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JACK HARKAWAY AT OXFORD.

CHAPTER:-I.
JACK BECOMES AN OXFORD FRESHMAN.

“Oxford! Oxford!” The porters ran briskly up
and down the platform, as the Great Western express
steamed into the station.

The engine that had brought the train down was
known as the Flying Dutchmaan, and the speed at
which she went was something to marvel at.

“Here, porter, lend a hand,” said a young gentle-
man.

The porter did as he was requested, and took charge
of rugs, hat boxes, fishing rods, and other trifles, with
which the passenger was burdened.

No sooner had the passenger landed himself on the
platform than a young fellow about his own age, which
was not more than eighteen, stepped up, and shook
him cordially by the hand.

“Harvey, old fellow, I'm delighted to see you,” said
Jack. “How are they all at home?” he exclaimed.

“Jolly, thanks. I thought you would come and meet
me, Harkaway,” said Harvey.

Jack Harkaway had been up at Oxford for a week,
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His chum, Dick Harvey was unable to come with
him owing to his mother’s illness, but when she got
better, he wrote to say he should be down by the ex-
press.

Jack wore the cap and gown which distinguish uni-
versity men.

Seeing it for the first time, it arrested Harvey’s atten-
tion.

“You've come out full-rigged to meet me,” he ex-
claimed.

“Can’t help it,” replied Jack. “It’s what one must
do here, if you don’t want to get proctorized—which is
Oxford for punished.”

“It looks more comfortable than going about in
beaver,” answered Harvey, thinking of his own chim-
ney-pot hat.

“We call it a mortar-board; you'll soon get used to
it. But come and have a quiet lunch with me.”

“How about the luggage?”

“Oh, the porter will send it up.”

The man, who had been respectfully waiting while
the friends were talking, touched his cap, and ex-
claimed :

“Certainly, sir. What college, sir?”

“St. Aldate’s. Ask for Mr. Harvey’s rooms; they
are in the inner quadrangle.”

They gave the man some money, which in its amount
so acted upon his sense of gratitude, that he touched his
cap again, and looking out a truck began to place the
articles-taken out of the baggage car on it, preparatory
to taking them to the college mentioned by Jack.
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Adjourning to the refreshment room, the two fresh-
men—as newcomers in their first year are called—de-
voted their attention to a light repast.

“How do you get on here?” asked Harvey. “What
do you do, and how do you like it?”

“Fine,” replied Jack. “I have scarcely had time
to settle down, but I like it immensely.”

“Is it like school ?”

“Not a bit; there is as much difference between
school and college, as there is between chalk and cheese.
We have chapel every morning at eight, but we can
shirk it three days out of seven.”

“Then you do very much as you please?”

“T should think so; there’s lots of liberty. You're
not expected to be in gates till twelve, so you can
spend your evenings in other fellows’ rooms. The col-
leges are dotted about the town in such a very quaint
way, you know.”

“Where do you dine?” inquired Harvey.

“Tn our own hall, at five.”

“And the work?”

“Oh! the work depends very much upon what a fel-
low likes to do. The reading men read in their rooms
and with coaches. A coach is a tutor, who puts you up
to dodges and questions for the examinations.”

“But you have to attend lectures, haven’t you e

“Yes; I am in twelve lectures a week, of an hour
each,” replied Jack; “that makes just two hours a day.
Think of that.”

“What do you read?”

“Oh! Greek Testament, Virgil, Herodotus, and the
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first book of Euclid. It’s child’s play to a fellow who
was through our old school.”

“I think we shall have a jolly time,” remarked Har-
vey.

“I'm sure of it.”

“How’s Monday?’ asked Harvey, referring to the
savage whom Jack had reclaimed and brought back
with him on his return from the East Indian Archi-
pelago.

“Oh! the nigger is all right. He sleeps out of col-
lege, but he waits upon me, and is always hanging
about my rooms. The men call him the Black Prince,
and have rare larks with him.”

“And Mole?” Harvey asked, remembering the in-
genious schoolmaster who had been with them on their
recent voyage.

“Oh! Mole is up here, and has started as a coach. I
am one of his pupils, though I have not troubled him
much yet.”

“Where are my rooms, and what are they like ?” said
Harvey, adding—“T am afraid I am bothering you
with such a lot of questions.”

“Which it gives me great pleasure to answer, my
dear Dick. Your rooms are in the same quad as mine,
though on a different staircase.”

“What’s a quad ?”

“Why, the quadrangle, or square, the houses in which
are cut up into sets of rooms for the men. We have
only one tutor, Mr. Scraper, living in our quad, and
we are trying to make his life so miserable that he will
have to clear out.”
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“Is St. Aldate’s a swell college?”

“ should think it was. There are lots of rich men
in it, and it is thought the fastest in Oxford. I've made
some acquaintances already.

“Nice fellows?”

“Very. The first is Tom Carden; he is the captain
of our college boat crew, and has a funny way of
altering the letters of words.”

“How ?”

“Why, instead of saying he’s going to have a mut=
ton chop, he says, ‘T'm going to struggle with a chut-
ton mop.” You'll soon find out.”

“T see. If he was going to take a walk, it would be
wake a talk. Funny man!”

“Then there is Fabian Hall, he’s a reading man—
awful chap, and Sir Sydney Dawson, who is the head
of the fast set; got heaps of cash, kicks up a horrid
din late at night, drives tandem, and drives the dons,
as we call the authorities, frantic.”

«T must desire his further acquaintance, as Bottom,
the weaver, said,” remarked Harvey.

“Then there is Gussy Kemp—can’t quite make him
out: and they are the lot, four of them, all told.”

“What's amiss with Kemp?”

“T don’t know, exactly. He’s clever, but he’s got a
bad mouth.”

“That’s a queer reason for disliking a man,” laughed
Harvey.

“You know the monkey I brought back from Sing-
apore?” continued Jack.

“That artful, leary old article?”

“That’s the one. Well, I've got him in my rooms,
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and he’s a great card. He followed me into chapel
the other day, and hid in the pulpit.”

“By Jove!”

“Fact. Well, sir, he got up in the middle of the
creed, and began chatting away like anything, and it
was only by hitting him on the head with a stick that
we got him to behave anything like decent. The dean
sent for me, and I've had to promise to put a chain
on him.”

“What a joke!” said Harvey.

“It wasn’t much of a joke for me. I got a wigging,
I can tell you. Ever since then Dawson has called
him the bishop of Oxford, whose nickname up here is
Soapy Sam; so I expect the monkey will be called
Soapy Sam or the bishop to the day of his death.”

“Did Dawson christen him ?”

“Yes; he put him in my bath, and potred a bottle of
wine over him. Didn’t the bishop walk into his af-
fections though for it?”

“How ?”

“He got on to the top of my bookcase and shied a
plaster-of-Paris bust of Shakespeare bang on his head.
Now we'll toddle up to St. Aldate’s.”

Harvey put his arm in Jack’s, and they walked from
the station towards the town.

The glimpses that his conversation with Jack had
given him of college life made Harvey anxious to get
to St. Aldate’s.

“You will like our college. It is a dear old place,”
exclaimed Jack.

“I hope so; at all events, I shall never forget that it
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is through your kindness that I am able to come up
here,” replied Harvey.

“Don’t bother about that,” said Jack, returning the
pressure of his friend’s hand.

CHAPTER 1II.
A SELL FOR HARVEY,

It was the beginning of the winter term, and the air,
though cold, was clear and crisp.

The first object of interest as they entered the town
was a jail, which is called Oxford Castle.

It has an imposing appearance, and Harvey said:

“What is that place?”

A mischievous idea came into Jack’s head.

“That’s our college,” he said.

“Is it really? It doesn’t look very old.”

“Ah!it’s very old inside. We have put a new front
on,” answered Jack.

“T wonder if my traps are come?” said Harvey.

“Go inside and ask; I will go a little further and get
some cigars. The man at the gate will show you the
place,” replied Jack.

“Very well; don’t be long. T want you to show me
the place,” replied Harvey.

Jack nodded, and went on a little way farther.

Harvey, totally unsuspicious of the real character
of the building, walked to the gate of the castle.
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It happened that the week before a prisoner had es-
caped.

He was a young man, and Harvey somewhat resem-
bled him in appearance, the similarity being further
carried out by the fact of his having had his hair cut
rather short the day before.

A solemn-looking official opened a wicket in the gate
for him, at the same time asking him what he wanted.

“T want to be taken to my den,” replied Harvey, in
a cheery tone.

“Are you an inmate of the building, out on leave o
inquired the gatekeeper.

“T am afraid I have been absent for a week without
leave,” Harvey said, with a smile.

“What name?”

Harvey told him.

The name of the escaped convict was Chalvey, and
the gatekeeper thought he said Chalvey.

A light instantly broke upon him.

Here was the escaped prisoner, touched by remorse,
or hunted by the police, come to give himself up.

At first he fancied he was one of the new warders
out on leave.

Now he felt sure that he had guessed rightly.

“Step inside,” he said, roughly.

Harvey did so, and found himself in a courtyard sur-
rounded on two sides with a high brick wall, and in
front of him was the jail.

“Gloomy-looking sort of place,” he thought.

“March !’ exclaimed the gatekeeper; “and look ‘ere,
my lad, no humbug.”

Harvey stared at him.
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“Rude, uncultivated sort of buffer, this gatekeeper,”
he said to himself. “I must have him inquired into.”

When the entrance to the prison was reached, the
gatekeeper spoke to a warder, who looked at Harvey
and nodded.

Unlocking a door with a key, he disclosed a long
gallery, with doors on cither side.

One of these he opened.

“This way!” he exclaimed.

Harvey hesitated 2 moment,

“Come on,” said the warder. “You've give yourself
up. What’s the use of being stubborn ?”

More puzzled than ever, Harvey entered the pas-
sage, and was ushered into a narrow cell.

Before he had time to realize his position, the door
was shut upon him, and the key turned with a click.

He loooked on the bare walls, and the absence of
furniture and carpet struck him strangely.

“Well,” he exclaimed, “if this is college life at Ox-
ford, all I can say is, Oxford is a rummy-go sort of a
place. Very much a one-horse place, I should call it.
Wonder where I am, wonder how long they mean to
keep me here? Perhaps it’s a lark; perhaps it’s part
of the regular thing one has to go through. Anyhow,
it’s not nice.” :

The minutes glided by, and he began to feel lonely
and oppressed.

Putting his hands in his pockets, he whistled and
tried to look out of a harred window, but could not,
because it was too high up.

Just as he had reached the last bar of the chorus to
“After the Opera is Over,” a little grating in the door
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opened, and a grim face appeared, while a gruff voice
exclaimed :

“No noise, you Chalvey.”

Harvey subsided.

“They won’t let me whistle, and they call me Chal-
vey,” he murmured; “what shall I do? Funny place
this.”

Meanwhile the warder and the gatekeeper had gone
to the governor of the jail.

They informed him how that desperate and deter-
mined character, Chalvey, had given himself up.

The governor smiled a smile of satisfaction.

“T will go and see him. An example must be made
of him. We'll black-hole and bread-and-water him,”
said the austere governor.

He proceeded to the cell, which was opened for him,
and confronted Harvey.

“So you have come back, 192?” he said.

“What do vou mean by calling me 192?” asked Har-
vey, indignantly.

“That’s your number.”

“Number be hanged!”

“YVou'd best be civil, or we shall know how to make-
you,” replied the governor. -

“Look here, old fellow; is this a lark?” asked Har--
vey.

“You're the man who escaped; that’s enough for:
me,” answered the governor.

“Fscaped? What do you mean?”

“Tsn’t he the man?” inquired the governor, turning-
to the warder.

“He looks like him, sir. If he isn’t, what did he:
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want to come and give himself up for?” replied the
‘warder.

“Quite so. What have you got to say to that?”
asked the governor.

“All T know is that I'm an undergraduate of St. Al-
date’s,” answered Harvey, “and I don’t understand
being treated like this when I come to my college. Are
you the dean?”

“Dean!” repeated the governor, in his turn surprised.
“I'm the governor of Oxford Castle—that’s the jail
you know.”

“Is this a jail?” exclaimed Harvey.

“Have I not told you so?”

“Then I'm sold. It’s Jack’s doings, and I don’t
blame you, sir,” said Harvey.

“Have we made a mistake? Call the head warder,
who knows all the faces. Make haste!” exclaimed the
governor. :

A minute or more elapsed, and the head warder ap-
peared with a book of photographs in his hand.

He turned over the leaves, and looked carefully at
Harvey.

“Have you got a strawberry mark upon your left
wrist?” he asked.

“No, nor never had. Look for yourself,” replied
Harvey, baring his arm.

“Then you’re not Chalvey. It’s a mistake.”

The governor looked ashamed of himself.

“You’re sure it’s not Chalvey?” he said.

“Positive, sir. Chalvey had a cast in his right eye,
in addition to the mark.”

“My dear young sir,” exclaimed the governor, “I
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don’t know how to apologize to you sufficiently. Come
with me to my apartments, if you please. We must
talk this matter over, and I will myself walk up to St.
Aldate’s College with you.”

“Thank you,” replied Harvey.

He saw now that Harkaway had been playing him a
trick, and was rather glad to get out of the cell.

“T’ll have it out of Jack,” he muttered.

The governor, who was a very gentlemanly man, had
a long conversation with Harvey, and laughed heartily
at the trick his friend had played upon him.

He pressed him to have a glass of wine, and wished
to see him personally to the college.

This Harvey would not permit, saying he was sure
he could find his way now.

“I trust,” said the governor, “you acquit me of
blame.”

“Most decidedly, my dear sir,” answered Harvey.
“I have to thank you for releasing me so soon.”

They shook hands, and the warder, who was so eager
to shut him up a short time before, was now as anxious
to show him the way out.

Harvey gave him a shilling, and walked up the street.

At the door of a small tobacconist’s he saw Hark-
away, placidly puffing away at a big cigar.

“Hello, Dick!” exclaimed Jack. “You don’t mean
to say you don’t like your new quarters?”

“You're a beast!” growled Harvey.

“What for?”

“Why, to sell me like that; but if you won’t tell any-
body T’ll forgive you.”
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“Oh, won’t I?” replied Jack. “It’s too good fun to
be lost. What did they do with you?”

“Locked me up till the governor came, and then I
soon squared matters. But it was too bad of you.”

“So it was, dear boy. Have a weed, and be jolly,”
said Jack.

Harvey and Jack had both learned to smoke, and
with cigars in their mouths strolled up the High Street.

“This is what we call doing the High,” remarked
Jack.

“Where is St. Aldate?” asked Harvey.

“A little way down the street of the same name.
~ Come along; don’t be afraid this time.”

“You won'’t sell me any more?”

“Not to-day. I’ll promise you that,” answered Jack.

They turned under an archway, and entered a large
square, with a fountain playing in the center.

The cathedral was at his back, and the college hall
to the right of them up a flight of steps.

While the tower over the gateway held a great bell
known as Tom, which gave it the name of the Tom
Tower.

Passing through the outer quad, they came to an in-
ner one.

“Here we are,” said Jack. “My room forms a sky
parlor. Freshmen must put up with what they can
get.”

“Can’t you have lower rooms if you like?” said
Harvey.

“Not in your first year. You can change after you
have been here a while, as other fellows change or

b
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leave. Come to my room, and we will send Monday
or my scout to see if your things have come.”

“What's the scout?”

“Oh, he’s a great institution. He is my servant, and
waits upon me in the hall. He rejoices in the pleasing
name of Buster.”

“Shall T have the same scout ?”

“No, you're on another staircase, and the chances are
you won'’t,” replied Jack.

They ascended an aged staircase, and on the third
story stopped at a heavy wooden door, which was shut.

“That’s my oak,” explained Jack, opening it with a
key.

“Your oak?” repeated Harvey. .

“Yes. There is an inner door, and when you are
out, or don’t want fellows to call and worry you, you
shut the outer one, and that is sporting your oak.”

They went in, and Harvey found that his friend had
a sitting room and bedroom, and a small place for a
scout.

The apartments were elegantly furnished, and Jack
had, with some taste, arranged his spears and bows,
and other souvenirs round the walls.

“T should think,” said Harvey, “Monday must feel
himself at home among all those Pisang and Limbian
trophies.”

“Oh, yes; Monday’s an immense swell. All my
friends have taken kindly to him.”

There was a knock at the sitting-room door.

“Come in,” cried Jack.

A being of middle height, fat, sleek, and having black
as the prevailing color of his garments, entered.
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“Oh! it’s you, Buster ?”” said Jack to his scout. “You
have just come in time to get out some glasses and
wine.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Buster, with a bow. “Is this Mr.
Harvey, sir, of whom you have been speaking, and if I
may make so bold?”

“You're not far out.”

“Being Mr. Harvey’s first day in college, I suppose
he will not dine in hall, sir. Shall I order you a little
feed at the Mitre or the Clarendon? Both very nice
hotels, sir; or there is the Randolph.”

“The Mitre will do; it is close, too. Order some-
thing at four.”

“Cert'n’y, sir,” replied the scout, using a favorite
phrase of his.

“And T say, Buster, can you tell me if Mr. Harvey’s
rooms are ready for him ?”

“Yes, sir; the rooms is ready. The scout, which his
name is Clinker, sir, and a friend of mine, has seen
everything proper.”

“Very well; you can go. I shall not want anything
more.”

“Begging your pardon, sir, there is one thing I
should like to speak about.”

“Some other time. Be off, now.”

“I’s a matter of importance, sir; leastways to me,”
persisted Buster.

Jack took up a book and threw it at the retreating
figure of the scout, who had darted into the passaage.

“You won’t, won’t you?” he muttered.

The irrepressible Buster, however, was not so easily
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got rid of, and hiding himself behind a door, spoke
again.

“It’s all along of that negro, sir, which I mean the
black man,” he exclaimed.

“What’s the row now ?”

“He’s been a-cheeking of me, sir.”

“It’s very odd that you two can’t agree.”

“You, sir, may say what you like,” replied the scout;
“but niggers, leastways negroes, is different, and I
can't abide a black man when he turns cheeky.”

“Will you be off, or not?” cried Jack, taking down a
long spear from the wall.

“Cert’n"y, sir,” said the scout, who thought it about
time to make his escape.

“What’s the matter between him and Monday ?”
asked Harvey.

“Oh! they can’t hit it at all. I don’t know how it is,
but I think one’s jealous of the other. Monday hates
Buster,” replied Tack.

After refreshing the inner man, they proceeded to
Harvey’s rooms, and found Mr. Clinker, the scott,
busily engaged in unpacking his master’s portman-
teaus.

“Servant, Mr. Harkaway,” he exclaimed; “and
yours, sir.”

“Are you my scout?” asked Harvey.

“Yes, sir; name of Clinker, which Mr. Buster he
knows me well. Your father, sir, came down last
week and told me to order all that you would want,
and I do ’ope you'll be satisfied.”

“Which means that you've bought lots of things he
won’t want,” replied Jack, “and got your commission
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out of the tradesmen, who are awful harpies to fresh-
men.”

He walked about, and inspected the various articles
in the room.

On the table was a pile of tradesmen’s cards.

“Chuck all these in the fire, Dick,” he exclaimed,
“and lock up your spirits and your wine.”

Cl.nker smiled a ghastly grin.

“You think you've got a key that will fit, don’t you 2
continued Jack. “But he shall order a patent lock, and
then where will you find yourself, Mr. Stinker or
Clinker, whichever your name is.”

“May I gasp my last, sir,” answered the scout, “if

T ever robbed a gentleman of so much as a ounce of
bacca.”

“You may take your affidavit, you won’t have the
chance with us. Put your master’s things straight.
Mr. Harvey will come with me until his place is fit to
go into.” =

They returned to Harkaway’s rooms, where they
found a man baiting the monkey with the end of a
lighted cigar. ?

He was tall and fair, with a face like that of a hand-
some woman, his fair mustache having scarcely
dawned upon his lips.

His dress was faultless, though a little loud, but his
gentlemanly manner enabled him to carry that off.

“How do, Dawson?” cried Jack. “My friend Har-
vey. Heard me talk about Harvey? He was with me
in the China seas. Harvey, you must know Sir Syd-
ney Dawson.”

“Charmed, I’'m sure,” replied Harvey.
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They bowed to one another.

“I've been badgering your monkey till he is as wild
as a hawk,” exclaimed the baronet.

“Mind Soapy Sam doesn’t get the best of you,” re-
plied Jack, laughing.

“Not he; I am up to his dodges now. By the way,
will your friend Mr. Harvey come to my wine to-
night? T have sent you an invitation, and if he doesn’t
mind the short notic 7

“Not at all,” said Harvey. “It is my first day in
Oxford, and I am obliged to you for thinking of me.”

“Very well. Do you dine in hall ?”

“No,” said Jack; “we have ordered our mutton at
the Mitre.”

“Ah, exactly,” said Sir Sydney, with a yawn. “The
prodigality of freshmen is proverbial.”

He was in his second year.

“Now, look here, Dawson, you don’t dine in hall
more than three or four times a week, because you are
a gentleman commoner,” said Jack, laughing.

“May T ask what that is?” cried Harvey.

“Delighted to give you the information,” answered
Sir Sydney Dawson. “I have the misfortune to have
a handle to my name, and to be the heir to six thou-
sand a year.”

Séesee

“It is not much, but it is something, and I am the
prey of the sharks in the ’varsity; I wear a more swell
gown than you, and have a tuft to my cap, and pay
double fees; that’s all.”

Soapy Sam now made a raid upon the baronet’s cap,
which was lying on the table.
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“Sit on your ape, will you, Harkaway?” said the
baronet.

“T can’t,” replied Jack, throwing something at the
monkey.

“I wish you would, just to oblige me.”

“You rile him so. I saw him sneeze just now when
you burned his nose with the end of your weed.”

Soapy Sam rushed to the top of the bookcase, which
was his favorite perch, and began to pick the tassel of
the cap to pieces.

“Now I shall want a new mortar board,” said Sir
Sydney. “Never mind; I'll send in the bill to you, and
freshmen have always plenty of money.”

“Hanged if T have,” replied Jack. “My father cuts
me down to two hundred a year.”

“Quite enough, too. My guardian only gives me
that.”

“Really! How do you manage?”

“Borrow what I want and go tick. It’s easy
enough,” replied Sir Sydney.

“1’d rather not get into debt, if I can avoid it,” said
Jack.

“Well, if you have any inclination that way, all T
can say is you came to the right place when you ran
up to Oxford.”

Jack was about to reply, when a grinning black face
appeared in the doorway.

It was Monday, the savage Jack had brought back
with him from the China seas. k,

“Ah! Mast’ Harvey, how um do, sare?” he cried.

“Pm all right, thank you,” replied Harvey. “How
do you like Oxford?”
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“It very fine place; Monday very much wonder at
all he see in England; it nearly drive him mad. Now
he get better, only he not like that scout fellow, Buster.
Mast’ Jack got um Monday, what him want with that
Buster? Him no good.”

The scout had been listening outside, and putting his
head in éxclaimed, as he shook his fist :

“You black thief! It’s a pity you didn’t stay in your
own country.”

“T can’t have you two quarreling like this,” re-
marked Jack.

“What does he want to call me out of my name for,
sit, behind my back?” exclaimed Buster. “Only to
look at him gives me a stomachache; he looks like an
unripe plum.”

Jack laughed, as did the others.

“Him steal um brandy um wines, and um sugar, sare,
Um see him take,” replied Monday.

“You lying black thief ! exclaimed Buster; “I’ll have
the law of you.”

“Get out,” cried Jack; “have your rows outside. Do
you hear? Slope!”

The scout retired, grumbling to himself, and Mon-
day buried himself in a cupboard.

Presently Tom Carden came in.

He was a strong and powerfully built man, just the
sort of wiry, good-natured fellow to become the popu-
lar captain of a college boat crew.

Being introduced to Harvey, he looked round and
saw some soda and hock.

“Ah!” he exclaimed, “sock and hoda. That will
just do for me. We are not in training now and may
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indulge, though you'll find me rather strict, Harkaway,
if you come into the St. Aldate’s crew.”

“Nothing like it,” said Jack.

“You're right there. I mean to have the St. Al-
date’s boat at the head of the river next year, and no
mistake about it.”

“T’ll do my best for St. Aldate’s, if youll honor me
with a seat in the tub.”

“Tub!” cried Carden, indignantly. “She’s the
neatest craft that Salter ever put in the water.”

“I’'m not a boating man, and don’t mean to be,” ob-
served Sir Sydney; “but I should call our boat the
college tub.”

“All right, call it the college tub,” exclaimed Carden,
with a smile. “Pass the sock and hoda, and give me a
pight for my lipe.”

“T wish you would not talk in that absurd way,” ex-
claimed Sir Sydney; “it takes a fellow some time to
understand you. You're a silly buffoon, Carden.”

“What am I? A silly buffoon? That’s a nice thing
to call a man,” replied Carden, laughing.

“Are you coming to my wine to-night?”’

“If you're decently civil.”

“You will meet Kemp and Hall, and a lot more you
know. Jolly fellows.”

“I like jolly fellows, so I’ll come,” answered the cap-
tain of the St. Aldate’s crew. *

Shortly afterwards the party broke up and Jack took
Harvey to the Mitre Hotel, where they had what he
called a neat little feed.

After a cup of coffee and a cigarette, they proceeded
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to Sir Sydney Dawson’s rooms, where his guests had
begun to assemble.

“You will find it rather a swell crowd,” remarked
Jack.

“All right; I flatter myself I know how to behave,”
answered Harvey.

CHAPTER III.
JACK =5 ETLRST W.INE-.

Jack and Harvey were shown into a sumptuously.
furnished apartment, upon the contents of which money
had been lavishly expended.

A variety of wines were upon the table, with all
sorts of biscuits and preserved fruits.

Olives, however, seemed to be the most popular.

A box of cigars, which cost four guineas, invited the
attention of smokers.

Sir Sydney Dawson had perched himself on the back
of a chair, in which acrobatic position he contrived to
balance himself with considerable skill, and not with-
out difficulty.

“Here are our nautical friends,” he exclaimed ; “but
why this absence of nigger and monkey? Send for
them, Harkaway. ‘We can’t get on at all without our
nigger and monkey. Soapy Sam and the Black Prince
are necessary to complete our happiness and secure the
harmony of the evening.” '
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“I’ll see about it presently,” replied Jack. :

He walked over to a tall, effeminate-looking young
man, with a pale complexion, and having his hair
parted in the middle.

“How do, Kemp?” he said.

“Ah, how do?” replied Kemp, with a peculiar smile.
“Allow me to introduce you to my friend, Mr. Frank
Davis, of Singapore.”

Jack stared in amazement.

Before him was the sworn and determined enemy
who had given Jack trouble in the Far East.

Davis had told him that he was going to England to
complete his education at a university.

He had added that wherever Jack was, he would still
hate him, and seek for his revenge.

Jack little expected to meet him so soon.

Nor had he the remotest idea that he would come
across him at Oxford.

That it was Davis, of Singapore, he had no doubt.

He had lost one ear.

Making a cold and distant bow, Davis replied:

“Mr. Harkaway and T have met before.”

“Really!” exclaimed Kemp. “I'm glad of that. It’s
such a nuisance helping fellows to talk. Davis is not
in our college. He’s a Merton man, but I dare say you
will often run against one another.”

. Davis and Jack glared at each other.

It was an unpleasant meeting for both of them.

Muttering something about hoping that Mr. Davis
would enjoy life at the university, Jack shuffled away
to the other end of the room.

He took a seat near Harvey.
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The latter was drinking claret, but Jack drank port
in tumblers.

“I say, old fellow,” exclaimed Harvey, “aren’t you
putting it on rather too strong? Stick to this claret.”

“I'm upset,” answered Jack.

“Why ?”

“I have seen Davis.”

“Singapore Davis?”’

S Viesie

“The man with one ear?” said Harvey, in surprise.

“Yes, my enemy. I suppose Hunston, the enemy of
my school days and of later years, will turn up next.”

“Where is he?”

“In this room. He has come over to England, and
is at Merton.” ‘

“That’s funny.”

“I tell you,” said Jack, “I don’t like it. Davis is
with Kemp, and I have a strong feeling against Kemp.
They are friends, and they will get up something for
me.”

“Avoid him as much as possible; he can’t do you
much harm,” answered Harvey.

“T will, you may depend upon that, though I can’t
forget the strong cause he has to hate me.”

While Jack was talking, Kemp had, at Sir Sydney
Dawson’s request, gone to Jack’s room to tell Monday
to bring the monkey over.

“And look here, Monday,” said Kemp; “there is half
a crown for you.”

“Thank um, sare,” replied Monday.

“Don’t you think if I were to paint your face a little
it would make you look prettier ?” continued Kemp.

)

3
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“Paint um face? How um do that, sare?”

“Oh! it won’t hurt; it will wash off again. You'll
be a white man then. It’s only a lark.”

On a table was a box of colors, with brushes.

Taking one of the latter, Kemp mixed some white
paint with water.

Monday sat in a chair, and allowed his face to be
painted white.

The effect was ludicrous enough.

Kemp next put a college cap on the monkey, which
Monday carried in his arm, and they returned to Sir
Sydney’s room.

The fun was growing fast and furious.

A shout of laughter greeted the entrance of Monday
and the monkey.

Kemp tied an empty wine bottle to the animal’s tail
and let him go.

Soapy Sam rushed up a bookcase, on the top of
which was some valuable china, all of which fell down
with a smash.

The monlkey, with considerable cleverness, untied the
bottle and threw it in the middle of the table, capsizing
a stand of figs.

“I say,” cried Sir Sydney, “this is too bad. .Stop
your monkey’s tricks, Harkaway.”

“You would have him, and you must put up with
him,” answered Jack.

“Where’s his keeper? Here Monday, Tuesday!
What’s your name?” exclaimed Sir Sydney.

Monday stepped forward.

“What um want, sare?” he said,
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“You’re not Monday. He’s black, and you're
white.”

“They paint um face, sare.”

“Who did? Has some one been whitewashing you ?”

