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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

" Marjorie’s: Brother.
ARJORIEE™ o
arjorie Fazeldene was waiting |
under the trees, within the pre-
eimets of the old priery garden in
the heart: of the wood near Greyfriars.
car’ hiee rose the ruined wall of the
ry, lieavy masses of old stonework covered
i moszs.. The plage wag very solitary, and
\elzy Beautiful,

Pienic-parties sometimes camped in the
pricty, and then it was lively enough
Low 1t was deserted, and the sunshing
only upomw nd dark-green moss,
uud the shimmering foliage of the trees

Harry ‘Wharton; the c:dpu.zm”oi the Remeve:

at. Greyfriars, came at a run through the
trees as he eaught sight of the gmceiui figure
standing by the old ealt, Fe

She tumed her head towards }nm

Wharton eame up auickly, mmmg hiz up,f

Marjorie smited, and held out her Imrr
“F anv so g} d to gee you, H
“Same here!” said Wharton.

-1€§t§r all righ Is ther *ﬂytﬁmg w;&mg*’

es.

“And 1 car} ixem
“T think' so.”
“Then: " F mﬂy g[ad youw wrote to me,?
said arry.
Marjorie emﬂed f&’.xtiy

“Yow were. sarpnsed fo receive my letter?” |

she: asKed!
“Well,  yes;, & little.l said Harry hmestry
g t‘mu‘vb something or ether must be up.”
“You ha\e done as I—as I asked yow?”
i %bout ‘keeping i% dark, do you mean®”
*Yes.*
“Of course.”
“1 know it must: seem- strange to you,”
Mazjorie, colouring a little.
erstand when T explain tor you. Of course,
I krew I haven’t any right to ask you to
b a her abouf the matfer af att—
~You haven't?” uud Harry quickly.

“We're

friends, dren’s wet You kpow I should be
Nl 87 lad to do anything I could.”
“¥ I knoew it,” said Marjorie softly.

“That is why I w,rote ta you, Harry.”
Let s sit dowm, and you can tell’ me ahout

~ Marjorie sat, upon the mossy wall, and
Farry ceated himself beside her.  “Pmv sorey
br a few minutes Tate, Marjorie. Tt wasn’t
iy fault; I couldn't get away without

“It does nob matter, Harry. Have you—
have you seen my brother?”

Wharfon started, and guessed everything
at, ence.

i
i

More thaw once before he had learned that ?

\Iar}orves brother was in troubte; and had
helped him out:of it.

‘He understood now; Hazeldene was causing
his sister anxiety .1,mm
He was in the Form-rcom- as usual, Mar-

ji?n‘e,” snswered Harrye “T baver't seen him
since. I came straight away almost.”

“Yau have not ncticed anything—anything
unusual 2

Wharton shook his gead.

*Ro. I—I'm afraid I've been thinking a
iot of the ericket lately,. thouwh You knew
I played in the First Eleven last

ofd'{
£

“I g\}t YOur 3

said
“But. yow will
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and I suppose I've been a bit m’apped up in
myself,” saxd Harry, colouring a little. ~Bukl
|

- “Has: he been Keeping ericket
pmcmce‘?”

“Well, no; now I come to think ef if, he

te. the

-cut it on: Wednesday.™

“Why 7"

“He was out I believe.
a.n’g; quesgbions.”

“Yau den’t know who he was out. with?”

“No, I never thought about. it. Ogilvy, ar
Biﬂstmde perhaps.
wasg: pluymg But, why—r-

“1 have heard some of you speak of a mew
hvy you have at Greyiriars,” said Marjorie, in

a Jow tone. “The boy you ealt the Bounder.”

“Qh, Vernon- Kmxrth' He's a bad lot, but
we're 1mprmm" him,” sai¢ Harry, mth &
| smile.
- his study, and smugg{mv' (rnmpaﬁ:e into the
school, and that sert of thing.”

“He muy simply have transferred hia foolish- }
- ness outside the school, Harry.”

‘I didn't ask him |

dow't see. how we're to touch him. But what
c}oes Vernon-S$mith matter?”
\othmg to me; but Hazel

“Oh, you're afraid Hazel niay }.Lt mch r his
inflaence,” said Wharton thoughtfully. “That
would he rotten for Hazel, certainiy. Smith
is a rotter ta the core, and Hazel is too easy-
Froing. But I den’t: think it's likely to
_happen.”

“1t has happened.”

- Wharton started.

"Are you sure; Marjorie?”
“Quite sure.”

“[’ve seenm nothinmg of it.”
“But: it ie true, alf the same.
have been a good friend to Hazel, much
. better “than he deserved, and it would be
~only: natural if you grew tived of . his folly
Cand- left him to himself. But—Dbut
L “But. I wouldn't do -that,”

said Harry.

“Hazel iz a decent chap, only he ecan't say
‘No.” He's nobody’s ememy but bis own. If

I theught he was getting into the hands of

- the Smith heast—excuse me—the Bounder, I'd

tfake any trouble to stop it. I didn’t kuow
he was on more than podding terms with the
shap:. You are sare?”

b “Vee 1 met themr together in Friardale

& yes%e;dny.

“They were going mto the gardem of the

| Cross Keys, thaﬁ public-house on the river
aid Marjorie. “I spoke to Hazel, and he
- caid he was only going to play a game of
-howls. But I know the Cress Keys is out of
houndq for Greyfriars boys.”
' «By Jove, I should think it is¥ 1f’s the rot-
tenest hole for miles round,” said Harry
g‘trmly‘ “Fhey’lt get the police: there some
ay

Marjorie looked deeply distressed.

; ‘;Then you understand, Harry, how anxious

eel.
was—was sulky. He said he meant no harm.
and couldn’t leave his friend; and he went
in with Vernon-8Smith. That was why he
L didn't come to the cricket.”

“The young: assi” gaid Wharton.

“}—1 ear’t do anything, you see, as I'm
-aver at CHE House,” said Marjorie, with a
meisture en her eyclasires that Wharten could |
.not_help seeing, and that made him murmur
various prosmises to himself about what should
happen to-the Bounder later on. “
- —so self-wiiled, and he thinks he knows se
much better than a girl. But—but you re
member the trouble he was in before,
- he went to the moneylender. You saved him
- from- that, Harry. You are on the spot, and
—and you are so good; I felt sure that you

. week, and— ¥

wmﬂd look after:Hazel it you could.”
“So I joliy well will,” said Harry. “I ought

No,. I remember Ogilvy |

“We've xaz:oed hnn out of smeking in }

“Yes,, that's wasxble, but in that ease Ef

Harry, you b

- round,

¥ asked Hazel not to go in, and hel

Hazel isso |

when |

A Magnificent Long, Complete Tale, deahn gwith
the Early Adventures of Harry Wharton & Coog
the Chums of Greyfriars,

mannDs

to have kept an eye on him; buf I never
thought. he'd chura up with a chap like the
Bounmr~ I'll leok into it, rather !’

“Only don’t. tell Hazel I've asked you,” fal-
| tered Marjorie. “He would think— He is
proud, you know, and wouldn’t like being
looked after by a gith”

Wharten’s Bips set for a moment. He hnew
Bazeldene, and his sert of pride. He kanew
. perfeetly we!l that as soon as Hazel was bn
trcmble e would go to his sister to get hime
out of it. His pride would not. preveat thak

But; he nodded assent.

“Just as you wish, Marjorie.””

“Resides, it must not be knewn at tﬂ“ﬂb
friars that Hazel went to the Cross Keys,”
 suid the gizk.  “He would get inte trouhk
with the masters or prefeets.”

“That’s true epough.”

“Pon’t mention to anyone that you met me
this afternoom, Harry, ‘and no questwns ean
be asked,” said Marjorie: “lt is the better
way to say nething. I any so "isd that you
- ean and will help me.”

“0f course I wrlt said Harry.

“Yhank you se much ¥ said Marjorie. “And
' now I thmk I had bewer be revurning te CHE
House.”

They walked on threugh the summer wood:

‘fhe npearest way to Cliff House was by
b wing a seares-marked track through the
heart of the wood.

Suddenly Harry Wharton
Iistened.

Pop !

The: sound was thaf of the drawing of a
 cork, and it was met a ginger-beer eork
 cither.

Marjerie: stopped, too. -

“There i 'a picnie v the glade,” she re
yaarked

“Yes, I suppose 50."

They walked on agair:.. Their
through - the ' gl

stopped  and

path lay
ade, and there was no way
save by plenging’ through demse
thickets.

They stepped ocut o the open.

\Mkhmten’& teeth came together with a shazp
eiie

Four mmm of Greoyiriars were seafed in
the glade—comfortably by the thick grass. A
Izerﬂe hamper was epen near them, and ";t
white eloth was spread on the grass.

There were boetfles of ginger-beer amd
emonade, and there were eakes and fruits in
a.bwdance-t0 an extent which showed that
| a considerable sum of money must: have been
expended upon the feed.

Wharton did nef need telling that the
Bounder was one of the party. Only the son
L of the Cotton King would be able te afford
so much meney as that feed must have eest.

The Bounder sat on a little hillock, apd
there was a lopgmnecked bottle in his right
 band, and a glass in his left.

He was pouring out a liguid that il..zed and
creamed.

“Champagne !"” muttered Harry.

A lighted cigarvette lay in the grass heside
the Bounder, smeking. He had laid it there
while: he poured out the wine.

Skinner, Stott, and Hazeldene were sitéing
round him, and each had a glass in his
hand, in which the liguor was ereaming.

Stott had just tasted his, and was making
% wry face. None of the picnickers observed
the new arrivals in the glade.

“Owt” said Stott. “T don’t like it!”

“Bosh!™ said Vermon-Smith. *“It’s the real
stuff, and worth its weight in gold!”

“ d rather have some sugar in x* 5

“Ha, ha, ha

Vernon-Smith simply reared: He laughed
“so much that he upset some of the cham-
pagne over his trousers.

Harry Wharton drew back into the:shadew

“of the trees; and drew Marjorie with him.

(Copyright in the Uniled States of Americd.)
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Skinner, and Hazeldene wete joining Vernon-
Smith in laughing at Stott; though, as a
matter of fact, both of them secretly agreed
with Stott in his taste. .

They would have preferred sugar
champagne. -

Marjorie’s face had gone very pale.

Teo find her brother in Vernon-Smith’s party
was a bitter blow to her. It was a
realisation cof her worst fears.

Wharton drew her back into the shelter of
the trees.

“Better not let them see you,” he whis-
pered. “I'll chip in and get Hazel away.
But you "

Marjorie nodded.

“Yes; it would only make him obstinate.”

Wharton set his teeth for a moment. He
would deal with Hazeldene's obstinacy in &
drastic way, if necessary.

But his face softened again as hc saw the
pain and distress in Marjorie’s.

“Leave it to me,” he whispered.

“Yes. I will go.”

“But—

“I% is better for me not to be here.
go, Harry.”

“Yes; you're right.”

‘Marjorie gave him a gratefunl and tremulous
little smile, and stepped away into the wood.
Wharton waited a moment or two till her
footsteps had died away.

He understood her feelings.

Hazeldene, weak and foolish, had the
peculiar obstinacy which belongs to a weak
nature. The thought of being called to order
by a girl would have put his back up at
onee.

And Wharton was glad, too, that Marjorie
would not be present during his interview
with these merry picnickers.

There might be hard words and blows, and
a scene that was not suitable for the girl to
leek upon.

“A toast, kids,” Vernon-Smith was saying.

“Go ahead!” said Skinner

“We'll drink to Marjorie Hazeldene,” said
Vernon-Smith, with a lIook cut of the coriter
of his eya at Hazel, who started when his
sister’'s name was meptioned. “I met her in
Yriardale yesterday. I never thought Hazel-
dene would have such a good-ooking sister.

“He doesn’'t look it, does be?” grinncd
=stott,

*Hardly,” said Skinner.

“Oh, shut up!” said Hazeldene. “And vou
needn’t bring Marjorie’s. name out here,
[ither, Smithy. Keep your rotten toasts for
somebody elsel”

“Rats!” said Vernen-Smith. “Here's to
Marjorie, the most stunning girl I know—
and our better acquaintance!”

Hazeldene flushed angrily.

The juniors raised their glasses, and as they
did so Harry Wharton strode into the glade,

Stepl” he rapped out.
party stopped before the glasses

: reached their lips.

They were startied almost out of their
i -

in the

I will

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Rascal Well Thrashed.

ARRY,Z& WHARTON'S voice rang
through the glade, and the merry

Skinner gave a jump, and the champagne in
hig tumbler shot ouc over his shirt and neck-
tie, while Stott spilled nearly all he had on
ks knees. :

Hazeldene lowered his glass. Vernon-Smith
jumped up, his liquor splashing in the grass
round him.

Not a drop had been drunk.

*Stop, you cadst”

“Phew!” murmured Skinner.

“Harry Wharton!”

“My hat!”

Hazeldene rose, looking red and shame-
faced. He dared not meet Harry's eyes.
Skinner and Stott looked very uncomfortable,
teo. Vernon-Smith’s brow was dark with
rage,

“Wharton!"”

“You wmeddling puppy!” he exclaimed.
“What do you want here?”

Harry looked at him steadily.

“You've been ragged for this in Grey-

{riarg,” he said. “I thought you were cured.”

*“Mind your own business!”

“1t seems that you're not; you've simply
ciianged the acene. And you've brought three
other fellows into your rotten foolery—three
fellows who onght to have known better.”

Y OU—YOU——

“How many bottles of that stuff have you
get there, Smith?”

“Only one,” said the Bounder sullenly.

:‘ 3:119 one you've opened?”

o EES,

“Hand it to me!”

“I won't!” : . -

Wharton strode up to him with his eyes
blazing.

“Give it to mel”

The Bounder, gritting his teeth, handed him
the bottle. Wharton smashed it on the trunk
of a tree, and the champagne left in it ran
over the bark.

“So much for that!” said Harry grimly.
“Now for the smokes! Give me every one
you have, or yowll be sorry for yourself!”

“I won't!”

Wharton grasped the Bounder and jammed
him up against a tree.  Vernon-Smith
struggled wildly in his grasp.

“Let me go!” he panted.

“When I've finished, not beforet”

And Wharton turned out the Bounder's

pockets. Several packets of cigarettes came
to light. Wharton put them in his own
pockets.

«] shall burn these as soon as I get back to
Greyfriars,” he remarked grimly.
anything to say against it2”

“Have you

“Pah! You're afraid of him!”

“Well, so are you, for that matter!"” said
Skinner, with a grin.  *“Why don't you tackle
him? 1t's one to one.”

¢1 will not! I—-"

“Are you ready, Smith?” 2

“Hands off! Help! Rescue!”

“It’s your funeral, Smithy,” said Skinner.
“We can't interfere in a fair fight; can we,
Stott?” X £ 5

+0f course not!” said Stott. “Smith's such
a rotten outsider, he doesn't understand these
things. On the whole, it was a bit thick te
bring champagne and smokes to a picnic.”

Wharton advanced towards the Bounder.

“Will you put up your hands?” he said,
between his teeth.

“No!” yelled the Bounder.

“Youll get the licking, anyway!”

“Hands off! Oht” =

Wharton's open palm came across his cheek
with a crack like a pistol-shot.

Vernon-Smith staggered back
tree.

His face was deadly white, save where the

against 8

brother 7' she said softly.

Marjorie sat upon the mossy wall.
Wharton started. Ha guessed Hazoldone was
c-a»using his sister anxiety again. (See Chapter 1.)

‘ Have you-—have you seen my

“T will make you suffer for this, some
day!t” S

“Look here, you're carrying matters with a
jolly high hand, Wharton!” said Hazeldene.

“Hold your tongue!”

“But I—

“That’s enough!”

Wharton released Vernon-Smith and stepped
pack. He stripped off his jacket, and threw
it on the ground, and rolled up his sleeves.

“Now, then, Smith, are you ready?”

The Bounder started.

“Ready? What do you mean?”

“I'm going to lick you!”

The Bounder retreated a pace.

“As captain of the Remove, and as a decent
chap, I'm going to put down' this sort of
thing,” sald Wharton quietly. “You've been
ragged by the Form, and it’s done you no
good. You are going to fight me now.”

The Bounder turned white,

SEwontt -

“You will! = You've deliberately led these
three fools into your own rascally ways, and
you'll do worse if you're not stopped. You're
going to have a lesson now.”

desperately. “We're more than enough for
him. Collar him and rag him!”

“He’s Form-captain, you know,” muttered
Stott. Skinner and Stott would as soon have
tackled a.wild boar as Harry Wharton in his
© present mood. =

“Help me, you fellows!” cried Vernon-Smith"

red mark of the blow showed up vividly and
lividly on the cheek. =

“Is that enough for you?” said Harry.

Without a word Vernon-Smith sprang at
him. His blood was at fever-heat now, and
he was reckless.

In 2 moment more they were fighting.

Hazeldene, Stott, and Skinner stood locking
on, with quiet and VYery subdued looks. They
teared Wharton when he was in that temper.

It was more than the orgy in the glade that
was. exasperating Wharton—it was the fact
that Marjorie had seen it, and seen how far
her brother had fallen.

For that, too, the Bounder was to pay.

The weedy, overfed Bounder, who never
took exercise, and spoiled his wind by
smoking, was nothing like a mateh for
Wharton.

He was knocked right and left.

Wharton’s fists rained upon his face, and he
reeled .to and fro, striking out blindly, hardly
touching his assailant, but receiving punish-
ment all the time.

He collapsed at last, rolling in the grass at
Wharton’s feet. Harry stood looking down &b
him with merciless eyes.

“Get up!” he said.

“Ont

“Get up, you coward!”

“T—1 can't!”

“You'll gel

up and take your gruel, or it'il
Tis PRSNY POPULAR.~—No. 17,
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be the worse for vou!” said Harry. “T'll lick
you with a switch if you won’t face my fists.”

The Bounder staggered to his feet.

“@o it, Smithy!” sajd Skinner encourag-
tngly.

“(lowards!” yelled the Bounder.
don's you help me?”

“It’¢ one to ane, you know.”

“Coward!”

Skipner shrugged his shoulders.

The fight recommenced, and Vernon-Smith
pave ground all the time, but he could not
avoid the punishment Wharton gave him.
Atter two or three minutes of hard hitting he
fell again.

This time Wharton let him He.

