellow and his dis-
reputable companion disappeared down-
stairs.

What did it mean?

What was there in common between
Guy Vavasour and this drunken, dis-
reputable rascal? It was an amazing
mystery.

“Smith’s Entire,”” said Gore, puzzled.
“ What on earth did he mean by Smith’s
Entire?”

“He's drunk,” said Tom Merry, *He
was just babbling.”

*Yaas. wathal!”™

Gore sneered.

“Yes, you'd like to liush it uv. for
Vavasour's sake,” Le said. “It’s as plain
as anything can be that that rotter knows
something . about Vavasour—something
that Vavasour docsn’t dare to let us
know!™

“He's got him under his thumb,” said
Levison. ‘“You all saw how quickly
Vavasour chipped in when the rotter said
heé was going to tell us about hiny.™

“Yes, rather.”

“Faith, and it's guare!” said Reilly.
“But Vavasour's all right!”

“ All wrong, you mean,” said Levison.
“There’s something jolly fishy about all
this, and you all know it very well. I
think the Head ought to be told. It's a
case of blackmail, that's what it is!
Vavasonr is under that fellow’s thumb!”

““QOh, shut up!” said Tom Merry.

He looked auxiously down the stairs,
wondering if Vavasour would succeed in
gotting c%ear with the now quieted Mr.
Smiley. The din in the junlor passage
must have been heard below.

Yavasour was hurrying his companion
as much as he could; but Mr. Smiley was
in an obstinate mood, and he refused to
be hurtied.

Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of St.
Jims, strode towards them as they were
nearing the door.

“Who is this?” demanded Kildare,
staring at the tramp. *Did you bring
this man into the school, Vavasour?”

“No,” said Vavasour. “A  chap
brought him in to give him a meal, and

and ex-

| I'm seeing him off the premises.”

“Qh! See him off at once then, and
tell the chap if he brings any more
tramps into the school there will be
troubla!™

“Yes, Kildare.”

Vavasour piloted the man to the school
gates. A number of curious fellows
followed them.
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At the gates DMr. Smiley scemed to
have recovered his good humour—the
moods of intoxication are very change
able. :

He insisted upon shaking hands with
Vavasour for good-bye, and Vavasour
submitted,  wincing—the  proceeding
being watched by fitiy pairs of curious

eyes.

Then Mr. Smilev went zigzagging
down the road, and Vavasour walked
away. He did not return to the School
House; but walked round the path by the
old chapel in the dusk of the falling
evening, evidently wanting to be alone.

It was hours later when Vavasonr came
into the School 1louse, and he was still
looking pale.

‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour.-

¢ LAY up, School Ifouse!™
I: “Go it, Vavasour'!’
“Goal! Goal! Hurray!”
There was a big crowd of
juniors round the footbull-field. Some
seniors had joined it, too, und were
cheering heartily. ‘

The return match between the Schoal
House and New House was being played.
and Figgins & Coz, and the New House
tcam generally, had been looking for-
ward to a victory.
~ Vavasour had been included in the
School House teamn at e last minute,
and, strange to say, he had kicked the
lirst goal for the School House in the
first Aive minutes of the zame. Figging
& Co. stared.

“My hat!” ejaculated
“That new chap is hot stuff ! -

“Oh, Fatty!” said Kerr, with a rc-
proachful look at Fatty Wynn, who was
looking very astonished in goal.

Fatty Wynuo turned pink.

“Well, that was a scorcher!” he said.

Tom Merry clapped Vavasour on the
back as they walked back to the centre
of the field.

“Good egu ! he said.
op !’

Vavasour smiled.

“T1 try,” ho said.

And he did try—with greab success.

JTe did not score again in the first
half; but Tom Merry scored twico from
passes by Vavasour [lrom the wing.
passes that came just when and where
thoy were wanted, and. the juniors
cheered Vavasour as wmuch as Tom
Merry.

“He’s a giddy dark bhorse!™
DBlake enthustastically.  “Dlessed if I
care twopenco whether there's a
Vavasowr Lodge or not-he’s a jolly
good footballer !

“Three goals to one ! aaid Kangaroo,
with great satisfaclion. * Tiggins & Co.
won't pull it off so casily this time !

“No fear!”

The New Housc juniors lined up for
the sceond half with grim determinatiou.

Fortune favoured them at first,

Two goals came to L'igzins, and the
score was lovel. .

Then for some time the-tussle went on
without & goal to cither sido.  Sowie-
times the School ITouso goal was hard
pressed, and somctimes  the struggle
raged beéfore the New House citadel ;
but Fatty Wynn was not found wanting.
I'atty Wynn sent out the loather every
time, and the New ITouse cheeved their
plump champion.

Jack Blake glanced up
tower. .

“Ten minutes to go!” he exclaimed.
“Play up, School House !’

“On the ball I”

“Wake np, you follows !”

That was unnccessary.  The School
ITouse players were wide awake enough

Figgirs.

“Ieep thal

said

at the clock:
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But the New House men were equally
wido awake,

Then there came a voar.

“Bravo, Vavasour!” ]

“Go 1t 17’

“Kiek ! Kick !

Vavasour had brought the leather
down along the touchline, and he looked
round for a fellow to take the pass. But
Tom Merry was on his back, and Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy was far behind; and
the New Iouse halves and backs were
closing on Vavasour., The new boy
paused a second, and then kicked—a long
kick from the far wing that looked next
to impossible.

Bat the ball went home, true as a die;
and Fatty Wynn in zoal leaped at it a
sccond too lale !

Blake velled.

“Goal I

Goal it was.

The ball was in the net, and there was
a deafening rour of cheering and hand-
clapping.

“Goal! Goall”

“Bravo, Vavasour!”

“Tlurray ¥’

It was a wonderful kick, and it was no

wonder that the School Ilouse crowd
sbouted themselves hoarse.

"Blake chuckled gleclully.

“Two minutes to go!” he said. “The

New House will never get level now!
Vavasowr’s kicked the winning goal !V

And Blake was vight.