“Mr. Kemp, him do it, sare,” replied Monday.

“Well, look after the bishop. I can’t have all my
crockery ruined.”

Monday promised to do his best, and shook his fist
at Soapy Sam, who retaliated with absurd grimaces,
which, as he still wore the college cap, made everyone
who saw him burst with renewed laughter.

Sir Sydney Dawson proposed a game at loo.

There were a dozen or fourteen men in the room,
and the table was soon cleared.

About nine sat down.

Jack, who had been drinking more port than he was
accustomed to, sat next to Kemp, and, there being a
vacant chair, he declared that the monkey should play.

“Nonsense!” said Kemp. “Who ever heard of a
monkey playing at cards?”’

“I didn’t ask you,” replied Jack. “I am Dawson’s
guest, and he can do what he likes in his-own place.”

“Upon my word, it is a strange proposal,” said Sir
Sydney, hesitatingly.

“He can pay if he loses, and perhaps that is more
than everyone can,” continued Jack.

“Order, gentlemen,” said Sir Sydney, adding: “Let
the bishop play.”

Jack called Soapy Sam, who was much attached to.
his master and came down at once.

“Here; sit between Kemp and me,” said Jack.

The monkey gravely took his seat.
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The cards were dealt, the loo being limited to three-
and-sixpence. :

Jack looked at the monkey’s cards, and turned them
up for him.

Kemp insisted that it was not fair, but no one paid
any attention to him.

It was a novelty for a monkey to play cards, and,
like overgrown boys as they were, they liked anything
new.

Besides, Kemp was known to be irritable, and they
were pleased at seeing him get angry.

As the game progressed Kemp was very lucky in
turning up kings and aces, and won largely.

The seventh round was a general loo.

Kemp had one hand on the table, and the monkey
suddenly, making a great chattering, put his paws on
Kemp’s hand.

“Call the brute off,” exclaimed Kemp, turning very
pale.

“Lift up your hand, and he won’t hurt you,” ex-
~claimed Jack. :

Sfifcam’t.y

“Rot!” said Jack, pulling his arm on one side.

On the table was an ace.

“Hello!” cried Sir Sydney, gravely.

“The beast must have put it there,” said Kemp, in
confusion; “that’s the worst of having a monkey by
one’s side; they are always playing some tricks or
other.”

Jack whistled.

“Do you think T cheat?” asked Kemp, savagely.
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“No,” replied Sir Sydney; “we don’t say that; go

~on. It looks funny, that’s all.”

“T’ll not play another card, unless the brute is re-
moved.”

Jack was very grave, and calling Monday, he told
him to take the bishop home.

“Now,” he said, “you’ve nothing to grumble at, Mr.
Kemp. I am by your side, and the monkey is gone.”

“That’s right. Whose deal is it ?”” asked Kemp.

The game proceeded.

It was remarked for a time that Kemp’s luck de-
serted him.

After a while, however, it came back again, and he
swept the stakes towards him with irritating frequency.

Without seeming to do so, Jack watched him with
the eye of a hawk.

The players were getting excited.

Everyone played carefully and in silence.

All at once Jack, whose face was flushed, and who
trembled with excitement, seized a sharp two-pronged
silver fruit fork.

Kemp’s hand was on the table, as it had been when
the monkey pounced upon him.

Before him were three cards, one of which he had
turned.

Clubs were trumps, and he had taken miss.

In an instant Jack dashed down the fork, which ran
through the back of Kemp’s hand, and, entering the
wood, pinned him to the table.

A vell of pain broke from him.

This was followed by a cry of surprise and horror,

Everyone sprang to his feet.
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“What have you done?” exclaimed Sir Sydney.

“T saw him cheating; and if the ace of clubs is not
found under his hand I will forfeit a hundred pounds!”

The men crowded round Kemp.

The wretched man was writhing in agony, and the
red blood oozed up from his wound.

“Look out, all of you,” said Jack. “He can’t say it
was the monkey this time!”

Sir Sydney Dawson, with some difficulty, extricated
the fork.

When it was removed, and the bleeding hand lifted
up, there was the ace of clubs.

Kemp had evidently taken it from the pack when
shuffling.

The prongs of the fork had gone through it, so that
there could not possibly be any mistake.

Kemp wrapped his hand in his handkerchief.

“Well, gentlemen, are you satisfied?” asked Jack.

It is a horrible thing among gentlemen for one of
their number to be caught cheating at cards.

“If Mr. Kemp can give any explanation of what has
occurred, I for one shall be glad to hear him,” replied
Sir Sydney.

“And I also,” remarked Tom Carden.

So also said half a dozen others.

Kemp remained obstinately silent.

“Have you nothing to say?” cried Sir Sydney.

With his unhurt hand, Kemp turned all the money he
had won out of his pockets onto the table.

“If you think I cheated,” he exclaimed, “there is the
money, and something more; divide it among you.”

“But the card. How did you come to have one more
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than you were entitled to, and an ace into the bar-
gain ?”

“It's my belief Mr. Harkaway put it there,” replied
Kemp.

“That is too ridiculous,” said Harvey.

“I don’t know. He has been among savages, and I
have heard, from Mr. Davis, of strange things he did
in Singapore.”

Jack was about to make an indignant answer.

“Don’t speak; leave it all to me,” said Sir Sydney
Dawson.

“If you wish it

“I do. You, Mr. Kemp, have been clearly bowled
out, and can give no satisfactory explanation for your
conduct, which you make worse by accusing a man of
honor. All that remains for me to do now is to re-
quest you to leave my rooms and be good enough never
to enter them again.”

At this decision of Sir Sydney Dawson’s, Kemp be-
came livid.

He looked round him, and for a moment it did not
seem that he had a friend in the room.

He was mistaken.

Frank Davis approached.

“Let me give you my arm,” he said; “you must see
a doctor.”

They walked away together in silence.

Tt was not until they were gone that those who re-
mained ventured to speak.

2




CHAPTEER V.
MR. SCRAPER GETS SCREWED UP.

“Rascally thing to do,” said Sir Sydney.

“Beastly ! infamous!” remarked Fabian Hall.

“No doubt of it. Clear as a pikestaff,” exclaimed
Harvey.

“I shall cut the man dead whenever I meet him,” ob-
served Tom Carden.

“Serve him right, too,” exclaimed Jack; adding,
“was I right in what I did?”

“Certainly,” answered Sir Sydney.

“The bishop put me up to it first of all,” continued
Jack. “He saw Mr. Kemp palming the cards, and
thought that he wanted to have a lark with him. I
knew Soapy Sam was right in what he did, and I was
only waiting for a chance to drop down on Kemp like
a hundred of bricks.”

“Well, he’s knocked into a three-cornered hat now,”
said Sir Sydney.

“I hope you are not put out on my account,” said
Jack. “I am the last man in the world to get up any
unpleasantness in another fellow’s rooms, but I can’t
stand cheating at cards.”

4

“No one blames you,” said Carden. “Let me make
a champagne cup.”
“Not a bad idea,” said Harvey.

‘While the champagne cup was brewing, Jack related
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how he had once, on board ship, seen a midshipman
cobbed within an inch of his life for cheating.

The wine circulated, and everyone began to get very
merry.

“I can’t play any more after what has occurred,” re-
plied Dawson. “What shall we do?”

“Go and screw Scraper up,” said an undergraduate
in his second year.

“Splendid!” replied Sir Sydney Dawson. “Get a
hammer and gimlet and some screws.”

Mr. Scraper was an unpopular tutor, and they did
not care for consequences.

“Good-night,” said Fabian Hall to Jack.

“Are you off ?”

“Yes. I'm a reading man, and have my way to
make in the world, you know.”

“Well, what of that?”

“Oh! I know how these things end, and I don’t want
to be rusticated.”

“What's that?”

“Why, sent away for a year,” replied Hall.

“Ts anything likely to happen?” asked Jack.

“Of course; the dean may come out. The college
authorities stand a good deal, but St. Aldate’s has been
going ahead a little too much lately.” /

“Well, good-night, if you won’t stop.”

Hall went away and Jack followed the others into
the quad.

Mr. Scraper had rooms on the ground floor, and his
door was soon screwed up, so that it was impossible to
open it.
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Then the men went into the quad and called out
“Fire!” throwing stones at the windows.

At length Mr. Scraper woke up, and finding he
could not get out, looked from one of his windows at
the turbulent crowd below.

He was in his nightcap.

A storm of laughter greeted him.

Some were playing at leapfrog, others singing scraps
of songs, and the greatest confusion prevailed every-
where.

A friend of Dawson’s, who was a Brasenose man,
sank on his knees, overcome by wine, and began to re-
cite a portion of Demosthenes’ oration on the crown.

Dawson took him up in his arms and carried him to
the outer quad.

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Jack.

“Put him in the fountain; he isn’t well,” answered
Sir Sydney.

“A bath will cool him; very thoughtful of you.”

“Isn’t it? Take his legs; he’s heavy.”

Jack took the Brasenose man’s legs and carried him
to the fountain, where they deposited him in the water,
his head leaning gracefully against the side.

Then they returned to their own quadrangle.

Mr. Scraper was uttering loud cries, firmly believing
that a dreadful fire was raging somewhere.

The dean heard the noise, and summoning two tu-
tors, went with the porter, carrying a lantern, to the
scene of the disturbance.

“What is the matter, Mr. Scraper ?” asked the dean.

“I am screwed up, sir,” said Mr. Scraper,

“Really, this is very disgraceful,”
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“Can you tell me if there is a fire?”

“Certainly not; no suspicion of anything of the sort,”
answered the dean.

“Oh! thank you. I will retire to rest again, though
I should like to see the authors of the outrage perpe-
trated upon me properly punished.”

It shall be done,” said the dean.

Just as Jack and Sir Sydney returned, they saw the
dean and his tutors rushing up a staircase after Tom
Carden and Harvey.

“Better slope,” said Sir Sydney.

“Stop a bit,” cried Jack; “I want to see the fun out.”

And he sent another stone through Mr. Scraper’s
window.

“Well, I'm off. I’ve been in lots of rows, but I never
stop to be nailed,” said Sir Sydney.

“Wait for me.”

“Not I. If you won't come, you must take the con-
sequences.”

Sir Sydney ran off, and Jack was left standing alone.

The dean had been unable to catch anyone, and he
knocked at the door of a man who was going up for
the examination called “‘greats.”

Now, when a man is reading hard for his “greats,”
with a wet towel bound round his forehead, and drink-
ing nothing but green tea he doesn’t like a noise in the
quad. %

It very naturally riles him to hear rows going on.

Thinking that the rioters among the fast set were
coming to worry him, he took up a pail full of dirty
water.
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Opening his door, he unceremoniously emptied it
over the head of the dean.

Rushing towards him, the dean exclaimed:

“How dare you, sir?”

Splutter ! splutter !

“What's the meaning of this extraordinary conduct,
sir? Do you know who I am?”

Recognizing the dean, the reading man explained
and apologized.

Clean towels were offered and accepted.

The dean and his satellites descended the staircase.

His temper was not improved by a bath of dirty
water.

A dark frown had settled on the classic brow of the
dean of St. Aldate’s.

He had been roused, defied, insulted.

What he wanted now was a victim upon whom to
pour out the vial of his wrath.

Jack was the only man left in the quad.

He was standing on the gravel, and enjoying him-
self in taking cool shots with pebbles at Mr. Scraper’s
windows.

A slight smash announced that a graceful hole was
made.

“Hit it again,” said Jack. “My practice is improv-
ing. Wonder where Scraper is? Fire! fire!”

The dean bore down upon him with academic ire.

“Your name and college, sir?” said the dean, firmly.

Jack turned round and surveyed the head of his col-
lege blandly.

“Ah! pardon me, I haven’t the honor,” he replied.

“Sir!” cried the dean.
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“I never talk to people unless I'm introduced.”

“TI am the dean of St. Aldate’s, sir.”

“Indeed?” said Jack, coolly throwing another stone
at Mr. Scraper’s doomed windows. ‘“Very incon-
venient time to call upon a man. Can’t you come to-
morrow ?”

“Are you aware what you are doing ?” thundered the
dean.

“Oh, perfectly. I am thoroughly compos mentis,
and engaged in a work of charity.”

“Work of what?”’

“Charity, my dear sir, charity, which we have high
authority for believing covers a multitude of sins.”

“Perhaps you will explain yourself further, Mr. &

“Harkaway, of St. Aldate’s.”

“A freshman, I think?”

“Well, sir; I must admit I am a little fresh to-night.
My first wine, you see, Mr. Dean,” said Jack.

“And this work of charity?” said the dean, who
could not help smiling.

“Ah! exactly, I had forgotten.”

Another stone rattled against the tutor’s window.

“An obstinate and misguided man, rejoicing, I be-
lieve, in the name of Scraper—Scrap—no, Scraper,
Scraper, I like to be precise, sir—lives in those rooms.

“Well ?”

“Some gentlemen of this college have foolishly
screwed him up, sir; his oak is hermitically—metically,
I mean—sealed, and as T am informed that the collece
has been set on fire in three places, it follows that the
wretched creature will be burned to death.”

“I see no smoke,” replied the dean.
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“Fact, I assure you. If the flames have not burst
forth, they are sm-smoldering.”

“Go to your room, Mr. Harkaway, and oblige me
with a visit to-morrow morning,” replied the dean.

“Thank you, I breakfast with a friend; fried gud-
geon at ten. I shall shirk chapel. Say the afternoon,
and T’ll drive you over to Sandford,” replied Jack.

“You're not master of yourself, young gentleman,”
said the dean, severely.

“Beg your pardon,” exclaimed Jack. “I'm all there
at this moment, and could twist your arm into a Span-
ish fox, and every hair in your head should bristle like
rope yarn. 1 haven’t been three years and thirty-six
months at sea for nothing.”

“Porter,” cried the dean. “See Mr. Harkaway to
his rooms.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the porter, holding his lantern
near Jack.

The dean with his attendant tutor moved away; the
disturbance having quieted itself rather than been put
down.

“Don’t go, old f'la,” said Jack.

The dean stalked along in dignified silence.

“Well, if vou must go, you must. Good-night, old
cock: and when next I crook my elbow I'll wish you
luck.”

The porter was greatly scandalized.

“Tt’s the dean, sir; you mustn’t do it,” he said, in a
tone of remonstrance.

“But T’ve done it. It’s only my playful way,” re-
plied Tack.

With the porter’s assistance, he regained his rooms,
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and telling him if he called in the morning he would
give him something, he entered.

A lamp was alight on the table, and by its light he
undressed, and was soon fast asleep.

CHAPTER V.
JCK TSESCGATED 2

At about nine o’clock the next morning Jack’s scout
stood by his bedside with a long glass containing some-
thing of an effervescing nature.

“Copper hot, sir?” said the scout, with a grin.

“What the deuce has that to do with you?” replied
Jack, waking up.

“Nothing much, sir; young gents often get hot cop-
pers after a wine.”

“What’s that in your hand ?”

& SEand B, sin?

“Ah! Soda and brandy. Give it here.”

Jack drank the refreshing draucht.

He was not at all well; his head ached, and his
mouth was parched and dry.

“What’s the time?” he asked.

“Gone nine, sir.”

“Then I'm too late for chapel.”

“They say you carried on last night, sir,” said the
scout: “and vou’ve oot to oo bhefore the dean, for
screwing of Mr. Scraper’s door up, and then chucking
of stones at him in his nightcap.”
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“I have a dim recollection of meeting the dean,” re-
plied Jack. “What an ass I made of myself.”

“Have any breakfast, sir?”

“Yes, fried soles, eels or gudgeon; anything you can
get that’s light.”

Buster nodded, and in half an hour Jack had a good
breakfast, washed down with some of the buttery ale.

He sported his oak, and would see nobody.

At eleven he dressed and went to the dean’s house,
feeling rather uncomfortable.

The dean was a good-natured, gentlemanly man,
and asked his visitor to sit down, as he wished to speak
to him.

Jack did so.

“Does it not occur to you, Mr. Harkaway, that you
are making a bad beginning, having been up so short
a time?” he said.

VeSS

“That’s candid, at all events. I am not disposed to
be very angry with you, but I must mark my sense of
displeasure at your conduct.”

There was a pause.

“I promise you I will not be so foolish again, sir,”
said Jack.

“You will consider yourself confined to your collere
for one week, and T hope you will remember your
promise. Had you been in your second year, I should
most certainly have sent you down to your friends for
some time. Go; and be wise in time.”

TJack was glad to get off so easily.

He returned to his rooms, where he found Sir Syd-
ney Dawson, Harvey and Carden.
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“Well?” said Sir Sydney. “You have been hauled
up before the dean, I hear.”

“Yes,” replied Jack; “and it’s all your fault.”

“Why didn’t vou run when I did?”

“Because I didn’t choose to!”

“Don’t get riled, old man,” said Sir Sydney. “What
have they done to you?”

“Gated me for a week.”

“That won't kill you.”

“No, I don’t suppose it will. But it is a bad start,
and I’'m rather ashamed of it,” said Jack.

Finding he was not in a good humor, Sir Sydney
and Carden took their leave.

When he was alone with Harvey, Jack said:

“I shall make use of my time and pitch into the
fourth book of Euclid.”

Harvey did not stop long.

e had a lecture to attend, and had promised Carden
to go down in the crew.

A week passes slowly when one is confined to a cer-
tain spot, and after Jack had been in college three days
he got tired.

Sir Sydney invited him to drive over to Blenheim
with him in his tandem.

Jack wanted to know how he could get out, and was
told that half a sovereign given to the porter would
make that functionary shut his eyes.

After some deliberation Jack consented to go.

He had a strong wish to see Woodstock and Blen-
heim, and he got out of college with Sir Sydney.

The tandem was waiting for them a little way over
the bridge, near Magdalen College, and not far from a
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small tavern, past the turnpike, called the “Cape of
Good Hope.”

They mounted and started at a spanking pace for
Blenheim.

Here they passed a few hours very agreeably, and
turned to go home.

About a mile from Oxford they met Harvey, who
had been running up the road.

Sir Sydney, who was a splendid whip, instantly
pulled up his team.

“Are you in training for a mile race?” he asked,
seeing Harvey was out of breath.

“No,” said Harvey. “I have come to warn Hark-
away.”

“About what?”

“Kemp and Davis have been to the dean, and told
him that Harkaway is out of college.”

“The beasts!” said Jack, in a tone of disgust.

“That’s awkward,” exclaimed Sir Sydney. “What
is to be done?”

“I've arranged it all. Both gates are guarded, and
it is impossible to get in that way; but Fabian Hall’s
windows are on the first floor, and look into the street.
He has promised to wait with a tablecloth, and haul
him up.”

“That will do,” said Sir Sydney.

“Jack must get back to his rooms, put on a dressing-
gown and shove his feet into a tub of hot water, and
swear he has a-cold. The water is all ready for him,
and Monday has got a candle for him to tallow his
nose with.”
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“Bravo, Dick!” exclaimed Jack; “you are something
like a friend.”

“Hang on behind,” said Sir Sydney; “I'll soon trot
you back to college.”

Harvey jumped up, and in five minutes he and Jack
were walking over the bridge, while Sir Sydney took
the horses back to the stables.

They managed to reach Fabian Hall’s rooms, which
Jack entered with some little difficulty.

Then he regained his own room without being ob-
served, put on a dressing gown and inserted his feet in
hot water.

Half an hour afterwards Sir Sydney Dawson passed
through the gate, humming a tune.

The dean was standing near the porter’s lodge, and
at once stopped him.

Sir Sydney lifted his cap.

“Where is your companion?” inquired the dean.

“Who do you mean, sir?” asked the baronet, care-
lessly.

“Mr. Harkaway, whom I have confined to his college
for a week.

“In his room, I should think, sir. He had a violent
attack of influenza this morning, and I should think it
highly improbable he had ventured out.”

“Indeed! I will visit him.”

The dean, in some confusion, went to Jack’s room
and was instantly admitted.

The dean was considerably surprised to see Hark-
away, apparently in all the agonies of a bad cold.

“Oh, excuse me,” he exclaimed; “I understood that
you had disobeyed my orders.”
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“In what way, sir?” inquired Jack.

“By quitting your college.”

“In my present state I am scarcely likely to be so
rash,” replied Jack, adding: “Monday, bring me my
candle; I must tallow my nose.” -

“Dear me! You are very unwell; you have lost your
voice. I can see that my informants have either de-
ceived me or themselves. Pardon my intrusion. I
wish you better.”

The dean bowed, and so did Jack.

When the door closed, Jack called Monday.

“Is he gone?” he asked.

“Him gone. All right, sare,” replied the black.

“Take this confounded bath away; then hand me
that box of Partagas.”

With a cigar in his mouth, and one of his legs thrown
over the arm of his chair, and a smoking cap set
jauntily on his head, Jack looked a very different per-
son from the one the dean had seen, in the last stage of
assumed influenza.

Harvey came in soon afterwards and said, with a
smile:

“You were not long getting in form.”

“T've sold the dean,” replied Jack.

“How did he look ?”

“Floored. I was so much like the real thing when
in the bath that he was a settled member directly, and
apologized.”

“I'm glad of that. If you had been bowled out it
would have been rather a serious thing.”

“So it would; and I know now what to expect from
Messrs. Kemp and Davis,” said Jack.
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“They are both full against you, and any dirty trick
they can play you they will,” replied Harvey.

“Let them. I have cultivated a sort of mental gym-
nastics, which enables me to throw care off my mind.
You can’t always be eighteen and in your first year at
Oxford,” cried Jack.

“No more you can ; there is nothing like being jolly.”

The remainder of the time during which Jack was
confined to college passed rapidly.

Towards the end of November the news ran through
the college that there was to be a fair in a field outside
the town.

Sir Sydney Dawson never lost anything of the sort.

He asked Jack to go down with him and see the fun.

Jack agreed to do so, and, with Harvey and Tom
Carden, they made a party of four.

Fabian Hall, who heard of their intention, came to
Jack’s rooms.

He had taken quité a fancy to our hero, and his cau-
tion, common sense, and experience were often of much
use to him.

“So you are going to the fair?” he said.

“Yes. Why not?” replied Jack.

“I suppose you think you will see some fun?”

“No doubt.”

“That isn’t what Dawson’s going for.”

“Isn’t it? What then?”

" “He is going for a row.”

“All the better,” exclaimed Jack. “I like rows.”

“Did you ever hear of town and gown at Oxford?”
asked Fabian.

“Do you mean a stand-up fight between the towns-
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men, that’s the cads, bargees, etc., and the gentlemen
or gownsmen, that’s ourselves?”

“Precisely.”

“Well, what harm is there in that?”

“A good deal perhaps, if the proctor and his bull-
dogs catch you,” replied Fabian.

“Who is the proctor?” asked Jack, who had very
vague ideas respecting this important personage in the
university.

“He is very much like an adjutant in a regiment,
He is the head constable of the ’varsity, and his mar-
shals, or, as we call them, bulldogs, are the police.”

“Well, we must dodge him, that’s all.”

“It won’t be very pleasant, I can tell you, if you are
collared, and the proctor exclaims: ‘Your names and
college, gentlemen? You have been before the dean
once, you know.”

“Don’t croak; I’'m going to the fair. Come with
us?” said Jack.

“Not I,” replied Fabian Hall. “I'm positive Daw-
son will kick up a shindy, and the town hates us so,
they only want an excuse to pitch in.”

“T can settle a bargee, and as to a counter-jumper,
why, I'd soon polish him off,” said Jack, contemptu-
ously.

“That’s what most fellows say till they find out their
mistake,” answered Fabian.

In spite of this warning, Jack persisted in his deter-
mination to go.

The bare idea of a fight between town and gown was
delightful. :
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“Dawson is a brick,” he said to himself, “and T’ll
stick to him through thick and thin.”

It was in this state of mind that he, with Sir Sydney,
Harvey and Tom Carden, started for the fair.

They had just left hall, where they had dined, and
locking their arms, walked four abreast down the High
Street.

Everybody had to get out of their way.

At a small and secluded tavern they stopped to bait.

Some brandy and water made them more valiant
than ever.

Each talked of what he would do if the cads dared
‘to show fight.

On their way they met several men of different col-
leges, all wending the same way.

“The ’varsity is coming up strong,” exclaimed Sir
Sydney.

CHAPTER VI

THE FAIR.

When the four Oxford men got out of the High
Street, they walked in pairs.
. Jack took Tom Carden’s arm, and Harvey walked on
ahead with Sir Sydney Dawson.

“Have you ever been in a town and gown row?”
asked Jack of his companion.

“Yes, once,” replied Carden. “It was last fifth of
November, and the town had made up their minds
for it.”
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“Did you win?”

“T can’t say we did. All T know is I got the sweetest
hiding I ever had in my life, and could not show up
for a fortnight.”

“How was that? I thought a gentleman could al-
ways lick a cad.”

“Don’t run away with any mistaken idea of that
sort, my dear fellow,” replied Carden.

“Why not?” asked Jack.

“Well, it is easy enough to explain. You tackle a
bargee, and if he’s got more bone and muscle and wind
than you, it follows that you must go to the wall.”

“That’s a Q. E. D.,” replied Jack, with a laugh, “as
we say in Euclid.”

“Besides,” added Carden, “the town is generally
stronger in numbers; and then there is the chance of
meeting the proctor and his bulldogs. A town and
gown row isn’t all violets.”

“T mean to have a go in,” said Jack, “whether or no.
Just let a townsman rile me, and I'll let him have what
for-*

“You're young, and had better keep out of it.”

“Never mind that. I'm as strong as a young lion,
and know how to fight. My fists are as hard as iron
through knocking about at sea.”

“That may be.”

“Will you tell me that science goes for nothing ?”’

“Not exactly; but brute force isn’t to be sneezed at,
my boy,” answered Carden.

He took out his pipe.

“Got any ’bacca?” he asked.
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Jack handed him his pouch.

“I shall poke a smipe, or, as you would say, smoke
a pipe. Give me your lox of bights.”

Jack handed him a box of lights, and he smoked
calmly like the philosopher he was.

Jack longed to reach the fair.

It was held in a field a little way out of the town.

As they approached, there was a great blaze of
naphtha lamps, a babel of voices, and a perpetual
striking of big drums and gongs.

“Here we are,” exclaimed Jack, joyfully.

He sniffed the battle afar off, like a war horse.

Sir Sydney pushed his way rudely through the
crowd, provoking more than one indignant exclama-
tion.

Stopping at a stall, he said:

“Fill your pockets with nuts and oranges.”

“What for?” said Jack.

“To get up a row with. You do as I tell you.”

They did so, and moved towards a large erection, in
which a theatrical representation went on every quarter
of an hour.

Bang! bang! went the gong.

“Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, walk up!” ex-
claimed a man upon the platform. “Sixpence is the
charge for the finest performance of ancient or modern
days.”

“What’s the play ?” asked Sir Sydney.

“The ‘“Triple Murder; or, Blood for Blood,”” an-
swered the showman; “being the story of the hered-
itary curse which descended from father to son, and
heventually hextinguished two of the first families in
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Venice. Walk up, gentlemen, walk up, and see the
show.”

“Several university men were going in, and Daw-
son said:

“We may as well have a tanner’s worth, and start
here.”

“So you’ve made up your mind for a row?” cried
Carden.

“Of course. It's what we came for, isn’t it?”

“Speak for yourself.”

“You're not going to leave us,” said Jack, in a tone
of reproach.

“Not I;if you're on for a shindy, I'll see you through
it as well as I can.”

They entered the show, which contained about two
hundred people.

About forty of these were Oxford men.

The mob consisted of men, women, and children, who
had come out to enjoy themselves.

A slight hissing arose as Sir Sydney and his friends
made their appearance.

Sir Sydney took off his cap, and bowed to the com-
pany with mock politeness.

They pushed their way to the front, where four
youngsters, about fifteen, had seated themselves.

“Oblige me by getting out of that,” said Sir Sydney.

“We shan’t,” replied one of the youths. “We've
paid our coin, and we’ve as much right here as you.”

“More,” said another, “as we were here first.”

“Did you hear me?”’ continued Sir Sydney, in the
same quiet, insolent tone.

‘KYeS.”
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“Then perhaps you did not understand me. I want
these seats for myself and friends.”

“You won’t have them, old chap,” replied the big-
gest of the youths.

Turning to his friends, Sir Sydney said:

“Each of you take one, and eject him with no more
violence than is absolutely necessary. I should be
sorry to hurt the town at this early stage of the pro-
ceedings.”

He set the example, and seizing the nearest lad by
the collar, threw him away as if he had been a piece
of wood.

The others then were turned out with equal celerity.

They picked themselves up, and stood stupidly
staring at their aggressors, who were too big to fight
with.

“Bravo!” cried several gownsmen. “Well done, St.
Aldate’s! Well done, Oxford!”

“Shame, shame !” shouted the rest of the audience,

Sir Sydney rose and, looking round him with a
smiling countenance, bowed in the same polite manner.,

A storm of hissing arose, at which Sir Sydney
bowed again, as if in receipt of a compliment, and then
sat down.

“Bravo, our side!” he muttered.

The youths slunk away, and were provided with
seats at the back of the booth.

Here they were joined by several acquaintances, who
began to talk about what they would give the gowns-
men when they got them outside.

“That’s first blood to us,” said Tom Carden, to Jack,
“but they’ll make us pay for it presently.”
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The place being full, the proprietor gave the order
to close the show, and the performance of “The Triple
Murder” commenced.

“Up goes the rag,” remarked Sir Sydney, as the:
curtain ascended.

A truculent-looking bravo was discovered with a
dagger tightly clutched in his right hand.

“Berlood, berlood, I must and will have berlood,”
he cried.

Sir Sydney Dawson whispered to his three friends

“Get out your oranges, and plant him well on the
nose.”

He was the first to throw.

Struck on the nose, the bravo looked round angrily.

“None of your larks,” he said, to the audience.

An orange struck him in the eye at this juncture,,
and being soft, it broke, the pulp going over him.

