




























































































important visit to Mr. Wiggs—this time on
the important subject of neckties. His
chums were to follow him, a feed at Mus.
Murphy’s tuckshop in the village being
cenerally agreed upon as an excellent
method of disposing of what remained of
Gussy’s liberal tip from his pater. Having
finished his important business with Mr.
Wiggs, Gussy was to join Tom Merry & Co.
at the village shop.

But as he sauntered elegantly along Ryl-
combe Lane, D’Arcy’s eyes fell upon a
shabby figure seated on the stile half-way
to the village.

He knew the stubby features, the stubbly
chin, the surly countenance at once.

It was Mr. William Hooker—this time
minus his barrow. He was sucking at an
empty pipe, and looked even more ‘‘ up
against it ’” financially. than on the previous
occasion when Gussy had had the misfortune
to fall in with him.

D’Arcy frowned as he sighted Mr. Hooker.

He slackened his pace, debating whether
he should speak to the shady rascal, and
tell him what he thought of him and his
rascally proceedings, or whether he should
streat him, like Messrs. Gammon & Gobble,
with lofty and unregarding contempt.

The mevchant stared at him
curiously.

D’Arcy’s appearance was very different
from what it had been at the previous meet-
ing ; but there was a dawning of recognition
in Mr. Hooker’s surly face. Without the
moustache, and in his own natty overcoat,
IV’Arcy looked unlike the young man, as
Mr. Hooker had taken him to be, who had
collided with the barrow a few weeks before.
Nevertheless, Mr. Hooker half-recognised
him, and stared at him very hard.

D’Arcy returned his stare with cool con-
tempt.

““ You’ll know me agin!” jeered Mr,
Hooker, as the swell of St. Jim’s came
nearer.

“ Yaas, wathah, you wascal !’

¢ What?”’

¢ Wogue !”’

¢ My eye!’” saild Mr. Hooker, staring at
him. “ I know your blinking voice, and I

very

know your blinking face, but I s’pose
you’re a blinking relation of that blinking
hloke who knocked over my blinking
barrow.”’

"1 did not knock over your bawwow—
you wan your wootten bawwow into my bike,
as you are perfectly well awah.”

“You!” ejaculated Mr. Hooker. He
stared blankly at the swell of St. Jim’s.

“ Mean to say it was you !”” he exclaimed.
““You was got up with a moustache on.
So you are the bloke, are you?”’

Mr. Hooker slipped from the stile.

He knew D’Arcy now, and perplexed as
he-was, he had no further doubt. He pushed
back his dirty cufis.

“You!” he said. “ You knocked over
my barrer! Where’s my blinking barrer
now, hay?”’

““ Weally, you cannot expect me to know
anythin’ about the whereabouts of your baw-
wow,’”” said Arthur Augustus. ‘ Pway step
aside and allow me to pass.”’

““T don’t think!”” said Mr. Hooker, with
emphasis. ‘I don’t think, young feller-me-
lad! I’ve ’ad to sell that barrer.”’

‘“ That is no bizney of mine.”’

““Ain’t it?’ said Mr. Hookem ‘I ’ad
to pay twelve-and-six for !=gal advice, and
three and six each for two blinking letters
to be "wrote. And what come of it?
Nothing.”

“ Bai Jove!”

‘““And ’ad to sell my barrer to pay
exclaimed Mr. Hooker excitedly. ““ No use
going further with it, says Mr. Gobble.
Leastways, not without placing us in funds
for the purpose, says he.”’

Arthur Augustus’s face broke into a grin.

The outstretching of the arm of the law
hard caused great perturbation in Study
No. 6 at St. Jim’s; but apparently Mr.
Hooker’s own experience had not heen @
happy one.