Iiggins & Co. made the most of the
[ew ninutes left; but they had no
chance, and the referec’s whistle rang
out to tell that the match was over.

I'our goals to three! )

The New louse were beaten again,
and this time the New ITouse follows:
could not say that it was a Auko.

They had been beaten after a gruelliig
game, which lefs all the players gasping,
and they had been beaten by fine play.

Vavasour had kiciked the winning
goal, and kicked it under the greatest
difficuities,  The new boy was the hers
of the hour,

As the teams came off the field, IFig-
gins slapped Vavasour on the back.

“Jolly good, Vavasour!” he ex-
claimed. “You ought to be in the New
House. That’s where you ought to be.
You're wasted in the School House.”

Vavasour laughed.

“Weally, Figgins,” said  Arthur
Augustus b’l\l'r?y, “weo should wefuse to
part  with, him. We are pwoud of
Vavasour !

“What-ho ! exclaimed Tom Merry

heartily.
Vavasour !
the Honse !’

“Ves, vather !’

“Bravo, Vavasour !’

“Hurray!”

“Oh, don’t
drawing back.

“Rats I

“Yaas, wathuh, waots!
the match, deulr hoy !

“Up with him ¥

“Hurray !

And up went Vavasour upon the broad
shoulders of Tow Merry and Monty
Lowther, and he was boine off towards
the School Ilouse amid a cheering
crowd. )

The New Ilouse [ellows jeined in the
checring,  It- was Vavasour who had
beaten them, but they could admire a
tough opponent—-a foeman werthy of
their steel. -

'Fhe cheering crowd arrived at the
doorway of the School House.

George Gore stood upon the steps.

Gore had his coat and cap on, and had
evidently lately. come in. There was a
disagrecable smile wpon his face; and
Crooke, who wns with him, was

“I'm jolly glad to put you in,
You've won the match for

exclaimed  Vavasour,

You've won

Ywith a giggle.

chuckling. The cheering crowd halted,
and Vavasour was set down,

“IHurray, Vavasour !’

“Hurray, Smith !” said Gore.

“Hurray, Smith!” echeed Crooke,

Vavasour started.

““What are you silly asses cackling
about?”  demanded Tom  Merry.
“Don’t begin any of your rot now, or
yow'll get bumped! Vavasour has just
won the House match for us.” .

“Yaas, wathah!”

“We're not roiting,” sald Gore. *I
suppose we can cheer Smith if we like,
can’t we, ?”

“Good old Smith !’ chuckled Crooke.

Vavasour was deadly pale.

““What do you mean by calling him
Smith, you fathcads ?” demanded Monty
Lowther.

“It’s his name.”

“His name’s Vavasour, clmp !

“[Iis name’s Smith, fathead !’

“Look here— -

“Ask hia ! grinned Gore,
him 17

“Look at
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comes to St. Jim's under [alse colonys ™
said Gore. “I think we all ought to
care if a fellow comes here unde¥ an
assumed name.”

“It’s a lie!”

“It’s the truth!”

“Speak up, Vavasour, old man!”’ gaid
Arthur Augustus D’Arey encouragingly.
“We all know that Goah is lyin’, He's
a wottah! Speak up, deah boy !

But Vavasour did not speak up.

The hunted look intensified in his
eyes; his face was like chalk. And a
érim, uncemfortable silence fell again,

ore went on:

“I've been to seo that man Smiley.
Ilo got tipsy--and talked. He's told us
the  whole story. Vavasour’s . not
Vavasour at all; t’s all bunkum about
his people, and Vavasour Lodge, and all
the rest of it, 1le's lied {rom bLeginning
to end. His name’s Smith—and he used
to bo a pal of Smiley’s, when his faiher,
old Smith, kept the pub.”

“What 1"

“It's not twue, you wottah !

s }f;/%j:’ .
ra

*You are frequently under the influence of gin yourself, Taggles,”

said Skimpole, marching IMr. Smiley in at the gates.

“* This poor

feliow is not intoxicated; hs is suflering from want, a result of the

dicorganised social conditions we

live under——'*  ** He’s drunk!'

roared Taggles, ;' and tramps ain’t allowed in ’erel”

BANNANANANNANNANNNANANANANNANANANANNNANNNNNANANANNNN B

All eyes were upon- Vavasour.

e stood still, silent, his [ace deadly
white. All the colour, all the happiness,
had died out of it now, and bis eves had
2 hunted look.

Tho shouting dicd away. It scemed fo
the juniors as if there were the chill of
a tragedy in the air.

The silence lasted some moments,
which scemed like houvs.

Tom Merry broke it.

“I.ook hero,” he said, “we're fed up
with this persecution of Vavasour. [
don’t ecare twopence whether he hag
gassed about hi§ people or not; 1 know
he’s a jolly good footballer, and he's
won the ITouse match.”

“Yaas, wathah!?

“You can shut up, Gere!”

“I suppose you care whether a fellow

! .

“It’s true, every word of i, and he
dare not deny it!” said Gore calmly,

Vavasour was silent.

Why did he not speak?

Arthur Augustus D’Avey felt a chill
creep over him,

o knew at last that his loyal faith
had been misplaced; that he had placed
faith in a fellow who had deceived him- -
who had tried to deceive them all—and
would have been deceiving them vet, bui
{or the accident of his recognition by
Smiley.

“His name’s Smith ! 82id Gore, with
a grin.” “IHis father kept the Vavasour
Ayms, near Sevenoaks! Ilec-was a butlex
in the Vavasour family bcfore he kept a
pub! Sniley was his potman! Young
Smith used to hold horses and that kind
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of thing about the pub, Old Smith made
money, and he's a brewer now—head-
(t:pok, and bottle-washer of Smith's En-
e !

“Smith’s Entire!” said Tom Merry
mechanically, remembering what Smiley
had said. “I—I see now! Oh!"