“I say, stash it!” he cried. “The play can’t go on,
if—oh! my eye! Oh! crikey, there’s another. Gentle-
men, stop it, it ain’t good enough.”

Roars of laughter proceeded from the collegians, but
the townspeople were very indignant.

They had paid their money to see a show, and they
wanted their money’s worth.

In addition to this, there was a bad feeling existing-
between them and the Oxonians.

It slumbered like a tiny spark, but it only wanted a
little fanning to make it burst out into a blaze.

Hearing the disturbance, the manager came forward
and was greeted with a shower of nuts.

“Really, gentlemen,” he said, “this conduct is most
unseemly.”
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“Go to bed,” said Jack.

“Oh, it’s you, is it?” asked the manager. “I’ll make
an hexample of you.”

“Come on,” Jack replied; “I am ready for you.”

Sir Sydney Dawson rose with his usual bland smile. °

“I have to request,” he said, “that the performance
proceed. We are here to improve our minds by high-
class acting; let the first brigand go on.”

“Hear, hear!” said Jack.

“It’s my opinion, you're all of a kidney, you Oxford
gents, and if there is any more row I shall shut up the
show,” said the manager.

“Turn ’em out! Turn ’em out!” cried the audience.

A stout, plethoric-looking man stood up in the center
of the booth.

“Sir,” he replied, “I have been an inhabitant of Ox-
ford for fifteen years, and I never saw such a disgrace-
ful scene in a public place of entertainment before.”

“I quite agree with you, sir,” said Sir Sydney.

“That is more than I do with you, sir,” said the
plethoric gentleman. “I have been an inhabitant of
Oxford for =

“You told us that before.”

“I repeat it, and I will add that you are a disgrace
to the peerage, for I perceive that you are a gentle-
man commoner by the golden tassel to your cap.”

“Wrong again, old boy. I wear a tuft, but I am not
in the peerage,” said Sir Sydney.

“Then you're an impostor.”

“You're a very rude old man. Have an orange?”’

One, dexterously thrown, struck him on the fore-
head.
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The old man gesticulated violently.

“That’s an assault,” he said. “T’ll find out his name
and college. I'll have him up for it. You are all wit-
ness to the assault.”

“You bald-headed old stag, shut up,” replied Sir
Sydney.

“T will not be put down by clamor,” said the irate
party.

“No one wants you to.”

“T am a respectable member of society.”

“Behave as such then,” answered Sir Sydney.

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, is the performance to pro-
ceed or not?” asked the manager, imploringly.

“Certainly not to-night,” answered Sir Sydney.
“T’ve been insulted, and unless an apology is made by
the old party with the bladder sort of head, I shall not
allow you to go on.”

The indignation of the audience now reached its
height.

“A pretty thing indeed,” said one.

“Very nice goings-on,” remarked another.

“Turn them out. Come on, wire in together. Tl
make one,” replied a third.

The aspect of affairs became menacing.

As for the manager he did not know what to do.



CHAPTER VIL
TOWN AND GOWN,

Everybody in the booth began to talk at once, and
the confusion became general.

The manager tore his hair, and in vain implored
silence.

It was impossible for the play to go on.

Turning his head towards the door, Jack saw that
about fifty townsmen were gathering together in that
direction, as if to prevent the gown from getting out.

While the two sections were still quiet, the match re-
quired to set the combustible materials in a flame ar-
rived.

It came in the shape of an undergraduate, who was
known all through Oxford for his fighting propensities.

He had studied the noble art of self-defense under
Nat Langham, and once on a racecourse he had beaten
Jem Mace’s Wolf, as a black prize fighter was called
in a fair stand-up mill.

His name was Dropmore.

It was a peculiarly happy name for two reasons.

He was fond of his beer, and could always take more
than most people, and seldom refused a drop more.

In addition to that, when engaged in a street row,
he could drop more than anybody else. _

Pushing his way in, he was stopped by the money-
taker, who said:

“Tell you, sir, the show is closed. You'can’t go in.”
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“But I am in, my good fellow,” replied Dropmore.

He was a Brasenose man, and stood fully six feet one
in his socks. Tall, handsome, brawny, herculean, he
was the very beau ideal of a man.

“You'll have to go back,” said the attendant.

“Shall 7>

“If you don’t I'll make you.”

“What will you do?”

“Put you out.”

Dropmore looked at him contemptuously.

“Why, you dirty little hang-dog-looking hound,” he
exclaimed, “I'll knock you into the middle of next week
in a brace of shakes. Get out of my gaslight.”

The man, however, was not wise in his generation.

He put his hand on Dropmore’s arm.

In an instant Dropmore had him by the collar, and
swung him in mid air.

“Don’t waste him,” said Jack, “kill a cad with him.”

The devil was in Dropmore that night.

Jack’s suggestion was not lost upon him.

Laying hold of the wretched man by the seat of his
breeches, as well as by the collar of his coat, he swung
him backwards and forwards once or twice, then he
threw him into the middle of the audience.

He fell on two old ladies who were quietly munching
biscuits.

They uttered a shriek of pain and fainted. The
townspeople could bear no more.

At a signal from the manager the curtain was low-
ered.

The first brigand retired to solace himself with a
pint of porter.
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A dozen townsmen rushed upon Dropmore, who took
them fairly, one down the other come on.

“Row! row !” cried Jack, jumping up.

A tremendous riot ensued.

The town attacked the gown wherever they could
find them.

Sir Sydney Dawson touched Jack on the shoulder.

“Steady,” he said. “No fighting now, unless you
can help it.”

“I want to have a go in,” replied Jack.

“So you shall presently. Wait till we get outside.”

“Why ?”

“Because there are women and children here. If it
were not for that, I would soon smash the place up.”

There was a frightful rush to the doors.

Dropmore raised his voice.

“Sit down, gown,” he exclaimed. “Let the women-
kind clear out. I'm all right.”

The collegians retained their seats.

It was clear that Dropmore was fighting against
large odds. ;

He had placed his back against the wall, and man-
aged to hold his own, however.

The manager turned the lights out, which increased
the uproar.

Five minutes elapsed, and as the theater was nearly
empty, Dropmore exclaimed :
“Come along, you fellows. Now’s our time.”

The Oxford men rose, and made their way to the
platform.

This was about five feet from the ground, and the
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retreating townsmen had snatched away the ladder
which served the purpose of a staircase.

Dropmore was the first out.

Snatching up the gong stick, he beat it loudly against
the gong.

The lamps were blazing still in front of the show.

A mixed crowd of town and gown gathered in front
of the booth.

“Stone them! Stone them!” shouted the town, as
the university men gathered on the platform.

Dropmore constituted himself the leader of the riot.

“It’s all right, now Dropmore’s come,” said Sir Syd-
ney Dawson. “He’s sure to get up a very neat imita-
tion of Donnybrook Fair. If we had not come for a
row, he would have started one for our especial benefit.”

“How are we to get down?” asked Jack.

“Drop from the platform.”

The university men presented a formidable phalanx.

There were more of them among the crowd, and
though they were outnumbered by the town, they were
by no means contemptible antagonists.

The town now began to thrown stones and mud.

Several Oxonians weré hit.

“Now, my lads,” exclaimed Dropmore, “get down to
terra firma, and let the cads have it—hot and strong,
mind. Keep together, and fight your way to your col-
leges.”

As he spoke he precipitated himself into the mob.

Tt was a second Curtius leaping into the gulf.

He was surrounded in a moment, the town crying:

“That’s the one! Give it him. Slog, slog.”

The others were not slow in following his example.
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Jack did not think of anybody.

He was separated from his companions, and na
sooner reached the ground than he was engaged with
half a dozen antagonists.

He could hear Dropmore’s voice shouting:

“Gown! Gown!”

And every now and then hoarse cries of “Town!
Town!” were raised.

By dint of sheer pluck and hard knuckles, he fought
his way out of the crowd, and got into the field away
from the glare and the din of the fair.

Here a few Oxonians had assembled, pursued by the
mob.

It was with pleasure he heard Sir Sydney Dawson’s.
voice.

“Shoulder to shoulder,” he said, “like the guards at
Waterloo. No straggling. The mob’s savage, and it
won’t do to give half a chance.”

The gownsmen retreated slowly, while the townsmen
charged them most furiously at intervals.

“There’s a bargee,” said Jack. “I must punish
him.”

Stepping back, he aimed a blow at a stout, burly
man, hitting him in the eve.

“How about that puppy-dog pie, under Marlow
bridee ?” he said.

“T’ll give you pie, you puppy,” replied the barge-
man. :

As he spoke he collared Jack, and dragged him inta
the mob.

Now an Oxford mob is not a kind or considerate one.

It is a cruel, savage, vindictive crowd.
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And woe to the man who gets down.

They show him no mercy.

* Jack struggled hard, but with half a dozen strong
hands at his throat, he could not do very much.

Just as his strength was failing him, a diversion was
made in the rear.

Dropmore came up shouting. “Gown to the res-
cue!” and charged the crowd.

The town fell back, and Jack found himself seeing
stars, and wiping the blood from his nose.

“Don’t you do that again, young shaver,” said Drop-
more. “It was lucky I came up. Now then. Keep
together and make for the High.”

They ran up a small street, and reached the corn
market.

The mob followed them and a regular riot com-
menced.

The Oxford men made a stand in the corn market,
which, from its broadness, gave them excellent facili-
ties for fighting.

From every part the town poured in.

The cries of “Town! Town!” resembled the old
shouts of “Prentices! Prentices! Clubs! Clubs!” in the
city of London centuries ago.

A lot of Worcester men, hearing the noise came
out and made a welcome addition to the gowns.

The fighting grew fast and furious, and the col-
legians drove the town up St. Giles’.

“That’s your sort, go it!” cried Jack, hitting a
townsman in the eye.

Suddenly he heard a cry of:

“The proctor is coming. Run! Run!”
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The crowd raised a derisive shout.

“They’ll cut now,” exclaimed a tradesman’s son,
who had taken a prominent part in the affray.

Jack remembered being up before the dean, for
breaking Mr. Scraper’s windows, so he ran up a
small street, and stood, still panting, near the Bodleian.

Close to him, when the alarm was sounded, were
Harvey and Sir Sydney Dawson.

They were not so fortunate.

The proctor caught them, and exclaimed:

“Your name and college, gentlemen ?”

They told him.

The velvet sleeve of the proctor was close to Harvey.

The bulldogs, as the proctor’s marshals are called,
were taking stock of them.

“Go to your college at once,” said the proctor.

They turned round, being caught in the act, and in
the High Street met Jack.

“Hello! Harkaway,” exclaimed Sir Sydney. “Did
the proctor nail you?”

“No fear,” replied Jack. “I bolted.”

“You'’re a sharp sort of customer for a freshman
in his first year,” said Sir Sydney, smiling.

“Why not?” '

“Here am I, an old stager, and T go and get collared
like a bird who has a pinch of salt put upon his tail *

“Are you in for it, too, Dick?” exclaimed Jack.

“Yes, worse luck,” replied Harvey, “and I've a
couple of loose teeth into the bargain.”

“Where’s Tom Carden?”

“Slopad off home, I expect. He’s a leary old fox,”
remarked Sir Svdney,
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“What are we going to do now ?” inquired Jack.

“Go back to college, I suppose, since the proctor has
gated us,” answered Harvey.

“I vote we do nothing of the sort,” exclaimed Sir
Sydney. “The theater is open to-night; let’s go in
for half an hour. They play Don Giovanni. It’s an
opera company or something like it.”

“No, it isn’t,” said Jack. “It’s a burlesque. I saw
the bills stuck up.”

“Well, shall we have a box?”

“I’d rather have another shy at the cads,” replied
Jack.

“That be hanged! I’ve had enough of it,” cried Sir
Sydney. “I’ve punched twenty heads to-night, if I've
punched one, and that sort of thing becomes monoton-
ous by repetition. Besides cads’ heads are hard and
hurt my fingers.”

“Well,” said Jack, “let’s turn into the theater for
half an hour.”

“Good idea,” replied the baronet.

Seeing a café near the theater, they went in.

A tall, thin, lantern-jawed man was standing and
solacing himself with cold gin and pinches of snuﬁ'
which he took out of a box on the counter.

“Going to the theater, gents?” he asked.

“What’s that to do with you?” exclaimed Jack, who
was not in a good humor with the town.

“A great deal, sir; I belong to the company. My
name’s Peter, and I play ghostesses!” said the man.

“Oh, you do,” said Jack. “What is your part to-
night ?”

“I come on in the statue scene,” replied Peter. “It’s
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Don Giovanni. The don sees me sitting on the stone
horse and chaffs me. I've got to answer him, and
say that he will sup with me in the infernal regions.
Oh! I'm powerful good at ghostesses!”

“We're going in for half an hour, and we shall see
you,” exclaimed Sir Sydney. “Mind you do it well.”

“No fear, sir!”

Jack had slipped round to another part of the café.

“Can you give me some cayenne pepper ?” Jack asked

of the barmaid.

EWihat for, siere

“Never mind. It’s a lark. T'll give you a kiss to-
morrow and take you out on Sunday, if you will.”

The girl smiled and presently went to the kitchen, re-
turning with about half an ounce of red pepper in a
piece of paper.

“Thanks, very much. I shan’t forget you, Polly,”
he said.

Going back to his friends, Jack took up the snuff
box, and holding it down, emptied the pepper into
the snuff.

Harvey saw him, and said:

“What devilment are you up to now ?”

“You'll see a lark presently,” exclaimed Jack.

“What are you going to do?”’ said Harvey.

“If. the ghost doesn’t sneeze his heart out, I'll eat
my head, and my head’s not butcher’s meat,” replied
Jack.

Harvey grinned.

“No one but you would have thought of such a
thing,” he said.
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“Of course not. Larking is my line of country. I
understand it.”

Just then a small boy rushed frantically into the
tavern.

“Peter!” he exclaimed. “Where’s that Peter?”

“Here, young un. What’s flurried your milk ?” cried
the ghost. :

“You're called; the curtain’s waiting, and you’ll get
fined if you're not smart.”

“Coming,” cried Peter, drinking his gin and_ water.

“Have another sninch of puff, as my friend Carden
would say,” cried Jack.

He offered him the box.

“Never say no to a good thing,” and Peter took
two pinches, one for each nostril, and ramming them
well home ran off to the theater.

“Come on!” exclaimed Jack. “We've no time to
lose.”

Going to the pay place, they took the stage box and
were ushered to it by a man with programs.

Just as they were comfortably seated, the bell tinkled
and the curtain drew up.

CHAPTER VIII.
A RUN FOR SAFETY.

The little house was well filled with respectable peo-

ple. :
As if to show his contempt for Oxford society, Sir



68 A Run for Safety.

Sydney Dawson took out his handsome cigar case, and
lighted up, though he knew it was against the rules.

Jack hinted as much to him.

“What’s the use of rules, if they are not to be
broken? If they can stop my smoking, they are wel-
come to try,” replied Sir Sydney.

In the center of the stage was a horse, and on the
horse’s back was Peter.

It was intended to represent a statue, and Peter was
supposed to be made of stone.

The don and his valet, Leperello, came on the stage,
and the don addressed the statue.

Jack watched Peter carefully.

He saw his face twitch convulsively, first on one side
and then on the other.

He saw his head shake, and the tears run down
his cheek, while his mouth opened and shut.

“It’s impossible that he can bear it much longer,”
thought Jack.

Nor was he wrong.

Peter was only human after all, though he boasted
how well he could do the “ghostesses.”

-Suddenly he threw back his head, and gave vent to a
tremendous sneeze that shook the theater.

The red pepper was too much for him.

Don Giovanni left off speaking, and stared at the
statue.

“A-chiffoo! a-chiffoo! a-chiffoo!” sneezed the miser-
able Peter.

The audience began to laugh, and the laugh deep-
ened into a roar.

Jack clapped his hands and applauded vigorously.
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“Bravo, Peter!” he said from the stage box.
Peter, forgetting all about his part and character,
shook his fist at him.

“I'll Peter you,” he said, in a low voice. “You’ve
been putting”—a-chiff-foo —"“something in the”—a-
chiff-foo, foo-foo!—“snuff, blarm your young”—a-
chiff-foo —"eyes !”

“Go it, Peter; you can do it,” replied Jack, derisively.

The sneezing now became continuous.

Peter shook the horse so that the framework gave
way.

He came to the floor with a crash, above which his
awful a-chiff-foo! was distinctly audible.

The lessee rushed on the stage, and began to cuff
Peter unmercifully.

This made the audience roar louder than ever, and
the curtain was lowered amidst a scene of unutterable
confusion. :

“We’d best make tracks,” said Sir Sydney.

“All right; I'm ready,” replied -Jack, who had
laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks.

They quitted the box, and reached the street, making
their way back again to the corn market.

Here loud cries informed them that the fighting was
still going on between town and gown.

So formidable had the contest become, that it as-
sumed the proportions of a riot.

Police in large numbers were hastening to the spot.

The town had driven the gown up St. Giles’ as far
as Keble College.

A number of freshmen from Keble turned out, and
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fighting well together, drove the town down towards
the High Street again.

A knot of townsmen encountered the three friends,
and Jack immediately “let out” at one, who rolled
over.

They were instantly sat upon by the others, who out-
numbered them in the order of three to one.

Jack fought like a Turk.

Suddenly a cry of “The police are on us!” alarmed
the combatants.

“Run!” said Sir Sydney. “It will never do to be
collared by the police; they’'re worse than the proctor
and his bulldogs.”

Giving one antagonist a parting “reminder,” as he
called it, Jack set off running.

The police caught sight of the gowns and closely
pursued them.

Seeing a door open in a private house Sir Sydney
exclaimed, in a hurried tone:

“In here! Quick!”

They darted into the passage, shut the door, and
leaned pantingly against the wall, while the police, fol-
lowed by a yelling mob, ran blindly on in pursuit of
fugitive gowns.

Presently a young girl, bearing a candle in her hand,
appeared.

She was tall, slender, and fair; her features were
exquisitely lovely, and her age could not have been
more than eighteen.

“Do you wish to see my father, gentlemen?” she
asked. “If so, you would have done well to have
knocked at the door.”
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“We found it open, miss,” replied Sir Sydney, “and
beg to apologize for our intrusion.”

“Tt is the servant’s carelessness. She has gone for
some beer for supper.”

“Pray pardon us,” began Jack.

“I have nothing to pardon,” she replied. “If you
will step into the sitting room, I will call my father,
with whom, I suppose, you have business. He has, I
know, a large connection with university gentlemen.”

“Who is your father, may I ask?” replied Sir Syd-
ney.

“His name is Moses Manasses.”

Sir Sydney had some difficulty in suppressing a loud
whistle.

He, in conjunction with most Oxford men of any
standing, had heard of Mossy Manasses, the rich Jew
money-lender.

He had also heard of his pretty daughter, Hilda.

“Permit me to explain,” he said, “how we came
here. It was entirely an accident.”

“Then you have no business with my father ?”

“Not at present, though it is by no means improb-
able that some of us may require his services some day.
-The fact is, we were pursued by the police.”

“For what?” asked Hilda, fixing her lustrous blue
eyes upon Jack.

“We got into a town and gown row,” said Jack.

“Ah! I heard from my father that one of the dis-
graceful riots, provoked by the Oxford gentlemen, was
going on.”

She laid a sarcastic stress on the word gentlemen.
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“You are a little too hard on us, Miss Hilda,” said
Sir Sydney.

“You know my name,” she exclaimed, in some sur-
prise.

“It would be strange if I had not heard of the pret-
tiest girl in Oxford,” answered Sir Sydney, gallantly.

“I do not wish for any absurd compliments, sir,” she
said, severely. “And as you have no business here,
and as, I presume, you are now out of danger, will it
not be as well for you to return to your college ?”

“Certainly. We are very sorry to have disturbed
you, and thank you sincerely for your timely shelter.”

“Nay,” she said. “I have given you none; I am turn-
ing you out tiow.”

“Well, T will say for the shelter your house afforded
us,” exclaimed Sir Sydney, biting his lips.

“I will take care the door is not so carelessly left
open again,” she answered.

She opened the street door as she spoke, and they
passed out.

Jack kissed his hand to her, and said:

“Hard-hearted Hilda !’

She made him no answer but slammed the door al-
most rudely.

The young men hurried quickly back to St. Aldate’s.

Owing to the action of the police, the riot was
quickly put down, and while the proctor drove the
gown to their colleges, the constable caused the town
to disperse.

The streets were now still.

“What a pretty girl!” said Jack, as they neared
home.
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“Isn’t she?’ replied Sir Sydney. “It makes one
almost anxious to do bills at forty per cent. with old
Mossy, on the chance of seeing his lovely daughter.”

“Let’s fly kites for twenties or some small sum,” ex-
claimed Harvey.

“You've no chance in that direction,” said Sir Syd-
ney. “She’s going to be my girl if she’s anybody’s.
I've marked her for my own.”

“Bosh!” said Jack. “She looked at me more kindly
than at any of you.”

“T’ll tell Emily,” remarked Harvey, with a smile.

Jack was about to reply when they found themselves
at the gates of St. Aldate’s.

It was just upon the stroke of twelve, so they were
only in time.

“Twelve of the clock, by Jove! Wake up, old dor-
mouse,” exclaimed the baronet.

The sleepy porter let them in, and, recognizing them,
said:

“The senior proctor has sent to know if you, Sir
Sydney, and Mr. Harvey, were in college.”

“Very kind of him, to be sure,” replied Dawson.

“I said you hadn’t come in yet, and so you've got
to go to him at half-past nine to-morrow, sir.”

“Just tell the senior proctor, with my compliments,
that T'll see him at the mouth of the Cherwell first.
T’ve a particular engagement with a dish of gudgeon
at ten, and can’t possibly be disturbed.”

The porter grinned.

“Where is Mr. Carden?” asked Jack.

“Come in long ago, sir. He ain’t like you freshmen,
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sir, begging your pardon. He knows when to stop,
he does.”

The three men entered the quad, wishing the porter
good-night, and Sir Sydney gave the old man half a
sovereign not to remind the proctor’s marshal of his
late return. :

“What’s the little game now ?” asked Jack.

“The diminutive amusement, to my mind, will be to
draw the badger,” replied Sir Sydney.

“Whom do you mean ?”

“Tom Carden. I'll bet we find the old fox reading
hard, with a wet towel round his head and a cup of
green tea by his side. He’s a beggar to work at any-
thing he takes in hand; T will say that for him.”

“I like a fellow who is thorough,” said Jack.

“So don’t I. He’s a nuisance. Wait till you are in
training. He'll put you through your paces, hard all,
I can tell you. It’s no joke to row in the St. Aldate’s
crew, when Capt. Carden has made up his mind that
we are to get to the head of the river next year.”

They went up number ffiree staircase on their way
to Carden’s rooms, which were on the second floor.

CHAPTER IX.
KEMP ASKS A FAVOR.

Sir Sydney Dawson was right in his surmise that
Carden would be at work.
He was one of those peculiar men who are rarely
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seen working, but who, nevertheless, get through a
large amount of reading at odd intervals.

Carden was not a rich man, nor had he great ex-
pectations from any relatives. :

Therefore it followed that he must take his degree
and make the most of his time, if he wanted to get on
in the world.

His only passion was boating, and everyone admitted
him to be a capital oar.

He was picked for the university crew in the famous
annual match between Oxford and Cambridge, and he
had determined to get the St. Aldate’s boat to the
head of the river, if such a thing was to be accom-
plished by human means.

He opened his door to a noisy summons, and, look-
ing patronizingly at his visitors, said:

“I’ll bet something you are not all sober, or you
would not come knocking a decent fellow like me up at
this time of night.”

“You humbugging old sap!” replied Sir Sydney,
“what do you mean by your insolence? Give me to
drink, or I shall have to make an example of you.”

“You get nothing out of me to-night,” said Carden.

“Don’t be mean.”

“Not the smell of an oil rag. Not a thimbleful.”

“I say, Carden, be generous. We have been fighting
the battle of the university against the cads,” said
Jack.

“I dare say you have, and more shame for vou, when
you ought to have been within gates.”

“Why, you horrid old sinner,” said Sir Syduey, “you
were in it too.”
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“T only protected you poor boys.”

“Bring out some drink.”

“T tell you I won’t. Go and find it somewhere else,
and leave me alone. Get out, or I shall bring my
shoemaker in contact with your tailor, which, in their
connection, you will find painful,” said Carden, with
a laugh.

“Don’t read to-night. Have a game at Van John,”
urged Jack.

“Hake your took, dear boys,” replied Carden.

“Well, if you're such a bear, we will take our hook,
as you politely request,” said Sir Sydney.

Tom Carden held the door open for them.

“Good-night, beast,” exclaimed Sir Sydney.

“Good-night, vulture,” replied Carden.

“You irritating old ruffian! what do you mean?”
asked Sir Sydney.

“You're a bird of prey. Be off.”

“YVou said I wasn’t sober,” answered Sir Sydney,
who really had been drinking too much, and with the
drink and the excitement, was a little husky.

“Say ‘Oxford is a truly rural place,” and Tl re-
tract,” said Tom Carden.

“All right. Oxford is a tooral looral place,” replied
Sir Sydney.

“That won’t do; try again.”

“Oxford is a looral tooral—I mean, rooral looral
sort of crib. Hang the words! I can’t say them.”

“Of course you can’t. Go home to bed. You have
been put to the test, weighed in the balance, and found
wanting. Go home, dear boy, and may you find your
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S. and B. in the morning; all your thirsty soul can
drink.”

“I have a soul above soda and brandy,” replied Sir
Sydney, loftily; “and when I do go in for reading,
I'll lay T come out before you.”

With this, he began to pick his way carefully down
the staircase.

Jack and Harvey followed him.

“What are you men going to do?” he asked, as they
reached the quad.

Harvey felt very miserable at the prospect of having
to appear before the proctor on the following morning,
and he wanted to go to bed.

“I shall turn in,” he said.

“I think I shall have a cigar, and then get between
the sheets,” said Jack.

“Come to my rooms, then, and I'll brew you a bowl
of bishop. Know what bishop is?” said the baronet.

“No,” answered Jack.

“Oxford’s celebrated for its bishop—I don’t mean a
joke about Wilberforce. Bishop is made of port wine,
hot water, nutmeg, lemon, etc., and a rattling good
drink it is after a town and gown row.”

“T’ll come with pleasure, for I'm not in the humor to
go to bed just yet,” said Jack.

“I'll slope off,” replied Harvey. “Excuse me, will
you?”’

“By all means, if you want to roost.””

“I don’t feel jolly. Will you go to the proctor with
me to-morrow morning ?”

“Not if I know it,” replied Sir Sydney. “The proc-
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tor will forget all about me. I'm an old hand, and I
mean to chance it. You can go if you like.”

“Well, good-night,” said Harvey.

They wished him good-night, and he wended his
solitary way to his rooms, while Sir Sydney and Jack
sought the hospitable shelter of the former.

Jack did not stay long, but promised to come to.
breakfast in the morning.

“You must come,” said Sir Sydney. “I want your
opinion of a new coach, who is spoken very highly
of.”

“Are you going in for reading?” asked Jack.

“Yes. I can’t help myself, if I want to pass my little

”

go.
“Who is this new tutor?”

“A man of the name of Mole. He has been a school-
master or something.”

“Why, that’s my Mole,” replied Jack. “How funny
you should select him! He’s an old friend, and was.
with me in Limbi among the savages. He will think
it odd I haven’t been to see him, but really I have not
had time since I have been up here.”

Jack had not forgotten Mr. Mole, and he was de-
lighted at the opportunity of meeting him again.

Punctually at ten, he turned up at Sir Sydney’s.
rooms.

An excellent breakfast was on the table.

Harvey arrived soon afterwards, looking radiant.

“T’'ve seen the proctor,” he exclaimed; “and he has
let me off with two hundred lines of Virgil, telling me
to be a good boy and not do it again.”

“That’s jolly,” said Jack. “I hope you will follow
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his advice. Who do you think is coming here this
morning ?”’

S@anitsay.?

“Old Mole. Dawson’s going to read with him.”

“Never!”

“He is, though,” replied Jack.

Sir Sydney now made his appearance in dressing-
gown and slippers.

The breakfast proceeded, and when it was over,
cigars were produced.

“Don’t touch those,” said Sir Sydney, pointing to
some in a piece of paper.

“Why not?”

“They are explosive—in fact, they are a sell. A
little way from the top is a squib, which blows up.”

“Thank you for the hint,” said Jack. “That’s good
enough for Mole.”

“I keep them for my tradesmen. The fellows come
here worrying for orders, and I give them a cigar,
which soon starts them,” replied the baronet, laughing,

About eleven o’clock Mr. Mole came in.

He shook hands cordially with the boys, and said, re-
proachfully:

“Mahomet has had to come to the mountain. I think
you might have found me out, Harkaway.”

“Don’t cut up rough, sir. T thought I would let you
alone for a week or two, just to give you time to re-
cover yourself. You will have enough of me now,”
answered Jack.

Mr. Mole smiled faintly.

“You are a man now,” he replied; “and, of course,
you will not think of playing boyish tricks.”
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“Certainly not, sir. Have a weed.”

“Perhaps Mr. Weazle hasn’t breakfasted,” said Sir
Sydney.

“Mole, sir, Mole—Isaac Mole, at your service!” said
that gentleman, correcting him.

“Oh, ah! Beg pardon, I'm sure. I knew it was a
vermin of some sort,” cried Sir Sydney.

Mr. Mole looked at him half angrily, but turning
to Harkaway, said:

“I will not refuse your offer, my dear boy, as I have
had my breakfast.”

Jack handed him one of the explosive cigars, and
politely gave him a light.

He puffed away in serene contentment.

“Well,” said Sir Sydney, “when are we to begin to
read, Mr. Stoat?”

“Mole, sir? How often am I to remind you that my
name is Mole, M-o-1-e?”

“I've got such a beastly memory for names. Don’t
mind me.”

“I will try not to, though you are irritating. We
will begin to read, say to-morrow. Come to my place,
Harkaway, and you, Harvey, I already reckon upon
as my pupils.”