The Bounder lay and gasped and gasped,
if his breath would never come, and all the
¢ his eyes glittered at Wharton's like a
ake’s.

Harry turned from him contemptuously.

“Phat’s enough for Smith,” he said. "It
would serve you fellows right if 1 gave you
the same.”

“0h, draw it mild, Wharton!”

“I would, only—-"'  Wharton paused. He
wag angry enouch to “go for” the whole
party there and then, and the wasters of the
Remove would mot have made much of a
stand’against the young athlete.

Why did he not? It was because Marjorie’s
hrother was one of them. He did not wish to
lay hands on Hazel.

Hazeldene was standing biting his lips. His
face was dark and angry-—anger and shame
were strueggling in his breast, but anger was
predominant.

‘Wharton looked at him.

“Are you coming back to Greyfriars?” he
asked.

“Not with you!” said Hazeldene.

“Better come.”

“T1 won't!” v

Wharton nodded eurtly. He had destroyed
the champagne and taken possession of the
cigarettes.

There was 1o

“Why

o

harm in the rest of the

picnie, and the juniors were weleome to it— |

witlr what appetite they had left.

The captain of the Remove stroefe away
through tha wood. Marjorie was long gone.
Harry turned his steps in the direction of
Greyiriars, and his brow was very moody 28
he went.

= ———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hazsidene Throws it Up.

AZELDENE ecarefully avoided Harry
Wharton that -evening, and Harry
did not seek his society. The next
day it was the same.

Harry understood that the scene in the
woed, when the pienic had been interrupted,
and Vernon-Smith thrashed, must have been
humiliating enough to Marjorie’s brother.

He wished to spare Hazeldene's feelings,
thouch onm one point he would concede
nothing — Vernon-Smith's blackguardism
would be put down with a firm hand.

1f Hazeldene chose to kick up rough about
it, Wharton did not quite know what to do.
For Marjorie’s sake he wanted to help the
weak, reckless fellow; but how he was to
help Lim against his own will was not elear.

He could not prevent Hazeldene from asso-
ciating with the Bounder if he chose to do
g0, and he could not always have his eye
aa the Bounder to sce if he was playing the
“giddy goat™ again.

After the lesson be had reeceived Harry
helieved that the Bounder would bhe very
carcful for some time, and that probably was
the case.

But Hazeldene avoided Wharton in a way
that showed he strongly resented the inter-
ference of the Form-captain.

i d vinion of him Wharton
jittle. - But through the
ene there might come a
friendship with Marjori
wrbon had plenty of trouble cn his mind
fust mow.

Temple & Co. bad challenged the Remove
ta a rowing-mateh, and Wharton had to gev
his men together for regular practice, and
to keep them up to the mark. With mest of
them it wuas not difficult to get them up to
time. :

There were plenty of fellows in the Form
able and willing to work, and Bulstrode was
showing a enness, which left: Wharton
mplain about.

3

nothing to

Wit?; Hazeldene Harry had some diffienlty. i

Evidently under the Bounder's influe

Hazeldene showed a slackness that was irri- ;

'FaE PENNY POPULAR—NO. 17.

- tating enough in a fellow selected to row for

his Form.

There were fellows in the Remove who
would have given almost anything for a
chance to get into Hazeldene’s place, and he
showed a carelessness about the matter, as
if he prized it very little, and could hardly
be driven out in the mornings to practise.

Wharton hardly knew what to do about if.

There were plenty of fellows in the Form
able and willing to take Hazeldene's place,
and there was no doubt that Ogilvy, Micky
Desmond, Morgan, or Treluece counld have
been trained to take their place in the eight
with as much eredit as Hazeldene.

Wharton considered whether he ought to

drop him.
. But he was loth to put such a slight upon
him—Iloth, too, to play into the Bounder's
hands by coming to an open quarrel with the
foolish lad.

TFor if Hazeldene did not row in the eight
he would drop out'of Wharton’s eircle, and
be thrown quite under the Bounder's io-
fluence,

He could hardly be dropped
coming to bad terms over it.

Yet Whartou reflected that his first duty
was to the Form and the crew, and that he
ought to allow no consideration, even for
Marjorie, to interfere with that.
© On Saturday afternoon there was to be a
pull over the course, and Ogilvy was to time
them; and after school Wharton looked for
Hazeldene.

THe had a feeling that the junior might bave
some intention of going out.

He found "Hazeldene talking
Bounder in the Remove passage.

Vernon-Smith gave Wharton an evil look
and went into his study. Hazeldene made a
motion te walk away. Harry clapped him en
the shoulder.

“You haven’t forcotten the practice this
afternoon, old ehap?” he remarked.

Hazeldene coloured.

“When. is it?” he asked.

« At half-past two, same time as the race
with the Upper Fourth next Wednesday.”

“1 was going out with Vernon-Smith.” *

“Sorry: bwt the time of the practice was
fixed, and you knew it yesterday,” said Harry
quietiy.

“1’d forgotten.”

“Tt's hardly a thing to be forgotten,” said
Wharton. “There are plenty of feliows in the
Remove who would jump at your place.”

“Let ‘em jump.”

“What do you mean?” 3

+1 don’t care so much about rowing,” said
Hazeldene swilenly. “After all, it’s a blessed
fag, and you don’t get anything for it.”

Wharton’s lip curled,

“I can see tgat the Bounder has been talk-
ing to you,” he remarked. “That's the
brute’s idea of sport. He ought to be kicked
out, of Greyfria

“He's my friend.”

«“And a rotten bad friend for you or any-
body else,” said Wharton hetly. “He's trying
to make you slide out of the erew, of course.
He’d be glad to see you cut the cricket, too,
<0 that he could get you into his hands.
Though I'm blessed if I know why he should
cultivate you =o much more than any other
fool in the Form. Snoop and Skinner are
ready to suck up fo him to any extent.
Unless—"

Wharton paused.

He “had believed that the Bounder euiti-
vated Hazeldene chiefily as a blow at Study
No. 1; but it occurred to him as he spoke
that there might be another reason.

He remembered the toast the Bounder had
given at the pienic in the glade.

Wharton’s eyes burned with anger at the
idea that a fellow like the Bounder might
have dared to think of Marjoric. P

Hazeldene looked at him with a sneer.

“Well,” he said, “unless—"

“Never mind. But that ead will do you
no good.”

“If you choose to call my friends names,
Wharton, you needn’t trouble to talk fo
me."”

“1 thought that I was your friend, too,”
said Harry, controlling his temper as well ag
Le cou'd. .

“Well, let Smith alone, then.”

“Hang Smith! Are you coming eut te prac-
tice 2"

“Took here, I'd like to miss it this after-
noon. I've promised Vernon-Smith.”

“You can’t miss it! Don’t be an a

Hazeldene shook himself .impatientiy.

“Put somebody else in my place, then.”

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“%)0 you mean that?’

«Yeg

“You want to be left out of the eight?”

without

with the

s

Friday.

th‘tes, rather than make a worry of the
ing.”
“Y won't say what T think of youw,” said
Harry quietly. “But think of Marjorie. She
knows you've heen selected to row in the
eight. She’ll be proud if you heip us to win.
What will she think of you if you siide oub
tike this?”

Hazeldene hesitated,

He had forgotten Marjorie for the moment.

If there was one persen in the world who
had a permanent and thoroughly good in-
fluence over the weak and wayward lad, it
was his sister Marjorie.

Harry saw his advantage, and pushed it

“Hang it all, Hazel, don’t go back on t
Form in this way! You can go out alte
wards, and if you eut the rowing, what are
you going to say to Marjorie?”

Hazeldene's hesitation continued. The
thought of his sister had more power than
anything else to bring him back to the right
path. But at that moment Vernon-Smith
opened his study door, and glanced out.

“P’ll be ready in five minutes, Hazel,” he
said.

Hazeldene started.

“All right, Smithy.”

“You are not going with him, old chap?”?
said Harry, as the Bounder closed his door.

“I’ve promised him.” 8

“And you throw over your old friends for
that fellow.”

“If you dom't chicose to see reason—-"

“That's enough,” said Wharton; and hoe
turned en his heel and walked down the
sage.

azeldene glanced alter him ¢

then went into the Bounder’s

14

usly, and

@

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
FThe Eight at Practice.

ARRY WHARTON strode down
passage with a clouded brow.
He did not jein his chums,
made his way to the sen
Common-roont, where he expected to fied Win
gate, the captain of Greyf S

The big, geod-natured Sixth-Former was
there. He was chatting with Courtney of the
Sixth when Harry came in.

He glanced kindly enough at the Remove
captain.

~Can I speak to you a moment, Wingate?”
said Harry abruptiy.

“Certainly; go ahead!”

“I want te ask you something,” said Barry,
somewhat. embarrassed. - “It's a rather
peculiar favour to ask, but—-"

“Cut it short!”

“We're having a practice of the Lower
Fourth .eight. this afterncon on the Bark.
Don't. you think it. would be a goed idea for
all the Remove to turn up and watch the
practice? 1t would do them good, in a way.”

“I've no doubt they will.”

“Yes; but some of thern won’t—I mean they
mightn't,” said Harry slowiy., “Could you—
you don't mind my asking—-"

“What the dickens do you want?” asked
Wingate bluntly, while Courtney looked
curiously at the Remove-captain.

“I want you to order all the Remove o
turn up for the practice,” said Harry.

“Oh! Why?”

“Well, I--1 should like yow to. I've got miy
reasons, but I'd rather not explaim them, if
you don’t mind. But you always take some
treuble over our sperts, Wingate, and if you'd
do that, you'd help us a lot.”

Wingate looked st him: hard.

“T’ll do it,” he said. ‘“Here, pin this notice
on the board.™

He wrote on a leaf of his pocket-boak, tore
it out, and handed it to Wharton. The junior
took it with a lightencd brow.

“Thanks, Wingate,” ke said gratefully.

“Not, at: all, kid.”

Harry left the senmior room: with the paper.
The two seniors exchanged glances.

“What. the dickens can that mean?” said
Courtney. ;

“Some slacker wants to ent, the practice, I
suppose,” said Wingate reflectively. *“Perhaps
Wharton wants to keép hinr up fo the mark
It may be some fellow he can't afford to k
out of the eight.”

“Qh; T see!”

« Anyway, I've got faith in Wharten.”

Harry Wharton hurried to the school notice-
board, and pinned up the paper.

Five minutes later, a crowd of juniors were
reading the notice, with various ejaculations

the

| of surprise.

It ran as follows:
“Every member of the Remove is to turn up
at the river for the whole time of the crew's

i
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oon. —&igned, G. Wingate, |

ciaculyted Bob Cherry:

% ds  dervifie,” remarked

amsget Ram Singh. - !
“Blessed if I can myake noate out!” said
Mugent. “Look here, rton, here’s an

order for the whole Form te turn up and
wateh us ot practice.”

Harry Wharton l'wg‘neﬂ.

“It will do them good,” he remarked.

“Hallo, bhallo, hallo! Going wout?” ex-
wlaimed Bob "Ghmy., ‘as 4he Bounder and

_Hazeldene came «down into the hall.

“Yes,” said Vernon-Smith.

“Haven't you seen the metice?”

“What no’t' (ol

“Here it is; look at ibt” !

Vernon-Smith and Mazeldene read the notwe'
through. The latter's face fell, but only a
sneer came t0 the Bounder’s lips.

“1 ‘suppose nhat won't make any mffermce
o you, Hazel,” he said.

“Eh? It's Wmvates order. .
‘Tal\e no notice of it.”

“ Wingate's captain of the schosl, and head
prefect. What de you mean, Smithy? We
must take notice of it.”

The Bounder curled his lip.
“1 shall not!” he exclaimed.
“You won't go m*t*?"
“J shall4”
“Hang it, Took h’ere Smithy?”
“Come, let's get oub,”
slipping his arm through aze]dcnes
The latter ¢hook himself free. 1
“1 can't,” he said. “We have got to stick’
‘it- out for the practice. Wingabe means what
e says. T tell you a junior cam't buck up
wgainst Wingate.,”
‘An unpleasant look came over the Bounder's |

fon
1‘?‘

“You mll not come?” he exclaimed.
“1 can’t.”
“You are ‘a fool.”
« You are a hxmrvr one, if you go out
»gamat Wingate's order,” said Hazeldenﬂ =¥

«lm’t know wh.xt 1t s dor{e for, but we've got

the line.”
all not ‘toe the line.”
“1f will be the worse for you, then.”
“Pah! I am going?’
The Bounder made a btnde towards the
door. A good many of the £
heard what was said. &
themselves in Vernon-
“Whnre are you Lo

ort \'D\l i-» Wi cate, hsc'mse
t!:ﬂt Wi nuhl be speaking, but we'll jolly well
see that you obey the ordert”

“1 will net! F—

“¥our mistake, my boy; \Ef&l awiil.
him, ‘chaps!”

'J he Bounder made a spring for the open
loorway, but five or six pairs of hands clozed
n him. He strugeled, bui he was whisked
out of the house in a sccond or two, and
under Bob Cherry's directions he was
marched down to the river.
t me go!” he gasped.
g is nothing to me.

“Rats!” said Offllwy.
as Wingate orders?”

“I won't”

“Boshi”
Vernon-Smith* might say that he \muldn’t
ut he had no choice in the atber with the |
;'raap of half a dozen sburdy juniors mpon

£88418

He vas rushed down to the bank of the
Bark in record time, and arrived there breath-
fess aud gasping, with his eap gone, his
eollar torn out, and most of the buttons of
his waistcoat. i

“Keep him there, kids?” said Bob Cherry. |
“Hold him if he tries to bolt. He's to stay
here for the whole time of the practice,
according to Wingate's order.”

“Faith, and we'll see that he does!” said ]
Aicky Desmond, slipping an arm through the/
Bounder’s. “Now ye &palpeen, it ye!
sthraggle I shall very likely land ye one on
T said I would!”

Collar

“Your rotten
_Tet me gol”
“You're going to do

e boko—soi—there.

And he did.

‘The Bounder gasped and ceased to resist. |
With Micky holding ene arm and Ogilvy]
holding the other, he stood between the two !
juniors, .a p}cture of lmpntenb Tage. ]

“Betther take it calmly,” advised Mieky.

“Hang youl”
. “Shut up, you rotten bam-zier"’ said ]
“You may look on, but you're not|

1 move.
4 Hazeldene.
1 upon how he dealt with him.

d the Bounder, | g

1 it in a minute under our time of
1

allowed o talk. ¥Wou're too polite. Next

time you OpeR yeur mouth we’ll ducL you int

the river!”
“Faith, and it’s a good idea entirely I”
And the Bounder kept his mouth closed.

Harry Wharten & (o. were carrying the
1 gight-oar down to the water.

Hazeldene
came to the boathouse with a somewhat
uhamefdced expression.

“Do you want me to row, Wharten?” he

asked. “It seems that I can’t go out, any-

3 way, and—and I'm willing to row if you
1 like.”

Such a way of putting it from any other
fellow would have met with a short and
sharp response from the captain of the Re-
But Wharton wanted to be easy with
More than the race depended

“All right,” he said shertiy.

And Hazeldene took his place with the
crew.

The boat slid into the water.

Wharton, Bob <Cherry, Nugent,
i iSingh, Tom Bmwn, Mark Linley, Bulstrode,

1 and Hazeldene stepped into the boat, and
& Morgan,
stern.

the coxswain, dropped inte the
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A crowd of fellows had assembled on the |

bank to watch the practice, among them
Temple, Dabney & Co.

The Upper Fourth-Formers were smiling
Toftily. But they did not smile so much
when Harry Wharton’s eight got to work.

Blundell of the Fifth gave the signal to
start, and the eight got away in fine style,
and weut down the river with a steady pull.

1t quickened, and they shot past the island
at a spanking rate.

Round the island and back to the landing-
stage was the course, and the Remove eight
covered it in a time that made the Fourth-
Formers open their eyes.

“My word!” said Dabney, locking at his
watch. With all his loftiness he had con-
descended to time the race. “They’ve done
the other
day!
“By George!”

“Qf course,
into it,” said Fry

“Perhaps not, but

“But we were -m;lmg hard,” said Scott,

we weren't putting our beef

| “and we shall have to pull harder to beaf

the Remove on Wednesday.”
“Oh, rather!”
Temple nodded.

Hurree |

{ nesday,

i about the Remove pro
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C“We've got to b om,” he said. “Tt
means hard trainin now and Wed-
that’s all. We can't afford to be
beaten by the Lower Feurth.”

Lond cheers from the Remove greeted the
beat as it dashed up.

All knew that the crew had ecovered the
course in less time than the winners of the
{ast race, and that was 2 good augury for
the snccess of the Remove. ;

Wharton’s eyes he
jumped ashere.

His crew had pulled together well, and he
was quite satisfied with th

Ogilvy and Desmond rel the Bounder,
who strofle away with & black brow. He
was the only fellow in the Remopve who was

were sparkling as

{ not gleeful.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Btraight from the Shoulder.

N Monday morning, at half-past sixy,
the Remove eight rowed over the
course, and timed the row.

They knew the Upper Fourth time,
and they beat it by twenty secends, which
was a matter of jubilation to the Remove.
Temple, Dabney & Co. sniffed when they
heard it, and after school they rowed over
the course themselves, and tied the Remove
time o a second.

They rowed over the course again in the
dusk, without being watched by the Remove,
but the result was kept to themselves. Bub

Temple, Dabney & €Co. mo longer pretended
to believe that the race would be a walk-
over,

It would be a wvery close thing
knew its o t

g, and they
aking a new line, said
nd a good rave was
and had been looking

and Temple,
v giad of it,
1

wanted

forward to.
Harry Wharton w

oh'w s.ery cheerful
azeldene was
the only fellew Wharton

. about.

i doubt

| result.

Hazeidene was a
about that,
gnod condition. Cri
and a few days .of <o
had worked wonders.
Hxs form would be all right if he chose fo

wd ear, there was no
= irained to
him fit,

ht(*r the
AT ould bc fcr W har{"
he worse for the erew. It w
str f the Remove bont.
ene was turning up for practice
, and had said nothing more aboub

usze for dropping him

[ HOW, €V if. he wanted to do so.

Put what was to ha pen at the last
monient?

The trial on Tucsday was to be rowed
after school, and Harry was on the alert as

soon as the Form came out of the class-
room.

He had scen Vernen-Smith whispering to
Hazeldene, and he suspected tue Bounder,
but Hazeldene's manner was quite frank.