‘“Vavasour, deah boy——"

“Call him by his_right pame!” said

CGore. ““His name's Pcter Smith!”
“Peter Smith!” said Levison. “Ye
gods! Rather a change after Guy
Vavasour! Ha, ha, ha!”
“Shut up, you cad!” said Blake
voughly.

“ITe came here under a false name,
under false colours!” said Gore. ‘‘He
was ashamed of the name of Smith, and
ashamed of the pub! Guy Vavasour—
the only Vavasour about him is the Vava-
sour Avms, where he used to hold
horses !

“You've said enough,” said Tom
Merry quietly; “no need to rub if in!
You can hold yeur tonguo now; it will be
better for you!”

Gorve thought so, too, and he held his
tongue. : °

“Bay somethin', Vavasour, old man!”
said D’Avey miserably.  “ You've only

got to sey that the cad is l¥in’, and we’ll.

believe you !”

Vavasour did not reply.

A change came over his pale, thin face
—his features worked-—and with a sudden
sob he covered his face with his hands
and rushed into the house.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Staunch Friends.

HIL crowd of juniors breke up in
gilence,

Their faces were clonded.

There wes no doubt in any
mind of the truth of the disclosure,
YVavasour's manner Erovod the truth of
it clearly enough. The wretched boy had
made r:o attempt at defence; no attempt
at sustaining his former attitude of lofiy
contempt,

. He had broken down under the accusa-
tion—he had given way utterly. The
story was true; he had come to St. Jim’s
under -false colours—he had noney, cer-
tainly, but nothing to bosast of—the very
niame he had seemed so proud of was not
his own.

_If the exposure had come at any other
time, the 8t. Jim's fellows would pro-
bably have laughed over the matter, and
cpnls;dered that it served the impostor
rizht.

But it came at a moment when Vava-

sour was the hero of the House—he had.

shown that he had coolness, courage, de-
termination, and loyalty.

And those qualities were a groat sct-off
to the snob?:»ish weakness which had
caused him to enmesh himself in this net-
work of lies and deceit.

If he hed attempted to brazen the
matter out, the fellows would have felt
less uncomfortable about it. But his utter
surrender had disarmed them; cven his
cnemies. L

Gore, who had brought this to pass,
wag surprised himsclf to fecl that he was
not happy over his success. The taste of
his triumph was bitter in his mouth.

The agony of humniliation and ‘shame
in Vavasowr’s white face haunted Gore'’s
memory, and he wished heartily that he
had left the fellow alone,

Vavasour had gone straight to the Shell
dormitory, and he remained there alone
whilst the shadows thickened in the dor-
mitory.

The door opered at last.

Vavasour did nog look up.

Several fellows camo in; they came to-
wards him. Vevasour raised his head;
he saw Tom Merry, Blake, D’Arcy, Low-
ther, Kangarco, Manaers, and several
more,

A Ditter look came upon his handsome
face.

“8o you've come!” he said.

“Yes, we've come!” said Tom Merry

quietly. v .
“Yon might let me off this,” said
Vavasour. *I'm goingi”

“Going I”

“Yes! I supposze you don't think that
even a liar, and a boaster, and swanker
could have the nerve to stay here after
an cxposure like that?”

*It’s ali true, then, Vavasour?"”

“Don’t you know it is?"”

“Well, yes!”

. We're sowwy, Vavasour, old man!”
said D"Arcy miserably.

“There's nothing to be sorry for !” said
Vavasowr bitterly. *You least of all—
pou trusted me after the othors sus-
pected. I played a fool's game, and I
deserve this !

“What did you do it for, Varasour?”
asked Tom Merry.

Vavasour made a weary gesture,

“Because I was a fool and a enob, I
suppose. I was the son of a public-house
keeper—he kept the Vovasour Arms-—and
old Sir Gilbert Vavasour had always been
kkind to me, and took a lot of notice of
me, I alweys had tastes nbove my sta-
tion, and—and I didn’t look like a horse-
boy, did I? Then my father inade
mouney, and—and 1 had new prospects.
We changed our namo—you know that
can be donc legally. I wasn't satisfied
with being Peter Smith. My father -be-
came Mr. Vavasour—I became Guy

o

Vavasour! Why don’t you laugh?
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“T don't {feel like laughing ! said Tom
Merry.

“VYavasour's my namc now—legally, 1
was born Smith.” I was an ass! That's
all! T came here under false colours-—I
was & liar from beginning to end! 1
didn’t mean to be; but one thing led to
another, and—and here T am. I shall
be gone to-morrow, and you can remen-
ber tho joke to laugh over.”

“Nothing of the kind,” said Tom
Merry. “I thought you had some idea
of this sort in your miud, and that’s why
we came, We dou't want you to go.”

Vavasour starcd.

“You don’t want me fto go?”

“ No !7'

“Why not ?”’

“Because you're a good chap, and we
like you!” said Tom Merry, at oncc.
“You've done wiong-—or, rather, you've
been a fool! A fellow -who is ashamed
of his name and his origin is a [ool!
Therc's nothing in either to be ashamed
of ! But--but I can understand how vou
got into it, and if you were nothing but
a snob, we should be glad to see the last
of you. But you've proved that you're
the right sort—cxcepting for this hum-
bug, you've been straight and decent.
And, now it's all over, we know Fou will
bo straight, and rou will have friends ta
back you up, too. Weo'ie ready to stand
by you, and give you n chance,”

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowth

“That's what we've all come to s
said Manners.

U Te will be all vighi.” said Tom Merxy.
“Stay here, and ail this will be for-
gotten—all we shall remember is that
you're a good chap and trtic blue !"

The_ tcars werc running down Vava-’

| sow’s cheeks.

“But—but the other fellows!” he mul-
tered.

“They’ll follow onr lead. They’re nat
against you—cven Gore has just said to
me that he's sorry lie meddled in the
matter. You've got to stay here, Vava-
sour, and face the music like a man-—and
you'll pull through all right !

“T'll stay!” said Yavasour.