“Tt must be in the afternoon, sir, because of lectures,”
said Jack.

“Very well ; make it between two and four.”

“That will do for me, Mr. Pole,” said Sir Sydney.

“Mole, sir; not Pole,” cried Mr. Mole, in high dud-

geon.
“Tt’s all the same. TI’ll write it down when you've
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gone, and study it, so you mustn’t get your back up,
my dear Mr. Foal.”

“Confound it, sir, a foal is the young of the horse!”
almost shrieked Mole.

“Ah! so it is! Your name is Cole, I've got it now.
T’ll think of the fire, and then I shall remember.”

“It’s an M, not a C,” he groaned.

“Never mind; I've got the sound of it, now, and I
shall soon have it all right, Mr. Tell. You said Toll,
didn’t you? T'll think of turnpikes and paying toll.
It’s all right.”

Mr. Mole uttered a subdued sigh.

“Anything the matter ?” asked Sir Sydney. “I hope
you're not worse. Try some beer.”

“It is too early, thank you all the same. What books
are you reading ?”’

“Oh! some Greek and Roman buffers. What are
their names? Tacitus, Herodotus—good name, that.
Not so easy to remember, though, as yours, Mr.
Hole.”

Another groan broke from Mr. Mole.

“Wrong again, am I? Yours is a deuced hard name
to recollect. Of course, it’s Dole. I've got it now.
What an ass I must be.”

Mr. Mole was about to make an impatient exclama-
tion, when there was an explosion.

Fiz! bang! went the cigar he was smoking.

Mr. Mole, throwing himself backwards, lay on the
floor, shouting wildly for help, his face scorched and
blackened.

“Why, what is the matter with the weed ?” asked Sir
Sydney.
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Harvey assisted Mr. Mole to rise, and gave him a
glass of water.

“Sir Sydney Dawson,” he cried, “you have com-
mitted a breach of hospitality. The trick, from the
effects of which I am a sufferer, was a shameful one.”

“’Pon my word, sir, it wasn’t my fault!” said Sir
Sydney.

Mr. Mole was seized with a serious attack of hic-
coughs, and staggered about alarmingly.

“Hold up, sir,” said Jack. “You're all over the
shop.”

“The gentleman’s got the staggers,” said Sir Sydney.
“Give him some brandy.”

A glass of spirits revived him.

When he recovered himself, he shook his fist at
Harkaway, saying:

“You are all in it. I consider it an outrage, and
you shall none of you be my pupils!”

“You have got a nerve,” said Jack.

“Nerve or no nerve, I did think I should have a
little peace up here. You call yourselves young men,
and behave like children. I will not stop with you!”

He walked towards the door.

Jack put out his foot, and he very cleanly tumbled
over it.

There were some goldfish in a bowl on a stand, and
as he fell his head went right into the water.

The fish and the water went over his face and neck,
and with his hair full of sand, and a small fish sticking
in his right ear, he ran out on the landing, and was
soon afterwards seen scudding across the quad as if he
had a pack of hounds at his heels.
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When Sir Sydney had finished laughing at the un-
dignified exit of Mr. Mole, he said: “By Jove! this is
not right. I must write a letter of apology.”

“Oh, Mole’s used to it,” answered Jack. “We have
had him in training for some time.”

“He did not seem to like it.”

“That’s his way.”

It being time to attend lectures, they separated, and
Sir Sydney, to his disgust met the proctor, who had
not forgotten him.

He received a severe lecture, and a long imposition,
which was the eclogues of Virgil to write out and trans-
late, and was told to be careful, or he would be sent
away for six months.

He did not think of doing the punishment himself.

When he reached his room, he said to his scout, who
was our friend, Mr. Buster, the attendant upon
Jack:

“T_ook here, Buster, go and get me some fellow to
write out and translate Virgil’s eclogues. Get it done
soon and pay him what he likes.”

“I know a gentleman, sir, in this college who will do
it,” replied Buster.

“What, a St. Aldate’s man?”

“Yes, sir. He’s one of the poor gents who come
up as servitors. Marks the names in the chapel, and
serves as Bible clerk, and all that. Gets about a hun-
dred a year to live upon. Not a gentleman commoner
like you, sir.”

“YVou wouldn’t like him for a master, eh, Buster?
Not much to be made out of him.”

The scout grinned.
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“I can’t abide a poor person, sir. I don’t like my-
self sometimes, cos I'm poor,” he replied.

“Poor! you're not poor. Now, I'll bet, if I wanted a
fifty, you could lend it me,” said Sir Sydney, lighting a
fresh cigar. :

“Well, sir, if you'd give me sixty for fifty for a
month, I’d strain a point.” :

“You would, eh?”

“Oh, yes, sir; cert’n’y, sir.”

“Get out of my sight, you money-making villain 1”
exclaimed Sir Sydney. “And, look here, sport my oak.
I want to be quiet for an hour.”

SYeesasin s

“And look here, Buster. Go to the stable, and order
my dogcart to be ready at three; tell them to put the
bays to and hitch up the curbs tight; those bays are
regular devils to shy.”

“Cert’'n’y, sir.”

The scout lingered to see if his master had any other
command, and had just neared the door when Sir
Sydney exclaimed :

“What is the name of the fellow who is going to do
my imposition ?”

“Name of Franklin, sir.”

“How will you get at him ?”

“Through his scout, sir. His scout and me, sir, is
pals,” replied Buster.

“What do you mean to charge me?”

“A fiver won’t hurt you, sir.”

“How much will Franklin get out of that?”

“Well, sir, we shall sweat it a bit. There will be a
pound to his scout, and a pound to me, and——""
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“Get out of my sight, or I'll twist your neck. Hang
your impudence, get out!” shouted Sir Sydney, half-
angry, half-amused.

Buster retreated.

“I’ll go and see this Franklin myself,” muttered Sir
Sydney. “I wonder what a poor man at Oxford is
like. Is he a gentleman? The colleges were once full
of poor men. I should like to see him. At present I
have only met with fellows like myself. Perhaps an
hour or two with a poor man would do me good, al-
ways supposing he’s a gentleman. I can’t stand a cad.”

He rose and looked out of the window.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed, “there is Harkaway talk-
ing to Kemp in the quad. Wonders will néyer cease.
I thought everybody had cut the scoundrel. "It's odd
Harkaway should talk to the fellow he showed up.”

He paused and watched them for a few minutes.

“Pll lay my life,” he went on, “that Kemp is asking

him a favor. I can see it in his manner. There - -

is something on. I must get this out of Jack when I
see him.”

CHAPTER X.
WHAT KEMP WANTED.

Jack was going across the outer quad of St. Aldate’s
when Kemp met him.
He felt rather surprised that he should stop him,
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after the way in which he had exposed his cheating at
cards.

But, being of a good-natured disposition, he ex-
claimed :

“What can I do for you?”

“I scarcely expected, my dear fellow, that you would
speak to me,” replied Kemp.

“I shouldn’t have spoken to you first; so you needn’t
make any mistake about that,” answered Jack.

“Well, T am much obliged to you for your conde-
scension,” said Kemp, with a slight tinge of sarcasm
in his tone.

“Don’t apologize. Cut it short.”

“Come to my rooms; we can talk better there.”

“No,” replied Jack, decisively.

“Let me come to your rooms, then.”

“No,” said Jack, again. “I can’t do that either.”

“Very well, I suppose you must have your own way.
A willful man won’t be led. I haven’t much to say, but
what I have is important to me.”

“Spit it out, then, and look sharp.”

“You needn’t be in such a hurry.”

“Business, my dear fellow. I am going down to the
river side, and if you will walk with me through the
Christ Church meadows to the St. Aldate’s Barge,
you're welcome.”

“All right ; let me take your arm.”

“Really, you must excuse me,” replied=Jacles I,
don’t want to hurt any fellow’s feelings, but when a
fellow does a seedy thing, you know, it isn’t the cheese
to be seen hand in glove with him.”

A deep flush came over Kemp’s face.
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It was not a nice face at any time, and when angry
passions tormented his soul and found expression in
his eyes it became more disagreeable than usual.

“That's just what I wanted to talk about. You see,”
he said, “that I have got my hand out of the sling, so
you did not hurt me so very much after all, when you
drove that infernal fork through my fist.”

“Glad of it. Didn’t want to mark you for life,” an-
swered Jack.

“But you have, though. Look at that.”

Kemp held up his hand, and showed a scar whick
time would never efface.

“Tt was all your own fault,” said Jack.

“No, it wasn’t, old man, and that’s what I want to
explain. Frank Davis is ready to swear that he saw
that confounded monkey of yours put the card on the
table.”

“How did your hand get on it, then?”

“T can’t tell. By accident, I suppose. I'll swear

“SQuwear not at all,”” replied Jack, smiling. “It’s a
bad habit.”

“Well, I don’t want you to believe me, but will you
mind coming to Davis’ rooms to-night and hearing:
what he has to say about it?”

“T do not like Davis,” said Jack. “We met at Sing-
apore, and he did not behave well.”

“Strain a point for once. Think how I have been
cut and looked down upon, owing to that beastly card
affair,” pleaded Kemp.

“T don’t see what I can do to help you,” said Jack.

“You might put me right with the fellows in our
set.”

”
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“I have no very strong inclination to try.”

“I always thought you a good-hearted fellow, and I
declare I was not to blame in the matter. It was all
that monkey. Will you come?”

“I don’t mind looking in for half an hour; but you
need not go howling all over college about it,” replied
Jack.

“I swear I won’t say a word to a soul, if you'll only
come,” said Kemp, earnestly.

“Very well ; tell Davis he may expect me about eight.
SBastale

“Good-by,” replied Kemp.

Jack went on towards the river and Kemp made his
way to Davis’ rooms.

The latter was expecting him.

He was sitting in an armchair, smoking a pipe, and
sipping brandy and soda.

“Well!” he exclaimed, “will he come ?”

“Yes,” answered Kemp. “I have worked it all
right, and did not have so much difficulty as I expected.
You must make him believe it was the fault of the
monkey. I can’t stand being cut by Dawson and all
my old friends.”

" “I should think not,” said Davis with a laugh. “How
much a year was Dawson worth to you at cards and
billiards ?”

“What does that matter to you?” replied Kemp, sav-
agely. “You hate this man Harkaway, don’t you ?”

“Just a few I”

“And you want me to help you to ruin him ?”

“Yes, and I have promised to pay you for it.”

“I don’t want payment, for I now hate him as much
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as you,” said Kemp. “But there are several reasons
why I wish to put myself right with Dawson.”

“T dare say there are. No man likes to be called a
card sharper,” replied Davis, with his irritating laugh.

“Took here,” exclaimed Kemp, angrily, “you will
chaff me once too often.”

“What then?”

“Don’t make me wild. I don’t want to quarrel with
you. Dawson is going to ride a horse next week,
against the Duke of Woodstock.”

“He’s a Magdalen man, isn’t he?”

“We call it Maudlin, not Magdalen.”

“T stand corrected,” said Davis. “Forge ahead.”

“There isn’t a better rider in Oxford than Sir Sydney
Dawson, if he only keeps himself sober and his nerves
right,” continued Kemp.

“Which is exactly what you don’t want him to do,
I suppose ?”’

“No. I've bet against him, because I knew if I had
him in hand, he’d have D. T. before the race.”

“Released from your control, I suppose he treads
the path of virtue?”

“Harkaway, you see, is a very different man from
me,” said Kemp, “and he is Dawson’s great chum
now.”

“Which makes all the difference.”

“Precisely. Dawson’s horse, Go-ahead,is as fine a
flyer as I ever saw, and the duke’s horse, Wild Irish-
man, won’t be in the hunt with him if Dawson keeps
himself straight.”

“Hope he won’t for your sake, if you've made a book
against him.”

e
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“It’s all very well for you to laugh at me,” said
Kemp. “You’re a rich man; I'm a poor man, and I
have to live like a gentleman on how much a year, do
you think ?”

“Hate guessing; shan't try,” replied Davis, refilling
his pipe.

“A beggarly hundred and fifty pounds, while I dare
say you have five hundred, and expect your debts to be
paid into the bargain.”

“Well, T can’t grumble at the pecuniary arrange-
ments. I am not tied down.”

“You don’t like me really,” continued Kemp; “you
only chum in with me because you hate Harkaway, and
think I shall be useful to you.”

“I’ll be candid for once in my life and admit that
you are right,” answered Davis.

“There is another thing,” said Kemp; “you want to
get into Sir Sydney Dawson’s set, and Harkaway has
said too much about you.”

“What about me?” asked Davis, fiercely.

“Oh, nothing much. Some chaff about your per-
formances in Singapore; that’s all. I merely men-
tioned this to show that we are useful to one another.”

“I've told you T'll back you in any villainy you
like to get up,” said Davis, “if the end is to be Hark-
away’s ruin. Isn’t that enough for you?”

“More than enough. I thought you were getting
faint-hearted,” said Kemp.

“Not I. If he comes to-night don’t forget the
loaded dice.”

“I have them in my pocket,” replied Kemp,

“And the drug?”

)
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“There will be only you and I and Harkaway, and
we will induce him to play high at hazard or cards. If
he can’t pay, which I don’t suppose he can, as men
don’t generally carry hundreds of pounds about with
them in their pockets, we will take his bills and get old
Manasses to give us the money for them.”

“That will do; in three months he will have to pay
the money,” said Kemp.

“If he can. More likely, he will have to leave the
university,” said Davis, with a sinister smile.

“That’s what we want. Anything that will tend to
lower and disgrace Harkaway will do us good.”

“Of course, but take my advice and don’t bustle the
man. He won’t stand any nonsense,” said Davis.

“I know that, and don’t mean to rush him; leave
him to me. If he comes into these rooms to-night it
will lay the foundation of his ruin,” remarked Kemp,
emphatically.

“I hope so, with all my heart,” replied Davis. “I
could die happy if I saw him go to smash.”

He spoke with such deep hatred that there was little
doubt he meant what he said.



CHAPTER XI.
JACK’'S BRAVERY ON THE RIVER.

While Davis and Kemp were calmly plotting how to
ruin Jack, the latter was going down to the water side.

The bank of the Isis at the bottom of the Christ
Church meadows, is in term time one of the prettiest
sights in Oxford.

Each college has its handsomely built barge moored
a little way from the shore.

In each barge is a reading and writing room and
facilities for changing or putting on boating costumes,
while on the roof is an agreeable lounge, where a man
can smoke or talk or watch the various crafts on the
water.

The St. Aldate’s barge was one of the handsomest
on the river, and Jack was punted over to it with some
other men of the college.

In a short time the college eight was going up to
Sandford for a spin, and Jack was to row seven in her.

Tom Carden had a critical eye, and he had picked
Harkaway out as a likely oar directly he saw him
afloat.

He had great bodily strength, and what was of more
importance, he was thoroughly at home in a boat and
possessed skill.

This he had acquired through his being at sea for so
long a time.

“Tell you what, old fellow,” said Carden, “if you
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continue to improve on your present form and sink a
few pounds of flesh, I'll get you into the ’varsity eight
next year.”

“Will you really?” said Jack, whose face flushed
with pleasure.

“T will, by Jove!”

To have the high honor of rowing in the university
eight in his first year, was enough to please a less am-
bitious boy than Jack.

He fancied he could see the excited thousands on
the banks, as the boats shot along between Putney and
Mortlake.

Already shouts rang in his ears, of “Oxford wins.
No, she don’t; Cambridge leads. No, Oxford has it.
Oxford, Oxford forever!”

He had begun to love dear old Oxford, and took a
pride in everything which related to the university.

Especially he was proud of his own college, St. Al-
date’s.

It happened that several of the St. Aldate’s crew did
not turn up.

Tom Carden was very much annoyed.

“We can’t go down,” he said to Jack, “unless we get
some watermen to fill up.”

“Oh, hang the watermen,” replied Jack; “put off the
spin till to-morrow and look our fellows up well; they
deserve a good jacketing.”

“So they do. We shall never get to the head of the
river like this. Men must train and work if they want
to do anything,” said Carden.

“Of course they must. Work first and play after-
wards; it can’t be all play.”



94 Jack’s Bravery on the River.

Tom Carden buttoned his boating coat round him,
and sat sulkily looking at the water.

“I shall go for a paddle, I think, in a canoe,” ex-
claimed Jack.

“Don’t for goodness’ sake waste your time in one
of those abominations,” said Carden. “I hate a canoe
for real work. It spoils your form and knocks you
out of shape. Get into a tub and sweat up to Iffley and
back ; with this wind in your teeth it will do you good.”

“You're not an easy master,” cried Jack, latighing.

“It’s no good being too easy, if you’'ve got to get a
spanking good crew together, I can tell you; and you
fellows want as much looking after as a lot of babies.”

“Thank you for the compliment. Well, I'll do a
little treadmill in a skiff for an hour or two before hall.
Good-by! See you when I come back?”

“Don’t know that you will. I shall slope off and
run along the bank for a mile after Oriel. I want to
see what stuff they have got in the boat.”

“Look sharp, then,” said Jack. “Oriel is in the Gut
now.”

Carden got across the river, and was soon jogging
along after the Oriel boat while Jack had a skiff made
ready for him, and started on his voyage.

Pulling with strength and skill, he drew ahead, to the
admiration of all who saw him.

“That’s a likely oar,” remarked the captain of the
Oxford University Boat Club, who was on the top of
the Exeter barge.

“Deuced good form,” replied the knowing little cox-
swain of the O..U. B. C.

“Don’t any fellow know who he is?”
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“Gad!” exclaimed a handsome young man with a
dissipated look, who was the rich Duke of Woodstock.
“His name’s Harkaway.”

“What college ?”

“St. Aldate’s. I met him at Dawson’s rooms one
night; decent fellow, Dawson. I'm going to ride
against Dawson, you know, in the steeplechase.”

“Sir Sydney Dawson?” said the captain of the O.
LL=BEE:

“Yaas. A baronet fellow. Good family, aw be-
lieve. Yaas,” replied the duke.

Jack was unconscious of this conversation, and was
getting into his swing off the mouth of the Cherwell
when he heard a scream.

It was a woman'’s voice.

Turning his head, he saw an ordinary rowing boat in
the act of swamping.

A little cutter yacht had run into her.

The boat contained an elderly man and a young girl.

In a second they were both struggling in the water.

Those on board the yacht which had done the mis-
chief were able to seize the old man by the arm and
haul him on deck.

The girl, meanwhile, drifted down the stream.

For a time her clothes supported her.

The old man, who was her father, cried loudly:

“My daughter! oh, save my daughter! For the love
of Heaven, gentlemen, save Hilda, or let me die with
her!”

It required all the strength of those who held him to

keep him from precipitating himself into the water.
“Hilda!”
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Jack thought he had heard that name somewhere be-
fore.

Could it be the daughter of old Manasses, the Jew
money lender?

Was it the girl who had treated him and his com-
panions so coldly on the night of the town and gown
row in the corn market?

He had not much time for consideration.

The girl, whoever she was, seemed to be rapidly los-
ing her strength.

Shipping his sculls, Jack stood on the seat of his boat
and took a header.

Diving and swimming through the water like an ot-
ter, he speedily made his way to the drowning girl.

His progress was watched with the utmost anxiety
and interest from the nearest of the college barges.

“Bravo! well swam! Another minute and he will
have her,” cried the captain of the yacht.

Just as she was sinking, Jack caught her by her
lovely hair.

Drawing her up, he put his arm round her waist, and
swam with his disengaged one to the shore.

A punt which had put off to his assistance picked
him up before he had gone far with his beautiful
burden.

She lay like a log of wood on his arm.

Exhausted by struggling with the water, she had
fainted.

When Jack reached the land in the punt, into which
he had been drawn, still bearing the girl in his em-
brace, the father uttered a shout of joy.
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He fell on his knees and thanked Providence for the
timely salvation of his daughter. ;

As soon as possible the yachtsmen landed the old
man, and he had the satisfaction of seeing his child
open her eyes.

Seizing Jack by the hand, he shook it cordially, and
exclaimed :

“Young man, I thank you from my heart. May all
the blessings of the earth be poured upon your head
by the Lord of Israel!”

“I am very glad the young lady is saved,” replied
Jack, modestly.

“You have saved her?”

“Anyone else would have done the same.”

“No! no!” exclaimed the old man. “Give honor to
whom honor is due. You are her rescuer. Whenever
you want a friend, come to me. I will never forget
this day’s work. If I do, may my right hand wither,
and my money fade away like the leaves of autumn!”

A large crowd had collected round the girl and her
father.

Thinking he could not be of any further use, Jack
backed his way out.

He was tapped on the shoulder as he extricated him-
self from the throng.

“You're a nice kind of water rat to go swimming af-
ter girls,” said a voice.

It was Sir Sydney Dawson.

“It’s nothing,” replied Jack.

“Isn’t it, by Jove? You've done a deuced fine thing.
Everyone is talking about you, and asking who you
are.”



98 Jack’s Bravery on the River.

“Pity they haven’t something better to do,” answered
Jack.

“You're getting your name up in Oxford, old man;
and I repeat you have done a deuced fine thing.”

“For whom ?”’

“Yourself. Don’t you know who the girl is?” asked
Sir Sydney.

“I am hardly certain.”

“You've a bad memory then for faces. I thought
that every man who had ever done a bit of stiff knew
old Manasses’ hooked nose a mile off.”

“Is she Hilda Manasses?” asked Jack.

“That’s who she is, and as fine a spoon as there is in

Oxford.”

“I don’t think anyone would get much spooning out
of her. She seems as cold as a stone,” replied Jack.

“She’s been out driving with tne Duke of Wood-
stock, anyhow,” said Dawson.

“Then I’ll swear she has a motive for it. That girl
is purity itself, I'll stake my honor.”

* “Hello! hit already?” cried Sir Sydney, laughing.
“I thought you told me you were engaged to a certain
little Emily.”

“What has that got to do with it?”
“A great deal.”

““I'm only saying that—in fact, I believe—that is—

hang it all, Dawson, you know what I mean.”
Jack spoke in some confusion. )
“T don’t know a little bit what you mean,” answered
Sir Sydney. “All I know is that you can borrow any
amount of money you like from old Manasses after this.
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and that Hilda, bless her:
kiss to her.”

“What rot!” returned Jack. “Hilda’s nothing to
me.::

Don’t hit me if I blow a

“No, of course not. You're a saint. A man who is
engaged to one girl never looks at another,” said Sir
Sydney, banteringly.

“He ought not to.”

“Of course not. We know all about that. You
won'’t think anything more of the lovely Hilda. You
won't repeat her nmame to yourself, and think how
pretty she is, and what a claim you have on her grati-
tude. You won't see her face when you shut your
eyes. You =

“Shut up, for goodness’ sake, Dawson,” exclaimed

Jack, crossly.
 His tormentor, however, would not let him alone.

“You won’t hate the Duke of Woodstock, for driving
her out,” he continued.

“Bother Woodstock !” said Jack.

“I told you so; you begin to hate him already.
Never mind, I am going to ride in a steeplechase
against him and some other fellows next week, and
you will see me come in first, which will be a slight
revenge for you.”

“I hope you may win,” said Jack, anxious to change
the subject.

“So do I. The fact is, I have bet heavily on the
event, and so have most of my friends. That fellow
Kemp has, I think, laid against me. By the way, I
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saw you talking to him to-day; what did he want with
you P—if it is not an impertinent question.”

“I have promised to go to Davis’ room. Kemp
says Davis can explain how the card came under his
hand.”

“I don’t believe it, and if I were you I would not
go,” said Sir Sydney.

“I gave him my word I would.”

“If you have been weak enough to promise to go,
that’s another thing.”

“The fact is,” said Jack, “I don’t like to do any fel-
low an injustice, and if I was wrong I will make it
up to him.”

“If you are satisfied, and make it up to him, I sup-
pose we must have him in our set again, though I tell
you frankly I don’t like it,” said Sir Sydney. “Here’s
Carden. Well, my gay and gallant waterman, what
are the prospects of the St. Aldate’s?” he added.

“Very good,” replied Carden, “if the men would
only stick to their work and not shirk. I hear Hark-
away has done a plucky thing, and saved a girl’s life.”

“I was lucky enough to be near the spot when the.
girl was in the water,” said Jack.

“Come to my rooms and poke a smipe. I haven’t
had a whiff of ’bacca since breakfast,” said Carden.

Jack assented, and they went away together.

In the evening he turned up, as he had promised, at
Davis’ rooms.

Kemp and Davis were rattling dice in a box, and
playing hazard, but they stopped when he entered.

“This is kind of you, Harkaway,” said Kemp.
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“Take the easy-chair near the fire, and make your-
self at home,” said Davis, adding: “What will you
have ?”

“Coftee, thanks,” said Jack.

The scout quickly made some coffee,

“Take it black?” asked Davis.

“Yes, no milk.”

While he was drinking the coffee Davis began to
explain that he was sure the monkey must have put
the card on the table, and he was so earnest that Jack
began to believe him.

“We were all more or less tight,” he continued.

“I know I was,” said Kemp.

“If that is the case I'm sorry I hurt you,” said Jack.
“But you must admit that the circumstances were sus-
picious.”

“I do admit it.”

“Let us say no more about it. I will try and put you
right with my friends,” Jack went on.

“Dawson’s the only fellow I care about,” answered
Kemp. “You have behaved very handsomely, and I
am grateful to you.”

“We have nothing more to bay, have we? If not, I
shall toddle.”

“Have just one shy with the dice before you go,”
said Davis, rattling the box carelessly.

“I’d rather not. I have come over sleepy all at
once.”

“It’s getting into the water after that girl,” sug-
gested Davis.

“Did you hear of that?”
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“Yes, and it was a fine thing, by Jove! Come, just
one shy.”

Ever since he had taken the coffee Jack had felt
sleepy and stupid.

Had he been completely master of himself, he would
not have been so easily convinced as to Kemp’s inno-
cence.

What Davis had said was in reality only an asser-
tion.

But Kemp had artfully put an insidious chemical
compound in the coffee, which made him for a time
quite childish, and ready to believe or do anything.

Seizing the box he rattled the dice.

“Well, I'll throw against you, Kemp, for a fiver,” he
said.

“Done with you, my boy,’

They began to play.

Jack little suspected what seeds of future misery he
was sowing that night.

It is possible to be too good-natured.

Sir Sydney Dawson had given him sound advice,
when he recommended him to keep away from Davis’
rooms that night.

He had fallen into a trap.

)

said Kemp.



CHAPTER XII.
FALLING INTO A TRAP.

Jack went on playing, though he lost considerably.

So confused was his mind that he scarcely knew
what he was about.

At length Kemp said:

“That’s five hundred you owe me. You've no luck
to-night. Shall we leave off ?”

“No,” said Jack; “I'll go you double or quits.”

“Very well. But this is the last time, mind,” said
Kemp.

“All right! fire away!” cried Jack, impatiently.

“If T win you owe me a thousand. If you win we
are quits.”

“Tll throw first; you're so infernally long about it!”
cried Jack.

He cast the dice.

A six and a four came up.

“Ten!” he cried, triumphantly. “Beat that if you
can!”’

Kemp rattled the ivories, and let them fall on the
table.

“Sixes!” he said, quietly.

“Two sixes, by Jove!” said Davis. “Sorry for you,
Harkaway. You've lost.”

Jack looked blandly at his opponent.

“You'll give me an acknowledgment of the debt,”
said Kemp. “It’s always usual.”
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“What do you want?” asked Jack.

“A promissory note. I'll draw one up.”

He took a bill stamp from his pocket, and hastily
wrote :

“£1,000 os od.
“Oxford, Nov. 17, 18—.
“Three months after date I promise to pay Mr. Au-
gustus Kemp, or order, the sum of one thousand
pounds, for value received.
“To Augustus Kemp, Esq.
“St. Aldate’s College, Oxford.”

“Shove your illustrious name there,” said Kemp, in-
dicating the proper place at the bottom of the note.

With a trembling hand Jack wrote:

“John Harkaway.”

“You’re a witness, Davis,” said Kemp. “Not that
it matters much, though in money matters one can’t be
too particular.”

He dried the ink on some blotting paper and put the
note away carefully in his pocketbook.

“I feel sleepy. Think shall go sleep,” said Jack, in a
stupid tone.

“Do, old man. The chair’s your own, and a nap will
do you good,” said Davis.

“Just fort’ winks, that’sh all,” stuttered Jack.

The next minute his head fell back, his eyes closed,
and he was fast asleep.

“That’s well done, isn’t it?” said Kemp, smiling, so
as to show the lines of his hard, cruel mouth.

“Don’t ask me,” said Davis, who never lost an op-
portunity of showing his contempt for his associate.
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“Why shouldn’t 1?7

“Because 1 never saw a fellow rooked before. It’s
out of my line of country, altogether.”

“I'm playing your game as well as my own.”

“Of course you are, or I wouldn’t lend myself to it.
I hate the devil's work!”

“There is no harm done,” said Kemp.

“Yes, there is. Suppose we were shown up?”’ re-
plied Davis.

“\We can’t be. I've got him hard and fast. Who
knows I drugged him, except you? Who but you
knew that the dice were loaded, so that I couldn’t help
winning ?”

“Don’t talk about it. The thing’s done, and if you
are satisfied, I am.”

“Is your oak sported? We mustn’t let anyone come
in and find him like this,” said Kemp.

“Iys shut, as tight as wax. I told the scout as he
went out,” said Davis.

“A thousand pounds is a large sum,” mused Kemp.

“Where shall you melt it?”

“Oh! Manasses will do that for me. Harkaway is a
freshman. His friends are well off. He has no paper
out, and no debts as yet to speak of.”

“Iis father will take him away from Oxford when
he finds all out, won’t he?” asked Davis.

“T should think so. But he’ll have to pay me, oOf
T’ll make his precious son a bankrupt,” answered Kemp,
savagely.

“Ts he asleep?” asked Davis, looking round nerv-
ously.

“Yes; and likely to be for the next hour or two.
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He’s as quiet as a cast-iron dog, I'll take my oath; and
no more use than a last year’s bird's nest.”

