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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Has Conscientious Scruples.

€ UNTER”
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Re-
nrove, was strofling down the t

Form passage at Greyiriars
he heard his name called.

The fat junior looked up, to see Carne of
the Sixth ouing to him from the door of
his study. e
- “Yes, Carne; what—"

“Come here!” exclaimed Carne.
“Certainly, Carne,” said the Owl of the
Remove. “Can I do anything for you?”

“Yes,” said Carme. “I want you to go
down to the Golden Pig, and ask for the
packet for ir. Carne. They’ll understand.”

“But what's in the packet?” asked Bunter
inquisitively. ;

“That's my business,” replied the Sixth-
Former. “Just ask for a packet for me.
They'll understand all about it

He handed the fat junior a two-shilling
piece. &

“I sappose the packet won't contain cigar-
ettes?” asked Bunter.

“Supposing it does!” rapped out Carne.

“@h, nothing,” said Bunter hasti! :
no business of mire, of course. You've 2
right to buy what you like. But, T say,
you know, could you—er—lend me
of bob? 1've got a postal-order co
the last post to-night, but the tu
will be closed then, you know. 1f you
advance- 2

“Get out!”

“A couple of bob—="

“Will you go?” roared Carne.

““ But—but: 2

“You can have a couple of the r
when you bring them in,” said Carne,
give you twopence for yourself as well.”

“Thank you, Carne; but if you could lend
me—" :

The senior made a movement towards the
fat junior, and Billy Bunter skipped ocut of
the study. He grunted diseontentedly.

“Meanr beast!” he murmured.

He walked downstairs with his hands
thrust deep ‘into his poeckets, and ‘a frown
of deep thoughtiulness upon his fat brow.

A sudden on the shoulder woke him
from his meditations, and he gasped.

“Jfallo, hailo, hallo! Thinki
mathematical problem, Billy, or t
at a scheme for raising the wind?”

“@h, really, Cherry >

“Whence that pensive brow?” asked Bob
€herry, grinning.

“I—I was thinking ¥

“On, T see! What made you starb a new
babit like that?” s

“0h, really, Cherry—"

“But keep it up,” said Bob encouragingly.
“You'll find it hard at first, but youll find
it easier cvery time you do it, till at
length—="

out a
ng to get

)

(Copyright in the United States of

with

the Early :

“Don’t be an ass, Cherry!
The fact is, I .was turning
over a question of right or
wreng in my mind, and I don’t
quite know what to do.”

“My -~ hat! Here’s Bunter:
bothering himself over moral
questions!” . c¢xclaimed  Bob
Cherry, in astonishment.
“Here, you fellows, gather
round! Bunter in the throes
of a conscientious problem!”

“Ha, ha, hgt?

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“What’s the matter, Bunty?”
asked - Wharton. “Are  you
k out a scheme for paying off

Is he a giddy millionaire, then?”

nt.
ha!”?

K i
fellows might advise me” said

Bunt 1 don’t want to do wrong.”
“First time you’ve had any doubts on the
subject?” said Nugent. “But go aheag!.

What’s the giddy problem?”

“Suppose a chap wanted me to break the:

rules of the college-
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
ting interesting!”

a zecrct

Go on! This is get-:

excursion to the
vill
“Good!
“¢o ahead, Bunter!

The plot thickens!”
You shut up, Bob!”

“Well, then, suppose I was asked to fetch.
in smokes for a senior—-I won’t name any,

i

names

Wharton’s brow darkened.

“Pas Carne asked you to do it?” he ex-
claimed. 9 :

“T don’t want to mention any names!””

“Well, go ahead!”

“QOught I to go?” demanded Billy Bunter.:
“That's the question. on my mind. 1 said
I'd go. in the heat of the moment——"

“You young sweep!” 7

«Well, you see, it’s occurred tc me that I
oughtn’t to go,” said Billy Bunter. “Ought
I to go when I said I would, when I know
i nug?itn‘t to go?”

“You oughtn’t to go, and you sham’t go ™!

said Harry Wharton. “If T ecatch you going
11l lick you with a ericket-stwap!”

“Oh, really Wharton—"

“Mind, I mean it!” ‘

“ But—hut suppose Carne goes for me?” fal-
tered Bunter. ©Wiil you fellows stand by
me? _He's such a bullying beast, you know
“Of course . we Wwill,”
“That's all right!”

“VYes; but——"

“You can rely en us,” said Wharton.
stood by Smith, and he’s a bounder and an

outsider. If you want to do the decent thing,

you may be sure you can rely upon us to
help you. We're only too glad to see you
acting decently for once!”

“Well, you see, I—I ought to ask you
fellows to advise me.”

“Well, you're not going; that's sctiled!”

“1 sham’t go.” said Bunter.

“That’'s right!”
“Bravo, Bunter!”

And he gave the fat junior an appreciative’

slap on the baek that knocked nearly all the
breath out of the Gwl's fat body.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Bunter in Distress.

ARNE put his head into the junior
Common-room later ia the evening,
and looked round ‘with "a knitted

brow. . Most of the juniors who hap-|

pened to be there glanced at him.
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4 and slammed the door.

i

said Bob Cherry.:

“We.

execlainied” Bob  Cherry.

Adventures of Harry

“Lost anything, Carne?” asked Skinper,
with veiled impertinence. :

Carne scowled at him.

“I'm looking for Bunter,” he said. *“He
isn’t here?”

“No,” said Stott.
seen.” E
“Saw him last in the tuckshop,” grinned

Sk

“He’s big enough to he

study.”

“4ll right.”

And Carne departed. 4

“What the dickens does he want with
Bunter?” exclaimed Ogilvy. “He locks as
though there might be treuble for Bunty.™

“Oh, I know what it is,” said Bob Che
“Bunter was told to feteh cigarettes for him,
and he wouldn't go.”

“Oh, is that it?”

“And if Carne goes for him there’ll he &

row,” added Bob,

And be walked away te Study D
Harry Wharton. Wharten and
finished their prep when. Bob arr
study.

“Bunter here?” asked Bob, looking roui

“No.” Do you want him?”

“Not much!” grinned Bob Cherry. “But
Carne does.. He's looking for him, and he
looks as if there’s thunder in the air,”

Harry Wharton’s lips tightened.

“So he's aiter Bunter! Ali right; he'll bave
us to tackle as well.”

“Hark!” exclaimed Hurrce Jar
Singh suddenly.

There was a sound of hurried foots
the corridor,

Billy Bunter came scuttling along like a
frightened rabbit, and burst into the study,

Ow—oh!” ke

sct Raﬁl

ps in

“I—1 =ay,
gasped.

“What's the matter, Bil

“Carne !” gasped the fat |
“He’s after me!” :

“Oh, let him gome!”

“Lock. the door!”

“No; let the door alone!”

“Just remember what you promised me!”
howled Bunter, in mortal terror, as a heavy
footstep sounded. in the pascage. “You're
going to stand by me.” 5

“In front of you would be hetter!” grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Get behind us, Bunter!”
crisply ; and the fat junior obeyed—oni
gladly. He shivered into a corner.

The door of the study was flung open.

Carne’s angry face looked inte the roo

“Is Bunter here?” he demanded sav
not for the moment seeing the fat
crouching in the corner.

“Yes,” said Harry quietly.
want with him?”

“Come here, Bunter.”

i

“Come here!” roared Carne.

“Wharton, you—you said-—-"

“Stay where you are, Billy.”

And Rilly did.

Carne was trembling with anger.

“Will you eome here, Bunter?” he said, be-
tween his teeth. £

“I—I—F won't, you knew.
sorry, but—but you see 2

“shut up, Billy!?
< “0h, really—="

“Shut up!”

- Bunter quavered into silence. z

Carne made a furious step towards him.
Four determined juniors lined np in s path.

“Stand back, Carne.,” said MHarry Wharton
quietly. “You won't lay a finger on Bunter.
We know all abeut your sending him for
smokes, and we ordered him nct to go—Wwe

you fellows!
>

jor breathlessly,

“What do you

I—T'm sincerely

America.)

(i’

er.
“Oh, if he comes in, tell him to come to my
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1dn't Tet him go. If .you want {e row any-
¥You can row us,”

“You interfering puppy!” shounted Carne,
enragéd at being placed in the p on of
being judged by a junior of the Lo
~J¢ you give me any.of your impudence,
VI'1 thrash you within an inch of your life.”
Wharton's lips set hard
“You can be
curtly.
ou 4o, yoa hulking rot

-ou like,” he
us to tackle,

iy mopeyl”

“Wharton started.
“What!{”

“I gave him money to feich o fet
something for me, and he didn’t go, and he

as kept the money!” shouted (arne.

“I dida't know t .

hat.

“Well, you know it n
out of the way and let v
inz he's earned,” said Cart

“Wait a hit!”

Wharton turned to the fat jnnior, with an
expression that made Billy Bunter quake more
than Carpe's furious anger had done,

“Bunter!” he laimed,

“Ye-e-e-es, Wharton,”

“Have you got Carne’s money

“No, I haven't.”

That was true ¢
xpended in {
ing houn
[ gave him

.1

stand
lick-

1 now

éxcini
a two-shi

o

Bunter?
penay !

aven stammerad
Buster. “You—you can search me, if you
like. T Laven’t got any money.”
“Did Carne give you any, though
_“No; he refused to give e auy, though

o1

1 offered to ¢ it -out of my postal-order,
which is coming to-night for certain.”

“He did not hand you any money at all?”
asked Wharton, who knew the way Bunter
could play round and round the frath with.

_out telling an outright lie, and yet managing
all the time to convey a false impression.

“You said ‘give’ just now,”
Dunter. “He didn't give me any.”

“Did you receive any money from him for
any purp i £

“aVell,

(ZH
eit

“Ye-c-e5,”

“Did you return it to himn g™

“Not yet.»

“0h, I see! Well, give it to him now.

“I—I havenr't any money till wy postal.
order comes,” 2

Wharton's brows grew black

“PDo you mean to say that
Carne’s money, Bunter?”?

. %No!” howled Bunter,. desp
thought that the chums were go
don him to Carne’s ten e
that ke richly deserved.
i for a time. I'm goir
evening.”

“How ?» ;

“I'm expecting a posta

“You young raseall
alrcady.”

“Well, in—in that case the letter
here to-morrow morning at the late said
Bunter. “I hope Carne doesn't.think that
I ‘want to keep his rotten two shillings! I
shall settle up as soon as ever ¥ get the postal-
oder cashed in the worning.*

ere o at
handed you that

1
il

you've spend

te at

+3

¢

the

. I-I torrowed
to return it this

will be

he e

thing L xclaimed
“You've taken Carne’s money, and
ve the biggest bhiding he can give

Oh, really—>»

“And I hope he'll lay it om well,” sald
Nugent, g
The hopefulness is terrificl”

“You—you said you'd stand Ly we if I
didn’t feteh the cigarettes!” howled Bunuter,
in great alarm, “You—you promised-—"

“You had deceived us.”

“Well, you promised, and you cught ¢
wour promise!” wailed the wuuliag
of the Remove, “Play the game, you v
C\“Wcll, I like that, from: youl” said Bob

herry.

Whygrton snapped his teeth angrily,

“Fhe fat cad cheated us cut of thal pro-
mise,” he said. “Still, we made it, apd we'll
keep it. Carne was to blame-in the first place
for ever suggesting sending =n r for the
izarettes, - Yowll let him alene, Carne.”

[es, rather!”

mumbied |
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“The ratherfulnzss {3 terrifle.” -

“You young bounds! Do you think I am
going to be robbed, 1

Wharton flung two

“There’s yoiur inc
go!”

“I'm going to lick that young thiel,” said
Carne, pocketing the mouey as he spoke.

“You're not!”

Then the juniors an
a glance. But
they locked too di
bi{ his lip.

“Very well; look cut, Bunter, that’s alll”
he exclaimed. :

“Qh, really, Carne——"

Tha seniot stamped furiously out of the
study. Then the Famous ¥our turned grimly
to the shaking Owl of {lie Remove. Bunier
smiled a sickly smile.

“1'm much oblized to you fellows——"

o

lings on the table.
oy, Carne, Take it, and

¢ the seniors exchanged
rs did not quail, and
rous fo tackle. Carne

»

“Don't speak to me!” said  Wharton
1
sharply. “You're what Carne cailed you—a

thief! You have s t his momney, and you

know you can’t pay it!” %= .
“But—bub you've paid it, Wharton, so it’s

Friday. 3

have licked him, and let the matter drop, hul
now he was savin Ué) his wrath, and Ut
would probobly make Bunter smart, in addl
tion, for the humiliation be had had iz
backing down before the Famous Four,

Billy Bunter's reflections were not pleasuad
that eveaing.

He kept a kecn leok-out for Carnme, hnd
the senior did not appear to be looking for
him again, and bedtime came, and Bunier
was still safe. . .

He breathed more freely when the Remsve
went up to their dormitory.

“Shouldn't wonder if Carne pays you a visi}
to-night, Bunter,” sald Snoop malicioualy.

The fat junior started.

“QOh, really, Snoop—-"

“Better stay awake and wateh,” sald Bul- -
strode, with a grin,

“I—I think I willl” stammered Buater.

And hie got into bed with the intentlon of
staying awake, and fell asleep within Ao
minutecs. Dunter was zlmost as good ad
sleeping ag. at eating.

Carne did not, however, pay the Removs
dormitory a visit. He had trisd to scorz ot

L% 4,{

end of his bat, when the ball
3 from the

Harry Wharton, flinging himself down,
crashed into the wicket.

just reachod tho creass with the
¢ Not out !’ came
umpirs.

all right. It’s not necessary for

me to pay
it now,” said Bunter feebly.

“But. if T had not— .
“But you have. What's the good of dis-
cussing *if’s?"” said Billy Buuter. “Better

leb the subject drop. I'm willing fo if you

al—""
it to cail me names,

C
1

se I have conscienticus
seruples, and can't do some things that other
fellows don't mind doing in the least,” said
Bunter.

Wharton drew ¢
“If I wasn't pr rt
get hold of you, and thrash :

the licking of your life,
said. “As it is, if you wai
hands off you, you'd better
sight 1"
“Oh, really, Wharton 2
Harry made o quick step towards Lim, and
the fat junicr scuttled out of the study, and
his footsteps died ¢ down the passage.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter in Mot Water !
HE 0wl of the Remove had b
for ths

ou, I'd give you
ris minute!”. he
me to keep my
get cut of my

that Carne was only biding his time,
In fa sunter liad probably made
matters worse for himsclf, for Carne would

the innlors that way before, but it generally
worked out to his undoing.

He let the matter pass for that night, and
on the morrow morning Billy Bunber hoped
that his anger Dad had time to cool, and tint
the affair won!d be suffered to drop entirely.

Carne was very far from intending to pass
it over.

Just before morning school Billy Buater
almost ran into him ip the Close, and ths
senior reached out for him, and Bunier
scittled off just in time.

He dashed into the Remove Form-room,
and remaincd there till lessons commenced,
palpitating. He was paying dear for that
two-shilling-piece.

Bunter was, for once, first in the Form-toom
that morning. And for once he was not lock-
ing forward to classes bLeing dismissed, The
thought of Carne wailing for him was a dis-
turbing one.

His fbsent-mindedness in class was noti
by Mr. Quelch, and he was detained for
an hour after the othera; but that punish.
ment was the lightest that could have been
meted out to the fat junior at that time. In
the Form-room he was safe from Carne, ai
least,

The Remove wen$ out, leavin
ting alone in ths Torm-room
of his dstention.

When the half-hour had ticked away on ths

Tag PENNY POPTLAR—NO. 18

Bunter sii-
or the space
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-room clock, Billy Bunter was free to
He blinked cautiously cut
the Form-room before he left it, but the
passage was ciear. There was no sign of
€arne.

4t the ead of the passage, however,
caught sight of the senior chatting wi
Lontdes., = 4
The Greek saw Bunter at the same moment,
i mutiered something to Carne. The senior
vrned his head.

1e made a sign to Bunter to appreach.

The fat junior hesitated.

« {ome here, Bunter!” said Carne.

Bunter blinked round him helplessly, In
ihe open hall he felt that' Carne could not
“go for * him, and he approached the semior
in a gingerly way, a good deal like a cat.

Carne looked at him grimly,

“@o to my study and fetech me a paper
that’s on the table,” he said.

Bunter breathed more freely.

e
th

«Qh, all right, Carne! I-I'm sincerely
about that affair yesterday.”
Jever mind that! Gol”
Ty postal-order didn’t come this morning;

iliere’s been some delay in i}
bound to he here this evening,
'l settle up.®

“@Get away!l?

“Gh, really—?

Carne made an angry gesture, and Billy
Bunter scuttded off to the Sixth Form pas-
sage. The two semiors followed him with
guick steps. 2

Bunter entered Carhe’s study, and looked
for the paper on the table.

c Ppost. S
though, and

He was glad enaugh to make his peace with

the senior by periorming a little errand like
that.

There was no paper on the table,
EBupter blinked round the study forit.

He could not see it, and he was about to
leave the study to tell Carne that Le could
not find it. But it was not so easy to leave
1he study.

As he turned towards the door. ihe fat
junior found the doorway blocked by Ionides
and Carne. b

He backed away in dismay.

“1—1 say, you fellows, I can't find Lhe
paper i he said nervously.

Carne laughed sardonically. )

il thing surprising in that,” he remarked.
“Yon see, there wasn't any paper there.”

“Oh, really—"?

“shut the door, will you, Ionides?
Carne. “You might stay in the pass:
& few minutes t that nobody comes in.”

The Greek grinned and nodded.

“ Right you are, Carne!” 2

He clozed the door, remaining outsi

Bunter made an attempt to wriggle
wards the door, but wriggled away again as
Carne made a grasp at him.
i‘He dodged round the table, gasping with
ear.

“«J-1-T1 say, Carne—-> he stammered.

He knew now that he had been tricked into
entering the study, so that Carne could have
him at his mercy, and his heart thumped as
the senior picked up a cricket-stump.

Carne laughed unpleasantly.

“You're going through it mow!® he =aid.
& You offered to go to the village for mie, and
you stole my two shillings.  Now you're going
to pay for it!”-

«Wharton bas paid you, and—->

“Come here!?