It was not an casv thing to live down,
but Vavasour lived it down. His bor-
rowed plumes had been shorn from him;
but that gave his own good qualities «
better chaunce of showing themselves —
and, indced, things weie casier to Vava-
sour himself when he no longer had the
weight of a deception on his shoulders.
And from that day there was ro
“straighter ” fellow at St. Jim's than the
boy who had been Ashamed of His
Name,

THE END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Preparing for the Strike.

Jimmy Silver resolutely to his
chums, in the end study at Rook-
wood School.

Lovell, Newcone, and Raby nodded
sympathetically.

“Tho whole thing is getiing tco thick,
and I'ni not going to stand it any
longer.”

Jimmy Silver looked very determined
as he made that etatement.

And the looks of his chums showed that
the matter was a serious one.

There had hecen discontent, not loud,
but deep, in the Fourih Form at Rook-
weod for some days past. And it was
not without reason,

The housckeeper was down with in-
fluenza. That was not what the juniors
were dissatisfied about, A housckecper,
as Jimmy Silver admitted, had a right
to be down with infucnza if she wanted
to. But the housekceper, being on the
sick-list, her place was temporarily taken
by a substitute.

Now, Dr. Chisholm, the Head of Rook-
wood, was quite satisfied with the many
recommendations.of Miss Skinuer. But
the boys were not satisfed with the fare
she provided.

What Miss Skinner knew about cook-
ing would have filled whole cookery-
books. What she knew about economical
management ought to have made her for-
tune, Iat what she didn’t know about
boys wonld have overflowed, libraries, and
was likely te cause trouble at Rookwood.

Savings on the housekeeping bills
might be gratifying in some quarters.

L I'.\I not going to stand it!"” eaid

Experimental dishes might increase Miss |

Skinner’s knowledge of the noble art of
cocking and management, and of what
the human frame could stand. DBui
foilows who found a sparing allowance
in the place of plenty could not be ex-
pected to be pleased.

The Fifth and Sixth took it philosophi-

cally. It was beneath their dignity to
complain, And, besides, they were better
treated.
" "Morcover, as most of them had liberal
pocket-money, “they could compensate
thenisclves for sparing meels in the Hall
by expensive study feeds.

With the juniors it was different. Their
pocket-mouey was more limited; while,
on the other hand, their appetites werc
keener, and made bigger demands,

And, besides, as Jimmy Silver pointed
out, the juniors were not so well treated
as the senicra. Miss Skivner’s idca seemed
to be that the younger a boy was the less
important he became. Which, of course,
was absurd.

“Why shouldn’t we go on strike, and

let the prub alone?” suggested Jimmy
Silver. e

Lovell, Newcome, and Raby stared at
him,

i
L} AN AYAYAVAVAN |
The frying-pan was overturned, and the hapiess leg of mutton
wae hissing away in the midst of the embers.
a S
“Well, what do you think of the ]cause we can’t stand it, We're willing to

idea?” demanded Jimmy Silver.

“Qh, ripping!” said Lovell sarcasti-
caily. “I can see mysclf missing meals
as a protest against the diet, I don’t
think I

1 think youre a howling lunalic!”
added Newcome. ‘I gel hungry enough

as it is, without missing my meals
cntirely.”

“Ass! I don’t mean you lo miss your
meals.”

B

“PBut if we cut the grub

“YWhat's the matter with grubbing our-
celves in the study?” :

“My hat)”

“Thit's the wheeze!” said Jimmy
Silver, with considerable satisfaction. “1
recken I know a lot about ccoking ”

*Sure vou reckon correctly 77

“0h, don't be, funny! 1 reckon I'm
all there in that Hne. And you kids can
lelp. We'll grub oureelves in the study,
and cut meals in the Hall. Bootles won’t
miss us at first, perhaps; bui if there’s
an inquiry, why, all the better. We cx-
plain in public that we cut the grub be-

'

go to the trouble and expense of provid-
mg grub and cocking it for ourselves. I
don’t sec how the Head himsclf could
find fault with that.”

“But what about the tin?” said Lovell
doubtfully. ‘It costs moncy grubbing
onesclf, you know!” °

“That’s all 0.K. ! I’ve liad a remiitance
from the pater, and it was really that
that made me think of it. I've got nearly
five pounds in hand, and that will see
us through for a start. If we find the idea
catches on we can get the whole Form
to back us up, and have a whip-round for
funds. Of course, we can fecd a large
number more cheaply than a few.”

“0Of course! The Torm will want to
know comcthing about the cooking,
though.”

*“That’s all screne! Pin a geod cook.”

““Have you done much cooking 2 ine
quired Raby. .

“Well, no, I haven’t had much actual
practice; but Pve been reading up &
cookery-book, and I've got a lot of ideas
on the subject, so let’s get along to the
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tuckshop and lay in some provisions
before they close.”

“\We can't get all we want at the tuck-
shop,” Lovell remarked thoughtfully.
“Wo shall want meat for dinner to-mor-
row. I suppose we're dining in the study
to-morrow ?”

Jimmy Silver nodded. :

“Yeos. I'll get Bulkeler to give us a
pass cown to the village, and we can run
down there on our bikes to do the shop-
ping. We'll get the groceries at the
school-shop, though. It will save time.”

As the Tistical Four walked into the
school-shap thres Modern juniors, who
were chatting in the doorway, leaked
round at them. Tommy Dodd & Co., the
rival leaders of the Tourth Form at Rook-
wood, at once sgaw that something was
on, The important looks of the Iistical
Four were sufficient to betray that fact.

“IIallo! Some jape, I suppose?” said
Tommy Dodd. )

“T.o0ks lile it!” said Tommy Cook

“NMy word! Listen to the orders he’s
giving!” cxclaimed Tommy Dodd, in
amazement. “Two pounds of raising,
two pounds cf gultanas, two pounds of
currants, two pounds of peel. I say.
Silver, are you giving a twvo-pound
feed 77

“T thirk I know what U'm doing !™
said Jinmy - Silver loftily. “¥Ve might
take you merchants into the idea.”