“About this steeplechase? What's your idea?”
asked Davis, after a pause.

Kemp was mixing himself some soda and brandy,
from which he took a long, deep draught.

“It would be a deuced near thing if it was run on
the square,” he replied.

“Dawson can ride, I believe.”

“Ride! he’s the hardest rider and the hardest drinker
in Oxford.”

“Bar one, and that’s yourself,” said Davis, laughing.

“I never drink when I've got anything to do,” an-
swered Kemp. “But Dawson is a horse dealer spoiled.”

Suddenly there was a knock at the inner door.

“By George!” cried Davis, angrily, “that infernal
scout of mine has forgotten to sport the oak.”

“Shall T go and see who it is?”” asked Kemp.

SIS Sido 2

“Are you in to anyone?”

“Not to a soul. Say anything you like. Cook up
some lie or other.”

“All right, leave it to me,” said Kemp, who went to
the door.

A few moments elapsed, and then he returned, ac-
companied by a fast-looking young man, who wore a
shirt of a loud character, covered all over with horse
shoes, a horse-shoe pin, wide-check trousers, very
tight, and a cutaway coat.

He was smoking a large cigar.

Davis looked at him in surprise.

“Aw, weally must apologize,” said the stranger.
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“But you know I was sent over heaw after Mr. Kemp
—yaas.”

“Oh, if you're a friend of Kemp’s sit down by all
means,” answered Davis.

“It’s the Duke of Woodstock, you fool,” whispered
Kemp.

“Thank yeow,” said the duke. “Don’t mind if I do
sit down. Yaas; my name’s Woodstock. Kemp did
not introduce us; but no matter. Think you said
Kemp was a friend of mine? Aw, not exactly; not a
friend. Want him to—aw—ride my horse—yaas.”

Davis became very civil all at once when he found
his visitor was the Duke of Woodstock.

“I hope your grace will pardon my apparent rude-
ness,” he exclaimed; “but, really, Kemp brings such a
lot of fellows to my rooms that I don’t quite care
about it.”

“Aw! yaas; lot of fellahs a nuisance. Hate a lot of
fellahs,” replied the duke.

“I thought you were going to ride your horse, Wild
Irishman, against Sir Sydney Dawson’s Go ahead!”
remarked Davis.

“Too much trouble, my deaw fellah,” answered the
duke. “Nevaw ride a horse when you can get a man
to do it—aw—for yeow.”

“Quite so.”

“Fact of mattaw is—aw—that going ovaw the
course to-day, I came a nasty cropper at the first fence.
Wall, must have a ’varsity man to—aw—ride for you,
and so I—aw—thought of Kemp, as my trainer rec-
ommended him to me, as—aw—being—aw—a good
seat, and not bad at his fences.”
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“I shall be very happy to ride your horse,” said
Kemp, who treated the young duke coolly, knowing
that was the best way to manage the conceited noble-
man.

“T should think you would, too; lots of men would
be glad of the chance,” said Davis.

The duke laughed.

“Vewy good,” he said. “Your anonymous friend
can say a good thing. Aw—don’t know his name yet.”

“Davis,” replied Kemp. “I forgot the formality of
an introduction.”

“Aw—bad plan that. Tell you a story ’bout that—
aw,” said the duke. “I was bathing last year in the
Lake of Geneva ; got the cramp; began to sink. Devil-
ish awkward thing, you know, cramp. Every had
cramp ?”’

“No,” said Davis.

“Aw—take my advice, and don’t. Well, a man
came up and wanted to save me. ‘Can’t let you do it,’
said I. ‘Don’t know you.” ‘I'm Count Savarin,” said
he. ‘Oh! if you're a gentleman,” said I, ‘T don’t mind.
Give me your arm, please; and so he swam me on
shore.”

Davis laughed.

“Good thing, that, Mr.—aw—Davis?” continued the
Duke of Woodstock.

“Not bad,” answered Davis. “But I think I can
beat it.”

“How ?”

“Well, I was traveling from Marseilles to Paris. A
Frenchman sat next to me. IHe tried to make me talk,
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and I wouldn’t. All at once he said ‘Pardon, mon-
sieur, your cigar has set your coat on fire.””

“Aw—what a disagweeable thing to have—aw—a
coat on fire,” said the duke.

“‘Thank you,” I replied, coldly. ‘Perhaps, how-
ever, you'll mind your own business another time.
Your coat has been burning this half hour, and I didn’t
say anything to you.”

This time the duke laughed in his womanly way.

“Can I offer your grace anything ?”” said Davis.

“Aw—thanks. S. and B., or hock and seltzer.”

“You must excuse my friend in the armchair. He
isn’t very “well,” continued Davis, pointing to Hark-
away.

The duke made a slight inclination of the head.

He was far too well bred to ask a lot of impertinent
questions. :

Davis proceeded to do the honors, and opened some
soda and brandy for his guest.

When his grace’s thirst was quenched, he turned to
Dayvis, and said:

“Have I—aw—your permission to talk to Mr. Kemp
in—aw—your room?”’

“Certainly. If you wish to talk privately I will leave
you to yourselves.”

“Not at all. Weally, I pwotest against turning a
man out of his own place—aw.”

“Very well. Pray do as you like,” said Davis.

The duke prepared to speak to Kemp about the all-
important subject of the coming steeplechase.

In reality it was important.
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The whole of the sporting portion of the university
had backed one horse or the other.

Therefore it excited considerable interest.

“My trainer tells me,” said the Duke of Woodstock,
“that you, Mr. Kemp, and Sir Sydney Dawson are the
two best riders in college.”

“Rough riders,” said Kemp. “But rumor says Daw-
son can ride best.”

“Rumor, my dear fellah, is an awful liar,” replied the
duke.

“T have seen your horse and I like him. He takes a
good deal of riding, though.”

“Do you—aw—think you could beat this Dawson
fellah?” continued the duke.

“T’1l bet a hundred to one on it, and that’s long odds.
If your grace will intrust me with the mount, I'll land
your colors on the post,” replied Kemp.

“You shall have the mount. That’s what I'm heaw
for.”

“You won't regret it.”

“They tell me that horse of Dawson’s—what do they
call him?”

“Go-ahead.”

“Beastly name that, but no matter. People say he’s
got a temper, and pulls a man out of the saddle.”

“So he does.”

“Yes; Dawson’s horse has a deuced queer temper,
and if he isn’t well ridden I wouldn’t give a brass coin
for his—aw—chance.”

“T’'ve seen the brute,” replied Kemp, “and his win-
ning is all a toss-up.”

“T stand to win or lose heavily on my horse,” con-
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tinued the duke; “and if you pull it off, my dear fel-
lah, why, I needn’t—aw—say that I'll make it worth
your while to ride your best.”

“Give me a hundred on account,” said Kemp.

“Oh, I can do that. Come to my rooms to-morrow,
and you shall have a check. Wall, ta, ta! I can rely
upon you?”

“Certainly.”

The Duke of Woodstock rose, and took his leave
‘with the same want of warmth he always exhibited.

Davis saw him to the door.

“You're in luck, old fellow,” he said, as he came
back.

“You may think so,” replied Kemp; “but I don’t like
the patronizing way that man Woodstock has.”

“Why not?”

“He treats me like a servant.”

“And you make him pay for it.”

“He knows,” said Kemp, “that I am the only man
in Oxford who can ride his horse with half a chance
of winning.”

“Woodstock is reckoned a good rider.”

“He was before he came up here,” answered Kemp.
“Now his nerves are not worth much. It’s nerve that -
pulls you through.”

“You've a double object now in settling Dawson,”
put in Davis.

“Yes, and I mean to do it. I shall stop my liquor-
ing-up. It unsteadies your hand, and makes you
seedy.”

“If you keep cool, it will look awfully fishy for the
Dawson division.”
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“Leave it to me, I tell you, and if you have any
spare cash put it on,” answered Kemp.

Harkaway began to move at this juncture.

He opened his eyes and threw his arms about, like
one awakening from a heavy sleep.

“See him home,” exclaimed Davis.

“Won’t you?” asked Kemp.

“Not I. I've been mixed up enough in your ras-
cally e

“Hush!” whispered Kemp, putting his finger to his
lips.

Jack rose up with a staggering gait, and asked where
he was.

“In Davis’ room. Don’t you remember?” replied
Kemp.

“No.”

“We talked matters over, and then played a little.
You lost, and went off all at once.”

“Did T lose much?” said Jack.

“Nothing to fret about. Will you go to your room?”’

“Yes, please; T don’t feel at all well.”

“Tt’s that plucky affair of yours when you saved the
girl that’s made vou feel ill.”

“Perhaps. Give me your arm. Good-night, Davis.
I am very sorry for being so rude as to go to sleep
in your place,” said Jack.

“Don’t mention it, old fellow. Good-night. Hope
you’ll pick up between this and the morning.”

Jack went out, leaning on Kemp’s arm, and was very
glad to get to bed.

His recollection of what had occurred was very im-
perfect.




Falling Into a Trap. 113

He had an idea that he had made friends with Kemp
and Davis, and that he had played high, but what he
had lost he did not know.

The next day he did not feel at all well, and saw
nothing of Kemp, whom he did not meet until he en-
countered him in hall, a day or two afterwards.

He endeavored to find out how much he had lost, but
Kemp answered his question evasively, and told him
not to trouble himself about such a flea bite until the
bill came due.

So Jack gave up thinking about it, and turned his
thoughts into another direction.

When Sir Sydney Dawson heard that Kemp twas
going to ride the Duke of Woodstock’s horse in the
forthcoming steeplechase he was rather surprised.

Kemp was known to be a good rider.

The fact of his being patronized by the duke put him
in position again, and it being known that Harkaway
had been to his room, and was satisfied that his cheat-
ing at cards was a mistake, men who had formerly cut
him gave him a friendly nod, shook hands, or said,
“How do, Kemp?”

Sir Sydney and he went down to the stables to-
gether several times, and drank champagne together.

Harkaway saw this, and felt sure Kemp was playing
a deep game.

He wanted to make Sir Sydney drink more than was
good for him, so that his nervous system would be too
shattered to enable him to ride.

There were only six horses entered for the race, out
of which the duke’s and Sir Sydney’s were the two
best.
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Every one agreed that the race would lie between
these two cracks.

Barring the vicious temper of Sir Sydney’s horse, a
finer steeplechaser never was foaled.

The St. Aldate’s men had bet heavily on Go-ahead,
and even Jack and Harvey had risked a few pounds.

Jack was rather shy of Kemp, feeling he had been
made a fool of, though he did not guess the full extent
of the villainy of which he was the victim.

Having made use of him, Kemp reassumed all his
old insolence.

On the night before the race, Jack and Harvey went
to Sir Sydney’s rooms, where they found half a dozen
or more men assembled, I<emp being one of them.

Jack was pained to see how flushed and feverish Sir
‘Sydney Dawson looked.

Kemp, on the other hand, was as cool as a cucumber,
and fresher.

“You’re not looking in form, old fellow,” he ex-
claimed. “Remember, you're not going to ride a
clothes horse to-morrow.”

“Never felt better in my life,” replied Sir Sydney.
“It’s all nonsense to funk a man and make him nervous
by croaking.”

“Woodstock’s horse will take a deal of beating, that’s
all,” continued Jack.

“Tt will be a walk-over, won't it, Kemp?”’ said Sir
Sydney, with a sickly smile.

“There’s nothing like being cock sure,” answered
Kemp. “I tell you plainly, I mean to do all I know to
land Woodstock’s colors in the front, so you've got
your work cut out for you. Wild Irishman is the
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stable companion of a Derby winner; and, by Jove!
how your hand shakes!”

“It’s nothing.”

“No wonder,” said Jack, “when you bustle the man.”

Kemp gave him a look which said, plainly:

“What have you got to do with it? You'd better be
quiet.”

And then he exclaimed, aloud:

“You've let yourself down too low; try some
brandy.”

“By Jove! Kemp’s right. That’s what it is; I want
a nerver,” replied Sir Sydney.

He poured some spirits into a tumbler, and adding,
“Put in a little water,” drank it off at a draught, shiv-
ering slightly as he set the glass down.

“Now I'm another man,” he said, with a smile.
“And Tl tell you one thing—if T can’t ride Go-ahead
there isn’t another fellow in Oxford who can.”

There was a murmur of assent, for the dangerous
temper of the horse was as well known as its owner’s.
admirable seat and iron hand. :

Drinking and smoking were kept up till a late hour,
and it was remarked that Sir Sydney seemed to be
seized more than once with a fit of cold shivering.

In the morning he did not appear in chapel, and just.
as Jack got back to his room, his scout said:

“Please, sir, you're wanted.”

“Who wants me?” asked Jack.

“Sir Sydney Dawson has sent round for you twice,
sir.”

“Has he? By Jove! I hope there is nothing wrong,”
said Jack.
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He hastened to see his friend, whom he found in bed.

Sir Sydney was very ill; his hands burned like hot
coals, his eyes were sunken, and flashed with feverish
brilliancy, and it was clear that he was not in a fit state
to ride.

Much shocked, Jack cried:

“That infernal fellow, Kemp, has done this. He’s
made a tool of me to ruin you.”

“Bosh!” replied Sir Sydney; “I’'m all right. It’s
only a funny feeling that’s come over me all at once.
Don’t stand staring at me, for goodness’ sake. Do
something.”

“You must have a doctor.”

“Doctor be hanged! Give me some brandy in a cup
of strong tea.”

“I saw how it would be,” continued Jack. “And
now you can’t ride the race. You said it would be a
walk-over, and so it will, for Kemp.”

“T’'ll be shot if it shall be, if I can crawl to the
course,” cried Sir Sydney, fiercely. “What! have Go-
ahead scratched, and let that sneering blackleg brute,
Kemp, have the laugh of us? Not for a cool thou, my
boy; you don’t know me.”

“I know you've got the pluck of half a dozen,” an-
swered Jack; “but neither you nor any other man can
do impossibilities. You are not well enough to stir
out. Can’t you get some one to ride for you?”

“No one can ride that horse but me. It’s breakneck
work ; look at the jumps. Give me your hand; I'll get

up.l)
Jack assisted him to dress.

He trembled like a leaf, and was as weak as a rat.
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“T'm bound to ride,” he said. “Look how all our
fellows have backed me. Go-ahead must not be
scratched. I will ride, if I can’t hold the reins. What
sort of a morning is it?”

“Dull, but dry.”

“T've got a film over my eyes; can’t see anything
well,” continued Sir Sydney. “Hang the luck. I
shouldn’t have cared at any other time.”

His scout made him some tea, and was sent to order
the dogeart, to drive them over to the course, which
was about ten miles from Oxford.

“So you mean to go?”’ said Jack.

“Of course I do. You'll see me stick on like a
monkey in a circus. I'll ride Go-ahead, or die in the
attempt.”

Secing it was useless to dissuade him, Jack gave it
up.

“What are your colors?” he asked.

“Blue and white. What do you want to know for ?”

“Nothing,” said Jack, evasively. “You won't start
for an hour? Sit still while I go to my room; I'll be
back soon.”

When Jack returned Dawson was pacing the room
impatiently.

He had been drinking more brandy, which increased
the fever in his veins.

“What an age you've been. Come along; we shall
be last on the course,” he exclaimed.

Jack gave him his arm, and walking to the stables,
got into the dogcart.

“You drive; I can’t hold the ribbons to-day,” said
Dawson. “Cut out the pace; we're late, and the
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Woodstock division will say we are showing the
feather.”

Touching up the horse, Jack was soon spinning along
the High and over the bridge, along the Iffley road, to
the course.

“He'll never be able to do it,” muttered Jacle —=&itls
-a hundred to one against him, and that’s long odds.”

And so it was.

The poor, pale, tremulous young man by his side did
mot look as if he could sit a donkey on Hampstead
Heath, let alone a racehorse with the vicious temper
of Go-ahead.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE RACE.

The Oxford men mustered rather strongly on the
‘course.

A large number of ladies, gentlemen and country
‘people had assembled to see the steeplechase, for which
-only five horses were entered.

The Duke of Woodstock’s horse was made favorite
at two to one, and the second in popular estimation
was Sir Sydney Dawson’s Go-ahead.

When they reached the course, which was carefully
laid out with the usual fences and ditches, Jack took a
good look at it.

The water jump was a formidable one, but the last
©f all seemed most difficult.
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It was formed naturally by a lane, having on each
side a stiff hedge, and a drop of several feet in the
middle.

They were soon surrounded by an admiring knot of
St. Aldate’s men, who regarded Sir Sydney critically.

“Who said he wouldn’t turn up?” said Tom Carden,
the man of flesh and muscle.

“Whoever did made a confounded mistake,” replied
Sir Sydney.

“You don’t look quite up to form,” said Fabian Hall.
“A Tlittle feverish, I should think, which isn’t the thing"
to brace a man’s nerve up.”

“You go to Hampstead Heath, Fabian, my innocent,”
replied Jack; “that’s your riding school, I should
think.”

“Im all right. Let's go and look at the horse,
Harkaway,” exclaimed Sir Sydney.

At this moment Kemp strolled up arm in arm with
Davis.

A smile of satisfaction was on his lips as he saw the
state Dawson was in.

“Glad to see you,” he said. “Are we going to have-
a mild bet on the event?”

“T'll back my mount, of course,” answered Sir Syd-
ney.

“Done with you, then, for fifty. We shall have a.
struggle for it.”

The bet was made, and Sir Sydney strolled away
with Jack.

“T don’t like to think of the money I have at stake,”
said Sir Sydney. “I've put the pot on tremendously,,
and stand to lose or win a regular hatful.”



120 The Race.

As he spoke, a fit of cold shivering seized him and
he could scarcely stand.

“Let’s go to the stand and have some brandy,” he
continued. ‘“Hang me if I ever felt so queer before.”

“Take my advice and don’t. You're not strong
enough to drink,” replied Jack; “and throw that cigar
away, it is only making you nervous.”

In the paddock, Sir Sydney’s trainer, Morsom, was
standing by Go-ahead.

“There’s the horse,” said Sir Sydney. “Isn’t he a
beauty >—and, like a good many other beauties, he’s got
an infernal temper. Steeplechasing is not like racing
on the flat. If I don't stick on, I shall run a chance of
breaking my neck, and losing the race into the bar-
gain.”

“Which would be the greater misfortune?” asked
Jack.

“Of course, the greater embraces the less. If I
broke my neck I could not win, because I should not
be able to ride it out. Call Morsom, will you?”

Jack beckoned to the trainer, who at once ap-
proached.

“Morning, Sir Sydney,” said Morsom. “The horse
is in splendid form, quiet as a kitten—rather too quiet.
When he’s like that he generally breaks out, sooner or
later.”

“I’ll break his heart if he tries any of his tricks with
me,” answered Sir Sydney, with a spice of his usual
dash.

“Time’s nearly up, sir,” said the trainer.

“Ah, so it is,” replied Sir Sydney, looking at his
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watch. “Take the horse a little way up the course;
the crowd may frighten him here.”

He tried to move away, but the old staggering feel-
ing came over him, and the hectic on his face burned
brighter.

“Take my arm. You are weak,” said Jack.

“Stuff I” said Sir Sydney. “I tell you I'm all right.
It’s this beastly light headedness—bilious, I suppose.
I feel as weak as a rat.”

“Give it up.”

“What! sell all my friends? Who’s to ride the
horse? That scoundrel Kemp will laugh at me. Not I.”

He spoke loudly, and grew more excited every
minute.

Just then Kemp, accompanied by the Duke of
Woodstock, passed by on their road to the weighing
room.

“How do, Dawson?”’ said the duke, stopping.
“Hope—aw—you won’t cut us down too early in the
—aw—race. Let us—aw—be in it.”

“The St. Aldate’s gentleman jock doesn’t look like
winning,” remarked Kemp.

He spoke in a low tone, intended only for the duke’s
ear, but Dawson caught the words.

' “Look here, Mr. Kemp,” he exclaimed. “I dont
allow anyone to make disparaging remarks about me.”

Kemp turned round and faced him.

“Suppose you can’t help it, my good fellow, what
then ?” he said, in a voice of cool insolence.

“You're a low scoundrel, sir!” cried Sir Sydney,
losing his temper, and forgetting himself altogether.
“That I tell you to your face.”
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“Why?” asked Kemp, grating his teeth.

“You've been betting against my horse, sir; and you
have brought me to the state I am in. Don't think I'm
a fool. I can see it all, now it’s too late. But I'll beat
you yet. Go-ahead can win, and it will punish you far
more to lose your dirty money than to be kicked.”

Kemp was about to make an angry reply.

His cheeks burned, and his fists were tightly
clinched. :

But the Duke of Woodstock pulled him away,
saying:

“Keep cool. If you excite yourself now you will
lose your nerve, and—aw—Ilose me the race.”

’

“All right, your grace,” replied Kemp. “T’ll pocket

the insult for your sake.”

They went on to the weighing room, where they had
been preceded by all the other riders except Sir Sydney.

“The low cad! How I hate that fellow,” said Sir
Sydney.

“So do I,” replied Jack. I heard him say he should
either lose over a thousand or win three. It’s a pity
you picked up with him again.”

“T’ve got to thank you for the honor of his renewed
acquaintance.”

“So you have. I am to blame. Never mind; the
race is not lost yet,” answered Jack, setting his lips
firmly together, as if thinking of a difficult task he had
set himself to perform.

Tom Carden and a few of the St. Aldate’s division
followed them to the weighing room.

The clerk of the course was there, and he exclaimed :
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“Now, Sir Sydney, you are the last. All have gone
to the post but you.”

Dawson made an effort to pull himself together, but
failed utterly.

His head swam, and he reeled about dangerously, so
much so, that his backers looked at him in consterna-
tion.

“It’s come on again,” he gasped. “I'm no more use
than an old hat full of cold water. I'd ride if I could.
By gad! I will ride.”

“You shall not,” said Jack, in a tone of decision. “It
would be madness for you to do so. I appeal to Car-
den.”

“Looks grave,” replied Carden. “Don’t see how he
can stick on.”

“I'll go and hedge my bets,” remarked a St. Al-
date’s man.

“Time’s up, sir,” said the clerk.

Sir Sydney made an attempt to pull off his coat, but
the dizziness came on again.

“T can’t make out what in thunder’s the matter with
me,” he said. “It’s my belief Kemp must have poi-
soned me.”

“Not at all unlikely,” replied Jack, thinking of what
had happened to himself in Davis’ room.

“What'’s to be done? T can’t declare forfeit. Will
you give me an idea, Carden? My heart will break if
I have to scratch Go-ahead.”

“The horse shall run. Don’t worry yourself,” said
Jack

“How can he, when there isn’t a man in Oxford, bar
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myself, who would trust himself on the brute’s back?”
asked Sir Sydney.

“T will ride him,” exclaimed Jack.

“You?r” :
“Yes; I prepared for this. Trust your honor and
your money in my hands. I can do most things pretty

well. Leave it to me.”

“My dear fellow, how can I thank you? I didn’t
know you could ride.”

“T’ll try, anyhow. Stand on one side, please.”

As he spoke Jack threw off his coat.

Under his trousers he had a capital get-up of breeches
and boots.

In a short time he was arrayed in the baronet’s
colors.

They fixed a pair of spurs on his boots, put the cap
on his head, and he looked every inch a jockey, bred
and born.

“Look here, old man,” said Jack to Dawson, “you
go and borrow a binocular, and take up your position
in the stand. Put on the coin, if you're in the humor;
I’m not going to let Kemp beat me. Please goodness,
Tl cut him down on the post if your horse is the flyer
they say he is.”

Sir Sydney grasped his hand in silent gratitude.

“That’s right. Hook on to Carden,” continued Jack,
“and don’t worry about me.”

Just as Jack emerged from the room, Motsom, the
trainer, came up.

“Are you going to ride, Mr. Harkaway!” he ex-
claimed, in surprise.

“Yes. Dawson’s not himself to-day.”
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“I thought not, and am very glad of the change.
Go-ahead takes a good deal of riding, sir; but if ever
there was a funny-tempered horse, it is Sir Sydney’s.”

“I've been outside a horse before to-day, and my
nerve is like iron. Besides, Morsom, I've got an in-
terest in knocking Mr. Kemp out of time. Where is
the horse?”

“Where Sir Sydney told me to have him, sir, a little
way up the course. Come along, there’s no time to be
lost.”

“I know that,” replied Jack, as he threw his overcoat
round his shoulders, and dived into the crowd.

They soon reached the horse, and Morsom held him
while Jack mounted.

No one would have thought there was a lurking
devil in the horse, he seemed so calm and amiable.

Morsom handed Jack a whip, and said:

“Don’t hit him if you can help it, sir. He’s a fiend
when he’s whipped.”

Jack nodded and walked the horse down to the
starting place.

The field of five had already assembled.

Woodstock was speaking to Kemp, but he left off as
Jack appeared on Go-ahead.

“That’s not Dawson!” exclaimed the duke, forget-
ting his affected manner in his surprise.

Kemp turned pale.

“By Jove!” he answered, “it’s that infernal Hark-
away. The only man in Oxford I should have been at
all afraid of.”

“Can he ride?”

“What is it he can’t do? The beggar can do every-
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thing, but I think he has got his master in Go-ahead.
I know more of the horse than he does, and if he hasn’t
some bones broken in less than half an hour, say I'm
a false prophet.”

Morsom ran up to Jack’s side, and whispered :

“Perhaps you don’t know the course, sir? There’s
a very nasty double jump, just before the run in, an
in-and-out jump, and there’s a bullfinch—that’s a stiff-
ish hedge—and the water jump, which I should give
him his head at and chance it.”

“All right,” replied Jack.

The horses formed into a line, and went towards the
starting post.

The duke’s horse, Wild Irishman, seemed full of go-
ing, and the very picture of a race horse.

The others were well bred, but did not seem to have
staying power.

It was not difficult to start so small a field, and amid
breathless expectation they went off directly the flag:
fell.

“Now for it,” thought Jack, and he took a look at
Kemp, who sat his animal splendidly, and seemed to
have him well in hand.

The course was about four miles, and the ground
of a stiffish character.

At the first fence, Amy, a dark horse, ridden by a
Merton man, fell and broke his leg, reducing the field
to four runners.

Plowing their way across a turnip field, all lying well
together, they came to the second obstacle, which was
a flight of hurdles.
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The fourth horse failed to leap the hurdles, and
pitched his rider off badly.

He was so much hurt with the purler that he did
not mount again, but was carried off the course.

“Only three left,” thought Jack.

Knowing the speed of Go-ahead, he determined to
force the pace, being especially anxious, as Kemp, on
the Irishman, was slightly leading.

Wild Irishman was a bay horse, while Sir Sydney’s
was as black as night.

It was easy to distinguish them from the stand, and
the backers of each were wild with excitement as they
watched the race.

Jack had been holding his horse well in hand, but
he gave him his head, and he at once shot in front.

When the water-jump was reached, the two leaders
cleared it well, but the third horse refused it three
times, whereby so much time was lost, that the rider
gave up the race in disgust, and slowly returned.

Then the field was reduced to two.

It was a race between Jack and Kemp.

In front of Jack was the bullfinch, of which the
trainer had spoken, and a formidable jump it was.

Kemp lifted Wild Irishman and cleared it beauti-
fully, amidst the applause of the spectators who had
assembled at this point.

The roar of voices frightened Go-ahead, who now
began to show the nasty temper for which he had
made himself famous.

Rearing up on his hind legs, he pawed the air, and
endeavored to unseat his rider.



128 The Race.

It was a struggle for mastery between man and
horse.

Jack was mad with rage at seeing Kemp galloping
over the neighboring plowed field, holding the Irishman
well in hand, and looking like winning in an easy
canter.

Raising his whip in the air, he brought it down
once, twice, three times between the horse’s ears.

The infuriated animal uttered a snort of passion,
lowered his legs, put back his ears, and taking the bit
in his mouth, flew at the obstacle in front of him.

In vain Jack pulled at the bridle.

He had no more control over the animal than one of
the spectators.

A few yards more, and they would be at the fence.

Jack turned very pale, settled himself well in his
seat, dug his knees in, and waited for the shock.

Go-ahead seemed forgetful of the fence, for, instead
of trying to clear it, he dashed blindly at it, crashing
through somehow, falling on his knees on the other
side, and throwing his rider badly.

Jack lay insensible for a moment on the ground, the
blood trickling from an ugly wound in his forehead.

Tom Carden happened to have selected this spot, and
when he saw Jack fall, he rushed to his assistance,
while another man held the horse, which was now
trembling violently all over.

Jack was beginning to open his eyes.



CHAPTER XIV.
JACK GETS A DISAGREEABLE LETTER.

“Now, then, old fellow,” said Tom Carden; “you’re
not much hurt. Up with you—quick !”

Jack staggered to his feet, and looked giddily round
him.

“Where’s Kemp?” asked he.

“Not far ahead. He’s pounding through the turnips.
Jump up.”

With Carden’s assistance, Jack climbed into the sad-
dle again, but dropped the whip, which he did not
seem able to hold. P

“Force the pace, my lad, and you’ll do it,” continued
Carden.

Jack wiped the blood out of his eyes, and nodded
his head.

Then he dug his spurs, for the first time, deep into
the horse’s flanks, and away they flew like lightning
after Kemp.

“He’s had a nasty purler,” mused Carden, “but he
may pull it off yet.”

At the next fence, Wild Irishman swerved and would
not take it, which occasioned a most valuable delay to
Jack, who, as he decreased the distance between them,
could hear Kemp’s loud curses.

There was but about fifty yards between them, which,
after jumping the fence, Jack reduced to thirty.
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Only one jump remained now between them and
home.

This was the dangerous leap, formed by a lane, with
hedges on each side of it.

The excitement on the stand was immense.

Sir Sydney Dawson was trembling in every limb,
while the Duke of Woodstock, who stood near him,
was cool, calm and confident.

“Irishman wins—it’s a dead moral!” exclaimed
Frank Davis. “I’ll lay six to four on him!”

“T’ll take you,” replied Sir Sydney; “six twenties.”