Billy Bunter made a rush to the window,
which was‘'open. He had a wild hope of sight-
ing a friend in the Close, and yelling for help.

As it happened, four or five juniors, coming
wp to the cricket-field, were passing within
easy distance of the study windows, and
Iiunter's heart beat as he saw them.

e W,}’xartoni” he yelled. “Rescue! Carne
fe—

‘The next moment a flerce grasp whirled
him away from the window, and the sash was
jamemed down,

and

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
- Carne’s Threat.
ARRY WHARTOYX glanced up towards
. Carne’s study window as he beard
Bunter’s shout. He caw the window
jammed hastily down.
His eres flashed. _
« Bunter's in Carne’s gtudy !® he exclaimed.
“Qerve him right!” said Boh Cherry., “But
I suppose we mush look after bim.”
“You know what a& brute Carne is!” said
Harry. “Come onl* - > :
‘FHE PINNY PoPULAR.—No. 16,

The juniors ran into the House.

In a few seconds they were in the Sixth-
Form passage, and were running down .to
Carne’s door. lonides was leaning against:
the wall outside the study, and he smiled in
his unpleasa sardonic way at the.sight of
the excited juniors. ;

" Yow ean’t come in here!” he said. ;

Bunter’s howls could be heard in the study.

“We are going in!” said Harry. ;

“$tand back, you cub!” 5 (s

“ et out of the way, Ionides!” said Harry,
as the senior stood before the door, his brow
dark with anger. “Mind, we're going:in!”

“Stand back!” - :

“Charge!” shouted Wharton.

The juniors rushed forward.

But Ionides’ craven heart failed him ‘as
they charged. He would have been rolled
over in the . passage if he had stood his
ground ; but he did not stand it.

He stepped quickly aside, and the juniors
reached the study door.

Wharton threw it open. g

“Look out, Carne!” called in Ionides.

And he strolled down the passage, affect-
ing an indifferent air.

The juniors rushed into the study.

Billy Bunter was sprawling face down-
wards across the table, and Carne was lash-
ing him with the cricket-stump, and Bunter
was hewling wildly.

Wharton did not stop for words.

He ran straight at Carne, wrenched the
stump from his hand, and flung it with a
crash into the corner. :

The senior turned upon him with blazing
eyes. : :

In 2 moment they were gripping one
another, and Wharton went to the floor
under the weight and strength of the Sixth-
Former.

I_But he did not let go, and Carne feil with
him.

Billy Bunter squirmed off the table.

Although the licking had been socn inter-
rupted, Bunter had suffered considerably,
%md the tears were streaming down his fat
ace. ;

“@-g-go for him!” he gasped. “Give him
b-b-beans! The beast! He's b-b-broken my
b-b-bones! 1'm aching all over!”

“Cellar the cad!” said Bob. “Get him off
Wharton !” ; A

And the senior was dragged off.

Wharton staggered to his feet.

«Cut!” said Nugent hastily to Bunter.

The fat junior did not need telling twice.

He scuttled out of the study, running
down the passage blindly, and rushed fairly
into the arms of Wingate, who was coming
along.

The capbain of Greyfriars stageered back,
and only saved himself from falling by throw-
ing his arms round Billy Bunter and hug-
ging him.

“Ow!” toared Bunter, thinking he had
been captured by Ionides. “Yow! Leggo,
you beast! Leggo, you rotten alien waster!
Help!?

“ Bunter [”

«Oh! Is it you, Wingate?
was that Greek beast!” :

“What the dickens are you racing aboub
like that for, Bunter?” exclaimed Wingate,
grasping the fat junior by the shoulder.
“Have you been playing tricks on Ionides?”

“N-no!” -

“What's that tow in Carne's study?”

“I—I—F don’t know.”

Wingate released the Owl of the Remove
and strode  into. Carne’s .study. Bunter
scuttled off breathlessly. He did not desire
to figure in the explanations that would
doubtless follow. 0

Carne had seized the cricket-stump again,
and seemed about to hurl himself upon the
juniors. They faced him. resclutely. Carne
was stuttering with rage.

Wingate gazed at the scene in. astonish-

I—I thought it

ment.

“What’s the row here?” he exclaimed.

Carne glared at him,

“Better put that stump down, Carne,” said
the Greyiriars captain quietly. .

The senior hesitated a moment, and then
Jaid the cricket-stump on the table. He was
trying to calinm himself. E

“What's the trouble,” Wharton? What are
you doing in-Carne’s study?”

“He was bullying Bunter,” said Harry in
his quict tones. “We came to interfere. He
was licking Bunter: with a stump.”

Wingate's brow darkened.

“Carpe—" . _ g

“And T’ lick him again,” sald Carne—
“and Wharton, too!: That cub has laid
hands on me—one of the Sixth! If you back
up the juniors in that sort of thing, Wingate,

1 heard of it.”

F_r_iday".

you can bet on it that you wen't be caplain
of Greyfriars long!” ;

“Don’t talk rob!” said Wingate irritably.
“¥ou had no right to thrash Bunpter with 2
stump, whatever he had dome; and you know
it, Carnel”

“1l do us 1 kel

“What had Bunter done?” =

“Never mind what he had done,” said
‘Carne, who did not eare for the whole story
to coihe -out. “He checked me, anyway!”

“That was hardly enough for a whaling
with a ericket-stump.”

“Are you going to dictate to me?”

“Yes, in anything of that sort!” sai
gate grufly. “I'm captain of G ars,
and I won't have any builying. dare say
Bunter deserved a licking—he generally dees
—but you should draw a line.”

He signed to the juniors to go.

Harry Wharton & Co. moved to the door.
They liad no desire to push tie matter any
further,

Carné made a step forward.

“That young eub has laid hands on
tell you, Wingate!” hc exclaimed
“I'm.going to lick him!”

Wingate shook his head. ;

“If you don't choose to tell me thie facts,
Carne—-"

«Bunfer has stolen money from me, and
Wharton - is  backing him up!” said Carne
savagely. :

Wingate started.

“Ympossible !”-

“Ask him!”

“What do you say, Wharton?”

“I say it's a lie!’ said Harry, with flash-
ing eyes. “Carne gave Bunter money to
feteh cigarettes from Friardale. I never
meant to say a word about it, but I have to
now, as Carne cheoses.”

“To fetch cigareties?” I

“Yeg® E

“After what you promised me, Carne?”?

“You're not my father confessor, I sup:
pose?” said Carne sullenty.

Wingate compressed his Lips.

“Go on, Wharton.”

“Well, you know what Bunter is with
money,” said° Wharton. “Carne knows it,
too, and he ougfitn't to have trusted him.
Bunter. spent the money, intending to repay

d Win-

ne, 1
shrilly,

it afterwards, when—when he had a postal-

order. Of .course, he ought to be iicked.
But 1 repaid Carpe the money as soon as I

“If you took the money, Carne, you should
have let the matter drop,” said - Wingate.
“You can’t have it both ways. And you
know jolly well the trouble you'd geb into
if it were known to the Head that you sent
a junior for smokes. The best. thing you
can do is to let ‘the matter drop at once.
Bunter was a rotten rascal, but no worse
tha? you were for tempting him!”

“T_1 »

“You kids had better go—r?

«And—and you back up the juniors in
cheeking the ~Sixth like this!” exclaimed
Carne furiously. “You think I'm going to let
Wharton go, after he has struck me?”

“The fault was yours, to begin with,” said
Wingate, looking worried. “What do you
wanb?”

“I'm going to lick that eub

“You're notl* 2

“Yo you stand up for him?”

“Yies,” saidl Wingate quietly. “If you
hadn’t acted like a cad in the first place the
trouble would never have arisen.”

Carne drew. a deep breath,

“You stand up for Wharton?
“You back him up against me?”

“I don’t know about backing him- up, but
certainly I'mp not going to let you rag him,
as you seem to have done with Bunter. If
anybody wants a hiding, it seems to me that
you want it yourseli!” said Wingate uugrily,

Carne set his teeth.

“Very well. You choose f{o back up the
Remove against the Sixth, and you can go
to the Remove for your recruits for the Firsy
Eleven, if you like!”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean,” said Carne, hig veice trembling
with anger-—“T1 mean that if you stand by
Wharton, if you interfere with me now, you
can look somewhere else for a bat for the
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¥ he said.

.Topham match on Saturday!”

The juniors looked at one another. Nugent
whistled softly. Wingate's brow grew black,
and he looked hard at Carne.

“You don’t mean that, €arne?” he said,

«1 do,”

“You will be sorry for saying it presently.
You kids can eut.”

The juniors left the study.

“Mind,” said Carne, I'm-in.- earnest. . £
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you “hack up Wharton against me now 1
dop’t play in the eleven to-morrow.”

X
Wingate left him without a word.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
= Wingate Finds His Man.

INGATE entered Carne’s study
directly after dinner. There
a serious, determined expression
: on his face.
“Are you going to play. to-morrow or not?”
demanded Wingate.
“That depends,” said Carue.
“What do you mean?”
“Well, if you care to say you're sorry
“Sorry for what?”
“For interfering with me in my own study.”
“¥or stopping you acting like a cad and
a brute,” commented Wingate, “Go on.”
Carne flushed angrily.
“Put it like thaf if you like. And if you
tike to let Wharton have his licking—"
“It is not likely!”
“Then I stick to my word!”
“1 shall not give way an atomn on cither

point, Carne,” said the Greyfriars captain.
“That’s understood, to start with. Not an

atom.”

“Yery well; you know the conse

“You refuse to play to-morrow?

“Yes,” said Carne defiantly.

“You are acting like a low-down ead.”

Carne shrugged his shoulders.

*Mind,” sald Wingate, with a blazc in his
eves, “I don’t ask you to play. 1 offer you

* the chance of playing, if you choose.”

“Thank you for nothing.”

“1 want one word from you—ycg OF RO,
Are you playing in the eleven against Top-
ham to-morrow?”

“No,” said Carne.

hat's enongh. You won't play to-metrow
if you ask for it.”

Carne sneered.

“1'm not likely to do that.”

“Very well, you won't play; and veu'll
play for Greyfriars again while I'm
i

nees.”

Al
And without another word Wingate strode
ot of the study.

He went downstairs to the Remove passage.
He was just entering Study No. 1 when
Harry Wharton came out with a cricket-bat
under his arm.

The Greyfriars capiain nedded genially to
the junior.

“(loing down to practice?

“Yes, Wingate.”

“Good! I've been keeping an eye on you
1y, Wharton. You're gctting into good

{arm, You batted splendidly against Ferm-

ieigh -Juniors on Wednesday afternoon.”

Harry coloured with pleasure.

“Thanks, Wingate!”
“Not a bit of it! Come down now; I

want to see you bat. U've my reasons.”

The juniors followed Wingate ouf, some-
* what surprised. The Greyiriars captain
took a deep interest in junior cricket, and
nielped the lads on in every way; bub they
were surprised, all the same, at the earnest-
uness he showed now. .

There were several memuers of the First
Tlavén on the ground when the chums of the
Hemove arrived.

“We're ready,” Courtney remarked.

“Right-ho! ‘T want to see Wharton prac.
tise a little before we begin.”

The seniors stared at him.

“What the dickens!” execlaimed Smith
major., “There fsn’t much time for watch-
ing fags at practice now, Wingate, is there?”

“You heard what I said.”

“QOh, all right!® said Smith,
Lis sheulders.

Wharton was quite as surprised as the
seniors. But he knew how to obey, and he
did not say a word against Wingate's orders.

“ (et to the wicket, Wharton,” said Win-

” he asked.

shrugging

gate.

:"}Icre‘[" said Harry, for they were om
the senior ground, where the First FElsven
lz:-zflybeen about to begin practice.
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Wharton obediently wenb to the wickeb.

Wingate tossed the ball 1o Courtne)

“See if you can get him ount in an ov
fie said. :

Courtney laughed.

A EIE e

He walked down the pitch. .

Harry Wharton, surprised a3 he was by
th¢  unaecountable  behaviour of Wingate,
'}‘mok up his position, determined €o do bis
(110

ol
T,

tendid batsman as he was for a junior,
he knew thaw it was quite a different matter
gacing senfor bowling, especlally Courtaey's,

Courtrey sent down a fast ball, and Whar-
ton stopped it. Then a slow ome, and he
stopped that. Then a medium one, and that
was stopped. Then a fast again, and Whar-
ton leb the willow go at it

Smack!

The ball went away down info the long-'

ficld, and a jupior fielded it.

Wingate grinned.

“Good!” he ejacnlated.

Courtney set his lips rather tightly as
Morgan togsed the ball in to him. He did
not like the idea- of a junior standing up
against his bowling.

“Pinisk the over,” said Wingate. :

Courtney finished it, and Wharton's wicket
wag still intact, =

The Removites looked on in great glee, and
a. crowd of fellows were alrea gathering
to look on, too. !

Among them was Carne, who was curious
to see what was going ou. :

“ What the dickens is Wingate at, Toder?”
he asked the prefect, who was with him.
Loder shook his head,

“Blessed if I know1” he said. “He's always
making a fuss of the young cubs, that's all.
I don't see what the game is this time,
though.”

Wingate sent on bowler after bowler of the
Firet Eleven to bowl against Harry Wharton.

The junior was in splendid form. He de-
fended his wicket well, and it was hardly
in danger ouce in & dozen oven

Wingate looked on with a
faction.

It was not tili Wharton t
fourteen overs from the b
Fifth and Sixth that he
Smith major—bowled and S

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Wingate. “We
have chaps in the team who wouldn't put
up a better show fhan that, Courtney.”

“Quite so. Bub o

“RBut what?’ grinned Wi

“I don't see what you're

Wi

in of satis

wd lived through
howlers in the

ncht out by
ugl

at?”

e wicket !
‘e¢s; Wharton
“Oh, all right! !
bumouring his chum.
He carried his i
Wingate tossed th
Hpy-an over,
“ANl right, Wi

=

And Wharton, who had not shown a sign
of fatigue yct, went en to bowl 5
He sent down some bowling that made

Courtney reslise the fact that all the ood
bowlers of the sehool were not in the Upper
Forms.

Five ti Ca
look out N | .
sixth time he I ed cut in vain.

The ball eurled in under his bat, and there
was a cruek, and his middle stump and his
bails went to grass.

“Phew!” said Courtuey.

Wingate laughed,

“Were going to play now,” le
“Wharton will field,”

“What the dickens

“Pon’t argue, old p; do as I say.”

And the perplexed Sixth-Formers obeyed.

They bowled and they batted, and Whar-
ton was put in the slips to field

And it was not leng before hc made
a very good cateh off Smith major’s batting,
whereat Smith of the Sixth did not look
overpleasedl. ;

Wingate clapped his hands.

“(ood enough!” he exclaimed. ;

«What does he moan?” muttered Carne.

Loder shrugged his shoulders.  Wingate
signed to Harry Wharton to come to him,
and the Removite, as much puzzled as any-
hody else, came up.

Wingate glanced round at the perplexed
Sixth-Formers.

“1 suppose you don’t know what I've been
driving at,” he remarked. ~ “I should think
you might have guessed, though. We want a
veeruit for the First Eleven to-morrow, and
we’ve found cne.” A
" Wharton's heart leapsd infe his mouth.
Did Wingate mean—could he mean—— The
junior’s head swam for a moment.

“What!” yelled Carne.

And Courtney gasped.

“What! Wingate! What!l”

«we've found the recruit we wanted.”

“You've found him?! Who¢”

“Harry Wharton!”

The name was ubtered in toncs
ment by seniors -and juniors alike. :
Wharton stood sitent, kis cheeks burning.

¥or a junior to be played in the First
Eleven, into which Fifth and Sixth Formers
competed to enter, was an unknown . thing.

tney found that he had to
his wicket up, and the

said;

—" hegan Smith major.

of amaze-

Frié&y. =

He was dazzled for the moment.

The senjors stared at Wingate, and
was a chorus of amazement.

“Wharton!”

“A junior!”

“Rotl”

“Look here, Wingate, old chsap n

“Dash it all—"

“My word!”

Carne strode forward angrily.

“Are you serion he exelaimed. “You'ra
going to play a jenior in the First Eleven,
against a team like the Topham?”

“What the dickens has it to do with you?
said Wingate coolly. “Youre not in
eleven.”

And Carne bit his lip havd.

“But really, Wingate—-" began Ceurtusy.

“1've chosen Wharton to fll the vacant
place in the eleven,” said Winzate quieily.

* But really—-"

“You've chosen Wharton,” said Smith
major—*“a junior in the Lower Fourth?”

“I've said so.”

“But look here—-"

“Hang it all, Wingate—" :

“What do you say, Wharton?” exclaimed
the Greyfriars captain. “You haven't s
yet. Yowd like to play for the Fir
. Wharton's checks were red, his eye
ing.

“Yes, rather, Wingate!™ he said promptiz.
“0f course L would. I'd give my little fnger
to play. But—"

“Thers are ne *buts® in the case.”

“1f you think I'm good enough, I suppo:==
I am good enough,” said Harry simply; “and
I'li-do my best.”

“Bravo!” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Hurray!”

Wingate grinned.

“If vou do your best
Wingate.

He turnzd to the seniors.

“Let's get some practice belore it zeis
dark,” I d

Wing
ground
to practice. Harry Wh
towards the House.

Temple, Dabney & Co. cams towards thom,
and stared at them. They stared and stared,
as if that was all they eame for.

“Well,” gaid Bob cheerily, “you'll kuow

thers

that's all right,” sxid

3

“Not if you wash yoursell,” retorted ¥ry.

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“Look here,” began Bob warmiy.

“Well, we're looking,” said Temple. “W
trying to make it out. Is it really possiti:
that one of you Remove Kids is oing to hase
the cheek to play in the Firs Lleven?”

“ Looks like it.”
Awful nerve, I cail it.”

*Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

. “Of course, it’s a good idea to put a |
in the team,” Temple observed; “hut Wir
should have thought of the Upper Fourt

“Oh, rather!”

“1'd have played wtih pleasare, or Dali-—"

“Oh, rather!” ;

“But the pleasure would have bein g
your side,” said Nugent. “You must
Wingate, too. He didn’t want to t&
match away.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry

“Blessed it I understand it!
Temple.