¢ Serve you wight !’” said Arthur Augus-
tus, ““ You were twyin’ to extort money
fwom me, you wogue, and if you have lost
your own, it serves.you wight. Now let
me pass . I desiah to have nothin’ what-
evah to say to a person of your chawactah.’
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“T dessay !’ said
Mr. Hooker. ““ 1 des-
say! Only I ain’t
done with you wvet,
voung feller-me-lad!
I'm done with blink-
ing lawvers, I am—
bue T ain't done with

you! See that there
diteh 77

Arthur  Angustus
turned his eveglass

upon the deep ditch
by the roadside, swol-
len with recent rain.

“ Certainly 1 see
it,”” h rered
it,”” he answered.
“Like to he

ducked in it ?”’ asked
Mr. Hooker.

¢ Certainly not!”’

““Then I'm sorry
for wer,”” said M.
Hooker, with fero-
clons humour.
““ “(‘ause that's jest
what's going  to
‘appen to vou.”’

And the hulking
Arthur Augeustus.

D’Arey backed away.

*“ Hands off, you wuffian !”’

I don’t think.”

““ BaiJove! I Oh, ewumbs

Mr. Hooker was upon him with a rush.
Obviously he expected to overwhelm the
elecant schoolboy without any difficulty.
But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was made of
tougher material than Mr. Hooker supposed.

e stood up to the rush, and hit out, and
there was plenty of force in Gussy’s arm.

His knuckles crashed on Mr. Hooker’s bul-
hous nose, and the merchant staggered hack
with a howl.

But it was only for a moment. The next
he wag elntching at the swell of St. Jim's,
and D'Arey was struggling in his grip.

““ Naw, in yvou go !’ gasped Mvr. Hooker.

““ Oh, my hat! Vrelease me, you wui-
fian!"’

“Tn vou go!”

in the lane.

fellow advanced on
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In the excitement of the struggle, neither heard or heeded the sound of footsteps
Haif-a.dozen juniors had spotted the scene from a distance, and
were tacing to the spot.

(See Chapter 12.)

But it was not so easy to pitch Arthur
Augustus in.  He struggled hard, resist-
ing every inch of the way, and Mr. Hooker
was quite breathless by the time they drew
close to the flowing ditch.

In the excitement of the struggle, neither
heard or heeded the sound of footsteps in
the lane.

Half a dozen juniors had spotted the
scene from a distance, and were racing to
the spot.

Tom Merry & Co. were taking it very
easy, as they strolled down to Rylcombe,
thinking it probable that Arthur Augustus
would be detained for some time with Mr,
Wices” selection of neckties. But thev
ceased to lake it easv as thev discerned,
from a distance, the swell of St. Jim’s in
combat with a hulking ruffian.

““Put it on!’” exclaimed Blake.

And the six juniors ¢ put it on,”” fairly
racing {owards the stile.

[Fast as they came, however, they wers
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only just in time. Arthur Augustus, still
resisting manfully, had been whirled to the
very edge of the flowing ditch, and M.
Hooker was exerting himself to hurl him in.
Undoubtedly he would have succeeded ; but
at the psychological moment, Tom Merry
arrived, a little ahead of the rest.

Tom grabbed the merchant by the collar,
and dragged him backwards from the ditch,
Arvthur Augustus with him.

““ No, you don’t!’” he gasped.

““ Wescue, deah boys!”” gasped Arthur
Augustus.

¢ Here we are!”” chuckled Blake.

““ Collar him!”

“ Mop him up!”?

Crash!

Myr. Hooker, gasping and spluttering,
went sprawling inio the road, and two ov
three of the juniors sat on him to keep him
there.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Just Like Gussy !
RTHUR AvcGusrtus D’Arcy gasped for
breath.

He leaned on the stile, and gasped, and
casped again. From Mr. Hooker, sprawling
on his back in the lane, came a series of
emphatic objurgations. His language was
not pleasant ; indeed, much of it would un-
doubtedly have been considered, by Messrs.
tiammon & Gobhble, as actionable !