“They might think it was their own
suggested Raby,

¢ Porhaps il be eafer to leave

1

9.
them out.’

“What's the little game ©™

“‘Tittle bovs shouldn't ask questions.
Ti’s not up against you, We've 1o time
to attend td vou just now,” eaid Jimmy
Silver, in a tone of superiority that got
the Modern chums’ backs up at once,
“You'll know some time.”

“ILook here—"

“Rats! Buzz off, young ’uns "

The bill slowly ran up (o more than a
pound, and still the leader of the 1Mistical
four did not seem to be [inished. Many
juniprs had gathered round now.

Extensive and curious grew the crowd,
watching the movements of the Fistical
Your, and the little schoolshop was
crammed ; but this was rather pleasing
than otherwise to the four chums.

They felt that they were taking their
proper place as chiéfs of the [Fourth
fform, and the cynosuro of all eycs.

Tommy Dodd & Co. occupied an ex-
tremely back seat just now, All eves were
on the Fistical Four.

Tommy Dodd was puzzled. This could
not be an ordinary study fecd that the
Tistical Four wero planning; but, then,
what was it? What was the little game?

The purchases in the tuclshop finished,
Jirmmy Silver planked down twenty-
seven shillings, a snm  that mede the
juniors stare. Then the new purchases
were packed into a basket, and Jimmy
Silver and Lovell carried it between them
as they left the place. After them went
a crowd of curious juniors.

“What on earth does it mean?” said
Tommy Doyle, in wonder. * Are they
going fo have a barring-out in the end
study aund stand a siege?”

With an accompaniment of guestions
and jolkes, the Fistical IFour marched to
their study and dumped down the basket,
and slamwmed the door in the faces of half
the Vourth Form.

The latter dispersed, excitedly dis-
cussing the matter, and wondering what
on catth was in the wind.

The Fistical Four did not choose
to enlighten them. Jimumy Silver lcoked
at his watch. .

“T'll get the pass from Bulkeley,” hie
said. ‘‘He's bound to give it to me. You
chaps get the jiggers down to the gates
ready.”

T'ue Pexxy PoruLar.—No. 258,

“Right you are!”

The provisions were stacked away in
the cupboard, which almost overflowed,
and the juniors left the study, locking the
door after them.

The pass was duly obtained., and the
four Classical juniors set off for the
village, where they speedily made their
purchases.

The first purchase was a leg of mutton,
which Jimmy Silver carried under his
arm. Then the chums passcd con to the
greengrocer’s, and ordered huge quanti-
ties of every kind of vegetable., These
were to he sent.

Then they remembered that they had
no cooking utensils, and precceded to
supply themselves with sancepany and
pans of every description, including a

roasting-jack on  which to roast the
mutton,
Thesa purchases were szecured  to

Jimmy Silver's bicyele, and the juniors
st out upon the return journey.

A musical clink-clink proceeded from
Jimmy's machine, with its rattling
burden, and attracted some attention on
the road.  “They reached the gates in
good time before locking-up, and the
clink-clink  breught a curious  crowd
round them at once.

Tommy Dodd & Co. were not to be
seen, but there were plenty of juniors to
inquire what Jimmy Silvr was investing
his casl in old tins for.

The chums maintained a lofty silence,
They wheeled their machines into the
shed, and left the tins thers for the pre-
sent, iutending to sinuggle them o
the end ctudy after dark.

Jimmy Silver took the leg of mutton
with him as ho went up to the studs.
He uttered an exclamation as he came
in sight of the study door.

¢ left it locked. Tt was wide open
now, and light was streaming out, and
a sound of laughter and merry voices.

My hati” exelaimed Jimmy Silver.

And with keen apprchension in their
hearts, the Fistical Four hurried for-
ward,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Daring Raid by the Moderns.

OMMY DODD & CO. were in the

I end study, and pretiy nearly balf

the Fourth Form scemeoed to be
there with tliem.
» large onoe for the Fourth; but it wasn't
built” to accommodate the number of
juniors who were crammed instde it now.

There hardly scemed to be breathing-
room, But the juniors looked very
checrful, apparently not greatly troubled
by their close quarters.

Tonuny Dodd was sitting on the table,
with Tommy Cook and Tommay Doyle.
The chairs and stools were occupied by
othcr juniors, and still more were sitting
on the window-sill and the fender, in
fact, anywhere, and all wcere eating.

And the things they were cating!

The Fistical Four, staring in blankly,
saw that the cupboard-door was wide
open, and the purchases they had made
at the school shop an hour or so before
wera in tho hands of the raiders.

All kinds of materials for cooking—
raisins, sultanas. currants, lemon-pcel,
and so forth—the juniors were handing to
one another, with the unlimited gene-
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rosity of fcllows who did not have to pay
for them.

“Cet out of this!” roared Jimmy
Silver. “Let that grub alone!”

“Oh, draw it mild, old chap!”

“We came here for a feed!”

““This is Doddy's treat!”

“It isn’t!” shouted tha leader of tne
Tistical Four excitedly. “This is my
grub "

“You ecan ecttle that with Doddy!"
sald Lacy obstinately. “We came here-
for a feed, and I don't seo leaving till it's
finished.™

“1. reckon—’

“ You bounders *

“It's all right,” said Tommy Dodd.
“You can have some; and what more do
vou want? We should have had to wait
till you came back for this feed, only I
managed to get the lock open with a
crowbar. I hope I hiven't damaged the
lock., It seemed to give a sort of crack
when it gave way.”

“ITa, ha. ha!”

The Fistical Four exchanged glances.

Tt was uscless to losa their tempers and
riake a fuss about the matter, especially
as it was pretty clear that the Fourth-
Formers wouldn't be turned out of the
study till they had finished their feed.

It was a joke that they themsclves
might have played upon the Modern
chums had the circumstances been dif-
frrent; but that was very little comfort
to the IMistical Feur.

Jimumy Silver pushied his way into the
«tudy.  Aleng witi: the other supplies
for tha cookery. hr had laid in plenty
of condiments, ;and he expected to find
thern still uuntonched in the cupboard.