“There are lobs of things yvou can’t under-
stand,” grinned Bob. “There are more things
in football and cricket, Horatio, than ars
dreaint of in your philosophy.”

“And you're really going to
Wharton?”

Harry laughed.

“Yes, really!”

“Well, it's like your cheek!

“Better explain that to Wingate.”

“Ha,-ha, Ral’ =

“Well, I hope you'll do well, anyway,” said
Temple suddenily. “It will bp a big thing
to have onc of the Lower School in the maleh,
though I really think Wingate might bave
remembered the Upper Fourth. Good luck!l”

“Thanks!” eaid Harry.

And Temple, Dabney & Co. were not ths
only ones who wished Harry Wharton good
luck in the difficult part he had to play.

The Remove were with him to a man. and
the Upper Fourth, and the Second and Third,

srowied

play,

“All the Lower School had resolved to tum
up for the match and yell for thelr champlon.
Billy Bunter, when he hecard aboub 1§,

showed soruc enthusiasm, £o0. o
“Jolly good!” he exclaimed. * “1 supposs
vou'll be standing a feed to celebrats jt, won's
vou, Wharton? Tl come!”
Tag PexNy Porvnir.—No. 18.
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fHE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Topham Match.
BT Remove were early on the match-
ground the next afternoon.
Bob Cherry remarked that they
didn't often have an opportunity of
eing a Removite play in the First Eleven,
id that they had better make the most of

it.

Which the whole Form resolved to do.

Topham won the toss, and elected tc hat
Hirst.

Jones and Hudson of Topham went in to
open the innings, and Wingate led his merry
men out, in spotless white, to field.

Wharton went into the slips, followed by
@ cheer from the Remove. The Remove were
ready to yell at a moment’s notice, for any-
thing or nothing.

They had the best places round the field.
Some of thiem were sitting cn the roof of the
pavilion, some perched on the branches of
the old elms. Round the ropes seniors and
juniors thronged, thick as blackberries.

It was a goodly audience.

Topham fellows looked round at it, -and
grinned. The bigger the audience the better
they liked it. They meant to give Grey-
friars a good licking, and retire with half a
dozen wickets to spare,

It was a single-innings match, and that
was the only reason, Topham believed, why
they would not lick Greyfriars by an innings.

Wingate gave’ Wharton one glance as the
horoe “team went out to field. Wharton was
¢00l, calm, in the pink of condition, and
apparently withont nerves. And Wingate
gave a nod of satisfaction.
~Bowlers he was not in want of; but at
fielding and bhatting, he verily believed, Harry
Wharton would be guite as good as Carne
conld have heen. \

Carne was standing in the crowd with Loder
>nd Tonides to watehh the game. His face
wore a decidedly unpleasant expression.

But for his own foily be might have heen
playing”himself, and he bit his lips hard at
the thought, with envy, hatred, and all un-
=haritableness running riot in his breast.
But there was no help for it now, and he
sis 1eft the poor donsolation of hoping that
is. sehiool would be defeated.
The beginning looked, too, as if Carne was
likely to have his patriotic wish gratified.

Jones and Hudson piled up runs in a way
that made the Topham fellows grin, as they
lounged in front of the pavilion, and that
made faees lengthen among the Greyfriars
crowd:

The Topham score was thirty for no wicket
i a quarter of an hour, and Carne turned to
hi mpanions with a sneer on his face.
They'll deciare in about an hour,” he re-
marked. =

©1 shouldn't wonder,” said Leder. “I—-
Hallo, look! Well caught, by Jove!” he broke
out involuntarily.

Jones had driven the ball into the slips,
and it seemed no chance for a catch.

But a lithe figure had leapt into the air,
and a band swept over a head, and there was
a soft sound, between a click and a kiss.

And the ball was in Harry Wharton’s good
right” hand, and he held it up, flushed and
excited, for the whole fleld to sce, as his
feet tramped into the turf again.

There was a wild roar from all Greyfriars.

“Well caught! Oh, well caught!”

Jones’ face was a study. He had been
eaught ocut—by a junior! The junior he had
humorously referred to as a haby.

Wingate grinned with delight.

He stapped , Wharton on the back as the
ficid crossed over.

“Good-—jolly good, Wharton!” hLe said. “My
hat! If you do nothing else in the match
you justify my shoving you in. Good again!”

“I'm jolly glad, Wingate! It was touch
and gol”

“It was splendid! Your Form ought to he
proud of you, kid!” 3

And they were.

The Remove were yelling, cheering, and
clapping their hands like madmen. Bob
Cherry was surprised to see even Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder, clapping and yelling
away with the rest. Even the Bounder of
Greyfriars had caught the infection.

The first wicket was down, and it was Jones
of Tophiam—Jones the youthiul Jessop—Jones,
Topham’s champion bat—who wag cut!

No wonder Greyfriars were delighted, and
espeeially the Remove. For that Jucky catch
might mean the loss of fifty runs to the
visitors. Jones mightn’t have given another
c¢hance for a dozen overs.
© Wharton's face was flushed, and his heart
was beating, as he took his place again.
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He did not expect to be put on to bowl, but

he was doing well'in the field—very well—and

the glances of the senjor cricketers showed
that they were changing their: opinion, and
coming reund te Wingate’s way of thinking.
Courtney had. given him an encouraging
word, and North had smacked his shoulder
eloguently, 3
He was proving that old Wingate had been

right, and the knowledge of that was quite.

reward enough far the junior.

But the Topham batsmen were I
and the runs piled up.

Fifty for two wickets,
eighty-four for four!
piling the runs up with the greatest of ease,
and the Greyfriars - fieldsmen - were
leather-hunting galore to do.

Wingate wore a worried look. .

“They're strong beasts; and no mistake,”
he confided to North, as the field crossed over
once more. “The bowling doesn’t seem to be
able to {ouch them.”

North nodded dolefully.

“No. As a matter of fact, Wingate, to tell
the candid truth, they're a wee bit above our
weight, you know.” ;

Wingate grunted. : : :

“Weil, that’s Job’s comfort, anyway.”

“Never mind, we’ll give them a run for their
money, old chap.” {

Wingate gave the ball to Blundell of the
¥ifth, and Blundell sent down an over. It
enriched the Tophais by eleven runs.

Then Courtney bowled, and Topinam were
seven more to the good at the end of the
over, x

There was a shout from the Removites.

“(ive Wharton the ball!”. .

“Let Wharton try!”

“Go it, Remove!”

Wingate glanced round with frown for a
moment ; then his face cleared, and he slapped
his thigh with a sound like a pistol-shot.

“ Blessed if I don't!” he exclaimed.

And the ball was tossed to Earry.

He caught it, and held it, not understanding
for a moment. i

Wingate pointed to the howler's wicket.

“Try your luek!” he said,

Wharten drew a quick breath,

“You want me to howl!” -

“Yes, kid.”

Wharten walked to
another word.

A burly Topham hatsman—a big Sixth Form
fellow with huge shouiders and Jong legs,
erinned along the pitch at him. There was .a
chuckle in the crowd.

“Gulliver among the
Temple.

And there was a laugh.

“Never mind. Gulliver will make the giants
hop, you see!” said Bob Cherry, with un
bounded confidence,

And Bob Cherry was right.
Harry Wharton been in such splendid form.
Never had he delivered such all-round
excellent howling.

The ball went down, and the batsman
stopped it—just. He stopped it again—just.
The third ball he did not stop.

1t tock his middle stump out of the ground
as clean as a whistle, and there was a yell
from all Greyfriars,

“How's that?”

“Qut!” grinned the umpire.

And the big batsman carried out his bat.
The field rocked with cheering. Wingate's
eyes were blazing with delight.

“Go it!” he, muttered. “Oh, my hat!
What a godsend that Carne was sulky, and
made me put this kid in the team!”

Down went the ball again, to the new bats-
man, and that batsman simply glared at his
wicket.

He did not quite know how it had come to
pass; but the wicket was down, and the
umpire's laconic “Out!” sounded his doom,

And the crowd yelled again.

“Well bowled!”

“Braveo, Wharton!”

“(ive us another!”

“Give us the hat-trick!” .

The hat-trick Wharton could not give, the
over finishing blank; but he had done wonder-
fully well. ~ Topham were two more down,
making a total of =ix for 102 runs. ~

And by this time the best of the Topham
bats had fallen. ;

It was the tail of the innings that Grey-
friars had to go through now, and they went
through it with ease now that the back of the
innings was broken.

At four e¢'clock Topham were all down for
150, and friends and foes fraternised over the

sixty for three,

his place without

giants!” murmured

tea-table, Greyiriars with high hopes now of | nex
" vietorys i Voior At

n fine forin,;
:f lightly.
They scemed to he:

given’

Never had |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Out !
'3 AN in!”?
2 “Go it, Greyfriars!”
“Play up!” 1
Greyiriars’ innings was opening.
Courtney and Blundell went in first, and Jones
~of Topham bowled. ¢
The erowd locked on anxiously.
They had seen the Topham. batting, and
they realised that it was very good, and that
Greyfriars. had been lucky to get off so

1f ‘the Topham bowling was as good, the
result of the match was very doubtful.

Angd Jones of Topham soon proved that his
.bowling was as good as his batting.

Tor at the very beginning of the innings he
delighted his followers with the performance
of the hat-trick—a performance Greyfriars
had hoped for i vain from their own
bowlers. ' .

Courtney’s wicket fell to his second hall,
and then Pland’s, and then Dodd’s.  And
there were but two runs up to Greyfriars at
the time.

Three down for two! No wonder faces
looked blank in the erowd. Three down for
two! Was there ever a more ghastly begin-
ning to an innings?

And the Topham fellows grinned, and
grinned more than ever when Blundell was
caught out in the '.ext over, without adding
a run to the score.

Four down for three.

“Keeping on at the same rate meéang a total
of about nine for the innings,” said Carne to
Loder, with a grin,

Loder nodded assent.  But he was not
looking pleased. Loder had few good gualities,
but he did not want to see his school beaten.

There was a faint cheer from the crowd as
Wingate was seen to go to the wickets.

‘Good old Wingate! Go it!”

Wingate took his place, sixth man in, with
North at the other end. Then things looked
up a little for Greyfriars. :

Wingate could always be depended upon
to stand up for his side, and make things go.
The runs piled up, and the wickets went down,
but not Wingate's.

Harry Wharton watehed from the pavilion.

He: was put down on the list as last man
in, and it was right emongh. But he was
cager to get to the stumps and strike a blow
for Greyfriars. :

Forty for six wickets. The Topham fellows
were assuming a jaunty look- now. They

regarded the match as being all over bhar
shouting.

Another wicket went down, caught ocut
in the slips, with a score ef 46. Then

another, stumped by the wicket-keeper,
Eight wickets down.
“ The crowd looked sick.

“Game’s up,” said Bob Cherry cloomily.
“May as well go in. Anybody coming for a
game of marbles?”

“Wharton hasn't batted yet,” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry grunted. 2 % -

“Wharton can’t stay a rot like that.”

“The rotfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree
Singh.  “But while there js lifefulness, the
hopefulness is not non-existent.”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Lcok!
another!”

Nine down for 50.

“Last man in,” said Temple.

“Here’'s Wharton.”

“Play up for Greyiriars!”

“Buck up, Wharton!”

Harry Wharton, looking
collected,
wickets.

He was last man in, and had the Grey-
friars captain at the other end.

Wingate spoke to him as he passed.

“You see how it is, Wharton. There’s not
much chance, but do your best for the old
school. They can't touch me easily, and if
you keep your end up, there's a sporting
chgnce of pulling the game out of the fire
yet.”

And Harry Wharton nodded and went to his
wicket.

Jones went on ‘o bowl against the
.youngster. Jones was griuning. He rememni-
bered that the junior had caughi Lim out,
and he thought that his turn had come now,

Never was a bowler more mistaken.

He delivered an over to Harry’s wicket in
his finest style, and the result made the Top-
ham fellows open their eyes and the Grey-
friars crowd yell. X

A two, a four, a nought, then a four, and a
two again, and then a three! ‘Fifteen for the
over, and the bowling still to Wharten fer the

There goes

very quiet and
came to join Wingate at the

ext. 5 e .
- “Mywonly hat!” ejaculated Jonca. “Lucky
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for us they didn't put any mors ! in
team.”
Wingate grinned gleefuliy.

“Keep it up, Wharton!” he called cut.
“ What-he !” said Harry
- And the Remove yelled with delight.

Wingate, they knew, the Topham bowlers
would never shift. Wingate was safe for “not
out.” It depended upon Wharton. If Whar-
ton kept his end up, however slow the scoring
as, the game would be pulled oub of the
fire.

Would he—cowdld he? Against a senior
team—good bowlers, good fieldsmen! Bat
Harry Wharton was more than himself to-
day—at the top of his form--playing like
a Jestop, a Hayward, and a Grace rolled into
one.

The next over gave him eighit, and then
Wingate had the bowling. Wingate put up
ten. He could always be depended upon to
improve the score.

Then they bowled to Wharton again. Jones
bowled himself, and he put all he knew into
the bowling. But .he could not shift the
junior,

The runs were piled on. There was a yell
i’rom O(Sreyfriars when the score had passed
he 100,

“Fifty wanted to tie,” said Bob Cherry, on
the roof of the pavilion. “Tifty-one to win,
and Wharton will get them! What ass was
that talking just now,ahout going and playing
marbles!” -

Topham were putting their best efforts
into it now, Never had the fielding been so
alert; but they had no chances.

Once the crowd trembled as slip almost
made a cateh; but it was tos hard, and the
t:all dropped.

. Saved once more!

And the score was going up-—net creepingly,
but by leaps and: bounds.
Oune hundred and forty!

“My hat!” said Jones. *“They'll beat us
vet! I'l get that kid oub or bust some-

thing!”

Aund he bowled another over—with the
result of nine rung to Greyfriars, and Marry
Wharton had the bowling for the next over,
with two runs to get to win!

And now the cheering bad died away--the
matter was too keen now for cheering, The
crowd looked on with bated breath.

The bowler faced the batsman, and sent
down a lightning ball. Wharten was ail eyes.
There was a flash of the bat, and the ball
went on its journey.

And they ran! And they ran again—the run
for victory—the run that was wanted to win;
but there was a groan irom Beb Cherry on
the pavilion roof.

“Too late!”

1t looked like it. Wingate had reached his
end, and his bat was on the crease, but he
d covered the ground more quickly than the
junior.

Wharton was straining heme; but the ball
was coming in—not to the wicket-keeper, but
in a straight line for the wicket—coming in
fraim the hand of Jones, who never missed a
throw-in!

Coming—coming. Greyiriars gasped! Whar-
ton was fiying—and his bat was ocut befors
him—would he do it! .

Crash!

W ERY LsRy AN

A lithe figure leaped into the air.
ball

was clutched safely in Harry Wharton's right hand.

There was a sofi click, and ths

The wicket was down-—and Whar-
ton, flinging himself forward, had the end of
his bat on the crease, Greyiriars trembled
for the verdict; but the uwmpire shook his
head. The bat had been there first, after all.

“Not cutt”

The winning run had been taken, and Grey-
friars was victorious.

Jones of Topham, defeated as he was, tap-
ped Wharton on the shoulder, and shouted
“Bravo, kid!”

Wharton could only gasp.

Wingate grasped his hand, and shock it

as if he mistook it for a pump-lanidle, and

Wharton gasped again.

pr i e e

But the Remove were nobt to be denicd
They swarmed on the field.

They seized their champion, and, with wild
vells ‘and cheers, they bore him to tha
pavilion.

Wharton was set down at last with hardiy
a gasp leit in him, but as happy as a prince,

He had helped to win for Greyiriars, and
that was all he wanted.

“Hip, hip, hurrah!”

«And now hurrah for Harry Wharton of
the Remove!l”

“Hip, hip, hurrah! Bravo!”

And so ended the Topham match, and cns
of the greatest of days for Harry Wharton!

THE END.

UGN npEy
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A Grand

I the difference between
the two ericket cap-
tains, too. Tom Merry,
upstanding, alert,
glowing \nth health;
Sm}’thc i 2
and supercilious, his
superciliousness just

centrated rage; ‘¢
or not 7%

“ Look here, Smythey,” said Lovell, in a tone ocfcon-
are you gomg te put a bowler on

kept within the bounds
of eivility, and no
more.

Smythe won the toss,
and the home eleven

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The St. Jim’s Match.

IMMY SILVER & CO. of the Fourth
Form at Rookwood were in a state of
great expeetation. It was the day of
the greab mateh against the juniors of

St Jim’s, and Jimmy Silver, Raby, and

Lovell were playing for the Rookwood eleven.

Tommy Dodd and Tommy Doyle, the leaders

of the juniors on the Modern side, were also
playing, which meant that there would be

ll\e good players on the side.

This was a concession which had heen
wrung from Adolphus Smythe, the captain of
the junior cricket club at Rookwood, by main
foree.

For Smythe's idea was to play an eleven
composed entirely of the “Giddy Goats”—as
his select band of cronies loved to call them-
selves—irrespective of whether they could
play cricket or not. This had led to disas-
trous results—from the cricket point of view
—and Jimmy Silver & Co. had insisted on a
few changes in the t°am As it was, it con-
tained six of the “Qoats,” including Adol-
phus himself, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were
doubtful about the showing they would make
against the St. Jim’'s eleven.

But that remained to be seen. For the
present it was a glorious day, and Jimmy
silver & Co. were looking forward to the
mgteh,

Being comparatively a new boy at Rook-
wood, Jimmy Silver had never seen Tom
Merry & Co., the heroes of St. Jim’s, and he
was looking forward very much to meeting
them. But, above all, he was thinking about
the match.

Upon the way that match turned out de-
pended the prospects of Rookwood. For ail
the juniors agreed that, if there was one

hing at Roodweod that really mattered, it
wags the Junior Sports Club.

Immediately dinner was over that day
ihe Lower School crowded down to the play-
ing-fields.

Smythe & Co. were there in all their glory,
in spotlces flannels, ready for the arrival of
Tom Merry & Co. from gt Jim's. Adeiphus
Sznyt—he hardly deigned a glance ‘at the five
members of his team who could Pray, and
whom he had been forced to admit into the
gacred band. The nutty members of the
eleven kept to themselves—Smythe and
Howard and Tracey and Selwyn of the Shell,
and Topham and Townsend of the Fourth.