“Ready?” asked Harry.

“Quite.”

“Come on, thent!”

And Wharton's suspicions melted away.

The Remove eight and their cox went down
to the river, accompanied by the scratch
crew they were to row against, and followed
by most of the Form to watch-the trial.

The scrateh crew was composed of O
Desmond, Treluce, Russell, Trever, ott,
Laey, and Smith minor, with Wun iung to
COX.

They were a good crew, though, of course
not anything like the form of the cight.

‘The trial was watched by an eager crowa
on the bank.

Wharton’s doubls with regard
dene were soon set at rest.

He puiled as well as the rest, and, in hct, <
showed unusually good form.

The scrateh erew put the best they had
into the contest, but they were easily beaten
by two lengths, the eight rowing in splendid
time.

Loud cheers from tun Remove greeted tha

to Hazel

Fus PeNNY PopuLaR.—No, 17
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Not @ fetlow there but fin

he Remove eight were d
rolou of the Imu Four
afternoon. :

When the Remove hoats bad pulled off the
egurse the Upper Fourth rowed a trial, and
Temple professed himself completely sati
with the result. 5

Both parties, in fa
and both were quite
{he MOrrow.

*We \han lick them?” said Bob Cherry, as
the rowing-men walked up to the echeol in a
body. “It will he another one up for the
Rfmow"’

“The upfuluness will he terr
Hurree Singh.

“What do you think,

Bob Cherry glane

anr iene had left

e’s that ch

“Faith, and hc wen
with Smithy!” said

Barry Wharton g

“Bure of that, i

“¥aith, and T caw h

W harton left the 3
strolled back to the river. s
eareless manner, but there was deep avﬁ\y%y
in his breast.

Hazelde a8 gone thh the Bounder along
the - to“mﬂ path.- It -‘might mesn nothing,
but it mxwt mean that they were taking the
short cut to the Cross Keys, which had a
garden backing on the river.

It fiashed into Wharton’s mind all of 2
spuddsn what the Bounder's game might be.

azeldene, if asked to throw up his place in
ihe boat ab the last moment, would bhe very
likely 1o shfink from such treachery.

But if he were indueced to make 2 fb()i of
himself now—if he smoked and drank at the
Cross. Keys—he would be in no state on the
morrow for a hard race. It would suit the
Bounder’s game quite as well if he were
unfit as if he resigned.

. Wharton gritted his tecth at the thought.

He strode along the towing-path, with the
river gleaming in the sunset on his right
hand and the deep-scented wood on his left

As soon as he was cub of sight of the other
fellows he broke into a run.

“Ah! Therc they are!”

He uttered the exclamation suddenly as he
caught sight of the two echoolcaps ahead of
him on thc towing-path bobbing above the
bushes.

He quickened his pacr.

On the turf of the towing-path his foot-
steps made no sound, and he was very close
to the two juniors before they kmew he was
at hand.

’The Bounder gave a little start as he
glanced over his shouider.and caught sight of
Wharton. Harry came up, a little flushed,
snd breathing hard. :

Hazeldene's face assumed a sulky look.

“ Anything the matter, Wharton?” he

miy believed that |
ined to lower &
th on the following

1 remarked

Hazel?”

Hazeldene? -
mrg the 'ov\mrf path
Xy Desmond.

e

n3ked.

“No. Only, aren’t you going a long way,
Hazel? 1It’s gettix‘g near locking-np, you
know.”

““Yve got a p.xs% 2
“Oh! A p“eieu s P
“Yes
“Which prctc(\ 7 asked W hwtw
“What does it matter to you?” said the

Bounder insolently.

But Wharton did not even look at him,
keeping his eyes fixed upon Hazeldene.

“Lodey,” said Hazeldenc sullenly.

Wharton compressed his lips.

Loder was*a prefect who would always give
a pass to a fellow who would perform com-
miszions for him in the village—such_ as
smuggling cigareties into the school or taking
messages to the Cross Keys.

“Where are you going, Hazel?” he asked.

“For a stroll.”

“Hadn’'t you better come in?”

“¥ suppose Hazeldene is the best judge of
that himself 1” remarked Vernon-Smith,

Harry turned upon him in a flash.

“I wasn’t speaking to you!” he exclaimed

angrily. “If you give me any cheek you'll
vet some of what you got the cther day!”

The Bounder retreated a pace.
© “Look here, ylou jolly well let us alome!”
cxeclaimed Hazeldene irritably. “You’re not

-y blessed guardian, I suppose, and—and I

don’t want to have anything to say to you,
anyway! -

“Now, look here, old chap!” said Wharton
nmore gently. “The race is to-morrow, and
a lot depends on it. Is it asking too much
{0 ask you to come in now, and not go out
with Vernon-Smith agu{n till after the race?
tt’s only one day more.’

Vernon-Smith burst into a mocking laugh.
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No, 17,

“Come on, Hazel! Don’t be a booby!” he
exclaimed. - “'This chap will be taken for
your dry-nurse next!
dIt', was exactly the appeal to make to Hazel-

ene,
and edS“y led, hated to be thought under
anybody’s imfinence.

“I jolly well won't. go in!” he exclaimed.
“I'm coming, Smithy! You ca A mmd your
own huqmess, Wharton :

‘Look here, Hazel——-"

“That’s enough! I'm going vith Smlthv'
Do you think I'm a baby “to he looked aiter?
I’'m ‘'my own master, Harry Wharten! I'll go
where I choose! I've had enough of your
dictation, too! I'm if 'l row in
the eight to-morrow.

Wharton compre

“You must, i

“I won't, then!”

“Look here—-—" - =

“It’s your own fault. I'm not going to be
domineered over. ¥Find somebedy clse to
take my place, and be hanged to yon! And
you needn’t speak to me again! I don't want
to know you!”

Wharton looked bard at him.

He hsd not

suspected that the malign in ce of the
Bmmdnr had. gone as decp . :
“Do you mean that, Ha,
“Every word!”_ .
“You're~ willing to play this
.

dirty,
cowardly. trick on the Form—- :
"That‘s-enmng!xf" Hazeldene clenched his
hands.  “You'd™ better not go too  far,
Wharton!  You can’t falk to me as you do
to Vernon-Smith{”

Wharton's Hp curled. -

“I'll talk to you in [)x EI))JI\“," he re-
plied. -“If -you playsu & this on
the Remove, you .dese be cut by every
decent feﬂo}v at Grey you wili
be.  But let that pass. Look herc! Have

on thought about Marjorie? W ')at will she
—what will she think—when she knows
t you've thrown up the pléce at the last
moment, and leit us in the lurch?”
Hazeldene clenched bis hands convulsively,
and next moment he struck full at Wharton's
face.
= Hzel?

" It was a sharp cry from the A
grac eful _form ran out, and Ha arm

as he struck. He pped  his
an is side, turmn" 8ca Verpon-
Smith turned on his heel, and walked along

the

towing-path.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Marjorie Speaks Plainly.
ARJORIE panted for breath,

: “Hagel! What is the matter
v )ou?
med.

How dare you!” she
rr.uc‘dcne Iouheu sullen.

“You don’t know what the row is,” he
said. “1I'm not going to explain to you.
You'd better leave us alonme, Marjorie.”

Marjorie's eyes flashed.

“I sha'n't do anything of the sort, Hazel!
¥ou ought to be ashanied of yourself!”

- “You don't” know what he’s done.”

“1 know what you imagine. I heard what
you- gaid as I came along the footpath,”
said Marjorie, her eyes flashing, and her
checks burning with indignation. “That is
why I ran forward to stop * you. I am
ashamed of you! Haxry is your friend—
your best friend--and mine, t00.”

“What right bas he to interfere with me?”
said Hazeldene savagely.

“Because 1 asked him to.”

Harry stood silent.

“You!” ejaculated Hazeldene.
you mean?”’

“Y wrote to Harry, and asked him to meet
me, because I wapted to speak to him about

ou. » :

“About me!” stammered Hazeldene.

“Yes,” said Marjoric, “about you. Be-
cause you were getting into your old foolish
ways again. Because you were associating
with a boy I knew fo be bad and wicked,
Because 1 was afraid you would be expellied

“What do

{from Greyfriars, as you would have been
once-bcfure if Harry Wharton had not saved
you.”

“Marjorie !”

“Harry came to meet me because I asked
him, and I asked him, toec, to keep it a
c,egret because I wanted to spare your feel-
ings, and hecause I knew you were so foolish
and obstinate that yon would re ut anyhody
taking an interest in your welfare.”

Hazeldene coloured. =

Marjorie was’speaking very p‘lainly; hitting
straight from the shoulder, 50 to speak.
Hazeldene had never seen Mdl‘]()ﬂe lose her

who, like most Tellows who are weak |

temper before,
near losing it now.
junior like a whip.
“Aarjorie!” he stammered.
“Yes, .foolish and obstinate,”
jorie. “That wicked bay Vernon-Smitt

but she was dangerously
Her tonguc lashed the

Jeading you into bad ways, and you kEnow ltn 5

You ought to know. hetter. You ought to

do hetter. You ough{ not to sp to him.

And to quarrel with Harry, bee he. did

what I asked him to—" <
“I-1 ‘didn’t know you had asked him. I

thought I—" =
“1 am aghamed of you, Hazel. T w

could think you were ashamed of you
tco, as you ought to he”

“That’s all very well,”
y. “I’'m jolly well no
after by a girl,” anyw

Vharton——->7"

“Perhaps you will prefer father to fook
after you, then,” said Marjorie, “for I mu
write to him and tel hiu
you kecp on with that wretched
Smith.”

Hazecldene turned pale.

“Marjorie!  You woualdn'
the pater!”

“I would—to save you irem being expel! ted
froin Greyfriars, and disgracing us-all” said
Marjorie. “You have no t to assune o
be )our own master afte u -have . asked
others to get you out of dif ities, as you
have stways done. Wharton vﬁu} you frem
bmrig Ic\pelled the last time.”

d Hazeldene sul-
oing to he losked
ay,  and a3 ‘for

boy ¥

B¢ away to

“Yes, you had forgotien that, of eourse.”
1 ‘hadn't forgotien it L 5
“Harry interfered 1
to. 1 dén't kmow
hfu-.u'-ns to youl" ey
mg to tears.
*Marjorie!

Hazeldené was all contrition at oice.
and i lvxghfﬂm‘d

Marjorie scldom cried,
Hazeldene to sec her.
head away. -~ 3

He felt that if the sceune Jasted much
longer he would give Hazeldene the thrash-
ing of his life.

His fingers fairly Ltrhu to bhe upon the
foolish lad. -

But Hazeldene was repentand

ensugh now.

He approached Marjorie, bub she repulsed
him.

“Marjorie, I'm sorry! I—  Look l.rrg.
don’t cry, old ! I'm awiully so

I-—-I’ve been an as It was what Smith sz d

that made me wil and—and—1 say, don't
ery, you know! I'm rry ! 1’11 apologise to
Wharton, if you UkP 'l row to-morroy, if
they'il 1ot e, toe.”

Harry Wharton went _qujetly along the
towing-path towards the school.

e felt that it would be better to leave

tiic brother and sister alone.

He walked moodily towards Gy

He had never seen Marjorie show so mueh
emotion,” and was )ntteﬂy angry with
Hazeldene, who wag so far from being worth
{lie affection his sister gave him.

Barry Wharton, walking stowly and
moodily, was nearly at Greyfriars, when he
heard a patter of footsteps on the towing-
path behind him.

He turned his head. It was Ha

© Hazeldene looked very pale and
faevd

T Weli?” eaid Wharton grimiy,

“ft's—it’s all right.”

“You call®it all right, when you have
worried and upset the . best girl in the
world,” said Wharton savagely. “'h" she
w.unt your sister I'd ek you till you
couldn’t stand for a week, you Mv)x"’

Hazeldene wineed. . ; -

“And I should deserve it, expeet,” he
said, in a low voice. “I'm sorry, W harton!
Look here, I'm going to ebuck the Smith
Lh'l]) and—-a.nd if youll have me, I’ m\v
m tlm eight to -morrow, and do my best.”

“Very well,” said Wh.;rto’l :hurﬂv

And they, walked to tbe :chool withoub

another word.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
‘T'he Rival Eighis.

EDNESDAY dawned bright and
fair.
C~ At hali-past six in the morning

the Remove cight were -on the
river for a final spin.
They fully satisfied Harry Wharton.
.The last anxiety of the Remove eaptain
Was gone now.
During the meorning Vernon-Smith spoke
to Hazeldene several times, but the manner
of hie former friend was short and dry.

1!’
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The juniors turned out for the race in the
highest spirits. ‘Some of the girls of Cliff
¥louse were expected over to see it, and soon
after dinner Marjorie and Clara arrived.

Harry Wharton ran to meet them as soon
as he caught sight of the bright hats and
frocks in the distance.

Marjorie colonred a little as she saw him.
But Harry made no reference to the scene of
the towing-path, and she was soon .at her
ease.

“8o glad you've come,” said Harry cheer-

fully. “It will be a jolly good race, which-
ever side wins. Hazel is doing well, too, Mar-
jorie. He was pulling splendidly this morn-
ing.”

“T'm so glad,” murmured Marjorie.

“Yes, rather,” said Miss Clara. “J didn't
think Hazel had it in him.”

“0Oh, Clara!”

“Well, I didn’t, dear, and I'm agreeably
surprised,” said Miss Clara. “I hope the
Remove will win.”

There was a big crowd on the bank when
the time of the race drew near.

Al the Remove and the Upper Fourth were
there, and Nugent minor and a band of
Second Form fags had turned up to yell.

Many of the seniors, too, joined the crowd
on the sunny banks of the Sark.

Marjorie and Clara and several other Cliff
Fouse girls were near the starting-post, amid
the crowd of juniors.

There was a rousing cheer as the crews
came down-to the water.

Both crews. looked very fit and well, and
cheers followed them as they pulled out to
the middle of the stream.

Wingate had the starting pistol in his hand,
ready to give the signal.

Every eye was on the crews.

Confidence and nervousness and grim deter-
‘mination blended in the looks of the rival
eights.

‘Crack!

It was the signal -

The Upper Fourth hoat got awdy with a
good start, ‘and shot ahead. The Remove had
not started so well. “They were half a length
to the bad in the first minute. But Harry
‘Wharton's face did not change.

He was stroking the boat with a quiet,
steady stroke, not in the least flustered.
The oars behind him dipped in splendid time.

There was a roar from the bank. .

“Go it, Temple!”

“Pull away, Remove!”

“Hurrah?”

Temple & Co. had the
proved upon it. ; s

The lead of the Fourth Form eight slowly
increased till she was nearly a length ahead
of the Remove boat.

The enthusiasm of the Upper Fourth was
anbounded.

A wild erowd poured along the banks, keep-
ing up with the boats, yelling and waving
caps. The Removites were yelling, too, loud
exhortations te Wharton’s crew to huck up.

But Wharton knew what he was doing.

He increased the rapidity of his stroke, and
the oars behind him followed perfectly, and
the speed of the Remove boat increased.

But half-way, over the course -the Upper
Fourth boat was still a length ahead.

The Remove were creeping up, however.

And s Wharton quickened, and his crew
quickened in perfect time, it was seen that
the Lower Fourth boat was creeping steadily
up.

The length was reduced to three-quarters of
a length. :

stert, and they im-
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¢ Will you put up your hands!? said Wharton betwesen his testh. His
open palm came across Vernoen-Smith’s chesk like a pistol-shot.
snough for you 2 * he said.

“ is that
(See Chapter 2.)

Then to half!

But the boats were over two-thirds of the
distance now, and the Upper Fourth and
most of the spectators felt that, with com-
mon luck, Temple & Co. ought to keep their
lead to the finish and win.

Wharton’s face was hard as iron now.

He knew what was in his men, and he

bounded confidence in their stroke.
Wharton was speeding up now.

Now was the time for a tussle—now the |

time for a spurt. The Remove boat speeded
up, and in a twinkling, as it seemed, the dis-
tance between them was reduced to a guarter
of a length, and then to an eighth or less.

There was a roar from the bauk.

“Hurrah, Remove!”

“@o it, Temple!”

“Pull! Pull! They're passing you!”

“Buck up!”

The Remove boat was level.

The Upper Fourth were rowing their hardest
now; but they had shot their bolt too socon.
Now, when a spurt was needed, they hadn't
ar ounce more in them.

They were doing their best, but—-"

A wild roar from the bank anunounced that
the Remove boat had shot ahead. An inch
—4wo inches—a quarter of a length!

They were close on the finish now.

Wharton and his men were rowing steadily
now, right up to the top speed, and the
Upper Fourth laboured after them in vain.

Another roar. 2

“Qo it, Remove!”

“Remove wins!”

“Hurrah!”

meant to have it out; and they had un-

Right ahead shot the Remove hoat!

“My. hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. = “We've
done it1” : :
And they had!
The Remove .eight had wpn hy three-
quarters of a length!
z 5 £ o« ° s 3 .

There was joy in the Remove that day.

The oarsmen jubilated as they rubbed them-
gelves down and changed after the race. The
whole Form jubilated, too. :

Temple, Dabney & Co. toek their defeat in
good part. It was a blow for the Upper
Fourth, but they stood it well. Temple said
they’d row it over again another time, a pro-
posal to which Wharton instantly acceded.
For the present, all was joy in the Remove

{ camp.

The chums of the Remove stood a tea under

1 the trees by the river after the race, to

which their rivals were invited, and came
cheerfully. Marjorie pressed Hazeldene's arm
as he dropped upon the bench beside her
under the elms. e

“You did well, Hazel,” she whispered: “I'm
proud of you.” :

1t was a merry tea-party; and a toast pro-
posed by Wun Lung was drunk with great
enthusiasm  in ginger-pop—"The - Junjor
Eights!” . ;

Billy Bunter joined the feast, with rather
a dubious air; but he was allowed to remain,
and he drank that toast—and would have
drunk any nurther of others, so long a§ the
ginger-pop lasted. And so ended the great
triumph of the Remoye Eight.

" THEZ END.
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the hat and drew out a slip of paper.

A BLANK FOR HIGGS ! a0 st o Sy i o eubty hand thie

Hs snorted as he saw it was a blank!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Suggestion from Leggett.
DOLPHUS SMYTHY, of the- Shell
Form at Rookwood, was looking dis-

gusted. He had conceived the
brifliant idea of getting up a sweep-

stake for the forthcoming Derby—tickets a
shilling 2 head; but the juniors of Rook-
wood had not received his precious scheme
with enthusiasm. With exception of the
Giddy Goats, Smythe’s own particular pals,
and one or two others of the “black sheep,”
?&m{the‘s sweepstake had met with no sup-
port.