There was a grim smile on Jimmy
Silver's face.
“Jere, ‘don’'t shove,” cxclaimed

Towle, as Jimmy pushed against him,
and sent a tin of condensed milk he had
just opened streaming down bLis trousers.
* Look what you've done!”

“Rats ! -

Jimmy groped in the cupboard. What
ho was looking for was a large packet of
pepper, and, as he expected, it was un-
touched. There was nothing in that to
tempt the juniors. But they were
destined to have it, all the same!

Jimmy Silver opened the end of the
packet, and turned from the cupboard
witiy it in his hand. .

“*Hallo! What have vou got there?”
aripned Towmy Dodd.

“Pepper !

G;Eh?!l

“Will you have some along with the
tart?” asked Jimmy blandly.

““No, no! Oh! Look here——"

“Y think you will!”

“0Ow! I tell you— Atchoooo-0-0!"

With a sweep of the hand, Jimmy
Silver scattered the pepper over the
feasting juniors.

A blinding cloud of it spread all over
the room. *

The feasters sprang to their feet,
coughing and sneczing and shouting.

“ You—you rotter!” roared Tommy
Dodd. “0Ow-oo0o-atchooo”

“Hoid on!” gasped Lacy. “I'm
finished ! I'll get out!”

“Qtop At! 'l bunkt”

“Ow! Hold on, you ass'”

But Jimmy Silver did not hold on.

He was master of the situation now.
e scattered clouds of pepper on all
sides, and there was a frantic stampede
to the door on the part of the coughing,
sneezing juniors.

Lovell, Newcome and Raby were roar-
ing with langhter at the door. Tommy
Dodd & Co. and two or three others came
in a rush for the doorway, and jammed
in it, and rolled -over one another. After
' them came the frantic juniors, stumbling
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over them, and piling over in all direc-
tions, yelling and sneezing wildly.

The noise of sneezing could be heard
the length of the corridor. And over the
struggling, frantic crowd Jimmy Silver
was stil] scattering.clouds of pepper.

Jam and marmalade and condensed
milk and otber things were mixed up
with them, and as they sorted themsclves
out and escaped into the passage, they
presented a series of shocking sights.

With all the fun taken out of them,
the Modern chums and the rest of the
feasters retreated, amid a storm  of
coughs and sneczes; and the Fistieal
Four stood in the study and roared with
laughter. But there was still plenty of
pepper in the air, and the laughs were
soon changed to snecezes. i

Jimmy Silver jammed the window
wide open, and Raby waved a newspaper
about, with the idea of farning away the
pepper.  Lovell wrenched away the
paper and pushed Raby into the arm-
chair.

“TI say!” gasped Raby.

"“You ass! Let the pepper settle !”

 Snakes ! said Jimmy Silver.  #This
is a ghastly mess. and no mistake! Put
T think we’ve taught Tommy Dodd & Co.
a lesson about interfering with our
eulinary arrangement.”

“Ha; ha! T rather think so!”

“There’s a lot of the stuff left yet, too.
They’ve not had time to scoff it all,”

6 i} =

broom, but Tommy Dodd held up his
hand in sign of peace.

He had a swollen nese, very red from
the sneezing, and Tommy Cook and
Tommy Doyle both bere marks of the

conflict upon their faces, DBut the
Modern chums were friendly, all the
same.

“It's  pax!” said Tommy Dodd.
“Keep that lunatic quict!”

“But, 1 say ”

“Rats!” said Jimmy  Silver. . “It’s

not pax if you put vour faces inside this
study ! Travel along!”

“Tla, ha, ha!”

“QOh, come, get off that!” said Tommy

Dodd, with perfect good humour.
“We've come to cash up.”

“(lash up for what?”

“The grub. How much did we
seofl ¥ And Tommy Dodd drew a hand-

ful of silver from his trouscrs’ pocket.
“It was a jape, of course,- but we're
going to cash up.”

“Qh, no, you're not!” said Jimmy
Silver. *We won’t take it. We might
bave japed you in the same way. Thanks
for the offer, all the same.”

“QOh, just as you like,” said Tommy
Dedd.” “DBut what on carth are you kids
driving at? What’s that thing fixed up
on the mantelpicce for 77

“They’re going to roast something,”
said Tommy Cook. *Is thdt a” new
wheeze for roasting chestnuts, Silver?”

19:

then, and we'll let you into the scheme
on ecqual terms. We're going to grub:
oursclves in the study, and cut all the
meals in the Hall.”

Tommy Dodd gave an cxpressive
whistle.
“That will mean trouble, my sou.

We're allowed to have tea in the studies,
but there would be a row if we started
missing dinner.”

“Idon’t care! TIf theve's a vow it will
lead to an inguiry, and the Head
wouldn’t let Miss Skinner go on with her
theories if he knew how it worked out
in practice. Anyway, we're up against
the present rules, and we're ready for a
row.”

“Bxactly.”

“1 know a lot about cooking,” said
Tormmy Dodd. “T’ll help vou with that
mutton. Of course, you’ll be glad of a
little expert adviee 77

“I reckon I'm expert enough,” said
Jimmy Silver. “You can grease the
dishes for the puddings if you like, and
stone the raisins. Get those tins here
as quick as you can, you chaps.”

Lovell, Neweome, and Raby weut for
the tinware. Jimmy Silver unwrapped
the leg of mutton, Tommy Dodd & Co.
watching him with great mnterest.

There was a sound of bumping in the
passage, Tommy Dodd.opencd the door,
and stared at a hirsute individual who
was dragging along a hecavy sack.

[ 1]
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said Jimmy Silver.

tidy and start.”
And the Fistical Four set to work.

“Let’s get the place

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver as Caok.

¥ T took some time to‘get the study in
order again, but the Fistical Four
were industrious. They cleared
away all the litter, and packed up
what was left of the provisions.