If personal elegance and carefully-parted
hair could have won cricket matches, cer-
tainly Smythe & Co. would have had nothing
to fear. Jimmy Silver's opinion was that
they couldn’t.

The 8t. Jim’s brake arrived at last, and
Jimmy. Silver looked over the St. Jim’s crowd
with a keen eye. He could see at a glance
that they were .all good players. He noted
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batted first. Tom
Merry led his team
into the field, and the ball was tossed to a fat
and ch I-lcoking junior for the first over.
er watched him send down a trial
d judged his ‘powers as a howler.
Jimmy was down for last man in. Smythe
exercised all the powers of a eaptain, so far
as his somewhat rebellious team allowed him.
Smythe opened the innings with Howard.
He reccived the bowling of the fat Saint,
and succeeded in stopping the ball twice.
The third ball knocked his wicket over, and
Smythe came off. Jimmy Silver gave him a
dcadly look.
‘What price ducks’
he a~ked

eggs, you fathead?”

ass and glanced at
Silver.
“Next man in, Tracy said Smythe.

Tracy went to the wickets. The field was
egrinning. Jimmy Silver could see that the
Saints had measure of the Rookwooders, and
were regarding the whole match more or less
of a joke, just as he remembered the Grey-
iriars fellows had done.

The fat bowler made hay of the wickets.

A long-legged fellow called Figgins re-
lieved him in the second over, and accounted
for two—Fatty Wynn had accounted for
tliree already. Smythe's merry men had taken
4 runs so far. Five down for 4 was a score
thq? was quite enough to make the visitors
smiie.

Then Lovell was at the wickets with Raby,
and matters changed a little.

"he Saints ceased to smile, and found that
1ad some leather-hunting to do. Easy
ches no longer came their way, and the
kets were harder to hit than the wall of
a barn.

But the bowling and the fielding were good,
and the wickets went. down slowly but surely.

Raby fell, and Tominy Dodd took his place.
The score was 40 when Tommy was caught
out hy Tom Merry, and Smythe called to
Doyle to go in.

Jimmy Silver frowned angrily. He was
iast man, and Topham of the Fourth was
last but one. It looked as if he would be
paived with Topham, the biggest duffer in
the team, and that meant that he would be
“not out” for next to nothing.

Tommy Doyle was eleaned bowled by Fatty
Wynn, and Topham went in. The bhowling
was now te Lovell. Lovell was eaught out
with the last’ ball of the over. The score
was at 355,

Next man in!” said Smythe, turnmg his
sg.on Jimmy Silver.
ver clenched his hands, and stood idly
at the wicket whiler Topham received the
bowling from Blake. Topham went. at the
second ball, and Jimmy Silver was “not out”
for nil The Rookwood innings had ended
for 55.

Of that figure 4 had heen taken by the
nuts, and the rést by the unwelcome recruits
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who had heen “wedged” in. But Smythe
seemed very well satisfied.
“Fifty-five, by gad!” he said te Tracy.
“I rather think we shall beat the*r—“}\a 72
And Tracy nodded sagely, and said “Yaas.”

THE SECCND CHAPTER.
The Same Oid Smythe.
OM MERRY opened the St.

_ innings with an elegant
whom his ecomrades idressed as
Gussy, and whose na Jimmy

Silver learned, was Arthur Angustas D’Arey,
H: was as elegant a youth as any of the
puts of Rookwood, but he was a very dif-
ferent kind of cricketver, as he soon showed.

Smythe placed his' men in the field,
put Howard on to bowl Jimmy s
opened his lips to speak, and closed them
again. It appeared that Silver, the best
bowler in the Lower School at "Rookwog
was to be used only as a change_bowler.

Tom Merry knoeked Howard's bowling all
over the field, and the batsmen crossed and
recrossed. That over counted 10 for St.
Jim’s. When the fleld crossed. over, Jimmy
Silver fixed his eyes inquiringly upon Swythe.

Smythe seemed to be totally unaware of
his existence.

“Go it, Tracy, old scout!” he said.

Tracy bowled the second over.

His bowling had no more effect
Jim’s wickets than water on a duck.

Tom Merry or D’Arcy knocked it right and
left, according to which avas batting, as
they ran mostly 3's.

In the third over Howard

on St.

took the ball

again. For several overs Howard and Traecy
alternated. At last, when the field was

changing over once more, Lovell yelied
to Adolphus Smythe:

“Put a howler on, you fathead!”

But the great Adolplus. went on his way,
and made no sign.

The first wicket that fell was D'Are
to a lueky catch by Jimmy Silver. St. Jir
had taken 50 runs by that time.

While the new batsman was coming
dnfuriated fieldsmen surrounded
Smythe.

“Look here, Smithey,”
tone of concentrated rage.
to put on a bowler, or

“Get to your

“Will you
shrieked Lov

“No, I wen't!”

oub

in five
Adolphus

said Lovell, in a
“Are you going

are you not?”

nlaee*‘” id Smythe.

y Silver on to bowlg®

“Will you pat Raby on?” »

“I'm oquite satisfied with my bowlers,
Lovell.”

“Your b 3! You're satisfied! You—
you idiot! 1 you put me on?”

“No "

“Ob, my hat! We—well serag you £

“You’ll get to your
calmly. “Vou're keepi
1f you don’t know hos
in the presence of a
leave you oubt of the
gad!”

Lovell dounbled his fiste, but Jimmy Silver
dragged him away. The St. Jim’s fellows
were looking on considerable surprise. In
the presence of the Saints it was scarcely
feasible to bring Smythe to his senses by
means of a ragging.

“We’ve got to stand it!” muttered Jm}my
deer “Look pleasant!”

“Are you slackers going

places!” said Sm
the bats wa
to behiave yourselves
v1sxtmg team T shall
team next mateh, by

to get to your



THE PENNY POPULAREvery

places?” drawled Smythe. “Buek up!- I'll
have no dawdlers in my team!”
The fieldsmen went to their places’ with

feelings too deep for words.

The astute Adolphus had heaten them
again. J

All that Jimmy Silver & Co. could do was

to. wateh for chances in the field, and the’

batsmen did not give them many chances, -
However, Tom Merry was stumped at last,
and Tigging was caught out; but by that
time the score was 0. It mounted up and
up. The infuriated chums gave Smythe im-

ploring and threatening glances alternately;.

but Adolphus was blind to them equally.
Howard and Tracy and Selwyn did all the
bowling, excepting for an over or two
delivered by the great Adolphus himself.

Wickets fell slowly. The score mounted up
at a rate that was almost comic. St. Jim’s
were six down for 150, when Tom Merry
decided to declare his innings at an end.
There was little doubt that St. Jim’s eould
i]_ivg gone on batting till dark if they had
iked..

Jimmy Silver had given up hope of winning
the match by that time. Rookwood had
made 55 in their first innings, and if they
equalled that in their second, they were hope-
lessly heaten, and St. Jim’s would not have
to bat again. There was a pause in the pro-
ceedings for refreshments, and during that
pause Jimmy Silver hurriedly consulted his
cliums, and they bore down on Smythe.

“Who's opening the innings?” asked Jimmy
Silver.

“1 am,” said Smythe.

“With whom?”

“Howard.”

“Well,” said Jimmy Silver, “you're not!
Understand that! You're not leaving me till
last, to pair with that idiot Topham again!
I'm opening the innings!”

“By gad!”?

“With Tomimy Dodd,” added Silver.

“Who's ecaptain of this team?” roared
Smythe,

“You are—till we hold a meeting this
evening!” growled Jimmy Silver. “But we're
fed up! See? I'm going in first with Tommy
Dodd! You show your nose on the field till
1 tell you, and I'll brain you with my bat!”

“You—you—you cheeky cad!” = growled
Smythe. ' “Do you think I'm going to be

ictated to? Do you think—»

y Jove, Fm mnot going to stand it,
” said Howard. “I'm certainly geing
i to ¢cpen the innings!”

“Do,” said Jimmy Silver grimly, “and you’ll
get such a thundering hiding that you'll be
giad to crawl off again!”

“ Look here——*protested Smythe.

Jimmy Silver & Co. turned their backs on
him.  Smythe and Howard looked at one
another in fury and dismay. For a member
of the team to give orders to his captain in
this manner was utterly unheard-of. But on
reflection, Smythe decided to take it quietly.

Jimmy Silver’s blood was at boiling-point,
and Smythe did not want to astonish and
amuse the St. Jim’'s team with the extra-
ordinary sight of himself being kicked off the
field by one of his own followers.

When the Saints were in the field again,
Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd went on te
open the innings, without so much as a look
at Smythe,

Adolphus shrugged his shoulders.

Fortune smiled a little upon Rookwood now.
Tommy Dodd was a mighty bat, and though
Jimmy was better with bowling, he was
reliable, and could be depended on to keep his
end up at the wicket.

Quite forgetful of the feud between Classical
and Modern, he devoted himself to stone-
walling, to give Tommy Dodd every chance.

Even Fatty Wynn’s bowling long failed to
make any impression. The score was going
up for Rookwood at last. It stood at 40
when Fatty Wynn at last sueceeded in knock-
ing Tommy Dodd’s bails off.

Tommy Dodd came out, feeling pretty well
satisfied. Thg match was a “goner,” but at
least they would show the visitors that Rook-
wood were not ali cuffers.

Smythe made a motion to go in, and the
Modern juniors shoved him back without
cerenmony.

“Next man in, Tominy!” he said; and
Tommy Doyle went in to join Jimmy Silver.

Anarchiy was evidently reigning in the Rook-
wood junior team. But the team seemed all
the better for it. Smythe had passed the
limit. .

The batsmen were keeping the field busy
now. Jimmy Silver had done very well by
the time Tom Merry caught him out. !

Again Smythe made a motion to go in,
and again he was shoved back, and Raby was

sent in. And when Doyle came out Lovell
took his place. - 3 T

The infuriated nuts glared and scowled and
frowned, but it was no use. The five players
were in the mood to mop up the ground with
them if they raised objections. So they did
not raise objections. Ao

The score was at 90 when Lovell fell.

“Now you blessed idiots can go on!” growled
Jimmy Silver. “Only 5 wanted to tie, and
make St. Jim’'s bat again; but I'll ‘bet you
won’t get them.” o

Jimmy Silver.was right; they did not get
them. After Lovell came out it was a regular
procession of falling wickets. Four runs were
added, when the last wicket fell. -

The total for the two innings was 149.
There was no need for St. Jim’s to bat again.
They had won by an innings and.1 run.

“Hard luck!” said Tom Merry to Adolphus |

Smythe, when the last wicket was down.
Smythe nodded.
“Yaas,” he remarked.

trouble in my team. My mistake, playing

Fourth-Form ~fags, you know. sha'n’t

make that mistake another time. You've

beaten us, by gad!”

Tom Merry & Co. departed in their brake,
satisfled with their victory, Lut somewhat
puzzled by that peculiar match. The differ-
ence in form among the players astonished
them. Some of the Rookwood players were
tip-top, the others duffers of the first water,
as they could not help notieing.

But Jimmy Silver was determined that there
should bhe a big change before the time came
for the return matech with St. Jim’s.

“I've had some

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Fail of the Mighty.

11 MEETING in the Common-room,
Smythe.”

Smythe carefully jammed his
eyeglass into his eye and stared
at Jimmy Silver, with the most disdainful ex-
pression he could assume. -

wwac

“Sorry! Got an engagement!” = =
“You're coming to the meeting,” said
Jimmy Silver.

“Can’t be did!” :

“Come on!” roarcd Lovell.

“I tell you I won't! I——"

Jimmy Silver and Lovell, having secured an
arm - each, marched Adolphus tfowards the
School House. Adolphus wriggled, whereupon
they cheerfully twisted his arms till he howled
with pain; and after that he went like a
lamb.

The Commeon-room was already crowded
when they arrived.

Smythe having joined the meeting—by force
majeure--the rest of the nuts turned up to
stand by him. It was known that Smythe
was to.be called upon to resign, and the
Giddy Goats were prepared to resist the de-
position of their leader. Tominy Dodd had
whipped up every Modern member of the
club, and the Classicals had turned up to the
Tast man.

The Common-room was crowded.

“Everybody here?” asked Jimmy Silver,
looking round.

“Every man-jack,” said Lovell. “I've scen
to it that all our chaps are here. And I be-
lieve all the Modern worms have wriggled in.”

“You can bet we're all here!” said Tommy
Dodd warmly. “I should think even you
duffers are fed up with a Classical skipper hy
this time!”

“I don’t recognise this meetin’!” roared
Smythe. w i

“Shut up!”

“I'm goin’ out—-"

“Lock the door, Hooker!”

Hooker of the Fourth turned the key.

Jimmy Silver jumped on.a chair to address
the meeting. Smythe and the rest of the
nuts drew together in a group, with indignant
and angry faces.

“Qentlemen,” said Jimmy Silver, “as mem-
bers of the Junior Sports Club of Rookwood,
you have been called together——7
= Hear, hearl? =

“To consider the important question of a
new election for the captainey. I put it to
the club that Smythe is called upon to resign,
and that if he doesn’t resign he be forthwith
kicked out!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Bravo!”

Classicals and Moderns vied with one
another in greeting that proposition with the
wildest enthusiasm.

Adolphus Smythe's fate was sealed.

“Look here,” shouted Smythe, “I warn you,
you cheeky fags, if I'm not-captain, I resign
from the club altogether!” .

“All the better for: the club!” chirruped
Tommy Dodd.

Friday. $-

“And my friends will resign aleng with me!”
said Smythe. ! =

“Yaas, we baek you wup, Smythey,” said
Towngend. < 2

“Let ’em resign,
Jimmy Silver. 3

“Kiek 'em out!”? .

“Well, we’ll resign!” said Smythe savageiy:
“That’ll leave a Modern majority in the club.
You chaps will get a iodern skipper. and I
Wwish you joy of him. Come em, you fellows;
let’s leave ’em fo their blessed eleetion !”

Smythe & Co. made a movement towards
the door. . - S

Tommy Dodd and the Moderns exchanged
looks of satisfaction. - Jimmy Silver & €o. -
looked at gne another in consternation. This
was not exactly what they wanted. - :

_“Hold on, Smythey !” said Lovell, with more
civility than he was accustomed to show t&
the dandy of the Shell. . *

“Thinkin’ better of it?” sneered Smythe.

“Ahem! There’s no reason why you shculd
resign-from the club, you lnow,” saig Jimmy
Silver. *“You don't want to chuck up ericket.
With a bit more bueking-up, there's ne reacon
why you shouldn’t be able to play

“Yes; don't be a cad, Smythe
Raby. “Stay here to vote Classical t*

“Oh, let him go!” exclaimed Tommy Dodds
“The sooner he -clears out of the club, the
better for the club” : o T

“That's all very well for you, yon Modern
bounder. Will you agree to vete for me fer
skipper?” demanded Jimmy Silver.

“No jolty fear!”

“We can’t have a Modern skipper!”

“Rats! That’s just what you want!”

“You Modern ass—"

“You Classical duffer- 2y

“Well, what’s it going te be?’ demanded
Smythe triumphantly, “If I go I go,"and my
friends go with me. ~ And you'll get a Modern
cad for captain. I don't care!”

“Stay and vote Classical,” urged Newcome.

“Rats!”

“You jolly well will!” cai@d Jimmy Silver

and be blowed!” szid

vrged

grimly. ~ “You’re still members of the elut
till_your subseriptions run out. You'll stay
and vote. Collar the cads!”

“Hands off !” roared Smythe, making for the

or.

“Collar them!”

“Hold the rotten traitors!”

“Let em alone!” roared the Moderns. “Let
‘em clear out! Let's have a-fair vote !

Bmythe & Co. struggled for the deor. hub
the Tistical Four were upon them. There
were a dozen of the Giddy Goats, and their
withdrawal would have left matters hope-
lessly in the hands of the Moderns. Jiwny
Silver & Co. did not intend to stand that.

Each of the hapless nuts was promptly col-
lared by a Classical junior, and held fasé.

They resisted at first, but they soon leit off
resisting. Jimmy Silver & Co. did not hapdie
them gently.

“Let’s rescue the rotters,” snggested Towle,
of the Modern side. “They're not going to
pack the meeting like that. These fellows
ain’t going to vote, if they don’t want to,
Tommy Dodd!” )

“Rats!” said Tommy Dodd. “We want to
win the election, but fair play's a jewel, T teil
you. Let the Classicals aloie!”

Tommy Dodd’s word was law. The Mederas
held back from the tussle, and Smythe & Co.
were soon reduced to order.

The nuts, having been reduced to o
Jimmy Silver mounted the chair ag to
address the meeting. Smythe & Co. cast a-
ing glances towards the door. But a cro¥%d of
Classicals had their backs to it. There wag
no escape for the Giddy Goats.

Smythe drew aside with his comrades. He
was almost stuttering with rage.

“Keep your eye on me, you chaps,” he whis-
pered. “Vote as I do?”

“That cad Silver will in as ca
mumbled Howard. “The one more
sical than Modern counting us!”

Smythe grinned in a.really malignant way.

“I've got a card up my sleeve {for the
beast!” he said, in a low voice. *“You wait
till the voting begins!”

“I don’t see——" began Howard.

“We’ve got to vote!” growled Townsend.
“They’ll scrag us if we don’tt”

“Yos, ass, we've got to vete; but—"

“But what?” :

“We’ll make that cheeky cad sorry for it!”

“How ?” demanded the nuts.

Smythe sank his voice to the
whispers.

“Vote Modern!”

The nuts stared at their leader for a
mement.  Then they burst into a chuckle.
Truly, Adolphus had a card up his sleeve for
Jimmy Silver!

ler,

lowest of
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
: The New Captain.
IMMY SILVER was addressing
meeting once more.
Jimmy was in high feather.
Smythe & Co., having been persua
to stay and vote, there was a Cl
majority of one, and that one vote
encugh to carry the election.

- Tomuny Dodd realised that, too, and he was
looking very grdave. His regard for fair play
had prevented him from interfering between
Jimmy Silver and the rebellious " Classical
voters. But it looked as if he would have to
pay. dearly for it. His chums gave him
reproachinl looks. - They wanted strict fair
play, of -course; but they wanted their
candidate to win, too. T felt that Tommy
Dodd had thrown away his chance—his last
chance.