“Again?” asked Davis, as he booked the bet.

“Yes, again.”

“He must be mad. Go-ahead isn’t in it. They are
close home now,” muttered Davis to the duke.

“Look at Kemp. By Jove! he rides well,” said the
Duke of Woodstock. “I couldn’t have—aw—trusted
my mount to a better man.”

“Watch him,” cried Davis, who, a good rider him-
self, could appreciate excellent horsemanship in an-
other. “See, he takes the lane in and out like an otter.
Bravo! Now he makes for home, and it is a clear
run in.”

Jack was just behind Kemp, but as scarcely a hun-
dred yards remained between them and the winning
post, he saw he must lose if he popped in and out as
Kemp had done.

With a characteristic recklessness, he determined to
take the two jumps together, and clear the lane at one
flying leap.

It was a desperate expedient, but the only one which
gave him a chance.
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The hoarse shouts of the crowd and the bookmakers
fell upon his ears.

He knew the power of his horse, which was full of
running.

“It’s neck or nothing,” he muttered.

And he began to bustle Go-ahead, who, better tem-
pered, now some of the deviltry had been knocked out
of him, had settled down into a splendid stride.

“Go it, my beauty! We shall do it yet,” said Jack,
digging his spurs in deep.

Away they flew.

The horse rose in the air, and crossed the lane like a
bird, amid the breathless silence of the spectators.

“By gad! he’s going to fly it! He’s done it. By
gad! finest thing I ever saw,” cried the duke, lost in
admiration.

“Bravo, Harkaway! Well done indeed!” exclaimed
Sir Sydney. :

Jack passed on after the Irishman like an arrow
from a bow, gaining at every stride.

Now he was laying close to his haunches, the post
was before them.

The judge was straining his eyes; it looked so like
a dead heat.

The clamor was deafening.

With a desperate effort Jack pushed on Go ahead,
and cutting down Kemp, won by sheer pluck on the
post by a head.

He rode into the inclosure, looking ghastly pale, hls
clothes covered with mud and his face smeared with
blood.

Weighing in all right, he was surrounded by St. Al-
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date’s men, foremost among whom was Sir Sydney,
who shook him by the hand.

“My dear fellow,” he said, “how can I thank you?”

“By first of all saying nothing about it, and secondly
by getting me something to drink,” replied Jack.

“Are you hurt?”

“Just a little about the head. I can scarcely see any-
thing, but I suppose it will go off. It was a beastly
bad purl at the fence.”

They led him to the stand, and a band played “See,
the Conquering Hero Comes.”

While he was refreshing himself with champagne,
the Duke of Woodstock and his supporters were look-
ing very blank indeed.

Having made use of Kemp, the duke treated him
with an aristocratic insolence which he did not expect.

“Did my best for you, your grace,” said Kemp, biting
his lips till the blood came.

“Ah, yes. You are Kemp, I believe?” replied the
duke.

“Rode your horse just now.”

“Yaas; wode my horse—yaas. Lost the wace, I
think ?”

“Unfortunately, I did.”

The duke fixed his glass in his eye, and having stared
coolly at Kemp, turned his back upon him and began to
talk to one of his friends.

Kemp flushed angrily at this insolence, which was
hard to bear.

He sought Davis, who had watched the scene with
some amusement.

“What do you think of that?” asked Kemp.
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“Never saw such a lovely snub in my life before.
He did it splendidly,” laughed Davis.

“It's no laughing matter,” growled Kemp. “I’ve
lost a pot of money which I can’t afford, and after I
had made cock sure of winning.”

“If Harkaway hadn’t risked the lane, you’d have
been all right.”

“No one but he would have thought of such a thing,
or have dared to attempt it. He’s a demon,” snarled
Kemp.

“Haven't I always told you so? Well, I'm five hun-
dred pounds poorer by it.”

“What'’s that to you? You've got a father.”

“Lucky beast, am I not?” answered Davis, compla-
cently stroking his mustache.

Completely discomfited, the pair slunk away to-
gether, not staying for the other race, which was to be
ridden by farmers, and had little interest for university
men.

After drinking nearly a bottle of champagne, Jack
felt better, though his nerves were so shaken he was
scarcely equal to driving back to college.

Nor was Sir Sydney any better.

In this emergency Tom Carden came to the rescue,
and volunteered to handle the reins.

Sir Sydney, in addition to his illness, had been drink-
ing too much.

Carden saw this, and said:

“He’ll never hold on in a dogcart. What's to be
done with him?”

“Put him in the boot,” suggested Jack.

The hint was acted upon.
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Sir Sydney was led to the trap; some clean straw
was put inside the hollow part, or boot, where the dogs
generally ride, and the baronet, making no resistance,
was shut up and conveyed safely to Oxford.

He had to lay up for a day or two, and so had Jack,
but they soon got better.

After the race Kemp found himself as much cut as
he was before.

The Duke of Woodstock sent his scout with a check
for his services, but did not recognize him in public.

Jack simply nodded to him when they met, and Sir
Sydney gave him the cold shoulder unmistakably.

Time slipped away.

Jack made friends with Mr. Mole, and went up to his
rooms in St. Giles’ to read.

He also kept his lectures, and went into training for
the boat race.

The coxswain of the university boat, always on the
lookout for recruits, did not fail to see Jack in the St.
Aldate’s boat.

He spoke to Carden about him, and it was deter-
mined to put him in the eight.

Jack was delighted at the prospect of rowing for his
university at Putney, against Cambridge, at Easter.

As he was obliged to train strictly, he was unable to
keep late hours and attend supper parties.

So Hhe gradually dropped out of the fast set, though
he kept up Sir Sydney’s acquaintance.

At breakfast one morning, Monday came in with a
note.

“What is it? Some dun, I suppose?” said Jack.

“A boy leave um, sare,” replied Monday.
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Jack opened the letter carelessly, but he had no sooner
glanced over the contents than he turned pale.

The letter was from Mr. Moses Manasses, of the Corn
Market, who presented his compliments to Mr. Hark-
away and begged to give him notice that his bill for
one thousand pounds became payable that day week.

Leaving his breakfast unfinished, Jack ran with the
letter to Sir Sydney, who was lying on his sofa smoking
two cigars at once, one in each hand.

“What's ruffled your highness’ feathers?” inquired
Sir Sydney.

“You know I went to Davis’ room to meet Kemp ?”
said Jack.

“Just before the race. Yes.”

“Well, they got me to play and doped me. I lost
some money, though I did not think it much.”

“And you’ve got to pay it, I suppose, and you haven’t
the cash; don’t care to write to the governor in your
first term, and come to an old bird like myself for ad-
vice. Isthatit?”

“Not far off,” said Jack.

“Well, I should say renew the bill. If you want
fifty, you can have it, that is all I can command at pres-
ent,” replied Sir Sydney.

“Thank you all the same, dear boy; fifty would be
but a drop in the ocean.”

“Oh, if you went in for gambling that is another
thing. What’s the total?”

“Read the letter.”

Sir Sydney did so.

Springing up with an indignant flush, and throwing
his cigars away, Sir Sydney exclaimed:
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“The infernal scoundrel! You have been shame-
fully rooked. A thousand quid, eh? Why, it’s as
much as a man ought to spend up here in three years.”

“It’s ruination to me. What can I do? If I were
to show the letter to my father, he would pay the bill,
but he would take me away from Oxford, and that
would break my heart just as I've got into the ’varsity
eight, and am likely to bat in the eleven.”

“You see, if you were to fight it and go to law, it
might turn out no bottle,” replied Sir Sydney, thought-
fully.

“Can I not fight them ?” asked Jack.

“There is no defense to an action on a bill of ex-
change, unless you make an affidavit of fraud.”

“There was a fraud.”

“Ay, I don’t doubt that, but Davis will swear there
wasn’t. You have got odds against you. It’s two to,
one.”

“It’s a gambling debt.”

“You might fight on that ground, but you would
have it in the papers, and it would not do you any
good,” replied Sir Sydney; “because, you see, Hark-
away, it’s a debt of honor, and gentlemen as a rule are
very particular about their debts of honor.”

Jack sank back in a chair and groaned.

Kemp had cast his net cleverly around him, and he
and Davis could enjoy their triumph,



CHAPTER XV.
THE MONEY LENDER'S DAUGHTER.

Harkaway had fancied that his debt to Kemp would
be easily covered by about fifty or a hundred pounds at
the outside.

This he had hoped to save out of his allowance, and
taking a lesson by it, never be so foolish again.

The enormous amount of a thousand pounds was
sufficient to crush him.

If he paid it off by installments, it would keep him
poor for a long time.

“Kemp and Davis are a disgrace to St. Aldate’s,”
said Dawson, who was furious. “The dean ought to
be told of their conduct.”

“Then he would know of mine too. That won’t do,”
replied Jack.

“Tell you what, you must go to Manasses. He’s an
awful old Jew, but not a bad fellow at heart.”

“T will; at once,” said Jack.

“Besides, don’t you recollect you saved the old
cock’s daughter, and he told you he should always be
grateful ?”

“Of course,” said Jack, brightening. “I had for-
gotten that the girl I pulled out of the river was Man-
asses’ daughter.”

“The lovely Hilda might intercede for you.”

“Not in the business, I'm afraid,” replied Jack, with
a dismal shake of the head.
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“Perhaps you'’re right. Jews show Christians no
mercy in money matters ; they are all Shylocks.”

“Fancy Kemp bolting right off to Manasses with the
bill. That’s how he was able to square up his losses on

the steeplechase, which I know were very heavy,” said
Jack.

“The money has done him no good,” remarked Sir
Sydney. “I shall horsewhip that fellow some day in
the street.”

“I shall kick him like a cur,” exclaimed Jack; “but
just now I can only think about getting out of this
mess.”

“Go to old Mossy; you can’t do better,” said Daw-
son.

“Will you wait till I come back? No, you can't,
you've got to go to Mole’s.”

“I shan’t to-day ; nor you either,” answered the baro-
net. “We’re both of us too upset for work., T’ll tool
you over to Abingdon, and we’ll chop there; what do
you say ?”

“Very well. I shan’t be long,” replied Jack.

He hastened away to the Corn Market, which he soon
reached, and knocking at the door of Mr. Manasses’
house, was shown into the drawing room by a tidily
dressed maidservant.

“Mr. Manasses is out, sir,” she said.

“When do you expect him ?” said Jack.

“It’s rather uncertain : perhaps Miss Hilda can in-
form you. I will tell her you are here. Who shall I
say »”

“Mr. Harkaway, St. Aldate’s College.”
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Jack was left alone for a few minutes, and had an
opportunity of examining the drawing room, which
was splendidly furnished.

No expense had been spared, but it was not so much
the value of the articles in the room that struck the
visitor as the refinement with which everything was
selected and arranged.

Pictures by ancient and modern masters hung upon
the walls.

At the end of the room was a conservatory from
which came a delicious perfume.

In one part of the conservatory was an aviary, and
the air was melodious with the songs of birds.

The furniture was of ancient carved oak, and the
carpet the richest Turkey.

“By Jove!” thought Jack, “the old boy must have
some coin, and he knows how to spend it.”

Presently Hilda entered the room, looking ravish-
ingly beautiful in a morning costume of blue and white,
which suited her admirably.

She was very different from the stately and formal
girl who had spoken to him on the night of the town
and gown riot, when he and his companions sought
refuge in her father’s house.

A pleasant smile lit up her countenance, and extend-
ing her hand frankly, she said:

“Why have you not been to see us before, Mr. Hark-
away? You might have known that you would be a
welcome guest.”

Jack muttered something about not liking to intrude.

“Indeed,” Hilda continued, “your presence would not
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have been an intrusion; far from it. Neither I nor my
father have forgotten that you saved my life.”

“T am sure I was amply recompensed for that slight
service by your father’s thanks at the time,” answered
Jack.

“Do you wish to see my father on business, or is this
merely a friendly visit?” she asked.

“Well, in part, I have come on business.”

A shade of displeasure crossed her face.

“I am very unfortunate to be a money lender’s
daughter,” she replied, sadly; “we seem to have no
friends in the world. Everyone who calls upon papa
has an interested motive; but I expect papa in every
minute.”

“Shall T be troubling you if I wait?”

“Not in the least. I should very much prefer it,”
she ‘answered, quickly. “I will take advantage of the
opportunity to thank you for the favor you have con-
ferred on me. I have so much wished to meet you.”

“Pray say no more about that,” exclaimed Jack. “I
was only too pleased to think I happened to be near at
the time your bhoat was swamped.”

“Papa will never forget you. If you want money,
he will lend it to you without interest. I verily believe
all you young gentlemen want money, do you not?
Oxford is such an expensive place!”

“T dor’t think T am very fast,” cried Jack; “but I am
in need of your father’s services.”

“You shall have what you want; leave that to me.”

“The thing is the other way, Mr. Manasses wants
money from me,” exclaimed Jack.
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“Indeed. Then you have been doing what they call’
bills.”

“The fact is, I have been shamefully robbed,” replied
Jack.

“Robbed? That is a hard word to use, Mr. Hark-
away,” she said. “I hope you do not accuse my father
of any complicity in the matter.”

“Oh, no, no!” Jack hastened to say. “Mr. Man-
asses had nothing to do with it. Shall T tell you the
story? I don’t care about talking business to ladies,
but you are so kind that I will venture to trespass upon
your good nature.”

“Pray do; I should like to hear the story,” she cried.

Jack told her about Davis and Kemp, and how they
had got the bill for one thousand pounds out of him.

“It is infamous!” she exclaimed. “Papa would
never have lent himself in any way to the transaction, if
he had known it. Why did you not come to me ear-
lier ?”

“I did not know what Mr. Kemp was going to do
with the bill,” replied Jack.

“Something must be done. At all events, papa will
not—shall not press you,” she exclaimed.

There was a sharp click of a key in the lock of the
front door, and a heavy footstep in the passage.

“That is papa,” she continued. “Will you go to his
room? It is the next one to this. Good-by, Mr. Hark-
away. May we hope to have the pleasure of seeing
you again soon ?”

“Thank you! I shall know my way now,” he an-
swered, taking leave of her.

Going to the office, he found Mr. Manasses seated at



142 The Money Lender’s Daughter.

a desk with his spectacles on his nose, pen in hand, and
a ledger open before him.

“My name is Harkaway,” began Jack.

“Ah! yes, Mr. Harkaway, of St. Aldate’s, freshman
in his first term. You received a note from me, I be-
lieve ?” inquired the Jew.

“Yes, and that is why I am here. Will you allow me.
to tell you the history of that biil of mine which you
hold ?”

“Certainly. Take a chair, if you please,” cried Man-
asses.

In a few words Jack related to him how he had been,
as he supposed, drugged and robbed by means of
loaded dice. -

The Jew heard him attentively.

“Am I to understand that you mean to defend any
action I may be entitled to bring against your” he in-
quired.

“No,” replied Jack. “I cannot defend the action,
because it is a debt of honor.”

“That is spoken like a gentleman. I have given
value for the bill. Nine hundred goldeh sovereigns.
Mr. Kemp had from me.”

“Were you not afraid to advance so much on my
name ?”’ asked Jack.

“T had my channels of information, and I found that
you were not in debt, and that your relations are rich;
and now, what are you going to do?”

“T don’t know.”

“Can you pay?” asked Manasses.

“T cannot. It is utterly impossible. at present. If
you will renew, I will pay you so much a year for the
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use of the money. Say fifty pounds a year; that will
be five per cent.”

“Well, I am not going to be hard on you,” replied
the Jew. “I will renew, and you can pay the interest.
Have you seen my daughter?”

“Yes. I have had that pleasure.”

“Allow me to add my thanks to hers for the service
you rendered us.”

“I have already been overwhelmed by Miss Hilda,”
answered Jack.

“Will you come and see us occasionally? And if
‘you want money at any time, my check-book is at your
service on easy terms.”

Jack was overjoyed at the way in which the money
lender had received him.

He thanked him over and over again, promised to let
him have the interest of the bill soon, and to visit him
in the evening before long.

“Hilda can sing and play. Her education has not
been neglected. We can smoke our cigars, and you
will not despise my claret,” replied the Jew.

Jack went back to his college delighted.

He had escaped the danger which threatened him
more easily than he had expected.

But he did not know the crafty nature of the Jew.

He had in reality got out of one plot only to fall into
the meshes of another.

Hilda had conceived an attachment for the handsome
young fellow who had saved her life.

It was the Jew’s object so to get Jack into his power
as to make him marry his daughter.
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Manasses did not know anything about his engage-
ment to Emily, and considered his gold, coupled with
Hilda’s beauty, quite sufficient to cause an impression-
able young man to fall an easy prey to his snares.

When Jack was gone, Mr. Manasses sought his
daughter, who was listlessly playing with the flowers
in the conservatory.

“You have seen him ?” he inquired.

“Yes, papa, and he has told me his story. You
have consented not to press him?” she asked.

“He shall not be pressed as long as he falls in with
my views. Have you still the fondness for the youth
that you confessed to me some time back ?”

“I have,” she answered, blushing.

“You could choose him for a husband ?”

She made no answer, but her rising color too well
disclosed her secret.

“He shall be yours; it is only a question of time. At
present he is in my toils; I will drag him deeper and
deeper. Let your beauty do the rest,” exclaimed Moses
Manasses.

He tenderly loved his daughter, having but one wish,
and that was that she should marry a gentleman whom
she could love.

Jack was everything that a romantic young girl’s
fancy could desire.

He was handsome, courageous, clever, and some day
he would be very rich.

Hilda sank into a chair, and gave herself up to de-
lightful reveries.

She loved Jack.
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Her father had promised her that he should be her
husband.

When did Moses Manasses, the rich money lender of
the Corn Market, ever fail to keep his word?

CHAPTER XVI.
MURDER IN THE DARK.

Jack did not even tell Harvey about the bill.

The secret was kept by himself and Sir Sydney, for
he would not have had Mr. Bedington know anything
about it for the world.

He paid several visits to the money lender’s house,
passing very agreeable evenings.

Hilda would play and sing to him, and neither she
nor her father ever grew tired of listening to his yarns
about Pisangs and Limbians, and all the adventures he
had been engaged in among the islands of the East
Indian Archipelago.

After a time he met Hilda and took her for walks in
the Christ Church meadows and other places.

Harvey met him one day with Hilda hanging on his
arm, and coming to his rooms after hall, spoke to him
about it.

“Well, what harm is there?” asked Jack.

“Oh, T don’t know exactly what harm there is,” re-
plied Harvey. “You are the best judge of that.”

“Cannot a man walk about innocently with a pretty
girl?”
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“Possibly.”

“You're jealous, Dick, my boy, and are sorry you
haven’t the chance,” said Jack, laughing.

“No, I'm not. It isn’t that. You get yourself
talked about.”

“By whom?”

“I heard Kemp and Davis in hall saying you were
getting nicely into old Manasses’ ribs, and making use
of his daughter to do it.”

“Mr. Kemp had better keep his tongue between his
teeth, the blackguard!” exclaimed Jack, savagely.

“Besides,” continued Harvey, “you are engaged to
Emily, you know, and it is not fair to spoon another
girl.”

“I don’t spoon her.”

“Then she is spooney on you. I can see it in her
eyes. If you don’t mean anything fair and honest to-
wards the girl you've no right to make a fool of her,”
replied Harvey.

“Why do you talk to me like that?” said Jack.

“Because I'm your friend.”

Jack lighted a pipe and began to smoke savagely.

“You've got a way of saying disagreeable things,”
he exclaimed. “But you may be right after all, Dick.
I never looked at it in the light you do.”

There was a knock at the door, and opening it, Mon-~
day admitted Kemp.

“Is your master in, you black imp ?” he asked.

“Me go see, sare. Um wait here please,” replied
Monday.

“T’ll see you hanged first,” said Kemp, pushing into
the room.
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Jack was surprised to see Kemp, and said:

“Monday, why did you not tell Mr. Kemp I was en-
gaged? You know I said I was not in to anybody.”

“Mist’ Kemp him push um way in, sare. Monday
no able to stop him.” -

“It’s like Mr. Kemp’s confounded impudence, then,”
said Jack.

“Oh, don’t alarm yourself. I'm not going to stay,”
returned Kemp; “I only looked in for a moment to ask
a question.”

“That’s a comfort,” said Jack.

“Your society is not so very fascinating, you needn’t
flatter yourself.”

“Perhaps not. I have no dice to-night, and don’t
feel inclined to be drugged.”

“What do you mean by that?” asked Kemp, flushing
angrily.

“Precisely what I say.”

“Of course, you're rather raw over that bill,” replied
Kemp, checking his rising anger. “That’s what I came
about. How have you got on?”

“Find out!” answered Jack, curtly.

“Tf I can give you any help in holding it over, it
will.”

“Thank you, I require no help from you.”

“T suppose you work the old man through the daugh-
ter. A very creditable way of doing business; more
especially as you are an engaged man,” sneered Kemp.

“Leave my room, sir,” said Jack, rising.

“T’m in no hurry,” answered Kemp.

“If you don’t go I shall have to make you. I don’t
care for the company of a liar and a thief,” said Jack.
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“What do you call me?” asked Kemp, all the blood
going out of his thin, white face.

“I’ll repeat it if you like. Mr. Harvey heard my re-
marks.” :

“You shall repent this! By Heaven! you shall be
sorry for uttering those words,” said Kemp.

“Make yourself scarce,” cried Jack, “or by Jove! I
will trot you out at the end of my boot.”

Kemp tried to speak, but was unable to, through
rage.

He walked rapidly away, and slammed the door vio-
lently behind him.

“What a murderous-looking scoundrel he is!” re-
marked Harvey. “By the way, what did he mean
about a bill ?”

“Oh, only a trifling matter. He rooked me one
night in Davis’ rooms. It’s all right.”

“T never liked the man,” cried Harvey. “To-day I
saw him in Castle Street, talking to a one-armed man.”

“One-armed !” said Jack, thinking of Hunston. “Did
you see his face?”

“No, he darted round a corner before I could come
up.”

“It couldn’t have been Hunston, could it ?”’
“Not likely. We left Hunston in the East. There
are lots of old soldiers with only one arm, you know.”

“So there are,” said Jack.

He became very thoughtful, and his mind was car--
ried back to the days when he was a castaway among
the people of Limbi, and Hunston was the chief of the
Pisang nation.

In the evening, Jack went to Fabian Hall’s rooms.
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They were reading Herodotus together and Jack had
taken a great liking to the quiet, steady man, who made
no secret of his ambition to come out among the first.

When they had finished their work, Hall said :

“Come out for a stroll for an hour. It will do us
good.”

“Where shall we go?” asked Jack.

“Over Magdalen Bridge, and up the Iffley road.”

“Very well. Tl just go to my rooms and leave
word for Dawson if he comes. He promised to look
me up this evening.”

Jack was not long gone, and when he returned Hall
was ready for the walk.

They walked along quickly, for it was cold, and in-
haled the fresh, crisp evening air with pleasure.

Winter term was drawing to a close and soon they
would all go home for the Christmas vacation.

The night was dark as pitch.

So dark, indeed, that they had considerable difficulty
in keeping in the path, and at last chose the middle of
the road.

They heard footsteps behind them.

“Some one is following us,” said Jack. “I hate
people walking behind me. Hold hard!”

They stopped.

The person behind continued to approach them, and
by the faint light which was cast upon the scene by a
distant gas lamp, Jack endeavored to make out his
features. :

In this attempt he was baffled.

They had proceeded a little distance beyond the turn-
pike on the Iffley road.
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On one side of them were houses, on the other a
hedge, beyond which were fields leading down to the
river.

The person, whoever he was, did not cease walking
quickly, and as he passed Jack he gave him a rude
push.

“What do you mean by that ?” cried Jack.

The next moment something bright flashed in the air.

“Take care,” cried Hall.

He gave Harkaway a violent push, and received the
blade of a knife in his left side.

“I am stabbed,” he said, faintly.

“Help! help!” cried Jack, at the top of his voice.

“Curse it ?” muttered the assassin. “It’s the wrong
man.”

With these words on his lips, he took to his heels,
jumped over the hedge and was lost to sight.

Quick as were his movements, Jack perceived that
the assassin had but one arm.

The man who struck the blow must have been the
one who had been talking to Kemp.

That the blow was meant for Jack there could be no
doubt.

He had said distinctly in a tone of rage, that he had
stabbed the wrong man.

Harkaway was to have been the victim.

Fabian Hall had generously thrown himself in the
way of the assassin’s knife.

It was a marvelous escape.

Jack continued to call loudly for help.

The inhabitants of the neighboring houses were
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aroused, it being scarcely bed time, as ten o’clock had
not yet struck.

Several men came to the spot, bearing lanterns, and
asked Jack a variety of questions.

He could only say that he was taking a walk with
his friend, Mr. Hall of St. Aldate’s, when they were
set upon by a one-armed man, and without any provo-
cation his friend was stabbed.

Hall was lying in a pool of blood in the roadway,
and breathing heavily.

“T will take him to my house,” said a gentleman,
from the opposite buildings. “Let some one run for
the doctor.”

The unfortunate young man was lifted up by sym-
pathizing hands, carried into a house, and laid upon
a bed in a room on the ground floor.

The flow of blood was very great.

Jack trembled violently in every limb.

In spite of the cold air, drops of perspiration trickled
down his face.

He had had a narrow escape of his‘life.

Whe could his enemy be?

Tt was in vain that he asked himself the perplexing
question.

That the assassin was a one-armed man there could
be no doubt.

He had no enemy of that description except Hun-
ston, but the chances were that Hunston was far, fag
away, even if he lived at all.

Every effort was made to stop the effusion of blood..

The arrival of the doctor was awaited with the ut-
most impatience by an ever-increasing crowd.
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Such a thing as the murder of an undergraduate in
the open street, at night, was a thing unheard of.

Was the motive robbery or revenge ?

Jack had his own opinion, but he said nothing, deem-
ing it more prudent to keep silence.

He fancied that Kemp was at the bottom of the out-
rage.

The murderous look of the fellow, when he left his
room that morning, flashed across his recollection.

Fabian Hall seemed to be sinking fast.

CHAPTER XVII,
THE PROCTOR IS PUZZLED.

For a week the life of Fabian Hall was in danger, but
the excellent medical skill procured for him saved him.

As soon as possible he was moved to his home, and
it was thought that in about three months’ time he
would be able again to take up his residence at the uni-
versity.

As may be imagined, the attempted assassination of
an undergraduate created the wildest excitement in
Oxford.

By some, the deed was set down to motives of rob-
bery.

Every effort was made to discover the dastardly
wretch, but without avail.

No one-armed man corresponding to the description
given by Jack could be found.
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In time the affair was forgotten by all but Jack, who,
knowing that his life had been attempted, was very
cautious when he went out after dark.

He was of opinion that Kemp and Davis knew more
about the outrage than they chose to tell.

Harvey agreed with him in this idea.

When they were talking the matter over Harvey
said :

“It is my firm belief that Hunston has come back
from the Malay seas, and that either Kemp or Davis,
perhaps both of them, hired him to kill you.”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” said Jack. “They are three
villains, and they all hate me like steam.”

“T should carry a pistol if I were you.”

“They are not likely to make another attempt till the
excitement this has caused has blown over,” said Jack.

“Let’s have a stroll,” said Harvey, yawning.

Lectures were over for that day, and not knowing
what to do with themselves, they were smoking lazily.

“T’'m very jolly,” said Jack.

“You're getting beastly lazy. Come!”

As he spoke there was a noise in the passage, and
the scout’s voice was heard exclaiming:

“That’s one for his nut; I’ve promised it him ever so
long, and that’s one for his smeller, a regular corker;
and that’s been owing this three months!”

“What’s the row?” asked Harvey.

“It’s that infernal Buster and Monday,” answered
Jack; “at least, I expect so. They’re always sparring.”

“What a nuisance the fellows are!”

The door opened, and Monday rushed in, followed
by Buster.
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The black’s nose was bleeding freely, and it was evi-
dent that Buster had been showing him the mysteries
of the noble art of self-defense.

“I say, this won'’t do,” cried Jack.

“Him hit um nose, sare,” said Monday, “because I
tell him what big thief he is. He got half um cold
fowl in his pocket.”

“You sneaking humbug, I'll pound you!” said Bus-
ter, squaring up again.

Monday rushed to the wall where Jack’s Eastern
trophies were hanging.

Taking down a long, cruel-looking spear, he made a
rush at Buster.

“Monday have um life!” cried the black, angrily.

He lunged dangerously at Buster with the spear.

The scout, thoroughly frightened, backed into a coal
cupboard, and fell among the coals, under which he
tried to burrow.

“Save me, sir! Oh, Mr. Harkaway, he'll murder
me!” cried Buster.

“It’'s your own fault, you shouldn’t have punched
him,” said Jack, enjoying the fun.

“Ha! nasty white man thief!” said Monday, brand-
ishing the spear. “That’s how we do it in Limbi.”

He prodded the unfortunate scout in the leg.

“Ha!” he continued; “dirty English coward! How
um like that?”

This was followed by another thrust with the spear.

“Oh, my!” screamed the scout. “He’s been and
stuck me in my seat of honor. Take him off, sir! Oh,
Mr. Harkaway, save me from the wicious savage!”

“Get in among the nobbly ones,” said Harvey.
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“Call him off, sir!” continued Buster. “He ain’t
safe! I'll have the law of him, if I come out of this
alive !” :

“Me teach you to punch Monday’s nose. Ugh! you
English beast. How um like that and that?” cried
Monday.

Each sentence was followed by a severe prick from
the sharp-pointed spear.

Jack had been laughing till the tears ran down his
cheeks.

“That’ll do, Monday,” he said. “I don’t think he’ll
attack you any more, you've tackled him so well.”

Monday hesitated to leave off.

“What!” cried Jack, “you won’t obey orders, you
mutinous dog? Put up that spear, or I'll know the rea-
son why.”

Monday slowly and reluctantly replaced the weapon.

“Me teach him,” he grunted, “me teach dirty scout
mans to hit me. Me King of Limbi. Me never have
um nose punch before.”