The pepper scttled at last, and they
left off sncezing. A ‘"huge fire was
banked up in the grate, and Jimmy
Silver affixed the roasting-jack to the
‘mantelpiece. .

He stepped back to admire it.

“Snakes! That looks jolly business-

like !” he remarked. “ We shall want a
tin to catch the gravy, too. You chaps
go down to the bike-shed and get up the
tins, It's dark now, and you can get
“em in without being noticed.” .
" The three were about to leave the study,
“when there wes a kick at the door, and
4he Modern chums came in. They
stared at the roasting-jack, and the Fisti-
¢al Four stared at them. .

.Baby reac-‘hgd out for the hearth.

“Of course it isn’'t, ass! That's to
roast a leg of mutton.” .

““A—a—a which?”

“A leg of mutton,” said Jimmy

Silver. ““Look here, I don’t mind let-
ting you kids into it. I don’t want you
chipping in and mucking the business up
all the tine. We’re going on strike |”

“My only hat!”

“It’s the rotten grub we’ve had latcly
under Miss Skinner’s rule!” explained
Jimmy Silver. ““We're not going to
stand it !” ’

“Good for you!” said Tommy Dodd
cordially. *“*We’ll back you up if you've
got a scheme. We don’t like it any
more than you do. I was famished in
the class-room this afternoon. Weren't
you, kids?”’

‘ Absolutely !

“It's simply rotten!” said Tommy
Dodd, growing excited. ‘‘Miss Skinner
may have boxes and trunks full of cer-
tificates, but we don’t want the blessed
recipes worked off on us. I know ’em—
how to make thre¢ géllons of nourishing

soup out of a mutton chop that the dog.

has finished with, and so on, Scat!”
Jimmy Silver grinned. .

“Well, you chaps can back us up,

“Hallo! What’s that?” N

“ Greengroceries for the young gentle-
men, sir.”

“Phew! My hat!”

“That’s all right!” said Jiinmy Silver,
coming to the door. “Bring them in
here. Shove them into the corner if you
want the sack. There’s a bob for you.”

“ Thank you kindly, sir!”

The greengrocer’s man departed, and
Jimmy Silver rather anxiously watched
him go. Though the juniors were
allowed catables in their studies while
the quantity was not specified, anything
on this scale had mever been attcripted
before.

Jimmy Silver’s heart beat as he saw
Bulkeley stop the greengrocer's man on
the stairs and question him; but, to his
rclief, the Rookwood captain only
laughed and wealked away.

Tommy Dodd gazed at the huge heap
of greengroceries in the corner of the
study. Potatoes were rolling in alil
directions from the heap. There . were
enough cabbages and turnips and carrots
to last the juniors for weeks, Tommy
Dodd thought.

“We want enough, you know,” said
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Jimmy Silver. “You bee, stews are
awfully nourishing, and you can make
ripping stews out of vegetables and a
little meat. I reckon we shall have this
leg of mutton het to-morrow, and cold
the next day. That's the c¢conomical
way of running a house, you kunow, and
you save waste.”

“Quite so.”

“You chaps can begin peeling potatoes
uow,” said Jimmy Silver. “I am think-
ing of having mashed potatoes to-morrow
with the mutton, and we want to get
them boiled to-night ready. We sha'n’t
have much time after morning lessons.”

“ Anything to help,” said Tommy
Dodd obligingly. “But what are you
doing with the mutton, Silver?”

“T'm hanging it up to roast.”

“.ﬁctter et me do it. ~You sco—""

“Rats! You peel the potatoes.”

Jimmy Silver fastened up the joint to
roast. A slightly puzzied look came over
his facc.

I say, vou chaps, do yon rcmember
whether mutton ought to have a slow or
a quick firc ?” he asked.

“Quick,” said Tommy Cook.

“ Slow;" said Tomuny Dodd.

Jimmy Silver grunted.

“ Lot of good asking you for advice!
I dare say a medium fire 1s about the
thing—a lirc about what we’ve got.
Hallo! What's that unearthly row "

There was a sound of running iect in
the passage, and a clattor-clatter of tins.
I'he” juniors rushed to the door. Lovell,
Newcoms, and Raby, laden with tin-
ware, were coming along the passage at

1, with eight or niac

geful

Formers hot on their trn('k'.,

fou

“8top 'emi” shricked Laes. “We'll
give 'em pepper i

“Collar the rotters!”™

The three Classical juniors dashed

breathlessly up to the door of the stndy.
They had left a trail of clattering tins
behind them. and had not brovght in
more than half their load.

“Collar them!” roared Towle.

“Here, quick! Help!" gasped Lovell.

They pulled him in, and Newcome
and Raby, and the clanking, clinking
tins. The pursuers stopped, not caving
to tackle the juniors who steod in the
doorway, and retreated, kicking the
{allen tins before them.

The din was terrific, and in a few]

moments an angry voice called up the
stairs,

The juniors scuttled off, and the pre-
foct growled as Le saw the tins scattered
along the floor, and wens_to look for:the
youngsters, Jimmy . Silver. and _his
chumis hurried ont and gathered up't
tins, and quickly brought them into the
study. A smell of burning greeted them.

Lovell snifted.

“What's that?  Something’s burn-
ing!” : .
. 'g‘Sna.kos! It's the mutton! Turn it,
quick ! S e

Jimmy Silver had hung the mutton
much too ciosc; it was not beginuing
io cook, but it was beginning to burn.
Raby dashed toward it, and dragged it
away from the fire—and dragged the
jack away from the mantelpicce at the
same time. :

“0Oh, nowv—"

The leg of mutton crashed down into
the cinders.

“¥You ass!"” roared Jimimy Silver.

“How could I help it?”

Jimmy Silver dragged the mutton out
of the fender.

“Give me a cloth to wipe it!” he said
crossly. .

And he wiped off ashes and cinders,
and sct up the jack again, and cut oft
the burnt corner with his pocket-knife,

»
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“1 think that'll
and turn it, Raby.

Jimmy Silver arranged a large flat tin
on the fender to catch the_ drippings
from the mutton, There was none as
yet, but it was as well to he ready.