The fact was, the Junior School at Rook-
wood had a. healthy contempt for any form
ol gambling, and Smythe did not venture to
hring his precious scheme to the knowledge
of any of the seniors, for obvious reasons.

So Smythe was feeling very blue, and his
study-mates, Tracy and Howard, were feel
ing much the same.

Léggett of the Fourth looked into Smythe's
¢tudy. Smythe and Tracy and Howard were
doing their preparation. = The three nuts
were in- extremely bad tempers.

Smythe was feeling disappointed. He was
very set on - bringing off that ep, doubt-
jess for excellent reasons of his own.

“Can I come in?” asked Leggett.

The Classical Shell felldws scowled at him.
Leggett belonged to the Modern: side, and
he  was not'a pleasant character. He was
more than suspected of sneaking to the ]
fecte, and he was always hard up
sometimes guilty of sharp practice in
with fellows not guite so keen as himself,

Smythe pointed to the door with bis pen.

“Onutside!” he said briefly.

“T waup to speak to you chaps,” explained
cett. “It’s about your sweep.”

Oh!” said Smythe, changing his manuer
at onee. “You can come in, Leggett!”

Leggett closed the door behind him
eame in. Smythe was quite  eivi
mediately.

“How many do you wantf” asked Smythe.

“Fh? How many what?”

“Are 'you putting up a single bob, or
more, I mean

“0h, I'm * gaid
Leggeét.

“Youwre not!™ Smythe’s eivility dropped
from him like a cloak. “Then get out, you
Modern worm!” S

“Better listen to me,” said
can_tell_you how to make it go.'

1 ime

ot putting vp anyil

eggett. “I

“I can make it go all right withont your

help!” said Smythe contemptuously,
THE PINNY PoPULsR.—No. 17,
t arinned,

“From what I hear, you can’t,” he said.
“I’ve been asking questions, vow see. Obly
a dozen fellows have come int”

“Fifteen!” snapped Smythe.

“Well, you're losing a good thing,” urged
Leggett. “1 tell you, my dodge will make
the whole crowd keen aiter the sweep. If
it doesn’t you needn’t use it, and you don’t
give me anything. I take the risk of your
not. winning, too. If you win, yon hand me
half a quid; and the sweep will come to five
or ten pounds, if you work it my way!”

“@ive him a hearing, Smythey,” said
Howard. “He’s a cunning beast, always up
to some dodge. We want the sweep to be a
success it we ean work it. It’s up to us
now! Our giddy prestige is at stake now
we've started the thing.”

“Yes, give him a chance,” said
“A half-quid won’t hurt you, Smyt
you win—and very likely you won’t

“Well, go on, Leggett,” said Smythe. “It’s
a go. It your dodge is any good, and if 1 win
the prize, and it’s over five quid, I'I! stand
you half-a-sovereign.”

“Good enough!” said Leggett, at
“Honour bright! These fellows are
nesses,”

“Honour bright!” said Smythe. “XNow,
what’s the wheeze? Blessed if I can see it!”

“If you could see it, you wouldn’t need
me to tell you. The idea is to appeal to
their patriotism.” ;

“Their what?” asked the perplexed Smythe.

“Patriotism.”

“What the dickens has patriotism got to
do with my sweepstake?”

“Lots!” said Leggett, with a echuckle,
“You announce that the winner of the sweep
undertakes to send twenty-five per cent. to
the Red Cross Fund for the wounded.”

“My hat!”

“It won’t hurt the
quarter of bhis winnin
“And, for the losers, theyll

Tracy.
it

once.
wit-

winner to stand a
said Leggett.
have the satis-

losses has gone to the Red Cross Fund.”

“By gad!” said Smythe. -

“And with a wheeze like thab you might
get a hundred and fifty fellows into it,” said
Leggett; “or the fellows with plenty of tin
might take a dozen chances each., The idea
of raising money for a patriotic fund, and
at the same time standing a chance of win-
ning the prize, will bring them round. And
the fellows who call it gambling, and turn
up. their noses’at it, will have come i,
or we'll call ’em mean and unpatriotic. With
twenty-five per cent. going to the fund, you
can make out that you've got up the whole

faction of knowing that a part of their

A Grand Long, Completé
Story, dealing with the
Farly Adventures of
JIMMY SILVER & Co.

By o

OWEN GONQUEST.

thing simply as % scheme for raising money
for the wounded in the war.”
“By gad, you are a deep heast!” said

fact 1s,” caid - Leggett, “I only
thought of this because I was turning it over
in my mind how to help the fund a bit, and
I can’t afford a subs tion.”
And Leggett nodded, and quitted the
study. :
“Seems a good idea,” said Smyihe, looking
ab his study-mates.
“Jolly good idea!” said Tracy.
buat——" . ;
“Well, .what?” ;
“¥ don’t like the way Leggett put ib. Be
seems certain that youre going to win,
Smythey. He intends-to bag that half-guid,
and. he ean’t unless you win, It’s as good as
ti “},\c thinks you’re going to work

it matter wi 2 cad like
id Smythe, "he names will
be written on slips, and put into 2 hat, and
drawn by chance.”

“Well, if it shosld tu
that the winuer was w
you had one of them

“That was a mistake. This time you gan
write down the names in-your own fist, and
Howard can put them into the hat.”

“Well, that’s all right,” said Tracy, and
Howard nodded. “Don’t mind my speaking
out, plain, Smythey—I know youw're straighs
—but some of the fellows were mighty sus-
picions last time, and if auything of the
kind happened again—-"

“Well, it won’t happen again!” growled
Smythe. *“Every fellow who draws a blank
will grumble, of course, That can’t be
helped. I wen't have a hand in the draw at
all, exeepting to look over the siips and ses
that you’ve got all the nantes down. I draw
with the rest—all square and ahove hoard.”

“Right-ho! Don’t be ratty!” said Tracy
pacifically. 3

‘mythe grunted, and went on with his

“But—

+

rn out like last time,
ten down twice, and
5

=

preparation.
THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Al Inl -
£ 0¥ in it1?
Jimmy Silver stared at - the
speaker, who 3 Flynn of the
Fourth. It was the day after

Leggett’s visit~to Smythe’s study.

“In what?” asked Silver,

“The sweep.”

“Oh, Smythe’s little sweep! No fear!”
~oWell, am,” said Flynan. “I'mm taki
three bobg’ worth. And I think it’s pret
mean of anybody to keep out, considerin

“Rot{? said Jimmy Silver. “It’s gambling,
and there would be an awful row if it got
the prefects. If Bulkeley or Enowles
wind of it, you’d hear something drop.”

“If youw're afraid of a row—-

“I'm not afraid of a row, you assi” said
Jimmy Silver wrathiully, “ly isn't that.
But it’s a roiten thing to do”

“Ratst”

“And I'm surprised at
Jimmy Silver indignanily. “You ocught to
know better, It’s all very well for Sinythe
and his set—they’re rotters. anyway.
thought you were keeping out of it.”

514
ty
S

you,” wenb on



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday. 9

" giid ¥iyhin,  “Bub Smythe
hadn’t explaived- then.  1¢'s only decent to

take a whack when the whole thing is heing

got up for thie wonnded.”
“The—the what!” :
“That’s the idea enfirely. A quarter of the
prize goes to the Red Cross Fund, and every

tellow who enters the sweep has to agree to

that, and to send the cash off in the presenee
of ‘the other fellows, Smythe says that a
couple of quid may be raised for the fund if
it’s a big sweep. So I pook three.”

Jimmy Silver wrinkled his brows.

“Well, that's put a different complexion on
the matter,” he agreed. “If Smythe’s doing
it for that, it’s not so rotten. Still, I dow’y

like it4”.

“Oh, don’t he 2 baste!” said Flypn. “You
ht to take a share.”
Well, I'm not going to.”
“Br-rr-r-r$” said Flynn, g
Jimmy Silver walked away with his brows
wrinkled, and joined bis chums in the tuck-
shop.
~ “Look here!” said Jimmy Silver.
to talk to you chaps. Come ont”
“What’s the row?? asked Lovell.
“It’s nhout that rotten swedp of Smythe’s.
¥4 tarns out that he’s deing it to raise money
for a fund--at least, that’s what he says now.
A quarter of the prize is to go to the Red
Cross, and the fellows seem to. be taking
it up.”
© Lavell cutickied. - e
“Seconds thoughts are Lest.” he remarked.
*“smythey never said anything of that to us.
He’s thought of that since, as a dodge to
make the chaps come in.” . :
-“That’s what I thought,” said Silver. “But
- -but under the cires, it looks 2 bit mean to
stay out. We shall be chipped about jt.”

“J want

“Might take = bob's worth,” szid New-
come.
“Rott Let's stay out of it, all the same,”

#aid Jimmy Silver. “That’s what I wanted
to speak to you about. It's just a trick to
cot fellows into the gamble, and I don’t like
i, It’s simply = disgraceful to mix "up

gambling with 2 thing like a fund for the.

diers. - I think Smythe’s a blackguard?!”
‘And he isn’t square,” said Raby, with a
shiake oif the head. “He had a sweep last
term. and there was a lot of talk about it.”

“Then - we’se sticking out?” said Filver.
“That's agreed?”

“Danel” said the Co. together.

Fimmy Silver feli relieved in his mind. He
did not want the Co. to be mixed up with the
©iddy Goats and their precious gamble. But
3% wae not so easy to “stick out,” and that

‘the: Fistical Four soon discovered.

Tor Smythe’s little sweep had caught on.

Fellows whoe would have had nothing to do
with it gave it their cordial support when it
was explained that the whole thing was 2
dodge to raise money for the wounded
soldiers. ;

And the doubtful Thomases who remem-
the little mistake in Smythe’s last

were reassurcd by being . told that
rd and TPracy were managing the whole
Howard and ‘i'racy were decided
“Goats,” but they were straight enocugh, and
the juniors trusted them.

Bven Tommy ‘Dodd & Co. had “come in.”
‘tiey had resisted at first; bhecause it was o
€Classical sweep, and therefore they were up
against_it; and secondly because they were
ap against gambling in any shape or form.
But they gave ip, finding opinion on the
#lodern side against them. They did not 1il
tn be congidered either mean or unpatriotic.

Jimmy Silver & Co. went into the House.
T the junior passage they met Smythe and
Yracy of the Shell.

“@eiting late to tzke your share, Silver,”
a2id Smythe. “You’ll get left out i you
't harry up.” .

“I'm not taking my share, hang you!”

“Oh, don’t talk to the blessed Shylock!”
gaid Tracy. “Lot he cares about  the

swcép
H

_wounded, so long as he keeps his rotten money

in his pocket.” ’
Jimmy Silver furped erimson with wrath,
e did not argue with Tracy. He hit out,
and Tracy sat down with a roaf. As he
scemed in no hurry to get up again, Jimmy
Silver went on to the end study. There be
canght gight of 2 chalked inseription on the
l‘iokiilng—gxass that made him aimost gnash his
cth. s

“Mean cads! Why don't you go and ioin
the Prussians?” > :

Loveil and Raby and Newcome' followed
him in, and they looked a little sickly as they
Lovell took-

saw the inscription on the glass.
& cap and rubbed it out,

-ing oub

«THis fs getting. rathor thicks” said- Lovell
unezsily f

ecatse we're mean.
know, it's for ‘the wognded.
hate to look like o prig.” -

“Do as you kke;” sald Jiommy Silver. “"Don’t
tet me stop you.” 3

After all; you
And--and I

“Well, we three might take a bob's worth.

1t’s our risk if there’s a row.”.

“Hang the row!” said Sitver. “I'll go into
1 if you do, in ease there’s a row.. If there's
any trouble we’ll stand it together.  Come on,
then, and let’s see Smythe, hlow him!”

And a few minutes later the Fistical Four
bad parted with. a shilling each and were
subseribers to Smythe’s little sweep.  Leggett
of the Fourth had caleulated well,- There was
no doubt now that the sweep would be a
tremendous guccess, .and the . lucky winner
would, find ‘Hmeelf the possessor of a very
substantial sum.. - And as nobody doubted
that the favourite would win, it all depended
upon who sbould draw that celebrated gee-
gee, Biltiard Ball,

USROS

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Draw. .
DOLPHUS SMYTHE was in a state of
-satisfaction - after tea thbat
g. _He was very busy with
Howard and Tracy in his study as
the time drew mnear jor the draw for the
sweepstake. -
Tracy had consuited the latest racing news
ohtainable, in a certain pink paper with which
the “Geats . were very well acquainted. He
sedately -marked off-the names of the. horses
who had been “scratched” up to date.
There would doubtless: be more seratchings
before the race was run on Wednesday, but
the chance had to be taken of that.
Scratched horses would be the gsame as
blanks, and.there ounld be #n enormous
number of hlank » fully a hundred fellows
had entered. :re were only twenty names
to write an the slips, The rest of the slips
were blank, to the full number of the
entrants. Every fellow would draw a slip,
but it was unanimously recognised that only
one slip would be of value—that bearing the
name of Billiard Ball, the fayourite.
' Tracy finished writing the twenty slips.
Smythe was keeping his word and leaving it
in the hands of his study-mates. That was
to place the sweep entirely above suspicion of
being manipulated,
“That’s done!” said Tr
hlanks, Smythe’
Smythe consuited o
numbers attached. .
“Hundred and s¢venty aliogether,” he said.
“Hundred and-five fellows-in the sweep, and

]

“How many

list of names with

some of them have taken two or three. I've
taken four, but quitc a ot have threc. That
means a hundred and fifty blanks.”

“Oh, crumhst” said Tracy.

“and you've got a houndred and soventy

hobs here?” said Howard.
“Vaas,” said Smybthe—eight-pound-ten.”
“Bight-pound-ten, by gum! 'That m
two pound two-and-six for the fund snd six

quid seven-and-six for the winner,” said
Howard. .“What a whacking prize! That

chap Leggett has his head screwed on the
right way.”
“What abouf

the draw?” asked Howard

“Jiverybody will want to be present. - We
can’t pack o hbundred fellows into this
study.”

“We'll get into the wsbbey ruins” said
Smythe. “No chance of being spotted there,

and toom for everybody. We'll pass the
word round just hefore dusk.”

“Right-ho :

As dusk was begianing to fall upon Rook-
wopd, fellows mighi have been seen, as a
novelist weuld say, making their way to the
abbey ruins. Though within the school walls,
the dismantied abbey was a secluded spot, a
considerable distance from the School House
and the other buildings, and separated from
them by a thick clump of beeches. There
was little danger .of the “sweepers” heing
spotted there.

They did not go all together, but in ones
and twos and threes, sauntering away care-
lessly until they were out of view of the
Segmol House, and tben deodging into the
ahbey. =

Smythe & Co. were first in the fleld, and
sfter them the participants came dropping in
till- a erowd was gatliered. . 7

Owing to the unfortunate incident remem-
bered  in. eonneetion. with Smythe’s - little
sweep of the previous term; a good many of
the fellows wanted to see all the proceedings
with  their own eyes before the draw ‘was
wade, and to see that Howard and Tracy

-whatever.

“The feilows all think we're: stand- very
-written the names of the hors

a ng dbjection
por which were
entered for
the handicap were spread-on a flat stope,
open to the general view.  The exach number
of blanks were counted. owt bheside . thenk
Any fellow who wished was at liberty to

maraged it oil. . Smythe rii
The-twenty siips

examine and cownt them. @ = - w7 o oo o

“All ready,” said  Smythe of .the Shell.
“Your topper this way, Howard” -

“Here you are!”. ¢ el

Smythe coliected up the slips of paper from
the gtone, ome by .one, and then took ‘up

‘the “hlanks i 2 -heap. He shuffled them to-

gether, and drepped them into the -hat: The
hut was well shaken up, all the crowd Tooking
on with great interest. Leggett - of - the
Fourth was looking on, though he was nob
in the sweep.. He .was grinning, for some
réagon known onlty to himself. . e

“That’s enough,” said Binythe. ©Now cover
it with a handkerchief, - Leave just rosm for
a paw to go ing’-. _ - :

“Right you are!”

“Now, then, take your turns,” szid Smythe,
consulting his list. “Pags first. Young Higgs,
you can begin.” : & :

Higgs inserted a grubby hand into the hat,
and drew out a &lip of paper. He held it up,
and snorted as he saw that it was blank.

“QOh, rotten!” growled Higgs. “Just my
Iuck. 1 ought to have had it last time,
though ¥ R 7

“Clear off and make room for somebodg
else!” snapped Smythe. “Wg shall. have a
prefect. down on us soon. -Loock here, you
fellows, don’t stop here to look at your:slips
—take ’em away and look at ‘em. We've gob
to bueck upi” — :

“All sevene—keep your wool on!”

The fags drew -one after ancther. Most of
them, of course, drew blanks. but come had
gee-gees, but the coveted Billiard Bazil did
not come to light., The fellows cicared:off
as Past as they obtained their siips, getling
quietly ont of the ruins and steolling away
to the School House. :

The Fistieal Four took their turns one after
another.  Lovell drew a hlank. and then
Rahy, and then Newcome, but there was &
name on the slip that Jimmy Silver drew out.

“Twin-Screw !” he read out.

There was a loud laugh.

“The rankest outsider in the
grinned Smythe. “T wish you

“Ha, ha, hat: - 2

Jimmy Silver shoved the slip into  his
nocket and walked away with Lis ehumr.
The crowd was dwindling down now, and
only the Shell fellows remained. So far, a3
had been noticed, Billiard Bali had not comoe
to light. Only Leggett of the Fourth stayed
to see the finishing of the draw. though not
directly concerned in it. He seemed curious.

“Buck un!” said Smythe. “It's getting
dark. Go for it#” ;

The Shell fetlows drew onc after another.
Smvthe of the Shell was the last.to draw,
and the other fellows east envious looks at
him. Tt was pretty certain that Billiard Ball
was still in the hat,  Unless it had béen
drawn hy one of the fellows who had hurried
off without looking at his paper or announc.
ing what was on it. it was certain that the
favourite remained still to he drawn. .