“Did it hurt?” asked Harvey.

“Yes, sare. Um nose tender part. Um not like to
touch nose.”

- “Come out of those coals. You don’t want to stop
there all day, do you?” exclaimed Jack, approaching
the cupboard.

“Is he quiet, sir?” asked Buster.

Vs

“Have you disarmed the savage monster?”

“Yes, I tell you. Come out.”

Buster cautiously emerged from the place of con-
cealment where he had found shelter.
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His face and hands were grimed with coal dust, and
he looked blacker than Monday.

He put his hand uneasily behind him now and again,
as if he were in pain.

“You’'re a nice pair of beauties, I don’t think. What
am I to do with you?” asked Jack.

“Sack the nigger, sir,” replied Buster.

“That is out of the question. I think a good deal
more of Monday than I do of you or all the scouts in
Oxford,” replied Jack.

“That’s where it is, sir; you make him more cheeky.”

“Mast’ Jack um gentlemans,” said Monday. “What
him care for white things like you?”

“Would you?”’ said Buster, clinching his fist and
screwing up his lips angrily.

Monday flew towards the spear.

“Here, I say, none of that. Turn it up. I can’t
have these rows all over the shop,” exclaimed Jack.

“Why him not let me alone, sare?” asked Monday.

“Shake hands and make friends.”

“What!” replied Buster, scornfully. “I shake hands
with a cannibal beast like that? Not me, sir.”

“Make it up I tell you.”

“Not me, sir. I respects myself too much. I can’t
a-bear cannibals. More especially since he’s prodded
me in three different places in the last new pair of
breeches you was good enough to give me.”

“Well, if you won’t pal, you must get out of my
room. Settle your rows outside. Do you hear? Clear
out. Take your hook.”

“I'll go to a magistrate, and ask if a decent Christian
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is to be prodded in the seat by a savage heathen,” re-
plied Buster.

“Make yourself scarce,” roared Jack.

Buster slowly left the room, and was heard groaning
and grumbling in the passage for some time after-
wards.

During the rest of the day he bathed his wounds, and
took sweet counsel with his friend Clinker.

“If T was you,” said Clinker, “I’d poison the rep-
tile.”

“We’ll chuck him in the river, that’s what we’ll do
with him,” replied Buster.

While they were talking, Monday washed his face,
which Harvey said was a waste of time, as it never
looked any cleaner.

Jack and Harvey walked out arm-in-arm, and did the
High, with their gowns tucked up in undergraduate
fashion. :

They had discovered a very quiet and respectable
hotel near the railway station, where there was a bil-
liard room.

Here they often passed an hour or two, either playing
or watching others play, sometimes smoking and some-
times drinking the beer of the country, in the pewter
of the period.

Their footsteps seemed naturally to lead them to the
hotel. '

They were careful to look round well before they
entered, as the proctor and his bulldogs might be about.

The college authorities entertain a pious horror of
“public houses,” and if Oxford men are found in them
they are visited by heavy pains and penalties.
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“I shan’t be able to stop long,” said Jack.

“Why not?”

“I’'ve promised Tom Carden to spin down in the St.
Aldate’s eight to Abingdon to-day.”

“That’s a stiffish pull. How are you getting on?”

“Stunningly,” replied Jack. “The coxswain of the
O. U. B. C. was good enough to compliment me yes-
terday on my satisfactory progress.”

“Then it’s settled you row in the ’varsity eight at
Putney next year.”

“Barring accidents,” said Jack.

They entered the hotel, and nodding to the landlord,,
went into the billiard room.

A tall, loudly dressed man was playing with the
marker. :

When he saw the university men come in, he ex-
claimed:

“I say, you fellows ought to look out for sharks.”

“I beg your pardon,” said Jack, “did you speak to.
me ?”

“Yes; you or your friend.”

“I am not in the habit of speaking to strangers,” re-
plied Jack, “and I don’t know what you mean by
sharks.”

“Proctors, of course,” answered the man. “My
name is Gooch. Is that good enough for you?”

Jack sat down, and lighting his pipe, took no notice:
of him.

“You're civil, anyhow,” said the man. “You uni-
versity fellows are stuck up and no mistake. I wanted
to be kind ; the bulldogs have been in, and I don’t think
they are far off now.”
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Jack remained silent.

“I’ll tell you what I'll do,” Gooch went on, “I’ll give
you a game at billiards.”

“You can’t play,” said Jack, looking up.

“Can’t I? By Jove! Tl play you for a fiver, and
post the money.”

“T don’t gamble.”

“Say half a crown, then, that won’t break your
bank.”

“Very well, T'll play you for half a crown, fifty up,
and give you forty-nine out of fifty; and I'll bet you
won’t have a stroke in the game if you give me the
break,” said Jack.

“What!” replied Gooch, “you make fifty at a break?
Not you.”

“I didn't say so,” replied Jack. “All I say is that
I’ll play you fifty up for the table, and bet you half a
crown that, if I have the break, you won’t have a stroke
in the game.”

“Not have a stroke in the game,” repeated Gooch,
thoughtfully ; “and give me forty-nine out of fifty ?”

“That’s what I said.”

“Very well, done with you. Fire away.”

Jack took up a cue, chalked it, and placed his ball in
balk.

He purposely made a miss.

“Forty-nine, love,” said'the marker. “A mis: made;
game to you, Mr. Gooch.”

“I have won,” said Gooch.

“Have you? I don’t see it,” replied Jack, laughing.
“You haven’t had a stroke in the game.”
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“Oh,” answered Gooch, with a grin.

“You've won the game, and I pay sixpence for the
table, but I win my bet of half a crown that you
shouldn’t have a stroke in the game; therefore I make
two bob. Half a crown. Thank you. Marker, take
sixpence.”

“Well,” replied Gooch, looking rather foolish, “I've
lost that. You can afford to stand drinks.”

SNt [ said- Jack.

“You’ve had me.”

“I meant to,” replied Jack. “How do you feel over
it? Now you can go on with your game with the
marker, and perhaps you won’t be so very familiar with
strangers next time.”

Gooch looked very sulky. He put on his hat, took
up his stick and walked to the door.

“Hello!” he exclaimed, darting back, “the senior
proctor, by Jove!”

Jack and Harvey jumped up like lightning.

They looked at the window, but there was no es-
cape.

“Get under the table, Dick,” cried Jack.

“They’ll see me there,” said Harvey.
~ “No, they won’t. TI’ll open the window, and say you

got out that way.”

“But you?”

“I'm all right. You’ll see a lark with the proctor.”

“What do you mean to do?”

“Leave that to me. Under you go, quick!” cried
Jack.

Harvey crept under the table, and the next moment
the proctor with his marshals entered the room.
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“Your name and college, sir?” asked the proctor,
with a severe expression.

“Harkaway, of St. Aldate’s,” replied Jack.

“I think I have seen you before.”

“No, sir, never had the honor of an interview pre-
viously.”

“Hum!” said the proctor. “Where is your com-
panion ?”

“My companion ?”

“Yes; we saw two of you through the window.”

“Ah, indeed,” said Jack, “very negligent of the pro-
prietor of this hotel not to put up blinds. I will re-
monstrate with him.”

“But your friend, where is he? I demand an an-
swer, sir.”

“Got through the window, I think, sir,” exclaimed
Jack. “He was so frightened, when he heard you
were coming, that he said he would take refuge in the
sewer.”

“The sewer! Nonsense. Did you say the sewer,
Mr. Harkaway ?”

“I did, sir,” replied Jack.

“Dear me, that is odd,” said the proctor, who was
much puzzled.

Suddenly Jack imitated Harvey’s voice, and, using
his wonderful power of ventriloquism, caused a se-
pulchral voice to issue from under the floor.

“Help, help!” cried the voice. “I have got into the
sewer ; the water is carrying me to the river. Help!
help! T shall be drowned.”
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“God bless me! Foolish young man! what has he
done?” said the proctor.

The bulldogs looked blankly at one another.

As for Jack he did not move a muscle of his face.

CHAPRTER VT,
IN THE SEWER.

Harvey continued to lie like a log under the table,
though he would have given the world to be able to
laugh.

Knowing Jack’s power and his liking for fun, he
could guess what was coming.

Looking at Jack very gravely, the proctor exclaimed :

“How did your friend get into the sewer ?”

. “That’s more than I can tell you, sir, though I think
there is a trap in the yard, which leads to it,” replied
Jack.

“What is to be done?”’

“Call the police, sir. Do something for him. T ex-
pect the tide is carrying him down to the river. It is
dreadful to think that he may be stifled in the fetid .
waters.”

“So it is. Speak to him and see where he is now.”

Jack went down on his hands and knees, and
shouted : : :

“Harvey !”

' There was no answer.
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“He’s gone, sir,” cried Jack. “Come into the
street; there is a grating there. He would be carried
that way.”

“Ah, ves, the street. We must get assistance. Per-
haps with men and pickaxes we can yet save the fool-
ish fellow,” answered the proctor.

In a state of intense excitement, proctor, bulldogs,
landlord, and everyone connected with the establish-
ment, ran into the street.

“For Heaven’s sake! save me! T can’t hold on much
longer,” cried a voice beneath their feet.

“There he is. Thank God! he lives,” exclaimed the
proctor.

“Get pickaxes,” cried the landlord. “I’ll give five
pounds out of my own pocket to the man who saves
him.”

“And T will give twenty,’

b

said the proctor.

“Get pickaxes! Get pickaxes!” cried the crowd,
which increased rapidly every moment.

“What is it?” asked one of another.

“The proctor was after a ’varsity man,” answered
Jack, in a whisper; “and to avoid him, he crept into the
sewer and can’t get back again.”

This information flew from one to another.

The proctor and his attendants were never very pop-
ular, either with the townspeople or the undergrad-
uates.

A thrill of horror ran through the crowd.

Cries of “Shame!” arose.

Seeing he had stimulated the spectators to the proper
point, Jack leaned over a narrow grating.
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“T hear him,” he said; “he is holding on to part of
the brickwork. How the water is rushing towards the
river! Save, oh! save my friend!”

“We will—we will, or perish in the attempt,” an-
swered several men who had arrived with picks and
spades.

They began with considerable energy to break up the
street.

At intervals, faint moans and shrieks seemed to come
out of the bowels of the earth.

“Work away, my men, work away,” said the proctor.

In a short time, a deep hole was made in the road.

Tt seemed as if they were coming to the drowning
man now.

“Are you alive still?” asked Jack.

“Yes, but T am sinking fast,” replied the voice.

“Hear that? He’s sinking!” exclaimed a man in the
crowd. ‘T say it’s a burning shame that these proctors
should kill men in this way.”

“Let’s stone them,” remarked another.

The attitude of the crowd became threatening.

“Do nothing rashly,” exclaimed Jack. “Our first
duty is to rescue Mr. Harvey of St. Aldate’s who is in
the sewer.”

Suddenly the voice below said:

“I am going! T can hold on no longer. Save me!
Oh, help, help!”

“He’s gone,” said Jack. “Go to the river. We may
catch him at the mouth of the sewer.”

There was a rush down the street to the bridge at
the top of Castle Street, where the sewer emptied itself
into the river.
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A dozen strong men threw themselves into the river.

Suddenly a voice rang out on the opposite bank.

“Sold again,” it said. “I’ve done you this time, sir.
I've got out, and I'm off to college.”

“What’s the meaning of this?” asked the proctor,
looking round angrily.

“Ha, ha, ha! roared the voice, disappearing in the
distance.

The people seemed pleased to think that the under-
graduate had escaped.

“Never mind, sir,” observed one of the bulldogs.
“We've got their names.”

“Where’s Mr. Harkaway ?” asked the proctor.

Jack had disappeared in the confusion.

“Bonnet ’em!” said a rough.

“They ain’t got no hats, only flat caps,” said another.

Hustled and bustled and pushed about the proctor
and his satellites were glad to make their escape.

While the crowd were dispersing and talking over
the wonderful occurrence Jack hastened back to the
hotel.

Harvey was there.

The landlord had just returned, and was astonished
to see Harvey.

“How did you do it?” he asked.

“Harkaway’s a ventriloquist. Hold your noise,” re-
plied Harvey. -

“Keep it quiet,” said Jack. “We can have many a
spree this winter.” :

“It’s a licker to me how you do it,” said the land-
lord. “I thought he was in the sewer,”
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“Of course you did.”
“But if I'd stopped to think, I might have known
there was no entrance to it in my back yard.”

“That's the beauty of it,” returned Jack. “People
don’t stop to think.”

“Do you think the proctor will say anything to us?”
asked Harvey.

“No, I don’t. We shall be let off this time. He
doesn’t know whether he’s been made a fool of or not,”
replied Jack.

They went back to college, chuckling over the ad-
venture.

Jack was right for once; the proctor did not send for
them, and the affair was passed over.

While Jack was putting on his flannels to go for the
row to Abingdon, his scout brought in a letter.

He hastily tore it open.

“It’s from home. Excuse me, Dick, will you, while
I read it?” said he.

Harvey nodded.

Presently Jack exclaimed:

“Emily has arrived from Paris, and after the Christ-
mas vacation she is to take the position of a governess
a little way out of Oxford.”

“Won't that be jolly?”

“Awfully. I should like to have her nearius; and
here’s an invitation for you to come and spend a fort-
night with us.” :

“Your governor’s a trump,’

“Will you come?”’

“Will a duck swim? Of course I will.”

’

said Harvey.

3
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“That’s settled, then,” said Jack. “We'll have some
skating ; it will be rare fun.”

“There’s one thing you will have to look out for,
Jack,” replied Harvey, thoughtfully.

“What’s that?”

“You mustn’t let Emily see you walking out with
Miss Hilda Manasses.”

“What can I do? I must keep in with the old Jew,
and I'll tell you why in confidence. I never have told
you before, but I will now.”

In a few words Jack informed him how he had been
robbed by Kemp, and that he owed the Jew a thousand
pounds.

“That’s bad. I had no idea you were in such a fix,”
replied Harvey; “and I never felt the want of money
so much in my life before.”

“Why ?”

“Because if I had it I'd give it to you.”

The tears came to Jack’s eyes as he grasped his
friend by the hand.

“I know you would let me have it,” he said; “but
we must try and do without it.”

Soon after he hastened down to the river, and took
his place in the eight.

She went along at a rattling pace, with a good way
on her, and the captain was well satisfied with his crew.

The next day, while walking in the Christ Church
meadows, he met Hilda.

She blushed at seeing him, and he politely offered
her his arm.

“No, thank you. I would rather walk alone,” she
answered.
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They walked up and down the broad walk side by
side, talking about indifferent subjects.

. It was clear from the way in which the girl changed
* color now and again that there was more on her side
than a feeling of friendship for him.

But Jack never thought of love in connection with
her. :

His heart was given to Emily.

Perhaps if he had never seen Emily he might have
loved Hilda.

The Jewish maiden was, strictly speaking, more
beautiful than Emily.

“You so seldom come and se¢ me now, Mr. Hark-
away,” she said, in a tone of gentle reproach.

“I am in training,” he replied. “That keeps me very
quiet.”

“I should like to see you row at Putney. I have
always heard it is a grand race.”

“Get your father to take you to town for a few days,”
suggested Jack.

“Oh! you don’t know papa,” she answered. “I
don’t think anything would induce him to leave Ox-
ford. It is so long since I had a change I can scarcely
remember it.”

All at once a cheery voice exclaimed :

“Hello, Jack! are you so deeply engaged that you
don’t recognize old friends?”

Jack looked up, and saw Mr. Bedington and, to his
consternation, Emily was hanging on his arm.

She was deadly pale.

Jack had been talking almost affectionately to Hilda,
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and Emily’s surprise at seeing him with a handsome,
well-dressed girl was unbounded.

“How do you do, father?” he exclaimed, in some
confusion. “Why did you not say you were coming P2

At the same time he held out his hand to Emily.

“This is indeed a pleasure,” continued Jack.

She did not seem to see his proffered hand, and re-
turned his salutation very coldly.

“We thought we would take you by surprise,” ex-
claimed Mr. Bedington. “Emily and I have come up
about her situation. She will be a governess, you
know, and so we looked you up. Your scout told me
you had gone for a walk, so we ordered tea at five in
your room, and came out to look for you.”

“Cool of you,” said Jack, laughing. “But I will do
all that a poor friendless bachelor can to make you
comfortable.”

“You have not introduced me to your friend,” con-
tinued Mr. Bedington.

“Oh! excuse me, will you? Miss Hilda Manasses—
my father and Emily,” replied Jack, still more con-
fused. :

Hilda and Emily glanced at one another like two
enraged tigresses.

Their woman’s instinct told them that they both
loved the same man.

“T must go home now,” exclaimed Hilda. “Papa
will be expecting me.”

“Oh, don’t go,” said Jack.

“Pray don’t let me drive you away,” cried Mr. Bed-
ington. :

“Thank you very much,” returned Hilda. “I really
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must run away. Good-by, Mr. Harkaway. May we
expect you soon ?”

She darted an unkind glance at Emily as she spoke.

“Yes, I think so. - I will try to spare an evening
shortly,” answered Jack. -

“Don’t make a favor of it, please,” said Hilda. “I
can’t bear being patronized.”

“I'didn’t mean it in that way.”

“Never mind; I'll forgive you this once. You unij-
versity men read so much and see so little society, poor
fellows, that you have an awkward way of expressing
yourselves, isn’t that it ?”

“Very possibly,” answered Jack.

Hilda nodded, and tripped quickly away under the
trees, Jack lifting his mortar-board as she did so.

“Pretty girl that,” said Mr. Bedington, “though her
name has an Israelitish sound.”

“She is a Jewess,” replied Jack.

“I thought so. Let us hope you have not been cur-
rying favor with the daughter in order to borrow
money from the Jew ?”

Mr. Bedington looked Jack through and through
with his clear, bright eyes.

Jack’s gaze fell before this searching stare.

“Oh, no,” he replied. “Thanks to your liberality,
sir, T am in no want of money.”

It was the first falsehood that he had ever told Mr.
Bedington, and the hot, tell-tale blood mantled his face,
and made it burn, so that he turned away.

“Come,” continued Mr. Bedington, “our time is
short. We return to-night. Show us some of the
lions of Oxford.”
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Jack led the way to the river, and Emily walked si-
lently by his side, thinking of the beauty of Hilda, the
Jew’s daughter.

CHAPREER: XX,
KEMP’S NEW PLOT.

When Jack had shown Emily and Mr. Bedington as
much as he could in a short time, they found them-
selves near the Radcliffe Library on their way to his
rooms.

“You should see the library by moonlight,” he ex-
claimed; “that’s the time.”

He addressed the remark to Emily, who took no no-
tice of him.

It was a relief when they went into St. Aldate’s.

Monday and Buster had made up their differences
for a time, and began to bow and scrape as the little
party entered.

“How um do, Missey Em’ly?” exclaimed Monday.
“No find um Pisangs here.”

“Thank goodness, no, Monday,” replied Emily,
smiling for the first time.

She shook him by the hand, to the intense disgust of
Buster, who afterwards told Clinker in confidence that
he couldn’t imagine how a lady could speak civilly to a
black thief like that.

After tea Harvey and Tom Carden dropped in.
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This was a great relief to Jack, for Carden and Mr.
Bedington began to talk upon boating matters, in
which conversation Harvey joined, thus giving him an
opportunity of speaking privately to Emily.

She sat down near a window, and was looking out in
a dreamy sort of manner at the quad.

“Emily, dearest,” said Jack.

“Well?” she answered, shortly.

“You are angry with me.”

“Have I not cause to be?” she replied.

“You will break my heart, if you do not listen to
me.”

“What have you to say?”’ Emily exclaimed, turning
her sad blue eyes upon him.

“You are jealous of Hilda.”

“Who is Hilda?”

“Miss Manasses. I mean the girl you met me with,”
replied Jack, struggling boldly with the difficulty.

“Since we are engaged,” she answered, “you cannot
wonder at my feeling hurt.”

“But there is nothing in it.”

“I don’t know anything about it. All T do know is
that you thought me miles away in France, and during -
my absence you go walking about with a big, tall crea-
ture, who I am sure is not the least bit pretty, but
only overgrown and horridly fast.” :

“T met her by accident—will you believe me?”

“Of course T will, but you must have met before, or
else you are a bad, bold man to speak to a girl you
don’t know, and she is something worse to answer
you.”

“Her father does bills.”
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“What may that be?”

“Why, he gives you money on your note of hand,
and I wanted a little accommodation, that’s all,” said
Jack.

“That is no reason why you should be civil to his
daughter, is it?”

“Well, no, not exactly,” said Jack, stupidly.

“Promise me, Jack, that you will never—never speak
to her again, and I'll forgive you,” exclaimed Emily,
brightening up.

“With pleasure. The girl is nothing” to me, and I
had no more idea than a baby that I should meet her
to-day.”

He raised her hand to his lips and kissed it.

“There, now, Emmy dear, we are friends, are we
not?” he added.

“Yes,” she replied. “You never deceived me yet,
Jack, darling, and I will not believe that the atmos-
phere of Oxford has so far corrupted you as to make
you base.”

“It never shall. I only love you in the world.”

“And I—do T not love you?” she asked.

“T’d lay my life on it, Emmy, dear,” he answered.
“Don’t fret any more, there’s a pet.”

Jack and Emily got quite friendly again, and he was
sorry when they had to go.

Mr. Bedington slipped a ten-pound note into his
hand and told him to make the best use of his time, and
then Jack saw them off at the station.

He returned to his rooms rather thouchtful, thinking
one moment of Emily, the next of Hilda, and after that
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of the old Jew, wondering what he would do about the
bill.

As he was crossing the quad a tall, handsome man,,
rather poorly though neatly dressed, stopped him.

“Mr. Harkaway, I think?” he said.

Vlesitneplied ack

“My name is Franklin,” continued the stranger.

“Are you a St. Aldate’s man? I think I know your
face, but I am not sure.”

’

“I am one of the servitors of the college,” replied
Franklin. “Perhaps you do not know what that is,”
he added, with a sad smile.

“Not exactly,” answered Jack.

“I can soon explain. My father is poor, and unable
to allow me more than eighty pounds a year, so I could
not come up to college as you did. I was obliged to.
enter as a servitor, which cuts down the fees.”

“Oh, T know,” replied Jack, “you mark the names in
chapel and do things in hall. Well, my dear fellow,
you are none the worse for that.”

“I hope not. It is not money that makes the gentle-
’

man,” replied Franklin, proudly; “but I want to speak
to you privately, if you will not think me intrusive.”

“Not in the least. Come to my rooms, will you?”

Franklin followed him to his rooms, and Jack, giving
him an armchair, stirred the fire, brought out whisky,
and made some grog. ‘

“Now you are at home, I hope,” he said.

“Thank you, I am going to light my pipe, and then
the mind of man can desire no more. Are you aware
you have two enemies in this college ?”
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“T know it very well. You mean Kemp and Davis,”
replied Jack.

“Those are the two men.”

“What are they doing now? Anything new ?”

“The fact is,” said Franklin, “I have picked up an
anonymous letter which fell out of Mr. Kemp’s pocket
at hall.”

“Is it in Kemp’s writing ?”

“I fancy so, though it is disguised. My first impulse
was to give it him back again, but as I approached for
that purpose I heard Kemp say to Davis: ‘I have writ-
ten the letter, and you may depend upon it that Hark-
away shall not row in the eight at Putney.””

“How can they stop me?” asked Jack.

“That is a mystery at present,” replied Franklin.
“Well, hearing this remark, I resolved to read the let-
ter. There is nothing dlshonorable in that, I hope.”

“I don’t think so. You had your suspicions, you
See -

“That’s the way I argued.”

“What is the letter about?”

“It is written by a sincere friend to Moses Manasses,
the Jew money lender, telling him that you are engaged
to be married to a Miss Emily Scratchley, who has
been to see you to-day.”

“That’s true enough.”

“And it goes on to say that you are only making a
fool of Miss Hilda Manasses, for the basest purpose
of which a man of honor can be accused.”

“The villains !’ exclaimed Jack. “I have never said
a word to Hilda that could lead her to think I was fond
of her.”
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“You know best, of course. If I might presume to
give you advice.”

“Pray do.”

“You won’t think it impertinent on the part of a
mere stranger.”

“Not at all. I shall esteem it a favor, my dear fel-
low,” said Jack.

“Then I should recommend you to cut the girl’s ac-
quaintance altogether. If you don’t care for her, you
may make her care for you.”

“I never thought of that,” said Jack; “though really
I am not to blame in this matter. I owe the Jew money,
and so I kept in with him and his daughter, because I
thought he would be more likely to hold over, if I were
civil to them.”

“Ah!” said Franklin, with a grave shake of the
head, “it is an awful thing for a young man to owe
money. Poor as I am, and wanting money to buy
books even, I don’t think I would accept any tin, if a
fellow was to offer to lend it me without interest.”

“Wouldn’t you really 7’ said Jack.

“No; I have seen so many fellows, since I have been
up here, ruined by getting into the fast set, which means
getting into debt.”

“It wasn’t my fault altogether. It was a gambling
debt, contracted with this very man, Kemp, and I
didn’t know what I was about at the time.”

“Kemp and men like him are a disgrace to the uni-
versity,” said Franklin, indignantly.

“Just give me the letter to look at, will you?” said
Jack.

It was handed to him, and he read it attentively.
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“The object of this is to make Manasses angry, and
induce him to come down upon me for the bill,” he
said.

“Can you pay the money ?”

“Impossible.”

“Would your failure to do so interfere with your
chance of rowing in the Oxford eight at Putney?”
asked Franklin.

“I really don’t know. How does the law stand?”’
replied Jack.

“I think I can tell you, for I have been coaching up
law for a legal exam. lately.”

“There is no imprisonment for debt,” said Jack.

“I beg your pardon, there is. Has the Jew got a
judgment against you?”

“He has served me with a writ.”

“Then he has his judgment if you did not defend the
action. - Well, T will tell you what he will do if he is
inclined to be nasty.”

“What?” asked Jack, much interested.

“He will summon you before a judge in chambers,
to show cause why you should not pay the money, or,
in default, be committed to prison for six weeks.”

“Can he do that?”

“Undoubtedly. You or your friends are in a posi-
tion to pay, therefore the result of such an application
would be your committal.”

“That’s pleasant,” said Jack.

“If you were put in prison, it would spoil your train-
ing; and perhaps prevent you from rowing at all, if
you were arrested and locked up just before the race.”

“Do you think that is Kemp’s plot?” asked Jack.
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“He said you should not row, and he’s trying to en-
rage the Jew against you. That’s how the case stands.”

“Thank you very much for your kindness in telling
me all this,” said Jack.

“I wish you well out of it,” said Franklin; “and now
I must go and do some ancient history. I am a poor
man, Mr. Harkaway, and have to work when you
swells are asleep or at wine parties.”

“I've cut the wines and the suppers, now I am in
training,” said Jack; “in fact, I hate them. There is
something awfully unreal about all that dissipation.”

“You've got the remedy in your own hands,” re-
marked Franklin.

“How ?”

“You needn’t go to them, you know,’
lin, with a smile, rising as he spoke.

b

replied Fran-

“Sorry you must go. Some night I shall think it
such a privilege, Mr. Franklin, if I might come to your
rooms and read a little with you. I am doing the
‘Knights of Aristophanes’ now, and I am not quite
clear about certain passages.”

“You will find me a queer, solitary sort of friend, I
am afraid. I have had so many snubs since I have
been up here, that I keep myself very much to myself,
and it was a hard struggle with me to stop you to-night
in the quad.”

“But may I come?” asked Jack, rather anxiously.

“If you will take your chance of finding me in a
good temper, and put up with my ways. My den is
poor, you might call it poverty-stricken; I don’t want
to shock your fine idea of what rooms ought to be,” said
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Franklin looking round curiously at Jack’s sumptu-
ously furnished apartments.

] ghall come, and take my chance of being turned
out,” said Jack, smiling.

Franklin smiled, too, and wished him good-night.

Jack saw him to the door, and sat down, feeling very
miserable.

Dark clouds were blowing up once more, and he felt
satisfied that there was danger ahead.

What shape the peril would take he could scarcely
tell, but he was uneasy and nervous.

CHAPTER XX.
JACK IS ASKED HIS INTENTIONS.

Not feeling in a sleepy humor, Jack determined to go
up to Sir Sydney Dawson’s rooms.

Sir Sydney generally had company.

He had been away for a week, and only returned that
afternoon.

As he expected, Jack found him in, with three or
four friends.

“How do?” said Jack. “Got back, I see.”

«That is a self-evident proposition,” replied Sir Syd-
ney. ‘I have had a week in the little village they call
London.”

“Tt don’t seem to have done you any good. You're
awfully fishy about the eyes.”

“When a man hasn’t had any decent sleep for six or
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seven days, and been knocking about at theaters and
other cribs, a piscatorial look about the optics is the
natural result. Thanks for your visit all the same, you
old croaker.”

“I wasn’t sure you would be in, as you didn’t turn
up in hall.”

“I'd no appetite for roast or boiled,” replied Daw-
son, “so I went over to the Mitre and got a broil.”

“Good thing, too, when there’s enough of it.”

“Now you are here, you will have to pay the pen-
alty.”

“What's that?” asked Jack.

“We were just thinking about brewing a bowl of
bishop, and having a hand at Van John.  You'll play
Van.”

“T can’t stop late. I'm in training.”

“Hang training!” replied Dawson.

“It would do you a world of good, old man, if you
were to pull in the boat,” said Jack.

“Not if T know it, Harkaway, my innocent. Catch
me pulling my twenty miles a day, coming back sore
and strained and awfully baked. That’s not this child’s
form by a long way.”

“You’re a sybarite.”

“Who’s he?”

“Get your classical dictionary and turn to the Sis
you ignorant and likewise lazy beggar.”

“How’s Billingsgate ?” cried Sir Sydney. “Where
do you expect to die when you go to? I mean—put it
tother way, and then you'll know what I do mean.
It’s too much trouble to explain.”