“Can’t be helped,” growled Tommy Dodd.
“Fair play's a jewel, I keep on telling you.
We don’t want to win by a dodge!”

“But we want to win!”, growled Towle..

“Perhaps some of the Classicals wiil vote
for me,” said Tommy Dodd hopefully. “They
must know I'm a better man than that Classic
ass Silver!”

“Catch ‘em!” growled Cook.

“CGentlemen,” Jimmy Silver was saying,
“the post of captain now being vacant, an
election will be held to fitl it. Al the electors
being present and ready to vote, we will now
proceed. to business. Mr, Bootles not being
available to do the counting, we shall have
to do it ourselves. Lovell will propose the
Classic candidate!”

“And, sure, I'll propose the Modern candi-
date,” said Doyle.

“Hear, hear!”

YTovell forthwith proposed his {riend Jimmy

Silver, and was seconded by Raby, the pro-
posing and seconding bheing eted with
Classic cheers and Modern howls and groans.

Then Doyle jumped up to propose Tommy
Podd, seconded by Cook, with the same kind
of greeting—excepting that in this case the
cheers proceeded from the Modern crowd, and
e howls and groans from the Classicals.

«Jintlemen,” went on Doyle. waving his
hand for silence, “I have a few more worruds
to say.”

“Go it, Doyle!"—from the Moderns,

“Cut it short, you ass!"—irom
Classicals.

“Jintlemen, you all know me frind Tommy
Dodd. Sure, he’s one of the best, and a
broth av a bhoy intcirely. Jintlemen—but
sure 1 know yez too well to call ye jintle-
men-—"

“Cheese it!”

“Jintlemen, I had a few more worruds to
say, but, sure, I've forgotten thim—-"

“Ring oft!”

“Knock that dufier over!”

“But, jintlemen, I call upon you to save
Rookwood from going to tie dogs, by rally-
ing round me frind Tommy Dodd; and I say,
and I repeat—— Yarocoooooop!”

Somebody kicked the legs of the chair away
a% that point, and Tommy Doyle came to the
floor with a loud bump and a louder yell. It
was the end of his speech.

the
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the counting,” said Lovell.
Jimmy Silver!”
“Hands up for Tommy Dodd!”
“(lassicals fiest, you cheeky futheads!”
“Moderns first, you Classic snobs!”
“Look here i
“Look here—-"

“Hands up for

Jimiay Silver produced his penmy again, and
the rivals of Rockwood tossed up Jjor pre-
cedence, . This time luek favoured Tommy
Dedd.

" Cook waved his hand. 3 .
“Hands up for Tommy Dodd!™ he shouied.
Every Modern band went up.  And there

was a whoop of joy from the Moderns as a

dozen Classic hands went up also. They were

the hands of Adolphus Smythe & Co., the

Giddy Goats of Rookwood. Thus were the

outraged nuts avenged their wrongs upon

Jimmy Sitver & Co.

“Hurrah!” roared Cook. “Count! Count!”

“Hold on!” beliowed Jimmy Silver, in
alarm, “Hold on! rthe, what arc you
up to? It's the Modern vote now!”

Smythe grinned.

“Yaas; I'm quite
assented.

“You-—you—you're voting Modern!” hissed

aware of that!” he

"

“Why, you--yon cad! Yon villain—

“rfain’t allowed!” roared Lovell. *“Serag
femt”

“Let 'em alone!” shouted Tommy Dodd.
“Hvery chap has a right to vote as he likes,
0f course, they know which is the better
man!”

“Look-here, Smythe—7"

“T'm vobin’® Moedern,” said Smythe calmly.

“T think Toramy Dodd will make a better
captain than Jimmy Silver.” 3
“Hear, hear!” chorused the Moderns.

“Bravo, Smythey!

“You traitor!
rotter! You—you -
hardly stutter for

backing up the enemy!”

“Bh?" said Smvthe. *“You wouldn't com-
plain if some of the Moderns voted {for
you—-"

“That’s dilfercnt, of course-

“Smythey’s right!” hooted Tommy Dodd.
“You back me up, Smythey! You're not such
a silly howler as I always thought, by
gum!”

Jimmy Silver & Co, were stricken with
dismay. To their innccent minds, such
treachery on the part of the nuts had not
seemed possible. They naturally expected
Classics to back up the Classic side, as ducks
take to water. - Had they not backed up
Smythe themselves at the last election, and
thus brought dire disaster on the Sports
Club?  The action of the turncoats com-
pletely took the wind out of their sails.

The Moderns proceeded jubilantly with the

”

counting. The X c¢al Four held a hurried
consultation. But there was nothing to bhe
done—for once even Jimmy Silver was
beaten. 3

The nuts could be forced to vote, but they
voted as they chose—to compel them to hold
up their hands for the Classicals’ candidate
was not feasible, in the presence of the
Moderns. = Besides, it would have made the

Friday.

have improved matters, since it ‘would have
left the Moderns with a biz majority.

The Classical chums looked ab oue avother
with sickly expressions,

The Moderns counted away in great glec.

“Sixty-six!” shouted Tommy Cook. “Iw
vou want to count, you Classic bounders?”

Jimmy Silver grunted. It was not much use
counting. However, they counted. The result
was forty-three for Jimmy Silver.

A dozen votes taken away from the Classic
side, and added to the Moders side made all
the difference, and Tommy Dodd’s majority
was tremaendous

The Common-room rang with  Medern
cheers. ¢
“Licked to the wide!” said Lovell dis
piritedly.

“Welf, it's all the better for the cricket,
anyway,” said Jimmy Silver heroically. “1'd
rather have Tommy Dodd than that fathead
Smythe. Doddy, old man, congratulations?’

Tommy Dodd patted him on the back.

“It’s all right, Silver, old man!
cricket club is going ahead now. E
who can play will have a chance—Cl
well as Modern. You can depend on n i
do the fair thing, I think. Your four chaps
are going into the'eleven, for u start.”

And the T Four -were somewhat
comiorted,

. s i 5 . . s

There were great rejoicings on the Modern

¥
side at Rookwood that evening.

Tommy Dodd was jonior
had got in ab All the Mo
were in great jubilation,

But in the end study, on the
the Fistical Four were looking
They had supceeded iu “booting " Adoiphus
Smythe, the cricket prespeets had
brightened considerably. That was so much
to the good. And on refleetion they agreed
that they preferred Tommy Dodd, Mode E
bhe was, in that respensible pesition, to
ineffable Adclphus.

“But it’s a whack in the eye for the Classi
side, and for this study!” said Lovell.

“Never mind,” said Jimmy Silver. “Next
term we’ll have ancther go, and we'll get in
a Classical skipper, And, meanwhile, we'li
give the Giddy Geats a lesson about turning
traitor and voting against their own side!
Adolphus has asked for it, and now he’s going
to get it—where the chicken got the
chioppert”

Adolphus did get it. The Giddy Goats
were chuckling over the excellent way they
had “done” the Fistical Wour, when the
Fistical Four and a crowd of other exasper-
ated Classicals called in on them. The scene
that followed was painful—painful in the
extreme,

Jimmy Silver & Co. departed somewhat ccn-
soled. They left Smythe's study, and Smythe
and the nuts, leoking as if a cyclone had
struck them.  Adolphus bad “done” the
Fistical Four; but Adolphus & Ce., as they
sorted themselves out, groaning, from the
wreckage, could not help feeling that they
lg?ld heen still more completely and thoroughly
“done,”

(lassic side,
Iy Seriotis.

“Now that duffer’s run off, we'll zet on to | election null. Kicking them out would not THE END,
e i
| 1 y
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THE “JAZZ”
|| AT ST.JIM'S!

A Grand Long, Complete Story
of TOM MERRY & Co., the

Chums of Sf. Jim’s.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too WNuch Jazz. .
€¢ OR goodness’ sake, cheese it!” -
Tom Merry made the appeal in a
; tone of exasperation.

. He was trying to write lines at his
st}ldy table, and as he had to finish fifty of
Virgil hefore tea he had plenty to do.
Manners was making -toast, kneeling before
the study fire with a very ruddy face. Monty
Lowther was drumming on the table. And
this drumming went incessantly to the same
time—and the time was Jazz!

Tap-TAP-tap! Tap-tap!

Tap-tap! ;

— Tom Merry had horne it patiently for quite
a long time. The Jazz had reached St. Jim’s
—and Monty Lowther had been its most
complete and hopeless victim. Monty Low-
ther said that he was musical—though
nobody b ved him. His musical tastes ran
in the direction of banjoes, hones, and rag-

Tap-TAP-tap!

Monty Lowther grunted.

“I thought it would amuse you while you

were working,” he explained. “Jazz music is
i . It bucks you up!”
It makes me tired!” growled Tom Merry.
“I'm fed-up on Jazz music—especially yours.
Your Jazz is jazzier than any other Jazz
tliat was ever jazzed!

And Tom Merry's pen drove on again, re-
eapitulating the. fatiguing adventures of the
plous Aneas.

Monty Lowther moved away from. the
tuble. But the spirit was moving him, and
in"a few minutes he was tapping on the
window-pane.

Tap-

Tom 1
glared.

“It you don’t chuck that row, Lowther,
vou'll get chucked! Savvy?”

“Oh, rats!” said Monty Lowther. “It’s a
kind of thing you ecatch, like measles, and
T've caught it. It’s a jolly good thing, too.
] about Beethoven! Beethoven never
posed Jazz music! Look here, I've got
idea.”

“ghurrap 12

“It’s a jolly good idea—-"

“Cheese it!”

“Never mind those lines. You can tell old
Linton you hadn’t time for them-he’ll only
double ‘em!” said Lowther calmly. “This
idea of mine”—he was drumming on the
table again as he %poke—ftap-TAP-tap, tap-
tap—“is simply ripping! It will take the
shine out of the New House for one thing;
and it will give Study No. 6 the giddy
kybosh. Listen to me——"

“It’s simply syncopation,” said Manners,
looking up from the fire and the toast.
Muanners was really musical, and what he
didn’t know about minims and demi-semi-
quavers wasn’'t worth knowing. “You see

“My idea is this—-" resumed Monty Low-
ther. Tap-TAP-tap—tap-tap!

“And my idea is this!” said Tom Merry
sulphurously. “If you don’t shut up I'll lam
you with a cricket-stump!”

“I've been thinking it out for quite a long
time,” said Lowther, with undiminished calm-
ness. “Jazz is the thing nowadays. Every-
body's doing it! I Jazz, thou Jazzest, he
Jazzes—nous Jazzons, vous Jazzez——"

“Shurrup ¥*

“Therefore,” pursued Lowther, keeping a
wary eye, however, upon his exasperated
study-leader. “Therefore I've thought of a
ripping scheme—"

Bifil

Z

p!  Tap-tap!. i
rry locked up from Virgil, and

There was a cushion on Tom Merry’s chair
behind him. To grasp and hurl it at Monty
Lowther was, as the novelist says, the work
of a moment. It caught Monty Lowther fairly
on the chin, fairly interrupting his explana-
tion of his ripping scheme.

Bump! 3 .

Lowther sat down en the study carpet. A
cloud of dust rose therefrom, and a wild howl
from Monty Lowther.

“Yarooh! Oh, you ass!”

“Now shurrup!” said Tom Merry.

Whiz!

The eushion ecame baek unexpectedly. It
did not hit Tom Merry, but it eaught the
inkpot, and hurled it over the sheet of impot
paper stretched before the labouring junior,
and there was a yell of wrath from Tom
Merry. His repetition of the adventures of
the pi neas had disappeared under a
hiose lines would never be
Linton, the master of the Shell—
indeed, they would mnever again be seen by
mortal eye.

“You frabjous ass!” roared Tom Merry.
“Tiook what you've donel”

“Ha, ha! Sorry! I meant it for you!
Ha, ha!”

“You asg!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Tom Merry jumped up. . He grasped the
inky sheet in his hand ond rushed at his
study-mate. The inky imposition would not
do for Mr. Linton, but it did very well for
Monty Lowther. Tom Merry laid a violent
grasp upon his study-mate, and dabbed the
inky sheet upon his features, and Monty
Lowther was transformed with startling sud-
denness into a real Jazz band minstrel.

“OQw!” gasped Lowther. “Stoppit! Yah!
Oh! Groo!” X

But Tom Merry did not stop it. He had
his chum’s head in chancery, and he rubbed
the inky sheet over his face till it was rubbed
into pieces. Monty Leowther roared and
struggled.

“There!” gasped Tom Merry, as he released
his ehum. “Now you can go and wash, and
give us a rest from your blessed Jazz music
for a bit.”

“Groooh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry in his
turn.  Monty Lowther’s face was crimson
with rage, where it wasn’t black with ink,
and the mixture was very striking.

“You—you—you dummy!” gasped Lowther.
“You—you—=—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Peace, my infants—peace!” said Manners
soothingly, interposing as Lowther rushed at
his leader. “Peace, my -children!”

“I'N—T'1 slanghter him!” roared Lowther.

“You can do anything you like excepting
buz%,ﬂazlz'lrlnusie,!” said Tom Merry affably.

“@Go and get a wash!” suggested Manners.
“Tea's ready!”

And Monty Lowther stamped out of the
study, and slammed the door.

“My blessed impot’s spoiled!” growled Tom
Merry. “And I had thirty done. I sha'n’t
be able to take it in before tea-time now, and
Linton will make it a hundred. I'm fed up
to the chin with Jazz music!”

“Never mind—tea’s ready! If you're not
going to do lines, lay the table,” said the
practical Manners.

Tom Merry grunted, and laid the table.
Tea was made, and there was a fragrant pile
of toast  ready whem Lewther came back,
washed and white again. He kicked the door
open, and even then he could not help kick-
ing in Jazztime. 5

Kick-KICK-kiek—kick-kick}

Then he came in,

“Tea’s ready!” said Tom Merry cheerfully.
“You can help me do my lines aiter teai”

“Rats!” said Lowther. ¢

But under the combined influence of tea and
toast his good humour returned. A

“T'Il tell you my ripping idea, if you like,”
he said amiably.

Tom Merry held up a warning finger.

“Is it anything to deo with the Jazz?”

“Of course it is, fathead!” ) 3

“Then you can keep it a dead secret. We're
fed up—fed up to the neek! After tea you
can go and tell Blake and D’Avey in Study
No. 6.”

“Took here! You know there’s a regatta at
Abbotsford on Saturday—" -

“Or you caun take it ever io the New
House, and spring it on Figging & Co.”

“I tell you—-"

“Don't1”

Monty Lowther glared and consumed fea
and toast. When tea was finished, Le
tapped idly on his cup with his spoon,

Tap-TAP-tap! - Tap-tap!

“Che it!” shouted Tom Merry.
you go again!” . =

“Rats!” said Lowther, “Look here, my idea
is simply stunning! Neow that Jazz mn is
all the rage—" *

“There’ll be a rage here, if you don’t shub

“There

vas thinking—"
“Rats!”
“What price a Jazz band, perfors
erowd. at Abbotsford Regatta 5

“Boshi!” 3

“We three could do it—and we might Ieb
Blake in—aund Herries 5

“Piffle!”

“It would be a regular scream!” said Low-
ther earnestly. *“It weuld put the Md om.
Figgins & Co. have mever thought of any-
thing of the sort 2,

“Too much sense!” said Tom Merry.

“Look here!” roared Lowther. “Are yon
going to listen to me, you silly ehumps, or
are you not?”

“NOT!” said Tom Merry and
simultaneously.

Monty Lowther rose and snorted, and de-
parted in disgust from the study, wit 2
ture that indicated that he was sha 1
dust of that famous apartment from his feet,
This time he did not return.

“Thank goodness!” said Tom Merry. “Now
I con get my lines done! Wire i, Manuers,
old man, and make your fist as ke mine as
you can!”

And the chums of the Shell wired in. In
the meantime Monty Lowther was going to
and fro in the Schoql House of St. Jim's, not
seeking whom he might devour, but secking
some kindred spirit in whom to confide his
ripping, stunning idea!

Jianners

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whose idea ?
{9 ELL pulied, Figging!”

Figgins of the Fourth drew his
skiff up to the landing-rait, and
stepped out, his rugged face

flushed and ruddy with exercise.

Raft and towing-path along the shining Byll
were crowded with St. Jim's fellows. Xerr
and fatty Wynn, Figgy’'s chums in the New
House. met him with slaps on the shoulder,
and Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’'s, caled
out a word of commendation.

Figgins was as good an oarsman as he was
a batsman, or a forward on the Soccer field.
There were few things that George Figgins
could not do, and do well, out of doors,
though in the Form-room Mr. Lathom, the
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I at.3t. Jim’s, confesced
not one of his brightest

coins' honest face wore a ook of pleasure
walked up from the boathouse with his
chums towards the school. Figgins had en-
joyed his pull up the river, and he had puiled
well. He knew that, and hiad easgily beaten
Cutts of the Fifth, who had hLeen puiling baek
to the raft, and had put his beef into it
stmply to show Figgins that the Fourth were
hopelessly outciassed by the Fifth. But
Figgins had put his beef into it, too, and had
simply walked away from Cutts, and the
Fifth-Former was still on the river, frovuing.

“Cutts is looking crossi” grinned Kerr.
“Why, you simply left hira standing, ¥i 1
One up for the New House— what?”

“Let's drop in at the tuckshop!™ said Fatty
\\-'g’[nn, “Figgy must be thirsty after that
pull.” :

“One for Figgy, and two for Faily!” said
Figgins cheerily. “Well, I could do with a
ginger-pop. But I've got something to say
to you chaps,” he added, as they turned into
the school shop, and Fatty Wynn sang out to
Dame Taggles for three gingers.

“Say on, O King!” said Kerr, who, as chief
member and stage-manager of the New House
Junior Pramatic Society, sometiines dropped
into Shakespearean language on everyday
occasions.

“Can't jaw  here,” sald Figgins. “Don’t
want the School House chaps to get on to it;
and there's Levison listening already with his
cars. Curious how that chap can’t mind his
own business.” :

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Levison, of the
Tourth.

“Buck up, Fatty!”