** Cheese 1t !”’ said Blake, taking hold of
Mr. Hooker’s hair, and tapping the back of
his head on the earth. ‘¢ That's enough!
ting off I”’

““ Yarooolh

‘“ Keep that bwute safe,
oasped Arthur Augustus.

¢ We've got him,”’ erinned Blake, ‘¢ Safe
as houses! I Keep on telling you to shut
ap, my man.’”

Bang!

Mr. Hooker’s head smote the road again,
and he yelled with anguish. After that
hint, he decided to shut up.

With Blake sitting on his chest, Herries
holding one wrist and Dig another, and
Monty Lowther standing on his legs, M:.

172

deah boys,”’

Hooker was not in a position Lo argue the
point,.

““ But what’s the jolly old row, Gussy?”’
asked Tom Merry. ‘¢ Can’t you step out-
side the school gates on a half-holiday with-
out getting into a shindy ¢’

* Weally, Tom Mewwy

‘“ Oh, it’s Gussy all over,”” said Blake.
‘“ He goes round asking for trouble, you
know.”’

‘“ Begging and praying for it,
Dig.

¢ Weally, you fellows

““ Will you let a blinking bloke gerrup ¢
came in a fierce hiss from the prostrate Mr.
Hooker.

Bang !

‘“ Whooop "

Again Mr. Hooker subsided into silence,
with an expression on his face that was
positively Hunnish.

““ Dear old Gussy !’’ said Lowther. ‘‘ One
day he goes out and butts into a merchant
on a bike—now he goes out and picks up
a shindy with a tramp! What will he do
next, I wonder?’’

“1 wonder !’ said Blake, shaking his
head.

“Wats! This is the same mAn—this is
the wogue Hookah,’” said Arthur Augustus.
‘“ He pitched into me, and was goin’ to
thwow me into the ditch if you fellows
hadn’t come up. Oh, deah!”

*“Oh, my hat!”

““ Great pip! This is Hooker, is it?"
exclaimed Monty Lowther, staring at the
enraged raseal. ° Gobble’s giddy, client !’

“ Yaas, wathah 1"’

““ The chap who was taking legal proceed-
ings,”” chuckled Blake. ‘¢ He seems to have
decided on illegal proceedings, after all.”’

< ), dral e

““ Let a bloke gerrup,’” said Mr. Hooker,
changing his threatening tone for a whine.
““ I’m sorry T laid ’ands on the young gent.
I was ratty, T was, owing to being rooked
by them blinking lawyers. I’ve ’ad to sell
my barrer, and what's a blinking bloke to
do without a blinking barrer? T ask you.”’

““ You seem to have got off better than the
Gobble man’s client, Gussy,”’ chortled Blake,

b ]

7 assented
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Arthur Augustus dropped a pound note and a ten-shilling note into the muddy
Mr. Hooker stared at him blankly.
(See Chupter 13.)

hand of the merchant.
all he could say.

vou have been vewy pwopahly punished for
vour wascality I’” said the swell of St. Jim’s
severely.

“ Qoooch I’

¢ T twust that it will be a lesson to you.”

(X1 OW !J’

“ T wegard you

“ Ow! Grooogh! Look at me!”’
Mr. Hooker. ‘‘I’m nearly drowned !
at me! Don't jor at a bloke.”’

¢ Weally, you cheekay wottah——"’

“ Ring offI”’ chuckled: Blake. ¢ Tho
good man’s had his medicine, and he seems
quite tame nouw. T’ain’t fair to give him
chin-wag, too.”’

““ Weally, Blake v

¢ Come on,”’ said Tom Merry, laughine.
** There won't be time to go to your giddy

3

groaned
Look

g ""’W%V//

tailor’s now, Gussy!
Let’s lead for Mis.
Murphy’s.”

¥4 Let’\‘"’
Blake. ““ Come on!”’
129

““ Yaas, wathah !