As Smvthe had four chances for his feur
“hohs,” he had to draw the final four sling
from the hat. He drew them out auite
methodieallv, however, one after ancther. -
Ove—two—three blanks came to light. his
ecampanions looking on eagerly. Was it pos-
sihle that the favourite had been already
drawn. after all? 5

Smythe drew out the last slip. He looked
ab it. and rave a whbop.

“Myv hat!” .

“What i5 it?” exclaimed Howard.

“Yonk ! &

“«Rilliard Balt? roared Howard. “What
luek! Yowll have to stand a feed ouf of
it, Smythey. anvwav!” 5

“T1 etand the hivgest feed that
ctand iv  the Shell at Rookweod,”
Sinvthe inhilanily.

“Bravo!”

fhe draw was over, and Howard pul on
hiz hat. and thev left the abhoy tuins. Leg«
gett of the Fourth strolled after them. He
was still smiling.

whole buneh,”
joy of him.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Shell Out.
ATER. that evening Smythe of the
Shell ‘was indulging in a cigarefie in
hig study, “when Leggett - came  in.
" Howard and Tracy were downstairs
in the Common-room. The great Adolphus °
did not seem pleased to see the cad of the
‘PHE PENNY POPULAR.—No. 17.
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Fourthi, for he frowned through the Haze of ]

cigarelte-smoke.

“What the dickens ‘do you want?” ‘he de-

manded. “Doyou think I'm going to have
you wedging into my study like this, because
you gave me a tip about the sweep.”

“I'd like my half-quid,” said Leggett.

“You can wait.”

“1 thiok I'l have it now,”
with quiet persistence. “Do you know, quite

a queer idea came into my head while I was'

watching the draw.”

Smythe started violently.

“3What do you mean, you cad?
you trying to- insinuate?” g

“Oh, don’t get ratty!” said Leggett coolly.
“I've waited till your study-mates weren't
here—I specially came to see you alone.”

“There’s nothing you ean say that my
study-mates mayn’t hear.” \

“I'll tell you the gueer idea that came
into my head——"

“1 don't want to hear it.”

“T'll tell you all the same. Suppose a chap

What are

wanted to make sure ©f bagging the sweep, ]

and suppose he had already used the dodge

of a slip being twice written, and couldn’t

nse that again—kecp your temper, Smythey,

I'm only putting a case, vou know—well, sup-

pose the chap I'm speaking of made another

fellow write out the slips, and had ‘em
counted in public to prove that all was fair
and above-board——" = = :

“Well, it would prove if,” said Smythe. -

“But suppose the chap, when he collected
up the slips to put them in the hat, slipped
one of them into his sleeve while he was
shuffling them together——" : :

“You lying cad!” ;

“And suppose he left himself to draw last,
and that when he put his hand into the hat
he hadI a glip in it already—"

“And suppose he left it there while he
drew thiree blanks one after another, and then

- fished out the slip he'd dropped in after all
the other fellows had drawn—-"

“You hound——" :

. “And suppose that special slip was the one
that had the favourite’s name written on it,”
pursued Leggett imperturbably. ;

Smythe’s face was deadly pale.

“Do yon mean“to say that anybody thinks
—anybody has meutioned—" he stammered.
" Nobody so far,” said Leggett smoothly.
“Nohody was thinking of anything of the
rt, you see.” x

“Bub you were?” hissed Smythe.

Leggett nodded.

“Yes, I was. You see, I knew that
you gol up this sweep, the same as last time,
with the intention of winning it. That's why
1 gave you my wheezt for making it a suec-
cess, on condition that you shelled out if
you won—you see, I knew you would win.
As you couldn’t do it guite so openly as you
did it last time, T was curious to see how you
would work it, and I watched you close. -But
you did it so well that I hardly spotted you
-—shouldn’t have spotted you at all, if I
hada't known exactly what you were doing.
?;o)y., sce, 1 gucssed how yom meant to work
it.”

“It’s a rotien le,” said Smythe furiously,
“and if you say a word about it outside this
study, I'll—U1 smash you!” :

. “Bubt I don’t mean to say a word aboub
it outside this study,” said Leggett. “It’s
not my busitess. I've only come here for
my half-quid. As you've bagged the
favourite, it’s all the same to” you whether

hand it oul now eor next Wednesday.

And I'm hard up.” <

Smythe looked at him long and hard.

5 ‘;.Biliiard Ball- may not win,” he said at
ast.

“Well, he's favourite.”

“T'll_have nothing %o do with
Leggett.,”

“Just as yon like,” said Leggett, moving
towards -the _door. :

Smythe breathed hard.

_“As a personal favour, I don't mind let-
ting you have the half-quid now,” he said.
“But it's understood that it’s purely a per-
sonal favour, and not on account of that
1ot you've been talking.”

“Certainly!” said Leggett, with” a nod.
“And it's very kind of you'to do me a little

you,

favour like that, Smythey, as TI'm hard up.” |

Smythe paused, and then extracted a ten-
shilling note from bis pocket and laid it on
the table. = e

Leggett picked if up.
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said Teggett,
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_ “Thanks!” he sald. “That’s really good
of you, Smythe!”
of the Fourth nothing, and he did not want
to quarrel with the Classical dandy so long

as he gained his point—and the ten shillings. |

“Much obliged, really! This will come in

very useful.” .

“You_ needn’t mention that I've handed it

out ‘hefore the race,” said Smythe. .

. “Certainly not; it's quite between you and |

me. .
Leggett.

Nobody’s business but ours,” said
“¥f Billiard Ball should not happen

to win, it needn’t be mentioned that you've |
_handed it to mec at all

I sha'n’t say any-
thing. No need to start fellows $alking and
suspecting, You may be getting up another
little sweep one of these days, and I may be
able to ‘help you ' again. Good-night,
Smythey!” :

“@ood-night!” growled Smythe.

Leggett - left the study, and walked away
with his guiet, almost stealthy tread, with!
a smile on his face.

Leggett was a wise youth in seme things,
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and he knew that the warmest favourites
do not always win as cxpected, and he had
intended to make sure. of his ten shillings.
Leggett was satisfied, and he had 1o in-
tention of saying anytiiing about what he
had seen—or, rather, what he had suspected
—at the draw.” As a matter of fact, it was
a trick quite after his own heart, and the
peculiar youth quite admired Smythe of the
Shell for hiz astuntencss, -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
¢ The Winner. :
HERE were twenty fellows in the
Lower
looked . forward with keen
to Wednesday evening.
The sweepers who had drawn blanks weren't
interested at all. They were fed up with
sweeps, though they had the consolation of
knowing that they had helped on the fund.
That was a considerable consolation for the
losers. ~They had stood their chance of
drawing the Tavourite—or they thought they
had—and a quarter -of their losses went to
the Red Cress Fund, so it was not‘so bad,
after all. s ;
The fellows whe possessed the fwenlby slips

interest

Soft " words cost the cad’

WIS RIS P eI U

Sehool “at Rookwood who -

Fridayg

bearing the names of horses, however, had
something to'look forward te. As the helder
of the favourite, Smythe was the object of
great envy. Bub the other fellows declared
sagely that it was not at all unkmown for
utsiders to “romp home” quite unex-
pectedly; so everybody who “had a horse”
still hoped. 2

Some of the hopes were extinquished by
degrees as the day of the race drew nearer.
For gee-gee after gee-gee was scratched, as
became known by means of that valuable
pink. paper surreptitiously imported into
Smythe's study. On Wednesday there' were
only twelve runners left, and so there were
only a dozen fellows who looked forward to
the news of the evening.

Smythe had arranged for an evening paper
to be brought to him that evening. And he
had generously invited the holders of the
gee-gee slips to turn up in his study fo see
the winners at eight o’clock, when he would
receive the paper.

The Tistical _Four

were .doing their

| preparation in the end study when Lovelil

drew Jimmy Silver’s attention to the clock.

“Just on eight,” he remarked.

“Well?" said Silver.
t.“Sr.rlnythe's got ‘his evening paper by this
ime.

“Blow Smythe and his evening paper!”

“ Aren't you going?”

“«No.

“But there's a chance,” said Raby. “Ouf-
siders get home sometimes—romp home, as
Smythe calls if. Twin-Serew hasn't. becn
scratched, anvway. He’s in the running.”

“0Oh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver.

There was a sudden rush of feet in the
passage, and the study door flew open.

it was Flynn, in 2 state of considerable
excitement.

“Have ye-heard?” bhe exclaimed. -“Bedad,
and it's a lucky gosscon ye are, Jimmy
Sitver!” . “ 5

“Where's the luck?” asked Silver.

“Hasn't Smythe told you?  Sure, Twin-
Serew lias won, and ye're the winner of
eight pounds ten shillings on the sweep, bar-
ring a quarter for the fund!”

“Then this way for Smythe’s study!” ex-
claimed Tovell promptiy.

A dozen congratulatory juniors joined the
Fistical Four on the way, and crowded into
Smythe's study with them to see the sweep
paid over. Smythe was looking utterly sick.
His wretched trick had failed him, and he
had no choice ahout handing over the money.
There were plenty of fellows to see fair play.
And the miserable young rascal had the
additional bitter reflection that, if he had
played the game, he might have drawn the
winner, after all. His wretched swindle had, -
as it turned eut, simply deprived him of his
chance of drawing Twin-Screw—the outsider
that had “romped home.”

Smythe unlocked his drawer, and the money
was counted out. Eight pounds ten shillings,
in all sorts of coins, were handed over fo
Jimmy Silver.

“There’s luck, if you like!” growled Howard
enviousiy. <

“Luck for ithe Red Cross,” said Jimmy
Silver. “I'm not keeping this. We'll call it
a subscription for the Red Cross. All the
fellows who had @ hand in the sweep can
consider that they subscribed a skilling each
—and I'm the treasurer. And I'm going to
change this into paper money, and post it
to the Red Cross Fund this evening, and you
fellgws can come and see me do if, if you
like. Come on!”

In Smythe's study there was deep gloom.
Smythe’s half-sovereign paid teo Leggett he
was never likely to see again, and he was
that much out of pocket, as well as his
losses in the sweep.

But in the end study there was complete
atisfaction. 'The Fistical Four were well
out of an afiair that they justly regarded as
“rotten,” and they had helped the Red Cross
Fund to the tune of eight pounds ten

&

shillings. And so thiey had no reason to he
dissatisfied with the result of Smythe’s
Scheme! e

IHE EXD,
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SOMETHING LIKE A SURP!

A Grand Long,
Complete Story
of Tom Merry &
Co., the Chums
of St. Jim’'s,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Al 8Bcratohed !

RTRCR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY stood
hefore the glass in ‘mudy Ra.: .6

- tying & necktie, Nine or ten neckd
lay on the table, six or seven hung
r the hacks of rhaxra and there were &
few on the floor.” The swell of S, Jim's was
clad in white ducks, .md looked 2 perfect and
spotless picture. Monty Lowther locked in at

the study door, and },I‘tfem‘f“d to faint, as if
Arthur Augustus
and looked

reome by the spectacle.
caw his reflection in
‘fo*md
“Pway don’t play the gidday ex
he said.” “Whst do you think
Io you pwefer it to this wed on
. “(xo*' ous,” ssid Lowther,
¢ and a joy for ever. Are
on your best t‘lt,bOt!’ mv thié rek
“The whaty” :
I sappese you l’new it's Wednesday after-
nnon # half<holiday; and a reh al of the
Jazz band?” suid Lowthry 5
1 I'd forgotten
2, deah boy{”
i s thﬁju\ jis

the glass,

all about the

tor a
“I'm aiwaid F can't cowe
“Ratsl”

“T'mn goin’ up the wival,” explained

Angustus, finishing bis necitie at la

-patah hag his bousebosat at Abbotsf
wm know, and I'm takin' advantage
kalf-holiday to pay hiw a visit.”
“Bandsmen ¢an’t take holi
permission of the conductar,
Wats!”

without fhe
Lowtheér,

“All mcmbers of th a who don't
tarn up at rchearsals g oz*der ot 1§
Boot,”
- “I should wel ordali of ihe
™ boot, Lowthah; 1d 0 go up the
b to- da Ethel will Ik
r\;n ciin’ me.”

59

‘Now, look hrr e =

Lead me 3 hand to carry that mldf-"’ to

thie woodshied!” he Taimed, H s he's
not coming to the rehearsal. W "l)u to
reliearse three new pieces to-ds Bmmn

 Bunny-Hug, the Lobdter Glid
Crawl.” .
“fome on, Gus
want ‘Lo i‘;e 16 ¢
noon.”
< “I-should v»enm, o bu ca
e the w ivale
Cour mistak
ar
I've ordalied a launclh from Waviand-—-
“} hen you can disorder it,” said Lowth
21 teleph(ne 101‘ you to say thai
won't want it,”. Herries offered.
e Watst  I'm going up the
ol launch.,” -
‘ou're not ¢’ roared Blake.
“I'm goin® to have tes on rmy
hkoat with cousin Ethel.”
*Look here——"
“And I'm goin' fo take

you oOws with

“Ho the sooucr you get weady the bettah,
a3 the launch will be weady at the waft in

half an hous,” said D’Arey, coansulting - his |
watel.
- Blake ané Heeriés and Dichy exchanged

glances.

il

ISE |

By
MARTIN
CLIFFORD.

“Well, now yowre talking,” sa
cautiously. “When I come to thmk of it, I
don’t belieyve in «verdoing this rehearsal
business. - Urchestras that are' always re-
hearsing are lable to get stale, I
think, like footbillers who overdo-practice.”

“Just wlm ‘1 was> thinking,” > said- Herries
*wartily lt i poss;b!c to have too much of
2 -good thing.”

Lowther exploded.

“You 1ramous chiumps!  Yon
You can’t even play in tunc yet.  You keep
time -like a rhinoceros “dahcin You'd need
tcx. yesrs' rehearsing before you couid play

* Home, - Sweet, Home’ 50 “that p»oply would
recognise it. Come oni™

“I- don’t believe in overdoing t-hese things,”

said Blake obstinately, “'Nufli's as good as a
iddt feast§”
Monty Lowther alms
He was beginning to
worries of. & profe:
vurelisble members in

sijly asses!

inced with rage.
ience some ot t_ho

“Al  players who tlun t turmn . up for
orchestral — practice are . seratehed!” - he
shouted.  “I shall take YOUT name off .

e YOUur own o*’ and launch
L v

s but emphbatie reply,
; @« pencil through
ra list, and stamped

Arthur

¥
Lm\thc" dmumucall_\,

three names on his orches!
out of the study.

“Seems wathah wazy,” said
Augustus D’Arey.  “Wats! Bwitons nevah

shall be slaves! Biow the Jazz hand$®

And Blake and Herries and Dighy were
guite willing to “biow * it.

Monty Lowther tramped off {o the wood-
shed, where the other members of the
orchestra were salready assembled. Tom
Merry and Manners and Kangaroo had turped
up at the call of di rty.

“Where are the other dufl
Cornstalk, as Lowtl i

Lowther sudrted

“They’re &<
rehicarsal.”?

“Oh; the rotters!”

“This hand is re duw.i to & quartette,”
Lowther. “After all, suall work it better
without ihose Fourth me kids. Now let’s
cet on. We're practising the Crabs’ Crawl
tirgp.” »

And sounds of musie, more or Jess in time
and tune, proceeded ifrom the woodshed. But
the crabs had not finished crawling, so to
speak, when the door of the woodshed opened,
and the four Fourth-Formers looked in.
Srthur Augustus D'Arey surveyed the labour-
ing orchestra through his eyeglsss with great
benignity.

" asked the

“Gentlemen——" he begax,
Lowther brandished his batorn--originally a
cricket-stump—at the elegant swell of 8t

Jim’s.

“Buzz off1” he rosred. “Gutsiders are not
aliowed to interrupt rehearsals.”

“I weiuse to be wegarded as an outsidah.
Pway stop that wow & minute while I gpeak.”

“Shurrup {*

“I decline to shut up. Tom Mewwy, we're
goin' to visit my patah’s hougeboat, and
we've got a petwol Iaum:h and & man. We
want you fellows to ecome.”

“The more the mrmer,” said Blake.

“Can’t be did—we’re busy!” said Tom
Merry, hesitating. “Unless our conductor
wsshcs to put the practice ofi.”

“Might save it up for a rainy da‘;,
gested Manners.

“ Look here!

sug-

rosred Lowther,

to  attend-
2 B ~-much-bettah aftah a little outin’,

said:

shail bave a wippin® tes b {he house-

boat,” said Arthur Augusivs, “and cousin
Ethel will be delighted to see you”

Tom Merry put his violin into its case.

“What are you up to?” roared Lowther.

“Place aux dames,” said Tom Mezry. * Must
think of politeness, Monty. If there’s a Tip-
ping feed on the houseboat-—I mean, if ecusin
Ethel would like us to come

“If you leave the orchestra without per-
mission, I scrateh your name off the list,” said
Lowther ferociously.:

“Then trot cut ‘he permission.”

“Sha’n't!”

“Then T'll ehance .jt,” caid Tom
“Come on,” AManners. We’'ll
together.  Considering the splend
we’'ve made, we’'re entitled to a holiday.
is where the orchestra goes on strike.”

“Hear, hear!” said Manners; dnd he locked
up his violin in its case.

“Qh, you wasters!” said Lowther, “Never
mind; we shall have a duo leit-—Kangy and
L. You're sticking to the old flag, Kangy?”

“Certainly!” said Noble. “I've not becn
asked to the househoat.”

“Weally, Kangawooh, of ¢ourse you undal-
stand that the invitation applies to you,” said
Arthur Augustus. “1 fwust you do not think
I could be gcuilty of the wotien had form af
issuin’ an invitation in the pwes
person_whom 1 did not intend to invits as
well. It would be imposs—"

“Wait a tick while I put away my banjo,”
s2id Kangaroo.

“So you're geingl” yelied Lowther.

“Considering the splendid progress I've
made——-"

“You come, too, Lowthah,

“1 shall scratch you off the

“Go it!” said the Cornstall. *There weon's
be any list ‘left if- you seratch us all off.
suppose you're not thinking of appesring
a8 a Jazz band, with a ecricket-stomp
play on.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Come . on, Lowthah, deah
Arthur Augustus. “We shall

Merry.
chance if
progress
This

3

i boy.”
t, Kangaroo.”

boy,” urged
all. wehearse
you know,
We shall weturn to our iabahs like giants
wefweshed with wine.”.