“I was thinking of having some tarts.” said
Fatty Wynn. “I'm hungry. { didn't have
much for dinner. Old Ratty keeps his eyve
on me so much that I don't like fo ask for
more than three helpings of anything.”

“Must be famished,” said Figgins sympath-
etically.

_ “Well, I'm not famished, but jolly peckizh,”

said Fatty Wenn. “Yon see, as we've been
out, I've had nothing since dinner, excepting
the cake and the doughuuts and some sand-
wichies I had in my pockets, and the cocoa-
nut and the apples. Still, if you're pressed
for time, T won't stay for the tarts!”

“Good! Come on!®

ST take them with me,” added TFatty
Wynn.  “Put a dozen tarts in a bag for
me, Mrs. Taggles, please—twopenny ones.”

“Yes, Master Wynn.”

And tl‘m chums of the New Ilousc turned
lo go, Fatty Wynn with the bag of tarts
under his arm. :

“Lowther’s looking. for you chaps,” said
‘Kangaroo, of the Shell, coming into the
tu%kshop, as the New House trio were going
out.

“Let him look!” said Figgins cheerfully.

Figging & Co. went into the New House.
The brow of the great Figgins was wrinkled
in thought, and the Co. could see that some
idea was working in the brain of their
leader, But Figgins did not speak till they
were in- the study. Tatty Wyon sat down
with the bag of tarts on his knces, and the
Co. prepared to, listen.

“Well,” said Kerr, “what is it? Raid on
the School House? It's some time since we
woke those fellows up over the way.”

“Jolly good idea to raid 'em,” said Fatty
Wynn. “D’Arcy had a fiver yesterday, and
he’s standing royal feeds in Study No. 6.
Might get some plunder—what!”

“Oh, you pile into the tarts, and shut
up!” said Figgins. “I've got an idea, and I
think it will be a score over the School
House. But we shall have to keep it dark.
It came into my head while 1 was pulling
?%'ﬁmst- Cutts of the Fifth. I beat kim, didn't

“Hands down!” said Kerr.

“And you two fellows pull jolly well!”

“True, O King!”

“And Redfern pulls a good oar, and so do
Lawrence and Owen. That’s six. And we
could find a couple in the Shell for the
eight.” A

o

“It wouid be only fair to give tha Shell
a look in.  Say Thompson and - Murphy
major,” said Figgins thonghtfully.

“Got any idea of what you'rec talking
about, Figgy?” asked Kerr pleasantly. “It
yeu have you might explain to me.”

“I want eight, of course.” <

“Bh?* said Fatty Wynn, locking up from
the tarts.

“I want eight,” said Figginz.
. Tatty Wyun looked. diste d
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zzy, old man; you should have
Will seven do?”

“There's only seven left,” said Fatty Wyon.
“1 didn't know you wanted cight. You
never did care much for taris, you know.
And I've done in five already.”

“You ass!” said Figgine witheringly. “Do
vou think 1 wanf your silly tarts?”

“Well, if you don't, so much the beiter,”
said Fatty Wynn, mach relieved. “You're
welcome to them if you want them, though.
But there’s only seven. You said you wanted
eight.- Didn’t he, Kerr?”

“Certainly he did!” grinned Kerr.

“Eight oarsmen, fathead!” roared Tiggins.

S 0hta.

“That’s the idea,” said Figgins. “You
chaps know that next Saturday the Abbats
ford Regatta takes place. It's a regular
kick-up, you know. Houscboats,-launches,
sports, rowing -matelies—quitc a shine!
There’s an event for junior eights, and I
heard to-day that Abbotsford School have
had the cheek to enter an eight.”

“But what on earth—--"

“Well, it’s up to St. Jim's to lick Abbots-
ford, I suppose,” said Figgins, rather warmly.
“We've never bothered our heads about the
regatta before; but that’s no reason why
we shouldn’'t now. Abbotsford have never
bhothered about it before, You see, it's get-
ting to be a bigger thing than it used to
be.  D'Arcy’'s governor—Lord Eastwood—is
having a houseboat there. D’Arcy’s cousin
Ethel is going to be there——"

Figging paunsed, and colourcd a little, pei-
haps conscious of the fact that a salight
grin passed simultaneously over the faces of
Kerr and Wynn. Both of them thought
they knew why Figging had so suddenly
thought of entering a St. Jim’s junior eight
at the Abbotsford Regatta.

“I don’t see anything to grin at myseli,”
said Figgins, rather crossly. “I'm thinking
of upholding the honour of St. Jim’s, while
you chaps seem to be thinking of nothing
but munching jam-tarta!”

Kerr was not munching jam-tarts,
let it pass.

“Well, what's the idea exactly, Figgy?"
he said soothingly.

“Why not a New House cight?” said Fig-
gins boldly. “We can keep it a dead secret
from the School House chaps, and slog in
at rowing practice. We're getting ripping
fine weather now, and we can spend every
minute possible on the river. If we beat
Abbotsford, it wili be a lot of kudos for St.
Jim’s, and the Necw House will have done
the trick. The School Housge chaps will tear
their hair when they see us at the rcgatta
in our eight-oar—what!”

“By Jove!" said Kerr, duly impressed.

“Jolly good idea!” said Fatty Wynn
heartily. “Isn’t there a cup or something
for the winners of the junior eights?”

“Yes; a silver cup.”

“We could sell it, and =stand a stunning
teed——"

“You—yon blessed porpoisc!” howled Fig-
eins. “Let-me catch you selling a cup! You
fat duffer! We'll hang it up in the House,
and ask the School House fellows round to
stare at it. That's what we’ll do.”

“1f we get it,” murmured Kerr.

“Y suppose we can beat Abbotsford, can't
we?” demanded Figgins. “Rylcombe Row-
ing Club and Wayland Dolphins have entered,

but bhe

too, but they're ontsiders.”

“{iood scheme!” said  Xerr  heartily.
“We'll enter, and we’ll lick all comers!
We'll hang the cup high in the high hall,
and—-"

“ And gloat!” said Fatty Wynn.

There was a tap at the door, and Monty
Lowther of the Shell came into the study.
The New House trio did not look overpleased
at the sight of the School House fellow.
They were busy in the discussion of Figgins'
new scheme. However, they were nothing it
not polite, so Figgins asked Monty Lowther
what the dickens he wanted.

“Just looked in to sce you chaps,” said
Lowther cheerfully. *“How are you getting

on?’ .
“All gerene!” growled Figgins.
“Not dead of indlgesflon yet?” asked

| Lowther, with a glince of affectionate sclici-

tude at Fatty Wynn, who was at his tenth
tart.

Fatty Wynn glared.

“If you've come over here to be funny—"
he began.

“] haven’t,” said Lowther hastily, as the
New House Co, showed signs of hostility. “I
came over here .to-tell you my new idea.”

The New House Co, started. They were sus-

thaty the sa
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wicious at onee. ¥iggius had just propounded
a2 new idea 1] they suspected immediately
ne idea had occurred to Do
Lowther. Indecd, it was not improbable the
it might oceur to a good many fellows that it
would be a goed idea to enter am eight for
the junior mateh at the regatta. But Figgins
& Co. were “wrathy " at once. It was theire

idea—their very own—and they were prepared =~

to sack the School House, and massacre all

the inhabitants thereoi before they would

allow it to be bagged by their old rivals.

“Oh, you're dealing in new ideas, ave you?”
said Figging.

Lowther nodded, with a bland smile.

“Exactly. It's a new, ripping Al,
bottomed, non-skidding, back-pedal, first
idea!” he said enthusiastically. “A regular
double-ha gilt-edged, top-notch
wheezg.

Figgins sniffed. =

“And you came over to tell us?”

“Right first time,” agreed Lowther

“It dido’t oceur to you that perbaps wo'd
thought of it already, and were 0 in the
fleld, and wouldn’t allow any outsiders in?”
demanded Miggins wrathfully.

“Well, no. One naturally doesn’t expee
to hear of any new ideas in this
know,” said Monty Lowther im

“Hold on,” said Kerr, as F
round for a cricket-stump. “Is it anything
to do with a certain event mext Saturduy,
Lowther?”

“Right again!” said Lowther.
yYou chaps are getting brighter. 1 ¢
you've heard of the Abbotsford Re

“The Regatta'!” howle@d Figgins 0.
ong yvoice. : ~

“That’s your idea—eh3”

“That's it! You see, the
Regatta is a bigger thing t
year, and there will be & big crowd there.
D’Arey’s governor will be there, and cousin
Ethel, and us! Quite a erowd of toffs, in
fact,” said Lowther.

“You. cheeky bounder!” sa
“You're a day late. Your ide
idea, and we were alrzady arvan
you came in."”

“Oh, rats!”

\hbotsford
n ever this

“1 tell wyou it's s0. You're gzoi
your blessed Scheol House paw
Abbotsford Regatta!” howled Fizgins, “We

won't have it, so there!”

“More rats!” said Lowther. “1 was going
to let you chaps into the scheme on eq
terma, You see, ‘the idea i3 simply rip] 2
and it’s never been thousht of befere at St
Jim's—

“I know it hasn't, and I was ioily well the
first chap to think of it—"

“Bosh! I told it to Tom Merry an hour
ago, and then to Blake—-"

“1 thought of it more than an hour ago.”

“My dear Figgy, you're dreaming! You
can’t think of things. Yeou must have heard
some Schoel House chap speaking about it,
and then you dreamed you thought of it.

Don’t you think that's likely?” suggested
Lowther.
Figgins & Co, made a movement fowards

Monty Lowther. The
tewards the door.

“You're not going to hag onr whaez
Figgins. * Before you get out of the
House yow're going to swear——"

“Couldn’'t! 1've been too well brou
and, besides, I don’t know any word
Lowther pleasantly,

“Swear that you won't {ry to work that
idea——" N

“Why, it's
indignantly.

“1t’s mine!”

“Rats!

Shell fellow backed

Tt up;
T said

¢ own idea!” said Lowther

roared Figging,
It's mined”

“Coltar him!” shoated the exasperated
“We'll jolly scen show im whether
I

dea or

vhipped out of the study,

a wild and whirling struggle in the
From that wild struggle Monty
Lowther emerged with his cellar torn out, his
hair rufffed, and his jacke$ split up the back,
and covered with dust., He fled headlong
down the passage, and descended the stairs
three at a time, with Figgins & Co. whooping
on his track. He dashed at top speed out
of the New House, and the indignant juniors
chased him two-thirds of the way to the
School House, and only desisted at the sight
of a crowd of School House fellows rushing
to the rescne,

three were upon him in a twinkling, —
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quite a Difference.

(13 WHEAT Secott! What's happened,
Lowthah, dear hoy?”
. Been in the wars?” asked Blake,
> © of the Fourth.

Nk

"head.

“Or in an ean‘lql' ake?” asked Tom Merry.
“Or in a cyclone!” suggested Manners.
Monty Lowther grunted. He _could nob
speak for the momen(z he was breath]ms
He leaned against the passage wall in the.
~chool Poqse, and breathed hard. The Shell
icliows and Fourth-Formers stared af him
mquxrm"‘y Arthur Augustus D'Arcy of the
Fourth extracted an eyeglass from his waist-
coat-pocket, and jammed it into his right eye,
and fixed it upon the dusty and dishevelled
junior as if Lie wanted to bore a hole in. him
By sheer fixity of gaze.

“Bai Jove” said Arthur Augustus,
}mcth “You do look a weck, Lowthah!”

Tnc New House kids have been chasing

i.rx. said Kangaroo of the Shell, coming in.
_Hes been over there, telling ‘them some of
A.at funny stones, puhaps, and naturally they
£ot waxy.”

at

'H'\, ha, hat”
“Assi” ga«ped Monty Lowther. “I went
ever to tell Figging & Co. my new, ripping

idea, as you silly asses won't take 1t up.”
“Yaas, upon the whole, Lowthah, as a

susician, T cannoi appwove of Jazz music,”

id Arthur Augustus, with a shike of the

“And T'm fed-up with it,”
“Up to the chin}!”
fae mgly "
sides, it’s a roticn idea,” said Manners.
gging & Co. don’t- think so!” snapped
Inwther.
Jakmg it up, eh?” grinned Herries.
"They re taking. . it up, and- taking it off
me!” howled Lowther. *As soon as I started
telling Figgins, he sta) ted telling me that he
bad theught of the same idea; and that was
how we came to b v a row. Figgins & Co,
have got the same wheeze, and they’re going
10 work it, and say they're going to l\eﬂp us
rut of it.»

said Jack Blake.
said Tom - Merry

“My hat!”

“Bai Jove!” ;
“And there goes the iast chance of the
ool House getiing the kudos, owing to you

silly ehumps not backing me up,” saic \Iomv
Lowther wrathfully. “Instead of the School
House Juzz Band, it will be the New Houze
Luz Band that will play at Abbotsford

Reg.

&}1 the worse for the Regatta,” said
gby. “We shall be there, and if the Jazz
nd get ragzed we’ll lend. a hand.”

Yaas, wathah]”

But Tom Merry was wrinkling his brows
_thoughtfully. The news that Fl;lgllls & Co.
had taken up the same idea, and were "omp:
?o work it, and keep the School House out of
n of course, put quite a new complexion on
ihe matter. If Figgins & Co. intended to
start a Jazz band, there Was no reason wlxy
& Scheol House Jazz band shouldn’t start,

tni put Figgins & Co.

0o,
1t was
their old rivais from secoring

into the shade,
“up” to the School House to keep
2, of course.

Sdld Tom BMerry, at

“That alters the case!”

You mean you're ready to hack me up now
'it’s too late,” said Lowther, with a sniff,

“It isn't too late. If we ‘re-going to take
a band to the regatta, we’'ve got a week to
practise in nearly, and in that time I sup-
pose we can learn. to th(,k off such tbm;s
2s ‘Me and My Gal, and “Buzz Buzz.! If
Figgins & Co. are 'going to do it, it’s up to
as to cut them out. That makes a horse of

quite another colour; besides, it was a School

“ithey can't get ahead of us,

House wheeze.”

“Of coarse it was,” said Lowther. “I told
Figgy he must have heard one of our chaps
speaking of it, and dreamed that he thought
uf it himself. Then there was trouble.”

“Ha, ha, ha! (,Lntlemen said Tom Merry,
?ookixlg *ound “musicians wanted.. All the
fellows who possess musical instruments, .and
can maLe a row on them, are requested to

step into my study thiSAevening,. and put
iheir names down for the Lowther Jazz
- Band.” a

“Hear, hear!?
S “We'll jolly scon show Figgins & Co. that
” gaid Tom Merry,

~'“and if they turn up with a mouldy old band

i

at the regatta, we'll play them off the giddy
carth!” "

“Yaas, wathah! Pewwaps it would be a
gocd ideah,” Tom Mewwy, to vAwy our per-
formance with some classic soles. T should
be :vi!lin’ to contwibute some tennah solos

“We sha’'n’t need a tenor,” said Monty

Lowther affably. “But we shall need a fiver
for the expenses. That’ s, where you come in.”
“Weally, Lowthakh
“Or, if you like, we'll have two fivers in-
stead of a tener,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And the first thing we'll do, when we get
the band going, is to compose something for a
Jazz dance, and play it under the window of
the New House,” said Lowther. “You chaps
know T'm musical.”

“Go hont” ;

“I can compose standing en my head,” said
Lowther. “T’ll turn out something ecatchy,
with comic words abount Figgins & Co. in it,
gxtn’d we'll soon have the whole school howling
i1

“Bai Jove, that’s not weally a bad ideah!
{)‘ut pewwaps you-had bettah leave the music
0 me.”

“And now I'll go and change my clobber, 1
think., I feel dusty.”

“I was speaking, Lowthah——"

“Well, you can go on speaking while T go
and - change iy clobber, can’t you?” said
Monty.

And he walked away to the Shell dormitory.
Levison of the Fourth eame up the passage.

“There’s something going on over in the
New Housge,” he remarked. “Figgins & Co.
were jawing about it im the tuckshop, and
cleared out because I was there. I've just
been over there now with a message from
Knox to Sefton, and I saw a regular meeting
going on in Figgins' study.”

The juniors grinned.

“They’re getiing to business,
chuckled Blake. “XNever mind;
have much the start of us.

“Did you notice apy musical instwuments in
the studay, Levison?” asked Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.

Levison shook his head.

“No, they were talking about rowing, as
far as I conld make out.”

“.vowmg”’ echoed the juniors.

“Yes. They're coing to get a boat cut early
in the morning, before rxsing-bell for practice
on the river,” said Levison. “I heard Figgins
say that it was to be kept a strict seeret, even
from the other fellows in the House, so that
we couldn’t get a hint of it over on this side.
They're going to do the practice unknown to
us.”

“Ha, ha! They mizght be going to rehearse
an orchestra, far from the madding crowd,”
grinned Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“ An orchestra,” said Levison, with a stare.
“Figging didn’t say anything about any old
orchestra.”

alread‘{',”
they won't

“That’s the littie game, all the same,” said |

Tom Merry.
this! Figgi
rx;.m;,, to take a rise out of us.
rot going to be the only early risers in the
school to-morrow morning. think some
chaps about our size are going to rise early
as well-—"

“My hat!” said Blake. “We'll catch them
napping, and make them swear a solemn
swear not to start a hand at all.”

“I'm jolly glad we've got on to
s & Co. are going to take to early
And they’'re

“Hear, hear!”
“Good egg! We'll take a brg party—you
can come, if you like, Levis

“Thanks! 1'm not an mr]y riser,” grinned
Levison.

“My. deah Levizon,” said Arthur Almustu;,

early to hed, and eaﬂy to wise—"

“Br-r-r-r1” said Levison.

But there~were plenty of volunteers for the
expedition without Levison. Tom Merry had
only acked him out ef eivility; he was not on
good terms with the black sheep of the
Fourth.

The School House juniors chuckled gleefully
over the surprise the¥ were preparmg for
Figgins & Co. on the following morning.

E meeting of the amateur musicians of
the School House.

There was no time to be lost, of course,
con51dermg that their rivals were already “on
the go,” as they supposed, at least. If
Figging & Co., with deep duplicity, were going
out on the river to practice secretly early in
the morning, the School House fellows were
hound to steal a march on them by starting
over-night. Exactly what: the other 'Shell
fellows would say when a Jazz band started
operations in Tom Merry’s study was not
known yet. ' It would be known as soon as the
J‘xzz band started.