Tom Merry & Co.
walked on towardy
the village, leaving
Mr. Hooker sitting,
a dismal and discon-
solate figure, on the
grass by the road-
side. Arthur Augus-
tus had a thoughtful
expression on his
noble face, and onve
or twice he glanced
back over his
shoulder at the dis-

agreed

mal figure of {the
merchant. He halted
at last.

“Come
Gussy !’

“ You fellows keep
on,”  said  Arthur
Augustus.  “ 1 am
coin’ to speak a word
to that person.’

‘“ Ile’s had enough
chin-wag, old chap.”

o n,

“My cye!” was

“Wats 1

Arthur Augustus hurried back along the
lane towards Mr. Hooker. The dismal
rascal blinked up at him with Jack-lustre
eyes.

“Can’t you let a bloke alone?” he
groaned. i

‘1 have not weturned to slang you, Mr.
Hookah,”” said Arthur Augustus quietly.
““ You mentioned to me that you had had
to sell your hawwow.”’

“’Ad to let it go for a pound,’” munibled
Mr. Houker.

“1 pwesume that that interferes wathah
sewiously with vour gettin’ vour livin’ as a
woadside merchant 1"

“ Course it does! ’Ow’s a bloke to carry
round his pot and pans without a barrer1’’

{( 149 )



_** Could you wepurchase it.for a pound,
Mr. Hooker ?”

*“ Course I can’t! Thirty bob would do
it; but where’s a bloke to get thirty bob?"
groaned Mr. Hooker.
_ Arthur Augustus
moment.

*“ I have thirty shillin’ left fwom a wemit-
tance I lately weceived,”” he said. *‘If
your bawwow is necessary to your gettin’ s
livin’, Mr. Hookah, you are welcome to it.”’

€¢ Eh 2:: E

‘“ Heah you are!”’

Arthur Augustus dropped a pound note
and a ten-shilling note into the muddy hand
of the merchant.

Mr. Hooker stared at him blankly.

““ My eye!’” was all he could say.

“I am afrwaid, Mr. Hookah, that you
are a vewy gweat wogue and wascal,”’ said
Arthur Augustus. ‘“ I can only twust thas
you will twy at least to be more honest in
the future.” ‘

And Arthur Augustus hurried after his
comrades.

Mr. Hooker picked himself up, and stood
staring after him, in a state of astonish-
ment from which he was a long time in
recovering.

D’Arey rejoined the Co., and they walked
into Rylcombe together. Tom Merry & Co.
were grinning ; they had witnessed the tran-
saction between D’Arcy and Mr. Hooker,
and it did not surprise them in the very
least. They had given up being surprised
by any of Gussy’s proceedings—even his
legal proceedings!

‘“ Here we are!’”’ said Blake cheerily. as
the party arrived at the door of Mrs.
Murphy’s tuckshop.

(AR

hesitated for one

Arthur Augustus halted suddenly.

““ Bai Jove I’ he ejaculated.

‘“ What’s the matter now ¢’

“I am afwaid that the spwead is off,
deah boys !”’

““ What I’ howled six voices.

““You see, I gave that man Hookah all
I had left out of my patah’s wemittance

2

(21 Eh r‘l}’

““And
Herries.

““ I nevah thought of that.””

‘“ Oh, my hat!”

““ You’ve walked us all down to Rylcombe
at tea-time, and—and—and there isn’t any
feed I’ gasped Blake.

“Yaas. You see

““ And what are we going to do?’’ howled
Blalke.

*“ Walk back again, deah boy.’’

“What 1>

““ That appeahs to me the only thing to
do, in the cires. T twust,”’ added Arthur
Augustus hopelully—*‘ I twust that we shall
not be too late for tea in Hall!”’

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at Arthur
Augustus speechlessly for some moments.
Then, as if moved by the same spring, they
seized the ornament of St. Jim’s, and sat
him down on the doorstep of the tuck-shop
with a terrific concussion.

““ Yawoooop !’

“ There!”” gasped Blake.
him another "

Bump !

‘“ Oh, ewumbs!”’