“Well, I've got an idea,” said Lowther,
after a pause. “We'll take the Jazz band
in the launch, and give your pater and cousin
Ethel a treat.”

“Oh, cwumbs!”

“What do you feliows say ™ "sked Lowther,
looking round.

And- the fellows sll replied at once, and
they all said the same thing:

“Rats!”

There was evldcntly no doubt as to the
opinion of the Jazz band on the subjeet,

“Come on,” said Artbur Augustus. “I
twust you wm come, too, Lowthah, B'n,
pway don’t spwing any more wotten ideah
on ust”

And the band marched off for the river,
Monty Lowther snorted, and-followed them:,
It was certain that he could not conduet a
rehearsal minus an orchestra, and so he mads
the best of a bad job. But as occurred to
him upon reflection, a run up the river in a
launch on a bright summer’s day, and tea on
a houseboat, was not a very had job, after

The launch, with a man in charge, was rock-
g by the raft when the School House juniors
came down to the bank of the Ryll. Wally,

“Arthur Augustus’ young brother, was already

in the launch, with a straw lmt on the back
of his head, and a straw in his mouth. e
greeted the Jumors with a shriill yell.
“Buck up, lazybones! We're all ready!”
THE PERKY POPULAR.—~No, 17.



a olean collah,
for me,” said Wally.
“3Ve’ll siurt while you're goue, and you can
Tun atong the towing puth.”

3 ang n.rtmh ——

Pway wun in anfl geb
Wally,” said hiz major.
“Go in and get

ini” said Tom Merry.

i hat on stwaight, at all events,”
distressed swell “of St. Jim's. *1
you ‘\oum twy to look weapect;-
t with me, Wally.”

~Jumyp inl”

THE SECOND CHAPTER
A Rag on the River.
IGGINS & Co. were going for a trial

SPIL.

1K\Totv a trial spin in the ordivary

sense.  Figeins  had  heard that
D ‘s pater and mater had arzived at
Abbotsford, and thet DVArey’s cousin Ethel

s with them. And so it oceurred to
pins that it would be a ripping idea to
tu\e 5 spin with bis eight as far as Abbots-

ord. By rail Abbotsford s a good dis-
tancc from St. }im's, but by river it was gtill
more distant: bat as Figgins said, an eight
that was worth its salt mmht tn be up to
a good tong Tow.
splendid kind “of praetice, Figgins declared.
=nd they svouldn’t nesd to pump themselves;
they coum take if quite easy, and bave a
eeh at Abbotsford befere returning in the

cool of the evening. In short, lﬂggms was
full of re for going.

a matter of fact, te had made up his

nd to go, and e (,Ould not possibly cub
ce with the eight that afuernoon the
source was tv *akﬂ thv h him.

ab

n;\ it as an gecident if he was
hing to eat for an hour and

serious aceident if it ran
New House eight, looking
and 1 -tike
ran their ' down to the we
the motor- Liun“h began to sport.
Tmmediately the cyes of the Schoel House
on the lawnch were on them.
sy with thelr new . f Tom Merry
& Co. had paid no attention receutly to the
w House fellows.

half, and a
to two hours. T

very

iig

as

anxious to
; & Co. had

place in a few da ¢
score over their rivals, Y'om Mer
decided to introduce a new feature into the
regatta., It was to be nething less than a
i-new, up-to-date Jazz band.

However, Figgins & Co. were ot altogether
lacking in enterprise, and they had seeretly
decided to enter for the great Regatta Cup
for the best rowing cigh

Both fachi e necpm; their * wheezes ™
a dead w ret and up to now Tom Merry &
Co. werc as far as ever from k wing the
frue inw Hhom of Figgias & Co.’s intentions.

“IHallo! Going out in the puff-pufi?” called
out Figoins, ghucm« up ab the row ol Schiool
House faces along the little Iaunch.

“Yaas, wathah, Figgins. I'm fakin®
fellahis to see my people at Abbobsford,
Arthur Augustns D'Arey.

‘Why, that's our w‘:y"’ said Figgins.
“Bai Jove, 15 it?” said D'Arey susmmm.sly.
turned his L,‘,cslass upon Figgins, and
ing turned red. D'Arey had complained
¢ than once that Figgins seemed to look

these
” opaid

‘
«

kit

1 fm cousm Ethel as his cousin, and not
33" Arey's *\f'all
“Shouldn't woender if you run aeross us,”

said Figgins
“Rough on
said Jack Bia
“Ha, ha,
“This {3 the
practice, F)frszw
the Iitile

bly.
ou if we do--in this snorter!”

seen you ab
Y. ““What's

It was the second Lime
g hél" seen the eight at prac-
M‘e but it was the sixth time the eight had
u"n out.

“Oh, we're going for a little ran!” he said.
“Want to see the arrangements at Abbobs-
ford, vou imnw. We're going to give the
reatta a look in-on Satunday, if all goes

said Loswther

Not with
quickly.

“No—that's agreed.”

“Honour bright!” said Kerr solemnly.

And for some reason or other all the New
I':{nlae fellows laughed.

We'll race you to Abbotsford, Figey,” gaid

1 d!xﬁ‘ cheerily; “we'll just keep behlud you
and cheer you with friendly words.”

Tur PENNY POPULAR~—NO. 17,

a Jazz band?”’

y, Gussy!” implored the

It wouid te the most:

in  their rowing”

“Yaas, wathah? Ha, ha, ha!”

“You keep your distance, you 8ehiool House
bounders!” growled Figgins,
The motor-launch eould,
rings round the eight, and ¥’
uneasy at the pros pt.c‘.

Thers was a chuckling apd shispering
among the Schoel House fellows as Figgins
& Co. pulied out into the river.
kept time very well, and the boat went fast
againgt the current of the 2¥il.  Arthur
Aug{h‘h\b spoke in a low voice to the man
in charge of the lannch, and the man grinned.
He was sure of a mz ndxﬁecnt tip from the
Honourable Arftbhur Augustus, and he was
guite willing to eblige.

f course, make
rims was a little

THE PENNY POPULAR -Every

a little alarmed. |

The eight | :

The launch throbbed away from the raft, |

out upon the shining expanse of the river.
Tiggins glared back at the luunch as he
tugged at his ocar. 15 was gliding exactly in
his track, sending a warning snorb-suort-snort
2s it eame.

“Pull_a bhit, kids,” “Thoss
School House boa

The New House
0ars,

But the launch came up llke an arrow, and
there wags a gasp of .:i'*rm from some of

said Figgins.
are on our fTack.”
erew  taboured at the

the boat’s crew as it swooped down., Bub
it did not run into the hoat, 1t circled round,
and kept alongside, t»h{‘n Schoel

Housc fellows lined the at
s Tabouring New House
brothers, row!” sanz Manners

W
“Puu devil, pull baker!”
“Ha, bha, hat”
“Can I have that crab when you
it, ",[ho;npaox\( <
*Reddy, old men, you're looking

guite pink.

| of the

‘ve cauglt ;

Are you tired, Reddy? Or are you getbing
lmd tempered? Do vou think Reddy is get-
-tempered, you chaps?” :

up! Tet us ask him

u get that face, Reddy?

“Let us cheer him
riddles. Where did
You call it a face?

*Are you hungry, Wynn?”

“Would you Hke a biscuit,

“QGive Falbty a bizenit?”

Three or four biscuits whizzed from
faunch, and they pe
over his red, ph.wp
pe g‘hpf\d Fut
ns glared

I.

Tatt

the
ered Fatty Wynn all

the grinning

rotters!” he

ut up, you du
o you want

Lowther.

Tom Meérry. I ‘ou do. the w

row. DBut we're 1 the lanneh. Is

the fitth or the thoerab wu‘e cauglit, |
a?”

“The
houghtfully.

3 Lawrence thinks the
tue hov“fnm 0{ f'

seventl, 1 think,” said Digby
P”I trensure
d Manners.,

1 to back water.
k of outdistancing the
only thine was to
fall behind. The ocarsmen fsit that they
could not endure that fire of ehaff all th
way to Abhotsford. And Blake had taken ont
coter now.
Ping!
roared Futt

.nadu his men 2
+hin

s
mz)t(}‘-\'mncb ,\1 1

Whiz!
“Oowl”
ecanghd him on the side of thc nose.

Oh, you rotter! Yah!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The bhoat droppcc‘ bhehind,
swuung round in puvsuit, and mxcn.d round the
eight mockingly. The School House fellows
were enjoying thcmselvm The remarks they
passed on the New Hsuse rowing
asperated Figgins & Co. heyond measure
“Look ‘ere, are you going to clear ofi?
reared Figgins, in o fury.
“No fear! We want to sce you row?”
“We've never heen at a crab-catching comn-
petition before.”
“It's funny, Fig
Tigging & Co. pulled away back towards
8t. Jim's in despair. But the victorious
enemy were nof done with them yet., The
Jaunch pursued them. As Biake remarked,
it was worth while being a little bit late at

bet The launch

=¥, you know!”

Abhotsford to give Figgins & Co. the ragging

of their lives.

But Figgins was whispering o his men now ; !

a desperate and brilliant idea had come into
his head.

“Listen to me, you chaps! Would
rather go to Abbotsferd in a motor launch
than.row up there in this hoat?”

“What-ho!” said the crew.

Qur practicé spin is spoiled, anyway.
Those rotters will stick to us 1ill we get off
the riven,”

you |

=A¥e

VHSG

; before

i over the side, This eft the odds on Fi
side. Tom Merry and Manners and Lo

Friday.

“Jatks like 1% growled Xerr,
“Tiey ave out for fun,” mutbered Figgins.
2l give them all the fun they want, and
2 bit overt There are eight m them, and
mine ni us, counting Jamcson!

1 suppose you can count mie!” growled
Jumeson indignantly. “I'm as gopd in 2

BOTAD B8 any other idiot here—I mean, 2s
vy idict here.
“Goodi” said Figgins. “Now, you follow

my lead, you chaps.
the lavach by storm.

We're going to take
Ail those totters can

swim. so it doesn’t matter if we chuck "em
into the river, and we're p near the

raft now, and Uzere are a cod wany boats
out that can pxck e up.”

“Oh, erumbs!

“My hat!”

“Ln‘ "em run slongside, and then let the
oars go, and follow me, and m
of their own blessed boat!” whispered Figgins.

The New House juniors suppressed their
huckles. They slacked dewn, and nerved
mselves for the atta as the launch

grinning fac
tooked over the

swooped down on them. 7T
School House Co.

side.
“You fags tired y
“Why den't you ¢
can’t row, von know!”

e iy up, Figgins? Ton

“Why don’t you play marbles dnstead,
Piggy?”
Bump!

“Hallo? Look out!” exclaimed Tom Merty.

But it was a little too late to lmok out.
The boat had bumped into the launch, and
with a spring like a tiger Figmins was on
hoard, and his comrades followed him fast,
Tiggins threw Lis arms round Tom Mern
and Blake as he leaped in, and all three
tiem rolling in the bottr:,n of the

Line roared

by up?”

The eight-car rocked abandoned on the
river. in the launch there was a wild and
whirling eorabat, and tiie launch rocked till
the gunwale almest touched the water.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rank Piracy !
CK in to 'em!” roared Figgins.
The boardir arty had the advant-
age,

ize had heen almost
were all

plete,

aboard

two of the School House frllo\»-\ were ki

were in the bottom of the launeh, with three
ws sitting on them. Blake and Herrics
were swimn a dozen feet from the
hie Tannch glide The other fellows were
putting up 2 flerce “fight, bhut the odds were
against them. Ka 00 sylashed info the
river, where he swam like a duek, buot he
had no chance of getting ahoard
Bighy followed him
gunwale, Arthar Aungust
hat on the back of his head, and 1 eyegl
fluttering at the end of its cord was fight
like a Trojan. But Kerr collared him, o
brought him down, and Fatty W\nn sat on
iim, and that finished Arthur Augustus. He
gasped and collapsed.

FYour fellows were in the water, and four
were down in the bottom of the launch, with
victoriuus foes sitting on them-—the Terrible
Three and D’'Arcy major and miner.

Figgins & Co. had captured the launch.
The motor-man was blinking in astonish-
ment al the scene. He did not feel ealled
upon to take part in a schoolboy rtow,
course, and he had the motor to attend to.
So he looked on calmiy.

Figgins tan to him.

(et alongside that boat again,”
We want to hke it i tow.”
"But,'

'y with his

(e1§

a!” said Figgins ch
re told! 1'm zap
of this launch now—see?”

“But Master D’Arey—

“We shall be sorry to chuck you into the
river,” said Figgins politely; *but Kerr could
manage the launch quite easily, so we don't
really need you. Are you geing to get along-
side that boat?”

And the man grinned, and zaid he wonld.
The river pirates were evidently not to hbe
triffted with.

The launch ran back to the rocking eight-
oar, That left the four swimmers far bebini,

ser-
ain

be said._




-~ 7nd his manners had completely
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THeby having been pushed off the gunwale.
They had to éstrike out for the landing-rait,
where they pulled themselves out of the
water, drenched.

Ficgins glanced at his prisoners. They
were strugeling “violently, but they had no
chance of getting up. Only Wally was taking
that sudden reverse of fortune cheerfully.

Figgy jumped into the eight-oar. He
handed up the belongings of his comrac
their coats and muitlers, and Fatty Wg
hag of provisions. Then he stepped on
launch again.

“Will you take that
y?” he asked.

No!" roared Tom Merry. >
“Would you rather go into the riv
“Yau—you rotter!”

“Chuck him into the boat!” said
“fe can please himself about staying
or dropping overboard!”

hoat back, Tom

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelied the New Fouse
juniors. 3 :
Tom  Merry was tossed into the bo

3 ors and Lowther, struggling furio
were tossed in after him. -
The Terrible Three seized the oars, ¥
a desperate intention of rushing hacﬁi to i
attack. But the launch glided away irom the

boat, and they had no chance. %
They stood in the rocking boat, and yeiled

after the launch direful threats, to wi -h

their fees responded with mecking laughter.

Of the School House party, only Arthur
Augustus D'Arey remained in the launch,

with Fatty Wynn seated on his chest,. and
ally held fast by Thompson of the Shell,
Figging camc glong, and looked down at him
cith g smile. D’Arey's face was very red,
lost the
vepose which stamps the caste of Vere de
Mere.

“You
ously.

“In a huarry?”

“Vaas, you boundah!
clobbah i 5
“Chuck him overpoard{” said Figgins.

There was a yell from Arthur Augustus.

“You awful wuffians! Pway don’t do any-
thin’ of the sort!

“Can’t you swim?”

“I can swim bettah than any wottah in the
New Hgouse!” z

“Pherr what are you afraid of 7'

V¥

uttah wottahs!” he g{:id
“Lemme get up at 2
ed Figgins kmd!,}:i
VYou are spoiiin’ my

ot
<
=]
)
&

“I'm; not afwaid, you beast!” shrieked
D'Arcy. “But it would wuin my clothes!

“Ha, ha, hatl” :

“It you will dwag this fat wottah off me.
T will wise and give yeu a feahful thwashin i

“Not good enough,” said Figgins, with a
shake of the head.
©LCHy, ha, hal" o

“TII tell you what T will do,” said Figgins
cenerously.  * We're going to spend the affer-
roon on the river in this launch, and T'll
invite you to make one of the party.”

D’Arey’s face was a study. To be invited
1> make one of a party on his own launch
by the fellows who had seized it formb}y WS
a little too much. The New House jun
yelled at the expression upon his aristoeratic

should like you to come along,
a3 we may meet your ecousin,” went
cius blandly.
htul wottah!” gasped D’Arey.

I'm making yocu a good offer.
However, i you prefer to go overboard—-"

*T wefuse——-"

“Take his legs, Kerr. You take his head,
teddy! Chuck him sight out!”

“ What-ho!”

“1 wefuse to be chucked into the wive
rosred D’Arey. “I am willin® to make it
and I will not thwash you!”

“Ha:-Ira;-ha!” :

“Well, if you make it pax you can get up,”
said gins, grinning. “Roll off, Fatty!”

Fatty Wynn reiled off.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rose to hi
Yie smeothed down his rumpled clothes, and
knocked into shape rumpled and very
erumpled hat. Then he jammed his monocle
fnto his eye and regarded the hilarious New

= JHouse fellows with a withering glare.

“1 have given my pawole, so I cannob
thwash you,” he began.

“Might find it rather hard, anyway!” mer-
mured Kerr.

“1 wegard you as wottahs!™

“Go hon!”

“T considah you a set of piwatieal heasis!”

“Hear, hear!”

“And I erdah you to leave my launecir at
orce ! said Arthur Augustus.

“Certainly !” said ¥iggins, with erus i
sarcasnt. “0f course, we shall go imme-
diately. Would you like us to jump into the
river; or fiy off info the airg” .

sulphur-

“Gaskins, kindly head this Taunch for the
waft,” said Arthur Augustus, taking no notice
of the juniors, addressing himself to the
motorman.

“Yes, sir,” said Gasking, with a doubtful
glance at the pirates.

Figgins made a sign to Redfern, who picked
up a boatheok, and stepped ‘towards Gaskins.
“Where will you have it, Gassy?” asked

Redfern.

“0h, sir~—"

“If you don't obey orders, Gaskips, you
will be harpooned,” Redfern explained. “We
are in possession of this craft at present.”

“Master D’Arcy—"

“Now, be a good chap!” said Figgins.
“We’'ve asked you to join the party, Gussy,

. and a fellow can’t do more than that.”

“We ghall he honoured if you accept our
kind invitation,” said Kerr.

“And you shall have some of the
tarts,” said Fatty Wynn, as a clincher.

“Will you take the othah fellahs abo
again?” asked Arthur Augustus, wavering a
little.

“No jolly fear!” said Figging promptly.
“There isn’t room for such a crowd on_the
launch, for one thing. And this is a N
House party. No School House wasters
admitted. We make an exceptign in your
favour because—ahem !—hecause 5

“Because we love you 80,” said Redfern.

“And it will give the party a tone to have
you along,” said Kerr solemuly.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“To say nothing of your respected minor’s
company,” said Lawrence.

“Oh, come off!” said Wally. “I'm wiliing
to join the party, Anything for a quict life.
Get it down, Gussy, and say yes.”

“Or yaas,” said Kerr.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Wally——" began his major.

“We shall be sorry to chuck you into the
river and spoil your clothes,” said Figgins
softly as the cooing dove.