Tommy Dodd & Co. cheerfully peeled
potatoes. Raby watched the joint, and
turned it, whether it wanted it or not.

Lovell ‘began to peel onions, a task
that seemed quite a pathetic one, for it
soon made him weep. Jimmy Silver
continually looked at the mutton, and
admonished Raby. .

The Rookwood cooks were very busy—
so busy that they forgot that it was long
past tea-time, and that the Fistical Four,
at least, liad not had tea.

A curious smell began to make itself
obscrved in the study, and Tommy Dodd
looked at the mutton, and sniffed.

“DBetter if you'd taken my advice,
Silver. I told you I knew how to cook.”

“What's wrong now ?” demanded the
leader of the Fistical Four.

“Something's wrong with that blessed
mutton, or it wouldn't be niffing like
that, The fire’s too quick, I ¢xpect.” .

“Too slow, to my mind,” said Tommy
Cook. : .

“Oh, rats!”  Jimmy Silver sniffed.
“There does seem to be a sort of a niff
about, though. I don't reckon ir comesy
from the muttom”

“Where does it come from, thent"
grinned Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver sniffed and sniffed.

,do. You ean watch
Yy

“Why, it's the.saucepan!” he ex-
claimed snddenly.

“Thoe saucepan ! Bogh 1™

“Ti Lock here ! I’hof\'\_' .

Jimm¥% Silver dragged off the lid of
the sailgepan,é{é% smell of burning

potatces so stegng that it could almost
have been cut with a Lnifé emerged
from the  saucepan, and a blinding
vappur that filled the study. The juniors
sniffed and ceughed. g
“4Vhat do you call that’” cxclaimed
Jimny Silver triumphantly. * Is=that
the giddy way you cook potatoes,
Dodd ?” i .
Tommy Dodd* stared blankly at the

all

smoking saucepan. .
“The potatocs are
s! You can't cook for toffee!™

““Look herg;_Silver '

“J suppoge 1 shell have 4o cook the
végetables=as well as the meat,” said
Jimmy, in a tone of rvesignat®n. ¢ The
work alwiiys falls upon the most sensible
chap in a party. I've noticed that,
2 “You dowt seeln te be cooking
mutton very. quickly,” #ertd Tomimy
Todd. ¢ The potatoes are getting domue,
mnyway.” "= ) . : o

“Done for, goWdmean,” said Tovellse
+'They made the fire bigger. The grate
w

right!” he

o
()

a8 nét a large Bne, but it,.was neces-
sary to havea large fire to"cooksthe
mutton, and so the coals were banked up
on the hobs. L. )
My hat!" said Tofamy Dodd. - “It's
warm!” - .
“The mutton will be done pretty soon,
I think.” .
“What's that row in the quad
¢ Blessed if I Fnow, or carc, cither!”
But Lovell went to the window. It
was quite dark in the quad, but a crowd
of fellows were there, staring up appar-
ently at the sky over Rookwood College.
Lovell looked upward, and saw sparks
floating across the dark sky.
“Somebody letting off fireworks, T
think,” he said, turning back into the
study,
Jimmy
cocking

b

S‘xl\'er did not listen. He was
his eye thoughtfully at the

“ “Stop, you ass!

Friday.

mutton. In spite of the hoge fre it did
not seem to be getting on satisfagtorily,

“Look here——" LT

““Why not fry it?" suggested':Cook,
“There’s a jolly big frying-pan’ among
these things, and fried mutton is—is
ripping ! . . o

Jimmy Silver lhesitated a gnoment, -
and then decided to act upon the sugges-
tion. The pan was produced, and the”’
mutton was placed in it. -

“By Jove! It's cooking mowl” cx-
claimed Raby. ’ . :

‘There was no doubt about-that. The
leg, of mutton seemed to be on the way
to being reduced to dripping bodily.
The frying-pan was swimming with
gravy, and the parts of the jomt that
stuck over the cdges of the pap were
burning and smelling, vilely. N

“We shall have to let the firc down &
bit!” gasped Jimmy Silver, his face
streaming with perspiraticn.

Raby jumped up. ;

“Tl pour & jug of water on.it?" .
Oh, great Scott!”

Jimmy Silver had reached out to step
the over-zealous Raby, and knocked the
handle of the frying-pan. A Aood of
melted grease overflowed into the firve.
There wus a terrific burst of flame, and
the juniors scuitled off to escape it.
Then from the door they watched the
fire in dismay. LT

The frying-pan was ovevturned, and
the hapless leg of mutton was hissing
away in the midst of the embers. Blaze
wag roaring up the chimney. and they
heard the duller roar above that told nf
a chimney on fire.

There was a fresh burst of ehoutiNg
from the quad, and the mcaning of- the

crowd there dawned upon -Listell,
“My hat! Tt was our chimney they
were watching !” .
Jimmy Silver dashed forward to drag

the nuitton from the fire, but the lLeat

und the splutioring drove him back.

T reckon it’s done in !
~“And so are we!” gasped Lovells
$-The chimuey's afive ! -

Footsteps, #apid and heavy, sounded:

invthe passage.  The door was kick
0 -and Bulkeley stared in. &
started back in amazement.

“Why — what the — how the — you

voung rascals !”
“It's—it's all right, Bulkeley !” .
“All right!” roaved the captain o
Rookwood.. *“Do you call this all right?
The chimney!s on fire! Do you hear?”
“We didn’t mean-<—"
“No, I don’t euppose you did! Ge
cut of the,_.g'tudy at once!”
“ But—-7>

. “Get out |”

That the Rookwood cooks were hauled
over the coals for that escapade we neced
not say.

But the Head, if he was 2 Tartar,

a just T'artar, He had learned cnol‘ﬁ
from the stammering explanations of”
Juniors to know that they had cause for-
complaint, and ho doubt he gave Miss
Skinnce a “hint on the subject, for the
next day there was a decided improve-
ment in the House fare, : i
THE END.
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