And Tom Merry & Co. walked back to
St. Jim’s, leaving Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
to follow at his leisure.

THE END

what about the feed?’’ bawled

29

‘““ Now give




Grand Performance of “H.M.S. Pinafore.”
By JIMMY SILVER.

HE Concert Hall was packed to over-
flowing on Saturday evening, when

the Classical Juniors’ Operatic
Society gave a fine performance of Gilbert
and Sullivan’s famous musical comedy,
‘“ H.M.S. Pinafore.”” Admission was free;
but heavy charges were made, nevertheiess—
by Tommy Dodd & Co., of the Modern Side.
They charged so persistent.y at the dvor that
we were obliged to admit them !

It was a great mistake to admit the
Modern bounders. We might have guessed
that they were bent on a ‘“ rag.”’ However,
they trooped to their seats with innocent
faces—though I did not fail to notice that
their pockets were bulging suspiciously, as
if they contained ammunition! T had no
time to make them turn out their pockets,
because I was urgently wanted behind the
Ecenes,

l

Loud cheers greeted the raising of the cur-
tain; and our jolly Jack Tars, wearing
Oxford bags which had been dyed a deep
blue, chanted their opening chorus. There
were no untoward incidents until they came
to the line, :

*“ When the balls whistle free o’er the bright
blue sea !”’

And then missiles began to whistle free from
the hands of the Modern bounders. They
were in the front row, and, rising to their
feet, they bombarded the performers with
bad eggs, cabbages, rotten apples, and other
unwelcome missiles.  There was a wild
stampede through the wings on the part of
the jolly Jack Tars, who had just been sing-
ing that they stood to their guns all day!
When I came on to the stage, in the réle
of the here, I made an indignant appeal for
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order. Evidently my words carried weight,
for the Moderns suffered me to sing my
opening song without hindrance. But there
was more trouble when Arthur Newcome, in
the role of ‘‘ dear'little Buttercup,’’ came
tripping on to the stage with a basket of
wares on his arm. Probably it was the first
time that Buttercup had performed in short
skirts and an Eton crop! Poor old New-
come hasn’t much of a voice; in fact, his
voice is his only vice! No sooner did he
start croaking his song, than the Moderns
sprang to their feet, and peppered him with
their pea-shooters.

Newcome stuck it out like a hero. Under
a bombardment of peas, which rattled on the
stage like hailstones, he sang his song to the
bitter end—with slight variations !

#¢ They call me the—ow !—Buttercup,
Dear little—yow [—Buttercup,
Though I could never tell why. Yarooo !
But still I’'m called (Ow, you' beasts!)

Buttercup,
Dear little (Chuck it, you rotters!)

Buttercup,
Sweet  little—ow-ow-ow |—Buttercup,

I !)’

They jerked the trap-door open—and | vanished below.
It was the crowning outrage |

The Modern bounders bombarded the performers with
bad eggs, cabbages, rotten apples , . . there was a wild
stampede from the stage!

The crowning outrage occurred when I
was singing my farewell song to the cap-
tain’s daughter (Lovell.) With fitting
emotion, I warbled the lines:

““ Farewell, my own !
Light of my life, farewell 1>

Instantly I disappeared from view! And
there was a howl:of irrepressible rierriment
from the audience. The fact is, T had been
standing on a trap-door, which opened
downwards. A couple of Moderns were
underneath the stage. They jerked the trap-
door. open at the appropriate time, and I
vanished below—to be caught in their arms.

- That, as I say, was the crowning outrage.
It was decided, there and then, to eject the-
Moderns from the Concert 1.all, and the play
was held up while a free-fight took place.
After a wild and whirling scrap, Tommy
Dodd & Co. were cast forth on their necks.
Then the play proceeded, without further
interruption, to its triumphant conclusion.
We have promised to give another perform-
ance. next Saturday, and any Modern
bounder who has the nerve to seek admission
will be given the bumping of his life !

THE END
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