Monty Lowther had hurried through his

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lowther’s Jazz Band.

REPARATION  being finished, the
Terrible Three were ready for the
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prep, and was busy mpon o sheet of musice
paper. Lowther had brought in a sheaf of
paper ruled for musie, obtaxmng the same
from Mr. Flatt, the music master of St.
Jim’s.

Music was not in the regumiar curriculum
of St. Jim’s, hut both Manners ané Lowther
were pupils of Mr: T latt. Manners' taste ran
in the direction of elassical somatas. Lowther

had a strongly-developed taste for coon songs,
Jazz dances, and bunny-hug music generally
They regarded each other’s tastes with loft
scorn. Lowther would ask Manners scorn.
fully whether Beethoven or Mozart could
have composed a tango, a rabbit-crawl, or a
Boston buster.

Manfers would close his ears when Lowther
began whistling or humming his  {favourite
airs. It was agreed that Monty should conduct
the new band, as It was his idea; but Manners
appointed hithself adviser-in- chm and hoped
to be able to introduce a Httle elassic refines

_ment.
Herries_of the Fourth was the first e
arrive. He brought his cornet. Herries'

cornet was almost. as much dreaded in the
School House as Herrles' hulldog, Towser.
Herries was looking quite pleascd.. He Womd

rather have pelﬁoxmed the Toreador Song
from “Carmen” on s eornet solo than Tend
the aid of his cornet in a Jazz band. But

then, when Herries kindly offered that cornet
solo, there was always an immediate ruszh to
escape on the part of his auditors,
Herries was not one of those my
whose fingers wander idly over the ivory keys
when no one is present. He did not uam any
ot his chords to be lost. He liked an audiénce
when he played—and Lowther's Jazz Band
was his first chance of getiing ene. So Herries
sut away the musie of his famous cornet
solo, and bhrought down his great soul te

iang

Jazz. Tt was a case of stooving to conqieér,
“Here I am,” said Herries, “and here's my
cornet.”

“Good egg!” said Tom Me rry. “The others

will be here soon.
“I'll give you a bit before the% come, it
you like; just to show you how -beautifully

T've got it in tune,”
for business.

“Ahem! Better all start tegether—-"

“Would you like the Toreador Song? 1
could do it from memory, excepting a bit
here and there.”

Without waiting for an answer, Herrieg
started. The Terrible Three gazed at him,
Manners drew behind Herries, “out of pohte-
ness, hefore he put his fingers te ki
Monty Lowther cedsed to scribble
nmsic-paper. Tom Merry tried to smile.

Bang!

It was a terrific concussion on the clhet
he study wail.
study was next door, and apparently
{ove was not fond of cornet solos.

Herries played on cheerfully. Like the
famous — Macpherson L‘ongakeny Angug
MaeClan, his music was wayward and wi
the breeze, and wandered around into seve
keys. As Lowther said, it reminded him of
Wagner, and Richard Strause, and a steam
crane out of order,

Bang! Bang!

Gore was "rowmg emphatie. fo was Herries.

The study door was suddenly flung open,
and {eorge Gore appearcd upon the threshold,
his face aflame with wrath. He shook a
furious fist at Herries and the Terrible Three,

“Are you going to stop that rowi” he
roared, E

Herries could not speak. His face was
erimson with exertion, and he locked zs if
he were trying to burst a b r. But he
glared at Gore. -Gore raved.

rightfnl
if you

“How is a crlap to work with that
“
niust play something, what do you want io

said Herries, preparing

row going on?” he- shrieked.

play a dead march for?”
Ter*te stopped at that. It was too mueh,
Gore was not minsical, but there w

s no
excuse for even Gove mlstakmﬁ the 2
Song for o dead march. It was an u.,u‘t to
the way Herries playmi it.
“You silly ass!” said Herries
uwlam “That's the Torzader
o

in measvred
Song from

ne ,
1th variations by Herries,” murmured
Lowther.

“If you don’t stop it, there will be a row! ®
yelled Gore.

“Right on the wicket,” said Lowther, sotl€

voce,  “fo there will.”
“I'm not oing to stand #!” said (‘olﬁ
furiously. o and play that herrible thing

in the woodshed, or on tep of a n,mmt.un

somewhere ! You ought to learn io play in

tune, too. Why dow’t you play in tune?”
THE  PENNY POPUL4R. «’*o 16y



14

Herries digd not answer that question, As
a musician be disdained to do se. Bub he
1aid down the cornet, and rashed at Gore, and
mote him hip and thigh, and hwurled him
orth into the passage. That was the only
ossible reply to make te George Core’s
riticism of his playing.

“Serve him right!” said Manners cneourag-
fnzly. “If we can stand it, he can.”

It was an unfortunate way of putting it.
Herrics glared at Maunners,

“You silly ass—"

“Ordah, deah hoys!” gaid a
the door,
in with Blake.
music, Tom Mewwy.

“I've been thinkin' tha
duce a few classic solos,”
“I ghall be willip’
Italian awias—-"

“But nobody -eclse would be
Monty Lowther. “Vocal
required. Got any instrument

“0f course, I can play the violin.”

“Good! Fiddles are the things. Fetch it,
and you can chuck all this-music away.”

“Lowthahk, you ass——"

«D’Arcy and Manners, violing,” said
Lowther, jotting it down on a scrap of paper;
“Yerries, cornet: Tom Merry, also violin.
What have you got, Blake?”

“Flute,” said Blake. “I'm willing to per-
form a series of flute obbligatos —"

“«We'll take the will for the deed,” said
Lowrher blandly, “Blake flautist. Good!
Kangy can.play the banjo, and I can chime in
with the bones. Of ccurse, the hanjo and
benes are the instruments fiy necded.”

“Wats!”

“Baudsimen are net al

calm volce at

And Arthur Avgustug D'Arey came
I've bwought gome

Ordah!

* said
not

‘RatsV

d to say

to their eonductor!” Towther
severely. “Good! Hore gy. Now,
when you're ready, I've got a little

T

music here for you to rehear
finishing writing

“Your own  composition?
suspiciousty.

“Iri'a way, yes. You see,” said Lowther,
“being such a ripping musician—-="

“Bow-wow!” was Blake's remark.

“Shut up, Blake! Being such a ripping
musician;” proceeded Lowther firmly, "I can
see the possibilities of Jazg music in any
camposition, - If I had time, I couid turn the

Kreutzer Sonata or Beethlioven's Symphonies
really

into Jazz music, and make them
‘populap——"

“You—you
Manners.

“But I've taken something easzier. Have
you chaps cver heard of Verdi's opera,

“II Trovatorc'? Of course youn have. It's
ground out by every blessed orchestra in the
kingdom, and dons to giddy death! You
v the Ar,x)\'il Chorus?”

“Weil, I've taken
Chorus in ‘Il Trov
Jazz music,”
wouldn't know it nos

“I'll' bet he wouldn't!”

“It’s so much improved,” said Lowther.
“If Verdi heard it—-"

“Poor chap!”

“It would make him——"

“T11” suggested Manners,

“It would make him wish hie'd lived in
days of Jazzing!” roared Lowtber. “It
proved marvellously! Now, I've ma
some words to suit it—a sort of sercnade for
Figging & Co, We're going to rchearse the
thing now, and as soon as we've gob it in
order we're going to serenade Figgins & Co.
under the windows of the New House, and show
‘em that the Lowther Jazz Band is reall
’cém%}% strong, and that they've got no chance.

ec?

That suggestion met with approval. The
idea of sercnading Tigzing & Co. under the
srndows of the New House caught on at
once. It would undoubtedly be “cne in the
gye” for the New House junicrs, who were
supposed to be working on the very same
scheme of a Jazz band.

“Yaas, it's pot a bad ideah, deah bey,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Pway hand out
the music, and let’s get to pwactive!”

Moenty Lowther scribbled out the parts fast
enough, While he was deing it the other
fellows tuned up their instruments. Low-
ther looked up rather worriedly.

“I say, you chaps, I like Debussy’s music
as much as anybody, but don't play it while
I'm writing cut the parts!” he said.

“Ass!. We're tuning upi” sald Manners.

“Oh, my mistake!” said Lowther.

The parts were finislied at 1 Lowther
handed them &ut. to the instrumentalists,

Tug PeNNY Poruisr.—No, lé. ;

horrible  Philis{ine?”

a bit out of the Anvil
tore,” and turned it into

Ty “Verdi
»

{he
im-
up

P
o o
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and they hummed them over,  Operatic
music put inte Jazz was something a little
new, but it certainly sounded catchy
enough. Manners sniffed, but the other fel-
lows scemed satisfied. Arthur Augustus wasg
a little puzzied. Lowther had picked up the
true professional manner of writing the old
notation—that iz, to wmake it appear as if a
number of flies had stepped into the ink
and then crawled over the paper. However,
Lowther cxplained patiently what the mys-
terious hieroglyphics were supposed to mean,

b3
and then the reliearsal started.  Lowther
thoughtfully locked the door. He had a

suspicion that therc would soon be a cr
of Shell fellows round the study with homi-
cidal intentions, He was right.

As soon as the grunt of the cormet,. the
shrick of the fluts, and the wail of the
violins mingled with the ping-pong of the
banjo and the clatter of the bones there
cadmc 5 terrific bang on the wall from Gore’s
side.

Bang, bang, bang!

The musicians played on, unheeding.

Bang, bhang, bang!

Then at the door
thump! Crash! And

“Shut up!”

“Chuck itl”

“Go homel”

“Ring oft !
“Merey b
ut Lowther's Jazz
Ly

i B

“Go !

“{o back to Colney Hatehl”

But the Lowt Jazz Band,
intoe fall swing by this tir
that variaticn of Verdi,
pleased Verdi very much aps!

Lowther had taken a few catchy bars
from the “Anvil Cherus” and put them into
the “Tempo di Rag,” as he calied it,” with

cameg thamp, thump,
the voices yelled:

Bund

ed on ruth-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Jazz Serenade !
HY‘.\H', thump, thump! Bang!

e

words of hiz own composition, which the
instrumentalists who . were .not. using their
for other purposes sang as they

mouths

The wordz, of course, were specially

to impr upon ¥iggins & Co. the fact that
School  Hou Jazz Band was “the”
band, and all ¢ imitatiens.

v and the study
The conrductor
iast, and shouted

But the crushis
walls was w
of the Jazz band paused
through the door:

“Go away, you

“Stop that row!”
roar.

“We're getting ready for a jape on the
New Housel”

“Sounds more like a frontal attack on the
Gchool House!” shouted Reilly, outside. “DBe
jabers, it’s worse than Donnybrook Fair
intoirely !”

“QOnly a bib more,” said Lowther, “Do
shub up, or you'll have the prefects down on

¥

1

Flly-as
cume back a formidable

“I1 you don't shut up you'll have the roof
down on us!” roared Gore.

“0Oh, go and ecat cokel” said Lowther.
“Now, gentlemen, all together! Keep in
time as much as you can. If you could
make that cornet keep along with the rest,
Herries, it would be an advantage.”
=*What!”

“Pon’t slack!” said Lowther, “It would
sound much better if you didn't finish two
bars after the others.”

“Look here-—"

“Kangy is doing the banjo a treat.
Tommy, my son, would yon mind going a
bit slower with the fiddle—it’s not a race,
you know.” \

“Why, vou ass!”

“And please, remerber, Blake, that a fiute
is not supposed te be performing variations
on the music while—-"

W mp-——"
“Only giving you a hint—2"
<] wasn’t performing variations!”

roared

Blake. .

“{)h'! I thought you were! Well, pile in
again!”

And Monty Yowther raized the crickiet-
stump with which he was conducting.

The Lowther Jazz Band bursy forth again,
and the voices of the instrumentalists accom-
panied the instruments with great effect.
There was a tood deal of noise, and the
orchestra, like Mr. Gilbert's celebrated piper,
elicited something resembling a tune. |

“That's all right,” said the conductor, as

Friday.

the attack on the door recommenced. “Better
get over to the New Houge now, belfors those
idiots bring the. masters down on us.”

“Yaong, wathah!”

And tlie orchestra rose. Lowther unlocked
the deor and opened it, snd beheld a hoztlle
array in the passage. There was very nearly
a rush, but Tem Merry waved back the ex-
cited juniors,

“Pax! Don’t play the glddy ox! We'ra
zoing.”
Sure but are ye coming back?” demanded

“Yes, of course, fathead.”

“We'll be waitin’ for you in the quad,”
said Reilly darkly. “We'll scalp you, and
smashk up the instruments of torture.”

“Good egzi” chorused the juniors.

“Look here,” shouted Lowther. “This s
the School Ho Jazz Band, and it’s geing to
]ian sepots off the New House, you silly
duffers.”

Tight knock the chimney-pots off with
that row!” snorted Gore.

“You'il promise not to practise indoors any
more, or we'll rush you in the quad, and
smast up the things!” said Reilly.

Lowther sniff
“Unmusical set of duffers! Still, we'll
The prefects would stop ib

, anyway. Wwe'll practise in
d after this.”

the amateur musicians were
2288, =
oy marched onf into the guadrangle, and
as the news spread that Tiggins & Co, were
going to be serenaded quite a crowd gathered
to follow them. The information that Figains
intended to Lorrow the wheeze of a
nd made the School House juniors, of
, highly indignant, and Reilly confessed
thiat Figgins & Co. deserved to have Lowther's

band play to them, or worse, it there was
anything worse.

marched arcross the quad in
evening. There was a light
the window of Figgins’ study,

g
‘i ¢ dows of the New Heuse trio could
be seen, at work at thelr preparation pro-
bably.

The orchestra haited under Figgins' window.

Round them—those with more delicate ears
Leeping at a safe distance—the School House
juniors gathered in a crowd. >

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus remarked
“How are we goin' to see ihe musi¢ in the
dark, Lowthah, deah boy?”

“My hat! Don't you know it by heart
vet?” growled Yowther.

«1 know the * Anvil Chorus’ by heart, of
course: hut your wotten vawiations are 3
d ent mattal,” said D"Arcy, with digaity,

“Get a bike lantern, somebody.” =

Kerruish of the Fourth rushed
bike lantern. He offered to Lold
for the orchestra, announcing that be
toush ears, and could stand if.

Then the orchestra prepared for business.
Preliminary wails from the violins, and snorts
from the cornet, and squeaks from the flute,
announced the presence of the Lowlher Jazz
Band, and «ins opened his window in
wonder. ns, Kerr, and Wynn looked
down on the crowd of School House fellows
in amazement, and at the light gleaming upon
the varied insiruments of the orchestra.

“My only hut jaculated Yiggins. “What’s
the game?”

“It's a serenade!” said Tom Merry,

“A which?”

“Serenade,”
where we m

off for a
he lighs

=l
ad

sald Monty Towther, “Thiz is
ke you understand that the
wheeze is ours—ours only—and that the New
House don't know anything about it.”
“School House musicians?!” said Kerr, with
a shudder. “¥riends, Romans, and country-
men, if you have ears, prepare to shut the
now{” W
“Ha. La; -hal”

o!” sald Towther.

icket-stump waved, and the Jazz b
burst forth info mclody.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Both Satisfied.
IGGINS & Co. gazed down from the
window
The. reader
School Hou

knows—although the

13e fellows did not know—
that there hid been a slicht misunderstanid-
ing in Monty Lowther's interview with Figging

their thoughts being glven to thelr great
schema of having an eight in the race af the
Ahbotsford Regatta.

They stared biaukly at the perfermers,

i

-
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Louder and louder from the quadrangle eame
the blare and roar and shriek of the varied
instruments.

Over and over again the orchestra played
the same refrain, and-the crowd roared it,
with variations not intended by the composer.

“Well, my Aunt Jemima!” said Figgins.

“What a ghastly row!” said Fatty Wynn.
<+ Kerr burst into a chuckle.

“So that's it!”

Fhat's what?”
“Ha; ba. ha!
came over to tell us about—and they’re not
on to the eight idea, after all!” grinnéd Kerr.

asked Figgins.

“They think we're going to bhorrow ’chen‘ silly:

Jazz band scheme.
ua'*ms gasped.

Oh crumbs!
all—

“*Not a word! Ha, ha!”

*“0Oh, good egg!” said Figgins. “Blessed if
X didn’t nearly give it away myself when I
was jawing Lowther. So this was his scheme.”

-4 Yes, rather; ha, ha, ha!”
“Jazz band—eh? The Jazzest Jazz I've ever
heard!” chuckled Figgins. “Let ’‘em rip!
They can Jazz all the Jazz they like, so long
as they don't vet on to the eight.”
i “Ha, ha, hal”
ii: On- the steps of the New House a crowd
gathered of fellows belonging to that House.
‘Fhe wild sounds of revelry by nxg.xt had dmwn
them to the spot.
.o “Clear off from here!” Redfern shouted.
:«0 strolling musicians allowed here.”

“Call the police!”

“Turn the hose on them!”

“ Charge, Chester, charge!” shouted Thomp-
sen, of the Shell.

A erowd of ‘\cw House fellows came rushing
out.

But they found the School House crowd
quite ready for them.

While the orchestra played on, and the
yoices shouted out the taunting refrain, the
‘other fellows stood round to keep off the
_enemy.

The rush of the New House juniors was
stopped, and they were hurled and bundled
back amid wild yells.

But more and more New House fellows caine
dashing on the scene, and there was socon a
wild and whirling fight raging round the Jazz

See?”

Then they don't know after

band. And from the midst of the serambling
and struggling juniors the Jazz band hlared
away. the time growing raggeder and raggeder

ag the excitement rose.

Figgins & Co. had rushed down from the
study now, and they led the enemy in their
attack. A terrific rush broke up the orchestra
at last, and the 'nstrumentahats were scat-
tered.

Then the music died away.

It was time!

Monteith and two or three other New House
nrefects had arrived on the seene, with canes
in their hands.

They did not waste time talking. They
rushed into the fray, and smote right and left,
and the combatants parted with wild howls.

“Wetweat, deah boys!” called out Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. f

The tussle was over; the. School House
fellows retreated towards their own House.
And then Lowther got the band together
again, and as they marched off they played
the air over apd over again in triumph.