“If you are going to be such a feahful
wuffian, Figging—-" .

“1 am afraid I am,” confessed Figgins.

“Then I shall have no wesource but to jein
the partay.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Same here,” said Wally. “Now, will you
tell this silly ass to take his beastly knuckles
out of my neck?”

“Pax for the
Figgins warningly.

“(Good enough!” said Wally.

“Yaas, it’s all wight.” <

And so D’Arcy major and minor joincd
Figging’ little party. Jameson and Wally
were pally on the spot. They were chums in
the school, though they belonged to r
Houses. Indeed, it is to be feared t
Wally preferred the present state of affairs,
with Jameson to pal with for the afternocon,
and did not regret the disaster that had
befallen his House.

The launch glided away swiftly np the
river, and Figgins & Co. chortled. Mean-
while, the Terrible Three had pulled the boat
hack to the landing-raft. The other fellows
had already gone up to the school to change
their wet elothes. The Terrible Three jumped
ashore amid the chuckles of a crowd of fellows
who had witnessed the scene of piracy en the
ligh seas. They locked at one another
dolefully.

“Donet” said Tom Merry.

“TPished!” said Manners.

“Diddled!” groaned Lowther,

And they went their way disconselately
throngh the grinning crowd on the raft and
the towing-path.

“ Never mind,” said Monty Lowther brightly.
“We’'ll have the Jazz rchearsal, after all.”

jam-

whole afterncon,” said

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Cousin Ethel Dcss Not Mind.-

IGGINS & CO. smiled broadly as the

_{ petrol-launch ran swittly up the shining

Ryll, They had turned the tables
most completely upon the School
House juniors, and they were contented.

The smiles returncd to the noble featur
of Arthur Augustus D’Arey. Figgins was v
polite to him, perhaps with ulterior mo
Arthur Augustus was allowed to assume co
mand of the launch, and he gave Figgins &
Co. valuable tips about.the management of
the same, to which Figgins, at least, listencd
with great respect. As for Wally, he was in
the best of spirits.

But as the launch drew near to Abbotsford
Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon
Figgins & Co. in a rather doubtiul way.

“1 suppose you chaps haven't any othah
clothes with you?” he asked. .

“Torgot te bring our wardrobes,” said Kerr
retfuily.

You see; it won't be en wegal to take
chaps to tea in a houseboat in wowin’ shorts,”
satd D'Arcy.

“I think it woul be all right,” said
Figgins. “We can explain that we were out
rowing, when you as us to come with you,
and you were 80 p ing that we couldn’'t
refuse.”

“Y am afwaid it would not be all wight,
Figgay.”

“Then what’s to be done?" asked Tiggins.,

“Pewwaps it would be hettah for you chaps
to go ashore,” suggested D’Arcy. “You can
wait on the shore, and I will pick you up in
the lannch again as I go back.”

The New House juniors looked at Arthur
Augustus as if they could eatl him.

“Don’t suggedt such a thing, Gussy,” said
Kerr.

“Why not, deah boy?”

“Beeause it would przin us to have to ehuek
you into the river, after all,” Kerr explained.

“ Weally, Kerr—--"

“Perhaps we’d better not take the launch
up to Abbotsford at ail,” said Figgins, with a
sidelong wink at the Co. “We'd betier go
for a spin on the river instead.” :

“But my people are expectin’
Figgingi”

“Sorry t?
helped.”

“Ahem! Pewwaps, after ail, I could ts
you chaps as you are,” said D'Ar fter o
pause; “After all, they won't e 4 New
House chaps ta look vewy wespectahle.”

Arthur Augustus came near being humped
in the hottom of the launch for that remark.
But Figgins waved back his indignant
comrades,

“Only what wowwies me is that if people
observe us they may judge me hy the com-
%)ar;.(y I keep,” added I’Arcy, with a worried
ook.

“I know I shall biff him,” murmured Red-

me,

said  Figgins, “Tt can't he

fe;m.. “I$’s no gocd making faces at me,
Tiggins. T shall biff him sooner or later, and

I may as well do it row.”

“Shurrup!” said Figgins. “@unssy is our
guest, and he is allowed to run on and talk
any rot he likes.”

“Weally, Figgay—-2>"

“Yes, shut up, Gussy, old man,” said
Wally. “You're making me tired, t00.”

“You diswespectful young wascal 2

“Now he's started he’ll go on till Le’s run
down,” said Wally, in despair. “Better drop
him over the side. It's the only way,”

Arthur Augustus sniffed indignantly.

“Well, put on your coats, you chapsg, and
look as wespectable as you e¢an,” he said at
last, as the launch ran into the last reach.

There were several houseboats moored along
the bank, and some tents on the shore, gay
with bunting. Abbotsford was making the
most of its regatta; indeed, some Abbotsford
folk were persnaded that it was better than
Henley, any day. Thers were boats and
punts and dinghies galore fo be seen upon
the sunny river; a good many of them with
crews of fellows from Abbotsford School.
Some of the latter hailed the launch with
opprobrious epithets, for there was rivaliy
between the two schools, which had regular
tixtures for foothall and ericket,

The St. Jim’s feltows replied with cheery
chaff, and Redfern, who was a good shot,
caught Parsons of Abbetsford under the chin
with a sandwich. Parsons was stroke of the
Abbhotsford eight that was rowing in the race
on Saturday. Parsons stood up in his boat,
;ml(% shook his fists after the Jauneh and
yelled.

“Cheeky boundah!” said Arthur Augustus,
turning his eyegiags wWpen the exasperated
Parsons.

“Yah! You eraw!l -along in a stink-beat
beeause you can't row!” roared the Abhots-
ford juniors. .

“Can't row, eh?” grinmed Figgins.
see some day!l”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D'Arey
thoughtfully. “It weuldi't have been a had
ideah to entah am eight for Satahday.”

“No,” said Figging, “it wouldn’t,
g

“Bai Jove, if T'd thought of it sconah I'd
have done it!* said Arthur Auwgustus. “1
could have waised a ewew in the Nchoel
House. Of course, you New House ¢
wouldn't have been any geod.”

“I suppose not,” agreed Figging, winking ab
s comrades.

“In fact, I might do it now, enly I'm
engaged to play in the Jazz band.”

“And an eight wouldnw’s be much use with-
oub you rowing stroke,” remarked Kerr.

“You'l

el

wonid

14753

¥’ Arey nodded unsuspiciously.
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“That’s just it, deah boy.”

Figgins was very near at that moment to
telling the swell of the School House the
great. secret. But he restrained himself.
Saturday afternoon would be time enongh for
the School House fellows to learn tha’ the
New House at St. Jim's had, in point of fact,
entered an eizht at the Abbotsford Regatta.

Figgins & Co. could imagine their looks
when they learned that fact, and realised that
while they were making day hideous with a
Jazz band the New Housc fellows were win-
ning rowing honours for St. Jim’s.

“Bai Jove! There's the houseboat!”

“And there's cousin Ethel!” exclaimed
Figging, as he caught sight of a pretty hat
and a4 bright parasol.

“Yaas, wathah!”

‘The launch ran alongside the houseboat and
conged to snort. Arthur Augustus swept off
his hat, and the New House fellows raised
their caps. Cousin Ethel looked down from
the houseboat with a bright smile.

There was wu slight expression of surprise
on the girl's face as she noted her cousin
Arthur's companions. Arthur Augustus had
«aid that he was bringing a party of friends
with him to tea. Naturally, Ethel Cleveland
had expeécted to sce School House fellows.
But the kind smile she gave Figgins showed
hat she was not displeased, at all events, by
the change. -

“You.are late, Arthur,” said Ethel, as the
swell of St. Jim's came on board.

“Yaas; it was owin” to these wottahs—T—
T mean it was owin’ to circs ovah which I
had no contwol,” stammered Arthur Augustus.
“I've bwought Figgins & Co. along to tea,
Ethel, deah gal. I hope you don’t mind.”

“T'm very pleased to see Figgins & Co.,”
said Ethel cheerfully.

«“And pway excuse their lookin’ like a
Yot of twamps,” said Arthur Augustus, again
unconsciougly mnarrowly escaping massacre.
«1 picked them up wowin' in a boat, you
know."”

“Gussy was so pressing we eimply couldn’d
decline,” said Kerr.

“Yon know what Gussy is—there’s no re-
fusing him!” said Redfern.

“Bal Jove! I——"

«And tea is ready,” said cousin Ethel.
“Your father is ashore, but Lady Eastwood
Is here. L hope you had a nice run on the
river.”

“Wippin’, deah gal!”

“And Tom Merry and the rest couldn’t
enme?”

“No; they were prevented hy these—-"

“Those circumstances,” suggested Redfern.

“Yaas, they were vewy sowwy they
couldn't come.”

“They looked very
Kerr.

Perhaps cousin Ethel suspected something;
but, if so, she made no inquirics further.
Ynder the awning on the houscboat the St.
Jim's fellows sat down to tea, and D’Arey’s
“mater ” and cousin Ethel did the honours.
Kever had Figuing & Co. enjoyed a feed
50 heartily as they did that one. Fatty
Wynn's. face was beaming like a full moon.
As he often explained, he wasn't greedy:
but he liked a lot, he liked it often, and
ho liked it good. There was a lot, and it
wag good, on this cccasion; and Fatty Wynn
did justice to the feed.

And after tea, when Figging was having
a little talk with cousin Ethel, he confided
to her the great secret of the New House
eight—which was to carry off the cup and
all the honours on Saturday; and cousin
Ethel undertook that nothing whatever should
prevent her from seeing that race. She
undertook further to keep it a dead seered;
and she did so, And Arthur Augustus won-
dered why his fair cousin smiled when he told
her later that, if he had had time, he weuld
havo brought an eight to the regatta to lick
all comers and win rowing honours for St.
Jim’s.

The time passed ali too quickly; and in
the sunset the visitors took their leave, and
the launch swmorted away down the river
egain—the juniors waving their caps back
to _cousin Ethel on the houseboat.

Figgins gave a sigh of contentment as they
glided down the river in the dusk.

“What a ripping afternoon!” he said.

And-the other fellows agreed.

sorry indeed!" said

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Surprise.
HE Lowther Jazz Band rehearsed their
last rehearsal on Friday evening.
They rehearsed in the woodshed, at
least fifty fellows having promised
o <lay them without merey if they attempted
THE PENNY POPULAR.=NO. 17,

any mote rehearsals in the Houde, Monty

Lowther declared himself satisfied with the.

progress of the orchestra. There might be
little . deficiencies, but, as Lowther sagely
observed, if they played out of tune it would
only be supposed to be something new in Jazz
music. He cited the case of the musician
who played “Bill Bailey ” backwards, and
passed it off as a classical composition.

“Yowll do!” was Monty Lowther's final
verdict, “My opinion is that we shall simply
knock ’em at the regatta. If anybody hap-
pens to be rolling in money to-morrow, we'll
have the launch instcad of a boat. Tt will
be easier to escape in if the crowd cuts up
rusty.”

“That's a wathah good idea,” said Arthur
Augustus. “I've seen the concert parties in
the boats at Henley, and people thwow things
at them sometimes. Xt is a wippin’ ideah
to have the launch. I'll stand the launch,
deah boys.”

“Good! That’s fair,” said Lowther. “If
we stand you, vou stand the launch.”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Perhaps we had better get up very early
in the morning, and have a final finisher
hefore brekker,” Lowther suggested.

“Perhaps!” said Jack Blake. “But that's
a big perhaps!” :

“Yaas, wathah! I think we're all wight,”
said Arthur Augustus. “Figgins & Co. will
be pink with wage and gween with envy
when they see s to-mowwow.”

“Good! Their complexions will be quite
jnteresting to watsh, if they are. About that
early morning rehearsal—-"

“Oh, don't bother about that!” said Blake
kindly. “There isn’'t going to be any carly
morning rehearsal. Gussy, cut off and tele-
phone for the launch to-morrow.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And the musicians departed from the scene
of their labours. They were in great spirits
at the prospect of the morrow. It would
be 4 tremendous srore over the rival House,

especially if their musical efforts were
crowned with great rewards. Lowther told
entrancing stories of the snms of money

he had heard the singers made at Henley—
sometimes, He had heard it from somebody
who had met-a ehap who knew a man who
had done it—than which, ¢f course, nothing
could be better proof,

Arthur Augustus was a little doubtful as
to whether it would be beneath the digpity
of the School House Band to accept monetary
emoluments.  Lowther kindly offered to
settle that difficulty for him by taking his
share of the plunder.

On Saturday morning there were a good
many fellows at St. Jim's who found jt diffi-
cult to give their attention to lessons. It
was very hard to be worried by trifles at
such & time, as. Biake fcelingly remarked.
Quite a harvest of lines was gathered in in
the Fourth Form and the Shell. But the
juniors were - thinking of other things, and
they did not care for lines. Figgins & Co:
were thinking of boatraces, and the Jazz
band of Jazz music and musical henours.

After lessons the Jazz band made prepara-
tions for starting. . Lowther's suggestion that
they should black their faces in order to be
more in keeping with their part was pega-
tived immediately.

After dinner the petrol launch arrived,
and the musical instruaments and the masks
were placed on board. There was no hurry
to start, as a concert-party would not be
wanted till the races were over. But Tom
Merry & Co. wanted to see the races.
Crowds of St. Jim's fellows were already
starting off by the towing-path, and a good
number of boats were going.

“Don't see anything of Figgins & Co.,”
said Tom Merry, when the party were on the
jaunch. “They nust be going, surely?”

“Might give them a wun on the launch,”
said D’Arcy, i the kindness of his heart.
“House wows are off to-day.”

“@Good for evil!” agreed Tom Merry. “I'll
cut over to the New House, and tell the
bounders we’ll give them & passage.”

“Yaas, wathaht!”

Tom Merry jumped off the launch, and rah
back to the school. He came into the New
House, but did not see Figgins or any
member of the Co. He found Pratt of the
Fourth just about to etart, and asked him
for news of Eiggins. -

“Seen .iggy?”

Pratt chuckled, somewhaé to Tom Merry's
surprise.

“Figgins? Gone, long ago!” said Pratt.

“ And the others?”

“All gone!”

“They started jolly cariy”
surprise.

said Tom in
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“3Well, they had to get ‘the boat tuere,”
Pratt explained.

‘Oh, they've rowed up?” y
Pratt chuckled again—that inexplicabla

¢huckle. -

“No: they haven’t rowed,” he said.

“Are you looking for a thick ear, mY
gon?” said Tom Merry warningly. -“Don't be
funny. How could they take a boat if they
haven’t rowed?”

“Might have taken it over in a brake,” sug-
gested Pratt.

Tom Merry sniffed and turned away. Praté
laughed loudly. To Tom Merry it seemed
a very feeble joke, and he could not under-
stand at all why Pratt of the Fourth roared
with laughter,

He returped to the launch alone.

“Figgins not comin’?” asked Arthur Augus-
tus, as the captain of the Shell jumped into
the launch.

“They've gone,” said Tom Merry.
pose we shall see them there,”

“Oh!” said Lowther. “They
to any tricks, I suppose—eh?”

“Not a Jazz band, anyway.”

“Yes, 1 suppose it's all right,” agreed
Lowther. “I shouldn't wonder if the wasters
have got something up their sleeves, though.”

\z’hich afterwards proved to be quite cor-
rect,

The launch throbbed out upon the sunny
river. It was a glorious day, and the juniors
enjoyed greatly the swift run up the Ryll
to Abbotsford. The river by the old town
was crowded with craft when they arrived
there, but the course was being cleared for
the first heat.

The launch drew up under the iec of the
Eastwood houseboat. Cousin FEthel, looking
very charming in white, with a lovely hat,
smiled and nodded to the juniors.

“Seen anything of Figging & Co.2” Tom
Merry called out.

Cousin Ethel laughed.

*“Yes; they are here.”

“0On the houseboa asked DArey.

“Oh, no! But Figgins came to speak to m=
for a moment. They are coming back after-
wards,” explained Ethel.

“After what, deah gal?”

“ After the race.”

“Rai Jove! They ought to ha
the houseboat to sec the
“The patah’s got the best
wivah.”

Ethel laughed again.

“They couldn't very well stop here,” she
said. :

And she turned away to s
Eastwood, without explaining tha
remark.

“Suppose we give 'em a tunc before they
start,” Monty Lowther suggested. The con
ductor of the Jazz band was anxious to got
to work. 2 x

“They'll shift us off the river if we make
a row now,” said Kangaroc. = -

“Why, you ass—-"

“1 sup-

can't be up

vz stopped on
7 said D'Arey.
yiew of the whole

k to Lady
mysicricus

“There goes the signal for the start?!” suid )

Tom Merry.

And all eyes were turnad upon the river.

From the launch, close up to the moorad
houseboat, the juriors had a splendid view.
They looked at the starters in the first heat
apd then they rubbed their eyes and loo
again. One crew they knew was the Way-
tand crew; but the other?

They stared. They stared agaln.  They
zasped.

There was no doubt about it

They knew theé blue-and-white of St. Jim's
—they knew the faces of their eld rivals of
the New House!

“Bai Jov, -

“Great Scoti!l” S

“The awinl bounders!”

“Pigging & Co.t”

Words failed them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Winning Eight.
F!GGTNS & €0. were in great form.

They had been drawn against W ay-

1and for the first heat, and they knew

that they had nothing to fear. Their
real rivals were Abbotsford Schaol—Parsons
and his men, who would be rowing in the
second heat against Rylcombe.

The New House fellows did not cven look
towards the launch.

But they knew that School House cyes were
upon them, and the knowiedge bucked them
up.t They did not go “all out” for tunt
heat.

They had it all their.cwn way, and they
took it easy, finishing with three lengths to
the good, amid loud cheers. ‘

I/
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The second heat was being rowed before
Tom Merry & Co. had quite recovered from
their astonishment. Ag  was  expeeted,
Abbotsford Sehoot beat Rylcombe Rowing
Club hollow, and were lelt to row the final
with St. Jim's.

“Well, my only hatt”
all the cheek—"

“The- awful  boundahs!” id  Arthur
Augustus indignantly. G must have
en%ahed an eight for the wace without tellin’
[]Q

“We weren't exactly
eome to think of it,”
(r!m

“I wemembah 1,enm Figging that if I had

said Tom Merry. “0Of

the chaps they'd tell,
remarked Blake, with a

time I should entah au cight for the wace, |

and stwoke it myself. I wondahed what he
was gwinnin® at.” .

“The deceitful dodger!”

“How awfully dark they’ve kept
Kangaroo. “1f we’d got on te the idea,
could have puf in an eight that wauld
wiped up the river with them!”

“Yaas, wathah!™

“What puzzles me is where they got in
practice without our spotting them,” sal
Mannpers, puzzled.. *They must have slogged
at it, I should think. See the form the
bounders are in!”

Tom Merry smote his Lrow.

“Oh, what asses we've been!” he yelled,

“Weally, Tom Mewwy, I am qui iilin’ te
admit that you were an ass, but—"

“They’'ve been at practiee in the mornings
Hbefore brekker!” roared Tom Merry. “That's
what they were up to when we cmghc them
on the island last Mounday morning.”

_“Bai Jove!”

“And they’ve been praci}mng %"cretly And
now they’ve got a win .ng eight for the

vegatta races, and we—w
band!” said Tom Merry tra

“0Oh, rotten!”

“Seld!”

“Dished!”

“We’'ll scalp themt*

“Well,” said Arthur Augustus thoughtic
“ag they ve stolen a march on us, desh be
and have entahed an eight without aur
entahing anothah eighit to' lick them——-"

“We'll slaugbtur them!”

“1 was goin’ to say——"

“We'll hang, draw, and guarter

“T wish to wemark——"

“We'll massacre em}”

“Pway allow me to finish. T was goin’ fo
say that I twust it will pwove te be a
winnin’ cwew. It will be one up for St.

‘e playmg a Jazz
Hy

em

.Jim’s, anyway.”

belongs to St. Jim's, and it would be ripping
~ to see St. Jim’s beat Abbotsford!”

‘Tom Merry burst into a laugh.

“Well, there's somethmg in that™ he
agreed. “Of courge, if we’d put in an u*h(}
wa should have beaten them hollow {”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Dead cert!” said Lowther.

“But as it is, as we're out of i, I hope
they’ll  win. After all, the New Housc

“IHear, hear!”

And the School House juniors, nobly stiffiig
their wrath against their old rivals in the
keen hope of seeing the St. Jim's colours
triumph, watched ‘the river with all their
eyes.

“They're starting!”

“Hurrah!”

“Go it, 8t. Jim’s!” roared the juniors. |

Figging & Co. heard the thunderous shéut
of their old rivals. Figgins looked towards
the launch and the houseboat as the eigh
took up their position, and he waved his
hand.

Cousin Ethel's handkerchief fluttered in the
sir in response, and the School House feliows
brandished their caps.

“Off1” said Tom Merry.

Abbotsford got away hetter at the start,
They had the lead of the St. Jim’s boat, and
the School House juniors watched them with
an anxiety that was too deep for words.

All thought of House rivalry was bagished

~0W.

It was a St Jim’'s boat that was row
for victory or defeat, and the hearts ¢f 1
Merry & Co. went out to the New Ho

Lrew.

Crowds of spectators watched {rom' the
bank. New House juniors were there to a
man, yelling themselves hoarse.

Abbotsford were keeping their lead; but
Figgins & Co. were going strong, going like
clockwork—in beautiful time.

“Buek up, Figgins!” roared Blake, careless
of the fact that Fizgins was out of the range
of his voice by that time.

Qo it, St. Jm’s!”

“A.bbo‘;sford are going all out!”

)

said Bioke,

- with the eye of a conneisseur.

“They're
bursbing too early—too fast to last!” :

“Figgy’'s men are in top-notch form,” said
Kaﬂ;arou “Figey will crawl after them
when he wants to!” b

“Two Jengths to Abbotstord, if it's an
in 1 3 = g
“You watch Fkggy* My hat! He strokes

[xku an angell”,
“And look ab Fatty! You wouldn't think
he weighed a tou now, would you?”
“Ha, ha, haf”
“Pull, you beggars—pull!”
“What did 1 fell you?” roaréd Kapgaroo.
‘”I'hc\ re crawling up!”
Omv ai‘lencth now!”

on the home
“You wateh!”

Abbotsford had
d—and . they were

cy. will go all ouf
stmtc‘x ? said Tom Merry.
“Gaood old Figging!”

The anxiety was intense.
t something of their lea
2 more. But Parsons 3 c
ving stoutly and splendidly. They were
game, and if thuy could stick the terrific pace
to the finish it looked like their race. Abbots-
jord fellows were waving their caps ﬂox*g the

ENTIRELY
ORIGINAL
STORIES

GREAT DEMAND.
ORDER EARLY.

§

bank now, as they tore aiong the towing-paih
it pursuit. - -There was a roar:
“ Abbotsford wins!”

“Rats!” roared Tom Merry. “Wait and
see! Pull, you beggars—pull!”
“Half a length!” yelled Kangaroo. “What

did I tell you?”
“Half-length! Half-le
onward !” chirruped Mon
one listened to Mon
“There goes Tig
“Look !
“Hurral!”
Figging had quickened his stroke.
Honse boat shot
level—level—and. passed!
‘ hoat nd on the toa
delir

ngth! Half-lengsh
y Lowther, but ne
remarks now.

The New
up level with the rival—

8t. Jim's fellows in
g-path were  growing

[

it \wli pmkd

“Stick it out, Figgy!t” ~

“Put, your heef into it, Em‘ny'”

“Hurrah

Figging & Co. were going “all out” now
with a. vengeance, They had won a lead, and
-they were keeping it.. They were nearly
heme now; and the Abbotsford erew made a
final terrific spurt. For a second their bow

earts trembled,

&QWW#Q%MW‘WWWWMW%‘%MMMM it R

was shead of the New Houscand a hundred ¢
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But the pace, as Blake had se sapiently
.emqued was too fast to hast. Abbetsford

racked under. their stram

vaht ahiead shot’ the New Honuse myat!’

Half a Jength—a Jength Hurrahit The
roar from the 8t. Jim's fellows rang hke
thunder over the shining river.

“St.  Jim's. win Hurrsh!  Hip-pip-.

hurrah ! :
Figgins . & Co.. hu} won by a length ond 2
quarter! £t g b

Y

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
‘“Music Hath Gharms {”
IGGINS, glowing with exeit.on
pride, wrapped up in his mufior
on the Bastwood houseboat, yece

cousin

Ethel’s eangra Lant-ons when
Tom
upon

“Ri

v"erry & Co. came aboard. They rushed
'mzms and nunounde(‘! him.,
gins, you hounde -

ms, you sohem\
‘f’erc hold on®”
alarm. “No r here,
“Rags!” s Tom
hand and shaking it a:
it off., “Rags! When
8%, Jim'gy”
“Rags!” said Blake, sin

he v
yeu've

the back so heartily that
“Why, you old 23s, we've eom
late you!®

“Yaas, wathah!”

Figging grinned.
“It was a good race!”
“And you were k
all the time!”
Figgins chuckled.
his is where the New T
said, ‘We ve left you the
ha, ha!
“You have,”
we'd known-
“But you didn’'t know!*
“We seore this time. £ g
have been ail the same if you had had un
eight here.”
“ Weally, Figgins—-—-*
“Never mind that,” said Tom Merry, I'mly
ing. “You've scored over the
but it was a win for St.
we really care ‘)unu
“Yaag, that's all,
congwatulate you. it
wisky to wace uhnthurd mUmnt
House chap in the ¢rew. 1 should have bees
willin® to stwoke for you—-—"
“Ha, ha, hat”
“I fail to see anythin® to
I, deah boys!” :
me!” said Monty TLowtiber.
or the Lowther Jazz Liand baeck to the
Time!
“Bai Jove! I'd forgotten the
Lowther gave the swell of
withering look. i
“Forgotten it, you fathead—-7
“I decline to be called a fathead
“My mistake—TI meant chu
Lowther gracefully. *“Now
on you! Thisis where the
“Tea firgt!” said cousin
“¥You do not want to beg
buppoeef’
S\h hnt 122 3
owther wants to begin I
Ar\-i kéep on till dewy
“(oodness knows hew m.u‘g uhu.‘]tme thc-d‘
will be when he starts!”
“Lock here, Blake—-"
“l‘wrny wing off, Lowthab, and let’'s have
a. 1 am sure Figgdy m be "hungwy
n md wow; and I'll answah for Patlly

urd T
thr cight,
as Lowther

he 3

satd Tom M

Jim's,

weril

soon \nth tho
and in their v
ed. it. 'The D
and tbey Were

fdnmg nrm
ming on the
nches ‘anil

D

lights were 51(
The zmmebna s and the
other small skiils ca
, slung up, :xnd Chin
ered through the irees on the shore.
bank fioated the sound of a eornct
a concertina in rivairy further alo
succeeded in dragging the bandsm
from tea omw the houseboat at last.
D'Arcy’s  father—Lord
nothing of the Jazz hand.
discovery to come as a surprise to hl% pate
and kis mater. The bandsmen went on t,.
h, and theobbed away into the middla
he -rivers © There, somewhat
TEE PENNY POPULAR,—
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exasperation, they found that a
wag just starting operations.

As the launch glided through the water a
boat, lghted with fairy-lamps, glided from
the opposxtc bank and stopped. A couple of
fiddies and a clarinet started in business, and
a tenor followed.

“Bai Jovel” ejacumted Arthur Augustus
D'Arey. “This is wathah wotten. I did not
expect wotten wivals on the scene. :

“Yet's run tho boat downl” suggested
Blake.
“Good! That tcnor. ought to be killed!”

said Tom Merry.
with a man who's
“Ha, ha, hal”
The voice was singing, more or. tess in tune,
“1 Loved and lost Her.” - :
Monty Lowther hailed the boat.
“Why didn’t vou apply at the Tost Pro-
’yprt, Office?” he. demanded,

“It's th(, only thing te do
§ got a voice like that.” .

‘Ha, ha, hai”
© “Fere, you clear off !’ exclaimed one of the
fiddlers indigmantly. ~ *This here is our
pxtch = 5

SRats!” said Monty Lowther. “You clear
we're a Jazz band 1" o

Gentlemen, on the balll”

‘And, thh YLowther conducting, the Jazz
hand -struck ap.  'The lively strains of the
Crabs Crawi floated over the river, and the
uwnfortunate tenor in the rowing-boat  was
completely beaten.. He made 8° gre?t effort
to make known the fact that he had “Laved
and Lost Her” aundible above the blare of the
Jazz band. But it was in vain. His voice
was drowned, and he left off singing, -and
danced with rage in the boat, shaking his
fist at the launch.

There were ealis of ;lpp!aufse t‘rom the eraft
oi the river, and from the crowd on shors,
ag the Jazz band blared away, and the

 “Crabs’ Crawl” was followed by the still

iivelier strains of the - Bully Bunny- -Hug”
one of the latest importations from the great
-country ~ where. waves - the Star- Qlp"nfrled
Banner.

Sulphurous rrm‘\rks from the boat rocking
heside the launch did not worry the Jazz

bandsmen. They received .refewed applause,
especially v"m'u the  Eastwood houseboat.
whers Fi t Co. were drinking lemonade

angd listening.. .
“Qoing strong,”
the‘end of ‘the phce. “ Not quite so fast with_
&he ﬁute. Bht‘u The. races are over for to-
2¥. :
“Why, you ﬂa;--—-«
“Now we'll give them the °CGiddy Glide.,'”
“Pewwaps, now that sgueakin’ chﬂp down
there has shgt up, it would be a gmu 'deau
for me to w éndah a tenah sclo—-"
ZoxeShut upt Ready!”
1 hould be quito willin® te give an Italian
awia—
SBut the Jazz band started " again, and
Arthur Augustus’ kind offer was not heard.
The swell of St Jim's Kmﬂed and scraped
. away on his violin,

= ”Braw‘ came from {he hou:- sonnts
it

“Go

% Fncore 1

rippit 1‘“1; . said Monty
“ After the next tune we'll
We'll put

owhher gleciuug 2
o round and coi}eot up tht~ tm

on the masks then.”

~“Yaas, wathah!”

“We've driven that blE.%Ld boat away,
agded Lowther, \mh a-glance Over the side.
£ They're gonel”

"

concertparty |

saxd Monf) Lowther; at

“I hope-we
Mangers.

“Ass! Pile inl”

The “Lobsters’ Wriggle” followed on tha
Jazz band. - The handsmen were in great
spirits; the applause from the regutta crowd
seemed: to promise s goodly shower of coin
when they went round to collect their reward.

The boat containing tha rival concert party
was indeed gone; but it was not gone far,
It was gliding among the moored craft, and
the tenor was now hc»!dm« out his hat as
the accompanists mw«d——cmlpchng money for
the Jazz bandi That idea had come into his
head, and it seemed a good one. While the
Jazz band blared away on the launch, the
hboat made the collectior—and they 4]
making a good one. :

“Thank you, *bntlﬂmmi Thank vou,
ladies! Thanks! Spare a tanner for the Jarz
hand!” sald the defeated tenor cheerfully.
“Chuck out a ¢opper for the Jazz band!
Thank vou, sirt This v-’s\v, sir. Pay up for
the Jazz band!”

“Hallo!" said Figgins, as the ekift zilded
by the Eastwood houseboat. “Hallo! Are
you collecting for the band?”

“Yes, sir! A shilling, thapk you, sir—-

The New House jumora tossed coppets and
small silver into the baf, and cousin Ethel
foliowed snit. But sr kept bis cash in his
pocket. - Kerr was 1 cann Scotsman, and he
never parted with mon ithout seeing zood
reason. Figging jogzéd his arm.

“Shell out” for th 7" band, old man.
They ‘eheered us when we beat Abbotsford,
you know. Let's help make. it a success.”

Kerr grinn‘d

“1 don't mind doin ho replied.

“Then,shell ont !’ .

“But before I shell out, id rnthr; bc SUTE
that Tom Merry & €0. have authorised those
fellows to collect the ‘woney for them !”

Figgins jumped.

“Oh, my hat! Do you think——

“Yes, 1 do-—a litfla bit. 'I'lmts a rival
p< rty thaf s been hiared-off the river by the

Jazz band, and L fa they're. gathering in
Tom Merry s harvest for him.”. ;

“Oh, crumnbs!”

Figging ran to his side

haven't sonk {G17 marmured { ©

>

r that”

as #he boat

“Here, you fellowsi”

But the boat was gone, anst the lenor was
still collecting. Meanwhile, “the~Jazz band
roared out the “Lobsters” Wriggle ” amid ap-
pleuse. Meney was shawmon “into the col-
lecting boat as it glided to and fro, and, as
the Lobsters “ceased to- wriggler and the
weary were at rest, the tr mmpbant tenor and
hig part, pulled away info the darkness (»f
the river and disappe ed.

“Now we'll_make. the tion, and then
give another tung fo w up with!” eaid
Monty Lowther.

And, masking their faces, the Jazz band
ran the launch along t6 colizet the money.
But ‘there.was no-more to he coliected,

*Here, we've paid enc

“You can’t collect twic

“We paid the men in ¢
enough!”

“Dont you be greedy!”

Such were the remarks that ‘greeted the un:
fortunate Jazz bandsmen as thcy endeavoured
to colleet the rewards of- their labours.

A few generons mmvtdudh threw coppcrh
but that was all. =

The! Jazz band
apother in dismay.
“My only hatl”

ke bost, and that's

L\'ijt'»;r

gasped

0

g

Lowther.
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‘Some frightful bilker has been round x
the voilevixon, passing himself off a5

“0Oh, crumbs!”

“7That's where that eiddy tenf:vt dlwppﬁax‘e‘d
to!" groaned Tow lnrr). “We drove. hil
off the pitch, and he's gone mth our
eollection,” =

“Oh, ecrikey!”

1t was a sad case. But there w
to be done. The spoof- collector was "fmv
and the coliection was gone with him. > The
Jazz bandsmen slowly and sadly put theit
instruments away and removed their masks.
They had scored a success; but the har
of cash had been. reaped by anotheri

“Nevah mind, deah boys,” said Arthur
Aungustus consolmclv. “After all, Twas w
doubtful as to whethah it would be infwa dig.
to collect money. We have the honah!”

To which his comrades replied all ﬂt b}

“Ratst”

“Let's get back to the houseboat, rnd hay
some suppah before we go home, said Arthur
Augustus.

Figgins & Co. grinned as t!\?}‘ mP* the Jazs
tandsmen coming aboard.

“Did you collect much?” ua}mJ Kerr.

“Some beastly qroo&’er made thz collection
for us——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“It was too bad!l’
pathetically. -

“Yaas, wathah! Still, we have acored
suceess. 1 say, patab, did you hear the mu
on the wivah?” asked Arthur.August
his noble pater came along the de

Lord Eastwood nodded.  He w
ignorance of the fact that the J handsmep
stood before him. Arthur Angustus was
about to enhghtm him; butf befere doing sc
he wanted to get an un-)re,gudrced ‘opinion on
the music. -He got-it!-

“Yes, 1 could hardly ‘19)') 5§ea.rm<’
Arthur,” said his lordship; “one. must
‘complain. To most of the people who
to the regatta there is probabiy someth
amusing, and even pleasant, in sueh terrible

ou

“eaid cousln

in hlissiud

noises. And others must bhe willing to s}
mit® ch enulls’ m the pleasure  of
majority.”

The Jazz bandsmer Iooked at one i
with sickly smiles.. Arthur Augustus, having
received the unprejudiced opinion he was
seeking, did not enlighten. his noble p“te‘f as
to the identity -of the bandsmen,

But the Jazz bandsmen enjoyed
cn the househoat; and it was qui 3
the evening when they took Ieay
Lthel and D’Arey’s pater and mater, and eie-
barked on the launch to return to S8t. Jim's
Figgins & Co. went with them on tbe teunch,
their boat being towed hehind., School House
and New ‘House" fraternised cheerily. and all
were in the greatest of spirits he
glided away. down the dusky river.

Figgins

with light, till a bend of the river hid it from
sight. Figging was a little pensive. Monty.
Lowther bestowed a wink upon bis eorarades.’
“Let’s have a tune going home!” he sais
The Jazz bandsm?n were - nothing
They " struck up. the “Love-8ick Coon.”

loﬁ
—apd
Figging turned quite red,. They foll(;wed ﬂ
up with the' ‘chcanmny's Wedding-M

and Figgins glared.  But ‘as they dre
to St Jim’s the band bum into . 8
Conguering Hero Comes ”; and hggnh smitad
aoain,
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