All 8t. J s had heard their performance
—they muld nardly help hearing it—and so
was quite clear to all the school that

ng wheeze—a junior Jazz band.

nd in the New House Figgins & Co. were
ciing as they wiped. off the traces of the
at in the quad. ;
he serenade had enlightened them, and
¢hey had the satisfaction of knowing that
reir great scheme for scoring at the Abbots-
ord Regatta was still a secret from their
rivals.

“Tt was that bosh that Lowther.came over
to tell us!” chuckled Figgins. “And I nearly
gave our game away, didn’t I?»

“Jolly near!” said Kerr.

£ Xnd now they haven’t a suspicion after
“rl
“Not a suszpish!”
of it,” grinned Redfern, “and
in the pmctlce carly to-morrow
yv'hiie they're aslecp in their little

2l

Mum’s the word!”
syllahle outside fhe House!” said
o “hey’ll he astonished to ste a
‘\‘v W Hou se Eight at the regatta. When we
carry off the cup they can play a trium-
phal maxeh for us on their Jazz band, if
they like.”
“Ha, ha, hal!”
And thé New House chums went to bed

That’s the wheeze Lowther

ichool House had originated that latest

extremely ' satisfied with- themselves and
things generaily.

They would not have been ‘so satisfied, per-
haps, if they had seem Tom Merry, in the
Shell dormitory in the School House, setting
an alarm-clock for five in the morning.-

Still convinced that the New House party
were going - oub in the early houts of the
morping to practise with a Jazz band, the
School House juniors were -dctermined to be
up still earlier, and to eateh Figgins & Co.
in. the act.

“It’s the early bird that catches the worm,
you know!” grinned Tom 3Merry as he set
the alarin-clock.

“And the early worm that’s caught!” said
Monty Lowther, with a chuekle, “ﬁlgmm &
Co being the early worm in this case.”

“We' ll catch ’em napping, and make ‘em
swear honour bright to chuck up the idea
of a Jazz band!” said Manners.

“That’s the programme.”

And with that programme mapped out; the
School House fellows turned i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Capture from the Enemy.

IGGINS sat up In bed as the early
sunlight. streamed into. the high win-
dows of the dormitory in the New
House.

He took his watch from under the pillow
and glanced at it. It was half-past five.

Figgins jumped out of bed.

It was a beautifully clear morning. Fig-
gins looked out of the window, and noted
the state of the weather with a chortle of
satisfaction. Then he awakened his com-
rades.

The juniors went downstairs, finding nobody
up, not even =an early housemaid at that
hour. They let themselves out, of the house,
and crossed the quadrangle in the keen, fresh
morning air. Figgins drew in a deep breath
of it joyously.

51“) asses we are to stay in bed till rising-
bell!” he exclaimed. “Why, it’s simply rip-
pm« out here!”

Yaw~aw—yes"’ said Fatty Wynn. “&pifi-
ing! Yaw-aw-aw!

“We’ll pull down to the island and back!”
said Figgins. “Gates not open yet! We shall
have to buzz over the wall! Come on!”

“We can stop at the island for a snack!”
said Fatty Wynn. “I've got some sandwiches.
Lucky I thought of getting them ready over-
night, wasn’t it?”

“Oh, frightfully luc‘;y"’ snorted Figgins.
“It's a thing you would think of.”

“Well, T don’t believe in 2 chap risking
his health by going hungry.”

“Bow-wow! Get over that wall!”

The juniors dropped over the wall, and
hurried down to the boathouse. Early as it
was, the sun was glinting cheerily on the
rner, and early birds were twittering in the
trees, and seeking for early worms.

Figgins had made arrangements the even-
ing before with the boat-keeper, and Tom-
kins was up already, and had the New House
eight-oar ready for them. The New House
juniors ran it down Inte the water. Little
did they dream—as & novelist would say—
that hostile eyes were watching them from
the cover of the trees at the back of the
towing-path.

Tom Merry & Co. were on the scene.

“There they go!” chuekled Lowther.
of them!”*

“I don’t see any musical instruments,” re-
marked Tom Merry.

“Nine

“May .be htdden in the boat!”
“Listen! There's Figgins jawing!”
Figgins’ voice came clearly on the fresh

morning air from the river as he addressed
his comrades in the eight-oar.
. “Steady there! Don’t pump yourselves out
to begin with. Jameson, don’t sit there like
a sack of coke. If you're not wide awake
yet, I've got a boat-hook here! Pull easy for
the island. We shall have the current against
us coming back.”

“Right-ho!”

And the eight-oar glided away down the
shining Ryl

“They’re coming to the istand!” said Menty
Lowther. - “Ten to one they’ve shoved the
giddy instruments there all ready, so as not
to have to carry them in and out of the
house!”

“Vaas, wathah!”

“We'll catch ’em on the istand!” said Tom
Merry. “By Jove, if they land we’ll collar

their boat, and leave ’em stranded. Then we |

can make terms with the bounders.”
“Good business!” *
“Ha, ha, ha!"
There were a dozen of the School Bouse
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fellows, Shell and:Fourth, They had the odds
on their side.in case of a ‘“scrap.” Tomkins,
the -boatkeeper, looked surprised as they
marched down on the boathouse.

“You're up early, young gentlcruen,” said
Tomkins.
“Yes; we're. going to eateh .the early

worms,” said Lowther. “We’l! have the Tub,
as there is a erowd of wa.”

The Tub, a large hoat, cerfainly nef buily
for racing, but spacious enongh to ACCOMINO-
date the numerons party, was run ount into
the water, ' Eight of th¢ “chool House juniors
took the oars, snd they glided downstream.
Tom Merry, who was steering, kept his eyes
open for the New House skiff. He did not
want to be sigited by the enemy. The bend
in the wooded bank hid the New House hoat
from sight now.

Figgins & Co., being in their racing skiff,
could have “walked” away from their pur-
suers if they had sighted them. Tom Merry
did not want to.come in sight until the enemy
wasg landed on the island.

The Tub kept in the shadow of the frces
along the bank, and Tom kept his eyes
keenly open in advance of them. ..

TUnconscious of the pursuit, Figging & Co.
pulied down the river for the island.

Figgins, who had constituted himself scazh
of the ewht did not  spare himself the
privileges nf a coach, and slanged his men
cheerily and emphaticaliy.

“Put some mere heef into i, Lawrense!
Don’t go to sleep Owen! 1 say, Reddy, old
man, this isn’t a splashing competition.
Have you ever heard of .a thimg called
feathering, Thompson? When I want any

crabs, Murphy, I'll let you know. Don’ t;
trouble to catch any now. There isn't time.”
And so om.

Although. it was their first practice fo-
getlier, the eight pulled very weil in unisen,
and by the time the xsland was reached
Figgins pronounced that, with some licking
into shape, which he was fully prepared to
administer, they would do very well.

They ran the skiff inio the reeds of the
istand, and jumped ashore, and Fatty Wynn
produced an enormious packet of sandwiches.

The sandwiches were welcome. The keen
morning air and the pull on the river had
made the eight decidediy hungry.

They discussed the sandwiches and
their prospects at the vegatta at the
same time. But ail of a sudden Eerr gave
a shout:

“School House cads!” -

There was a steady sweep of oars, and the
Tub came shooting up to the island.

The New House juniors, clustered on the
bank, regarded Tom Merry & Cu with amazed
and emsperated looks.

“They're on to it, after all!”
Figgins.

“Blessed asses, if they're ont for practice!”
said Redfern. “They can’'t he ynactmna for
an eight in the Tub, with a dozen fellows,
half of 'em passengers.”

“Perhaps they're just ont for a merning
spin, quite by ehance,” said Fatty Wynn
jopefully.

Tizgins nodded.

“We'll soon see!” he said. ;
And, putting his hands te his mouth,
chief of the New House juniors hBaileé th

School House boat in stentarian tomes.

“Hallo, there! What do you kids want?”

gasped

“Hallo! That you, Figgins?” called oud
Tom Merry, 3

“Yes. What are you up carly for?”

“Rarly to.bed,and sarly to rise. you know,”
said Tom Merry, standing up in the hoat, as
it rocked up to the New House skiff. And
Monty Lowther chimed in: : -

“Rarly to bed and early to rise is the

way to do Figgins & Co. in the eyes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here, you keep out of cur hoat!” reared
Fig;:ins, scarcely believing his eves, as he
saw Tom Merry jump aboard the skiff aud
drag loose the painter.

The intentions of the School H.
dawned on Figgins & Co. then.
a wild rush down to the boat.,

But the boat was loose, and a fel}cw in the
Tul) held the paintér te.tow it, and the School
House oarsmen were pushing off,

Figging made a wild spring ah
rest, and Lowther gave hin
on the cliest with an oar, and he
into ‘a bed of rushes.

Then the skiff rocked away on the water
after the Tub.

Redfern leaped out desperately from the
shore, and just landed.on the skiff. He
rolled into it, and.Tom Merry collared hHim
the next moment, and. rolled  him  out.
Recessarily he rolled into the water.
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Splagh!

Reddy was a first-class wm*mcr, and it did
not take him many seconds to get back to
the island. He dragged himseif, puffing, from
the water, and shook n furieus fist after the
raiders. There was a yell of mocking langhter
from the School Heuse party. They laid
upon their oars at a safo distance from the
island, with the captured skiff in tow, and
waved hands at the infurlated New House
eight on the shore.

THE EIQGHTH CHAPTER.
Figgins Agrees !
“SIGGINS brandished o big fist at the
School House boat and ‘its crew.
Tom Merry & Co.
* New House fellows napping, and had captured
* their boat, and the fellows on the island were
. at a loss. They could not get off unless their
* enemies chose, except by swimming, and
_the arm of the I\yll that separated the xsland
" from the shore was broad, and the water ran
deep. ~ And not more than half of the New
“House juniors could swim anything like the
“distance—indeed, one or two of them could
~not_swim at all,
} enraged . juniors held a hurrled consul-
, tafion. on. the' istand shcre, - while their
- victorious rivals chanted and ‘chortled Low-
therrs Ja77t1me refrain.
: ““4Lét’s swim oﬁ and scalp ‘em!” growled
Redfern, .-
¢ ~*Seven against a dozen-and the dozen in
the boat > with -oars to.-pish us off1” said
“Kerr, “Not good enough!”
“If you =silly asses could swim-—
“Well, 1 can’t swim any more th:m you
. can. talk, sense " said - Thompsen of the Shell.
- “Look here, you Shell duffer-——
“Look here, you cheeky fug—-—
- “Shut up!” “roared ‘Figgins. ‘Tuere's no
- time to row here. Cheese it! How are we
going to get at that boat?”

“If it is, I give it up.”

“Bedad, and we've got to swim or fly,” said
’\Iurphy major. “I can’t fy

“Pigging grunted and turned n.way,
% shom:ed to the fellows in the boat:

“Ahoy! . You rotters!”

’Tom ’ﬁerry shouted bacik:

“Ahoy!" You duffers!”

“Qive us our hoatl’

“When . will you have it?” asked Monty
L%th;er politely. “Now, or when you can
ge

“We'll_make it pax,
“Figgins genercusty.”

. *Go homnl” _..

“YLook here, we- w'mt ‘our bm'c'" yelled
- Redfern. -

- -“This 1s where we impose COIdlhOY‘S gaid
Tom Merry. “We ve got you chaps n the
“trap, and you're staying thers unless you

come to terms.” -
. ="“You.can't keep us hera to miss breL‘:er.
anyway!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn,

1 'C:m't we?” chuckled Tom Merry. “You'll
see!”

-.“ Why, you—you villain—" -

Words failed Fatty Wynn, To Fatty
Wyr\ns mind, making a fellow miss a meal
was the very Iast word in inlquity.
+-“Ha, ha; ha!”

“Poor. old Fatty!” said Blake, “If will
remind  you of the time when you went on
--a hunger-strike, won't it? Keep an:eye on

him, you chaps; when he gefs hungry he's
z dangerous it

“Look here, what terms do you want to
.make?” demanded Figf:ins. “We haven't got

nnd

if you lke,” said

had caught ‘the

“Tg-that a conundrum?” snorted Thomp pson.

-any too much time 1o gnt in befors brekker

now.”

“Good! You've gob to promx»e, honour
bright, to chuck up the wheeze.”

i Wh b¢

“You've: got to get off Hm grass. You're
to chuck up the scheme you've been schem:
ing, and ~keep off the grass.” That’s the
condition.”

“Never!” roared Flg,f.fm"

“Then good-bye! We're going home,” said
Tom M(‘rry “We'll tow your boat after us.
in case it should get lost. You'll find it in
the beathouss when you get back—if you

ever do get bac}‘ L Tatal”
*“Look here 5
“Can’t stop! Good«b_?e{ Giva way, you

chaps!” :

The Schoo! House fellows dipped their
oars. Tha Tub began to glids away up tie
river, with the New House eight-oar rock-
ing in tow.

Tha New House. fellows on the
watched it with furious eyes.

Kerr whispered frriedly to his leader. A

izland

sudden grin overspread Figgins' face. He
shouted to Tom Merry s
“Hold on! We'll miake terms!”
“I thought you would, Back water!”
Tho boat ctoppod again. 3
“Ntme. your terms,” said Figgins. “We'll

hear what they are. and see if we can agree
to them. Pile in!”

“Good enought- In the first place, you've
got to admit that the scheme for, a Jazz
band'is & School Hause scheme, and all o‘fl'»‘rel
spurious imitations.”

“Admitted!”? -

“You've ‘got to agree to Ict the wheeze
alone, and not to start a rival band.” :

“Agreed!”

“Jf you go to ‘Abbotsford Regatta rou're
not to take any musical instruments _with
VOU, and not to give any Eort of condition
of a Jazz band performance.”

The New Hougo fellows smiled. It tickled
them %o ‘see ‘their” rivals-so utterly on thé
wrong track. - Bubt Figgins, with dgep and
wonderful art,fulneqs, pretended to hesitate.

“I say, you're rather hard on us, you know.”

“Can’t be helped,” said Tom Merry. “We
can’t have two Jazz bands playing against
ono another: at the regatta. We're the only
original Jazz band, and we take the cake,
also the biscult, You'll have to agree!”

“And if we don't?” asked I"ggms hypo-
critically.

“Then we shall have to leave you stranded.
We shall be sorry, bub we shall do it.”

“Ygas, wathah! We shall be aw{'ly sowwy,
Figgay, deah boy, but we shall do it v.’ight
enough. You will be stwanded.”

“And if we promise?” sald Figgins hes!
tatingly.

“Then we'll make it pax, and hand mcr
your boat.” .

“Well, you've got us!” sald Figgins, with
an appearaunce of great frankness. “i sup-
pose we shall have %o toc the line.”

“Yooks Iike it,” said Redfern, with a sub-
dued chuckte.

“Is it agreed?” sald ‘Tom Merry. “XNo
orchestra p'acticr no Jazz band, and the full
adniission that it's & School House wheeze,
and ours cnlyz”

“Xog =

“Honour bright?” :

“Yes,” said Figgins, with a
of reluctance.. “Honour bright!”

“You all say the :mlc“” 3

“We all say. t‘le same,” - chorused the New
House crowd,  “Honour bright!”

“Good egg! Wa take vour word.
men, this is where we gloat?”

'Hurmh‘"

great show

Gentle,
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“When you'vy duzﬂ gloating, vou mirch§
giva. us our boat,” suggested l‘:ggms

“Herg you are 1"

"The Tub pulled g littis closer, and Tom
Merry released the New House skiff, and
sent it whizzing shoreward with a vigorons
push. Figeins caught 16 as it bumped into
the reeds.

The New Houss fellows gladly tumb!nd into
the boat. Tom Merry.& CUo. watched them,
expecting to sec the suspected m i

- ments brought into view.. But none were 1o

hg geen \'hcn the: New House eight pushed
off,

“Hallo! Neaving your Instruments of tor-
ture behind?” asked Lowther.

. “Our what?”

“Didn't -you havs your imstruments wilh
you for practicel”

Figgins stared for a momwzt, and tl\e'i ta

-cHuekled.

“0h, that's all rizght,” ha said.
bnther about them now.”

“No goed, .as we are barred from’star
a Jazz band in oppoesition te you -felio
said Kerr solemnly.

“But wil t!rv bz safs on the island?™
said Manners.

“Oh, nobody will find-‘em,” said Figzzin
airily.. Which was sirictly true; ambo
would have ‘been very puzaled ‘to find any
musical instrunients on that n;.lnnd “belonz-
ing to Figgins & €o.-. -

“Pull, ~you bounders?” - added Figzine.
“Whilé we'reé here we may as well- sho.v
these School House duffers how .to row.’

«#Cheeky ass, we cpuld row your fieads off I
exclalmed Biake indignantiy.

S “Try 17 sugeested - Figgins.

In the heat of the morment the Se
House fetlows did try.
many passengers aboard, had po cn
against the eight-oar. Flvgxm & Co. ®
away from the bizzer boat, pausing every
now and then to kiss their hands to the
exasperated School House fellows. The New
House crew reached the school boathouse
while Tom Merry & Co. wers labouring
against the current.

Figgins & Co. chortled joyfully as they

"Wc sha'a’s

i3

jumped on the raft; They had been cavcht -

napping by their old rivals, certainly, hut
it had cost them nothing to escaps from
their predicament. They did not mind pro-
mising not to do what they had never had
any intenfion of doing.

“The silly chumps"‘ chuckled Fizgins.
“They think we wenk out to practise a
silly Jazz band. Ha, ha, ha!”

“And they haven’t the slightest
of what we really weat out for!”
Kerr.

“Not the slightest!”

"Thev can pils_in with their blessed Jazz
band,” said Redfern. “Ther can hip-pip, and
take the cake -as much-~as they want to.
Any old thing, so long as they don’t get on
to the idea of+ sendinz an  eight to ths
regatta.”

“What-ho!”

And Yiggins &
great spirits.

The Schopl Heuse fcllows came in a littls
later, but théy were alse in high epirits.
They had warned off their supposed rivals,
they- had obtained a dear field for tha
Schiool Hou Jazz Band, and they wers
satisfied. And not oue of them suspceted,
so -far, that they had been on the wrong
track altogether, and that Figgins & Co.’s
eatly murmn" expedition had nothing whats
ever to do with o Jazz band,

notion
grinned

Co. went into breakfast ia

THI END.

.
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