Jack laughed.
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“Don’t stand there grinning,” continued Sir Sydney.
«ou remind me of nothing so much as a donkey struck
by lightning. Get the cards out.”

Jack looked round and saw that among Dawson’s
guests was the Duke of Woodstock.

“Iow do?” he exclaimed, as he passed him to get
the card box from a side table.

“Quite well—aw—thanks,” replied the duke. “Been
widing—aw—any maw steeplechases, Mr. Harkaway e

“Not lately,” replied Jack. “It’s not exactly my
line. I'm more at home on the water.”

“Aw—wataw—don't know much about wataw, ex-
cept in conjunction with something else—aw—say al-
cohol.”

“Good word that,” remarked Dawson.

“Yaas: flattaw myself alcohol is—aw—a big word,”
replied the duke.

“Tell you what,” said Jack, “T should like to handi-
cap you and Woodstock for a mile race. I don’t think
either of you would run the distance under an hour.”

“ITark at the muscular Christian,” said Sir Sydney.
“We, my dear boy, do not think athletics the highest
point worthy of a man’s ambition.”

“No,” replied Jack, “drinking, smoking, or some-
thing worse is your form.”

“I say,” cried Sir Sydney, “where are you getting
to? We shall have to sit on you and'let off some of
that steam.”

The cards were produced, and Jack limited himself
to one hour.

He won a little and got up.

“I ook at the rat,” said Sir Sydney; “he’s made a
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couple of boxes of weeds out of us, and now he’s going
to slope.”

“Mean beggar,” remarked the duke,

“I told you I should only play one hour,” replied
Jack.

“Be off with the swag. Take your booty. What is
filthy lucre to us? Vanish into the night,” replied Sir
Sydney.

Jack strode off and was soon in bed, but it was day-
light before the roysterers sought the sheets, with
bleared eyes and confused ideas of things in general.

Christmas approached, and the vacation commenced.

Jack went home without hearing anything from
Moses Manasses.

He did not call upon the Jew, on the principle that
it was best to let a sleeping dog lie still.

His first term at Oxford had, on the whole, been very
pleasant.

The winter was a mild one.

There was no skating, and he spent his time in
driving or walking with Emily or in shooting with
Harvey and his father.

When term commenced again he went back to Ox-
ford, more than ever in love with Emily, who was no
longer jealous of Hilda.

Emily had heard all about the bill transaction from
him, and promised to say nothing about it, though she
advised him to tell Mr. Bedington.

This he would not listen to.

He thought he should get out of the scrape some-
how, and the amount was so large that he was afraid
to make a clean breast of it.
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As the weather was so mild, boating went on without
interruption.

Jack’s magnificent rowing obtained him great praise
from everybody.

Tt was said that there was not a finer oar in the
*varsity crew than he.

The Cambridge crew, from all reports, was an un-
usually good one.

Therefore, it was more than ever necessary that Ox-
ford should put her best men in the boat.

Jack had not been up more than a fortnight, when he
cne day received a visit from Mr. Moses Manasses.

He was a little embarrassed when he saw the Jew,
but, putting a good face on it, he begged him to be
seated, and said he was glad to see him.

“You have not called on us lately, Mr. Harkaway,”’
said the Jew.

“Well, no,” replied Jack. “You see, I have been so
busy.” ;

“] presume your intentions to my daughter are the
same? S’help me, Mr. Harkaway, the girl is very fond
of you,” continued Moses.

“I'm sorry for that” Jack answered, boldly, “be-
cause I am engaged already.”

“Ha!” said the Jew. “To whom?”

“An oprhan, without any money; there is disinter-
estedness for you.”

«“But Hilda will be rich. T can give her fifty—a hun-
dred—two hundred thousand pounds,” cried the Jew.

Jack thought money lending at Oxford must be a
profitable business.

“He'll be a lucky man who gets her,” he observed.
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“Why should you not be the one ?”

“Simply because I'm bottled up already.”

“And you tell me, sir, that you never meant to marry
my daughter ?”” screamed the Jew.

“Never.”

“Why did you turn over her music while she sang
to you’—why walk out with her >—why come to my
house ?”

“I did not mean any harm.”

“You call yourself a shentleman?” exclaimed the
Jew, growing more and more excited. “Why, I could
make a better shentlemans out of a turnip. You are no
shentleman ; you are a villain, Mr. Harkaway !”

Jack colored up.

“I tell you so to your face. Why should you try to
dishonor me and break a poor girl’s heart? Answer
me that,” continued the Jew.

“I don’t think I deserve this language, Mr. Man-
asses,” exclaimed Jack.

“Yes, you do. Have you not behaved like a paltry
humbug P—after my kindness, too! Why should a
Christian bring dishonor on a Jew? Is not the Jewish
maiden fair and virtuous? Did she &

“I cannot allow you to talk to me like this,” ex-
claimed Jack, getting angry, and walking about the
rooms with his hands in his pockets.

“Have I said too much?”

“A deuced sight too much; more than I mean to
stand anyhow, and I will thank you to leave my rooms,
and not come into them again until you know how to
behave yourself.”

“Will you give me my monish!” asked Manasses.
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“You know very well I can’t because I haven’t got
ith

“The law will give it to me, or punish you,” said
Manasses.

“Go to law, then; I don't care,” replied Jack, desper-
ately. “Only get out of my sight, that’s all.”

“But my girl—what shall I say to Hilda?”

“How can I tell you what to say? I have never led
her to believe that I loved her.”

“Did you not give her this present, and this, and
this?” asked Manasses, drawing from his capacious
pocket a bracelet, a ring, and an ivory-handled fan.

“Yes; I admit I made her presents thoughtlessly.
You were very kind to me.”

“Ts that all you have to say?”

“That is all,” answered Jack.

«“Father Abraham!” exclaimed the Jew, holding up
his hands.. “I lend my money; I do not press him;
he creeps into my house like a viper, and he stings me
through my daughter.”

“Te]l Miss Manasses that T am very sorry she should
have run away with any mistaken ideas about my inten-
tions. I always regarded her as a friend. That is all2

“All1” repeated the Jew. “Holy Moses! this is the
honor of an Oxford shentleman!”

“Look here,” said Jack, “you’re extremely insulting
and troublesome. - Get out of my place. I tell you I
have done nothing wrong ; be off.”

“T could ruin him,” said the Jew, as if talking to
himself.

“I can’t help that.”

“T could make him a bankrupt, or put him in prison,
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and his friends would send him abroad. His future is
in my hands.”

“I'll pay you some day, you old vampiring vulture,”
cried Jack, whose patience was nearly exhausted.

“Ah! he might have my cherished one, my ewe lamb,
the flower of the flock, and be rich and respected, and
get into parliament, and have his castle and yacht, and
live like a real shentleman. Ah! if he would arise like
Barak, that son of Abinoam !”

“I say, cut it,” replied Jack, who was getting tired
of it. “I'm very sorry for the young lady, but it isn’t
my fault.”

The Jew rose, and walked shakily, with the aid of his
stick, to the door.

“I'll have my monish,” he muttered. “Tt is my right.
The law will give me my gold.”

Jack was very miserable, and came to the conclusion
he was in a mess it would be difficult to get out of.

Once he was very nearly writing to his father, and
confessing everything, but he clung to a hope that he
might extricate himself.

While he was sitting perplexed and worried, Sir Syd-
ney Dawson and the Duke of Woodstock came in.

“Ah! my noble swells,” he exclaimed, trying to be"
cheerful. “What does this visit portend ?”

“Give us to drink, and we will unfold the plan of
our conspiracy,” replied Sir Sydney, striking a theat-
rical attitude.

Jack touched a hand bell to summon Monday, who
was generally in waiting in another room.

“What ho! within there, slave!” cried Sir Sydney.

Monday made his appearance, grinning.
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“Bring out the glorious vintage of champagne, and
forget not the glasses.” ‘

Presently two bottles were placed on the table, the
corks popped, and the wine bubbled up in the tumblers.

“Das ist gut, as my friend the kaiser would observe,”
said Sir Sydney Dawson, emptying his glass. -

“Perhaps you will be good enough to translate your
German,” replied Jack.

“Das—this ; ist—is; gut—good. Read, mark, learn,
and inwardly digest. We have got a bet on, Hark-
away, and you must be the umpire.”

“What is it?”

“I.et Woodstock tell you; he started the idea.”

“Now, my lord duke, I'm all attention,” said Jack.

“Fact is—aw-—1I had an ideaw,” replied the duke.

“That is an event of such very rare occurrence that
his grace will be obliged if you will make a note of it,
Harkaway,” exclaimed Sir Sydney, laughing.

“Don’t intawupt me,” said Woodstock. “Fact is,
Mr. Harkaway, we saw two organs playing in the
High. Two of those—aw—infernal bawal organ
things.”

gtYeess

“Waal, we sent a scout for them, and they are at
pwesent gorging themselves in my woom—aw.”

“What, the organs?” said Jack.

“No, the men; what I mean is, the pwopwietors, and
we have—aw—hired the organs.”

“What for ?”

“Aw—that is the ideaw. Yaas, I flattaw myself the
ideaw is to land the organs.” :
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“But what are you going to do with them?”’ asked
Jack.

“It’s a bet, you know. Dawson is to take one organ
—aw—and I am to have the othaw. Twig?”

“Not quite.”

“Aw—some people vewy dense, but I will explain.
Dawson is to start playing—aw—from the Martyr’s
Memorial, and I start from the High Stweet. See?”

“No. I'm rather in a fog still.”

“Deaw me,” exclaimed his grace. “It's as cleaw as
a glass of bittaw beaw.”

“I'll tell you all about it,” cried Dawson. ‘“T’'ve bet
that T will play in the corn market for an hour on one
organ, and Woodstock is going to play on the other,
and I back myself to get more halfpence than he does.”

“Yaas, that’s the bet, who gets the most coppaws,”
drawled the duke.”

“What a lark,” said Jack. “I should like to be in
that.” :

“Are you in the humor for a spree?” asked Sir Syd-
ney.

“Rather; I'm game for anything to-day—from pitch-
and-toss to manslaughter. I've been most awfully
upset.”

“Look here,” exclaimed Sir Sydney, seeing Jack’s
monkey on the back of a chair. “Take the bishop on
your arm, dress him in an old cap and gown, and put
a placard on his nut, saying he is the illegitimate son
of the Dean of St. Aldate’s, and being in distress,
would gladly receive the contributions of the chari-
table.”
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“That would be going too far, wouldn’t it? Suppose
I say he is the only son of the Emperor of Peru?”

Dawson took a pen and a piece of paper, on which
he wrote:

“Out of work. I am the nearest relation of the Dean
of St. Aldate’s. Any trifle will be thankfully received
and acknowledged in the newspapers. The highest
testimonials from Mr. Darwin and others can be seen
at Ujiji. This is a case highly recommended by Dr.
Livingstone. Out of work. DBestow a trifle on a poor
monkey, who, after all, is a man and a brother. Owing
to the strikes and the high price of coal, I am starving.
Please part a penny, kind Christian friends.”

¢

“There!” he exclaimed, reading the effusion; “and
if that don’t draw the coin, I’'m mistaken.”

“What’s your bet?” asked Jack.

=A fiver.”

“Well, I'll bet a fiver that I, with the monkey, take
more than either of you in the corn market in one
hour.”

“Done,” cried Sir Sydney and the duke in a breath.

“As for me—aw,” said the duke, “it will be some
coppaws or a policeman in no time, for I mean to—aw
—sing ‘Annie Laurie’ to the—aw—inspiriting tunes of
my organ.”

“Mine’s a regular ear-cracker,” exclaimed Sir Syd-
ney. “I’'m safe to cop largely.”

“How about the togs?” asked Jack.

“Oh, Buster has gone to get some old clothes and
caps of his.”

“T see. That will do. Suppose I take Monday with
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me, half-naked and barefoot, and say he's the King of
the Cannibal Islands.”

“No, that won't be fair,” replied Sir Sydney; “the
black would be sure to draw. You've got the monk’,
that’s enough.”

“Naw,” said the duke, gravely, “niggaws aren’t fair.
Don’t mind monkeys, but must draw the line at—aw—
niggaws.”

Taking the monkey in his arms, Jack put an old cap
on him, and a gown which he cut short.

Then the three men went to Dawson’s rooms, where
Buster was waiting with the old clothes.

“Haven’t those fellows done eating ?” asked Sir Syd-
ney, pointing to the Italians.

“No, sir,” replied Buster; “they’ve been at it this
hour, and they ain’t done yet. I should back the little
one, sir.’

“To eat the most?”

“Yes, sir; he’s only a chicken and two cutlets be-
hind the tall one, and he’s coming up fast.”

“Let them alone and help us to put on the duds,”
said Sir Sydney.

They were quickly attired in dilapidated garments,
which effectually disguised them.

“Are you ready ?”’ asked Jack.

“Yaas,” replied the duke. “Heaw, give me—aw—a
crooked pin to hold up my ragged breeches.”

~“How do I look?” said Sir Sydney, surveying him-
self in the glass.

“Whitechapel all over, sir,” answered Buster, with
a grin. '

“And I?” asked the duke.
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“Reg’lar chickaleary cove, your grace.”

“Where are the instruments of torture?”

“Organs, sir?”’

sl

“Mr. Clinker’s minding them outside the gate, sir.”

“Come on, all of you. Mind the monkey, Harkaway.
It’s now four by my watch; at five sharp we meet here
again,” said Dawson.

“In your rooms?”

“Yes, here.”

“All right. Cut along,” exclaimed Jack.

The three young men stole through the quad, look-
ing like beggars, and reached the street without attract-
ing special notice, as the porter was in the secret.

“If they don’t get locked up, it's a mussy,” muttered
Buster. “They’re on for a spree this time, and I know
how sprees husually hend.”

His eye fell upon the Italians.

CHARTPER: XX
MR. MOLE MAKES A STRANGE PURCHASE.

The Ttalians were still silently eating and having
polished off the poultry and such like trifles, they were
beginning to attack a sirloin of beef.

“Lor’,” observed Buster, “it’s a caution to see them
men eat. Perfect gorgers, Hi call them, and no flies. I
hope they won’t bust up or have a fit.”

Sir Sydney wiped his face with the sleeve of his coat,
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which was not too clean, and the others followed his
example, to make their faces dirty.

Then he slung the organ over his back by the strap,
the Duke of Woodstock doing the same.

The instruments were of the old portable kind, that
could be slung across the back when not in use.

“Wish you luck, gentlemen,” said Clinker, with a
broad grin.

“Be here in an hour to take the organs.”

“Take the orgins? Yes, sir,” replied the scout.

“They started up St. Aldate’s Street for the High,
Jack following with the grotesquely dressed monkey,
who had the placard pinned on his academical cap.

“Oh, my!” said the scout to himself, “they’ll wake
’em up before they’ve done, or I'll eat my hat, and my
hat aint’ a rump steak by no manner of means.”

It was not long before the strains of the rival organs
were heard in different directions.

Sir Sydney Dawson enlivened the neighborhood of
St. John’s, while the Duke of Woodstock made melody
near St. Mary’s Church.

As for Jack, he went with his monkey on his arm
in front the “Clarendon Hotel,” and, standing still,
waited for the crowd to assemble.

This the Oxonians were not long in doing, for the
academic costume of the ape was enough to provoke
mirth in the most melancholy.

Holding out his hand, Jack said, in a whining
voice :

“Give, please; give to powvro Italiano, signor, Please
one penny give.”
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In a short time he collected nearly two shillings,
and began to think he was doing a roaring trade.

“T shall lick those other fellows into fits,” he mut-
tered. “This monkey dodge isn’t half a bad game. I
shall know what to do if I ever get hard up.”

Some gentlemen had been dining at the hotel, and
looking out of the window, they threw some coppers
to the monkey, who picked them up and gave them to
his master.

To Jack’s astonishment, the gentlemen were friends
of his.

One was Mr. Mole, the other Tom Carden, and the
third Harvey.

The two latter had been reading at Mr. Mole’s
house, and had been invited by the tutor to have a lit-
tle dinner at the “Clarendon.”

“Dear me,” said Mr. Mole, who had been drinking
some very fine old ’47 port, “that monkey bears a
most striking resemblance to an ape belonging to
Harkaway.”

“Own brother to the bishop, T’ll swear,” said Carden.

“Do you think,” said Mr. Mole, “that the Ttalian boy
will bring him in here? We will see what tricks he
can do.”

“Let’s put him through his paces. Shall I call his
keeper, sir?” asked Harvey.

“Do,” replied Mr. Mole. “If he is a clever monkey,
I will buy him.”

“Here, you, fellow!” exclaimed Harvey, ‘“‘come in
here. “Waiter, bring that man in here; we want to
see his animal perform.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the waiter.
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“You, fellah, come in; you're wanted,” said the
waiter.

Sir Sydney Dawson came up with his organ at that
moment, and began to play “Champagne Charlie.”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Harvey, “there is another
foreign cove. The place swarms with them to-day.”

Jack gave Sir Sydney a wink, and followed the
waiter into the coffee room.

He was so well disguised that no one recognized
him or took him for anything else that he pretended
to be.

“Can you talk English?” asked Mr. Mole.

“S1, signor,” replied Jack.

“That isn’t English. Say something one can un-
derstand.”

“You give glass of champagne to poor Savoyard.”

The gentlemen laughed.

“That’s straight enough,” remarked Carden, who
poured out the wine and handed it to Jack.

“So you come from Savoy?” continued Mr. Mole.
“Where does your monkey hail from ?”

“He come from the Malay archipelago. He a Pisang
monkey,” said Jack, boldly.

“Well, that’s very odd. I've been in those latitudes,”
replied Mr. Mole.  “Perhaps you will tell me that your
ape speaks English next.”

“He very good talking monkey, signor. He speaks
one, two, three language.”

“The deuce he does! What are they?”

“English, one; Dutch, two; Chinese, three,” replied
Jack, counting his fingers.
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“He’s a very intelligent monkey if that’s true,” re-
marked Mole, thinking he was being made fun of.

“Do you mean to say he can talk?’ asked Tom
Carden.

“Yes, signor.”

“That be hanged for a yarn,” answered Tom.

“Gently, Carden,” replied Mr. Mole. “This is ex-
tremely interesting. Perhaps the creature is the miss-
ing link between the man and the monkey, of which
naturalists and scientific people have so long been talk-
ing. Is it possible?”

“It’s possible—everything is possible, but not likely,”
answered Tom.

“If this fellow is imposing upon us, we will give
him in charge of the police. Now, look here, my lad,
ask the creature if he ever saw me in Pisang.”

Jack whispered to the monkey, who chattered to him
in return.

“St, signor; he knows you very well,” replied Jack.

“What does he say?”

“You speak to him, signor; he soon answer you.”

“Put him on the table,” replied Mr. Mole, with a
smile. “We will have none of your tricks.”

Jack placed the ape on the table, and gave him or-
ders in a sharp tone to sit still.

Then he retired to the doorway, which was some
distance off.

The waiters kept their eyes upon Jack, and on the
spoons at the same time.

“Now, sir, attention,” exclaimed Mr. Mole, address-
ing the monkey. ‘“What has become of the lost tribes
of Israel?”
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In a somewhat cracked, but distinct, voice the monkey
appeared to say: 2

“Gone up the Baltic in a penny boat.”

Mr. Mole started and turned pale.

Tom Carden rubbed his eyes, and the waiters re-
garded one another with astonishment.

Only Harvey did not appear lost in amazement.

He sidled up to the poor Italian boy, and whispered:

*Jack?

“Shut up, Dick,” returned Jack, in the same low tone,
“or you'll spoil the barney.”

Harvey sidled away again, and Mr. Mole, having
recovered from his surprise, looked carefully at the
monkey.

“Ahem!” he said, clearing his throat, “you seem to
have hazy notions of history. Perhaps, sir, we shall
find you more at home in, say, geography. In what
part of the world do you find the greatest cold?”

“In a penny ice shop up the Commercial Road,” an-
swered the monkey.

“You are badly educated,” exclaimed Mr. Mole.
“Now tell me, if you please, where you saw me last in
Pisang ?”

“Saw you last in Limbi.”

“Indeed; under what circumstances, may I ask?”
said Mole, adjusting his spectacles.

“You had two wives in Limbi, Ambonia and Alfura.
Ambonia beat you with a flatiron, and then threw the
baby into the fire, and sat on it.”

Mr. Mole shivered from head to foot, and said, in-
voluntarily :

“No. It was a bamboo with which she attacked me.
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I remember it well, and the babies were not then born.
There is a strange mixture of truth and falsehood in
this, but it is very remarkable.”

Tom Carden was equally puzzled.

He had never heard a monkey speak before, and he
agreed that it was most extraordinary.

“I think we ought to admit him to the university,
and give him the benefit of an open scholarship,” he
said.

“Don’t the brute look comical in his cap and gown?”
exclaimed Harvey, laughing.

He wanted an excuse to get rid of some of the sup-
pressed merriment with which he was bursting.

“I'm not half such a brute as you are,” retorted the
monkey; “and if you say much more to me, Dick Har-
vey, I'll have you out and put you in the horse trough.”

Harvey had to stuff his pocket handkerchief into his
mouth to stop his laughter.

“Dear me,” replied Mr. Mole, “what a savage, un-
educated beast it is.”

“Tell you what, Isaac Mole,” cried the monkey,
loudly, “T didn’t marry two wives and desert them in a
foreign land, each with a young baby.”

“He seems to know all about you, sir,” exclaimed
Carden, grinning.

“It’s a lying, rascally, beastly thing, and I've a good
mind to hit it,” replied Mole, furiously.

“Yes, you do,” said the monkey, “and I'll give you
something hot just to remind you of old times.”

Mr. Mole made a threatening gesture at the ape,
who, seizing a roll of bread, jumped to the mantel-
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piece, and sprang up to the top of the chimney glass,
where he sat glaring at Mole.

With some dexterity he threw the roll at his enemy,
and knocked out a favorite false tooth, much to Mole’s
disgust. : o

“Dear me. Dless that monkey,” he stuttered, “he
has done me an injury.”

“Wait till your precious babes come over from
Limbi,” replied the monkey.

“My babes ?” repeated Mr. Mole.

“Yes, yours. They're on the way. Won’t you go
on the booze for a month?”

Everybody laughed at Mr. Mole, who grew more
and more angry.

“Talk about something else,” he said, dissembling
his rage, “and I will give you a half crown. Now tell
me, why is the world made round?”

“Because lazy beggars like you shouldn’t sleep in the
corners,” answered the monkey.

Harvey roared at this reply, and said:

“That is as good a sell as I have heard for a long
time.”

“The creature’s no fool,” observed Tom Carden.

“You're nothing wonderful,” replied the monkey.
“All you're good for is rowing hard in a boat. It's a
pity you weren’t born a day laborer instead of a gen-
tleman.”

“Sorry I spoke. What have I done to offend him?”
said Carden.

“He’s giving it us all round,” replied Harvey.

“Come here, my boy,” said Mr. Mole to Jack, who
approached.
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“Yes, signor,” he said; “are you satisfied ?”

“Quite so. Will you sell your monkey?”

“Me sell for ten pound, English money, and then
me go back to my contree; to the beautiful hills and
valleys of my beautiful Savoy. Ah! I do love my
contree. Savoy is my native contree. Yaas, I do love
1t750: 4

He turned his eyes up, and put his hands together
in an affecting manner.

“Poor boy; he's homesick,” said Mr. Mole.

“Give poor Savoyard money.”

“Catch the monkey first. Put a rope or a chain
round him first.”

Jack called the monkey, and put a piece of string
round its neck, which he placed in Mr. Mole’s hand.

“There, signor; now he your property, and I go
back to Savoy,” said Jack.

Mr. Mole counted out ten sovereigns, and with a
low bow Jack departed as quickly as he could.

“Now,” said Mr. Mole, regarding his newly acquired
treasure with delight, “I will repair to my house and
give a grand party, to which I will invite all the heads
of houses and the distinguished men in the university
to see my talking monkey.”

“You will be the envy of Europe, sir,” said Harvey.

“Yes,” remarked Carden, “and of Asia, Africa and
America, too.”

“He'll tell you all about your wives, sir, and the
blessed babies,” said Harvey.

“The less said about them the better,” replied Mr.
Mole, adding:

“What say you, my hairy friend?”

)
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To his surprise, the monkey made no answer.

“He’s sulky. I've offended him,” remarked Mr.
Mole. “Help me home with him, Harvey, will you?”

“Excuse me; I must get back to college. Carden
will go,” replied Harvey.

“Oh, with pleasure,” answered Carden. “Just foot
up the bill, and we’ll start.”

Mr. Mole paid the bill, and left the hotel, carrying
the monkey on his arm.

“Ah!” said he to Carden, “this is indeed a happy day
for me. What a priceless treasure have I not ac-
quired.”

He continued to talk in the most rapturous style un-
til he reached his house, into which he carried the
monkey as tenderly as if it had been an infant.

CHAPTER XXII.
MUSIC IN THE CORN MARKET.

When Jack quitted the hotel, he saw the Duke of
Woodstock grinding away at his organ a few doors
lower down.

An irate tobacconist, who did not like organs, was
telling him to move on.

A sympathizing crowd, as is usual in such cases, took
the part of the organ man.

“Go away!” said the tobacconist, whose name was
Brown. 2

The duke turned the handle faster.



Music in the Corn Market. 201

Coming on to the pavement, Brown said:

“I tell you I won't have it.”

“Tm deaf. You must speak out louder,” answered
the duke.

“Take your hook!” thundered the tradesman.

“Come inside? All right. What will you give me RY

As he spoke, the duke moved towards the shop.

“You do play inside my shop, that’s all, and I'll soon
have a bobby!” cried Brown.

“What do you want? Is it ‘Sally, Come Up2”
asked the duke.

“Pll ‘Sally’ you. Go back to your own country.
Oh! here’s a policeman. Constable, take this man into
custody.”

The policeman laid his hand upon the duke’s arm.

“Come along of me,” he said; “you’re charged.”

Jack had all this time been going round amongst
the crowd, with his old cap in his hand, collecting cop-
pers, which flowed in freely.

The duke perceived this, and exclaimed :

“T say, that’s not fair. Look at him collaring the
half pence! He’s got all the chips 12

“T thought you were a foreigner,” said Brown,
triumphantly. “Why, you know English as well as
I do. He’s an impostor! Lock him up!”

The duke’s affected manner was forgotten for the
moment.

“You may have the organ,” he said. “But T'll be
hanged if you're going to have me.”

The policeman held on with a grip of iron.

TImitating the tobacconist’s voice, Jack made him
say:
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“Let the man go. I like his music.”

“You said just now, ‘Lock him up,”” answered the
constable, somewhat staggered.

“I've changed my mind, and shan’t charge him. Let
him go,” continued Jack.

Releasing his hold, the policeman said, in a tone of
disgust : :

“It’s my opinion you don’t know your own mind.”

“This way!” whispered the duke to Harkaway.
“Come along; it’s getting too hot!”

“But the organ ?”

“That will be all right. Cut on with me.”

Leaving the policeman with the organ, they ran
quickly up the Corn Market.

The tobacconist seized the policeman by the arm,
and shook him.

“What did you let the fellow go for?’ he vociferated.

“Didn’t you tell me to?” asked the astonished con-
stable.

“I never opened my mouth, and, I tell you plainly,
it’s my opinion you're a humbug. Tl report you!”
said Brown, shaking his fist at him. “I'm a respectable
tradesman, and not to be played with as if I was the
lord mayor’s fool.” :

The crowd, which had taken the part of the organ
grinder from the first, began to hiss in a threatening
manner.

“You'd better go in, or T won’t answer for the con-
sequences,” said the policeman.

“I shan’t. T've a right to be here,” said Brown.

“Smash his windows!” exclaimed a voice in the mob.

He had scarcely spoken before a shower of stones
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fell upon the glass, and it was not until a reinforce-
ment of police came up that the crowd was dispersed.

Jack and the Duke of Woodstock ran into the
“Mitre,” forgetting how they were dressed. '

“A bottle of fiz. Quick!” said the duke, to the
waiter.

“We only serve gentlemen,” replied the waiter, stiffly.

“What do you call us, you insolent ruffian!” cried
the duke.

“I take you for a couple of cadgers or thieves, and
if you don’t step it, I'll help you.”

The duke caught sight of himself in the glass, and
burst out laughing.

“You're right, Alfred,” he said. “I forgot the tog-
gery, and you were not to know who we were.”

“If I've made a mistake,” said the waiter, hesi-
tatingly, “T’ll

“It doesn’t matter. We'll get back to college! Only,
when you see Mr. Harkaway and the Duke of Wood-
stock again, don’t be in too great a hurry to kick them
out of the ‘Mitre.” ”

As the two young men left the room, the waiter
rubbed his eyes.

“Is this a lark?” he muttered, “or is it some artful
dodge? Blessed if I know. The gents here are always
up to somethmg, and yet there are susp1c1ous charac-
ters about.”

When the duke reached St. Aldate’s, he found Sir
Sydney had already returned, and Clinker, the scout,
was minding his organ.

“Where’s the other, sir ?” asked the scout.

“Taken in charge. Go down to the police station
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and get it; pay the bobby who’s got it what he asks.
Come back and start the two Italian coves.”

In a short time they had changed their clothes, and
repaired to Dawson’s rooms.

The duke once more became the effeminate and lisp-
ing dandy.

Sir Sydney was also dressed, and amusing himself
by counting a quantity of halfpence.

“Three and sevenpence farthing,” he said, as they
entered. “That’s not bad for one hour. Organ grind-
ing must be a good trade.”

“It was your pretty face that did it with the women
and slaveys,” answered Jack.

“What’s your total?” continued Dawson.

“Woodstock and I will divide, as I collected some of
his coppers,” returned Jack. “Look here; four and
fivepence halfpenny.”

“I’ve only got a—aw—a bob ; one solitary Robertus,”
said the duke, holding up a shilling.

“Then Dawson wins the bet.”

“That’s a moral,” replied Dawson. “Where’s your
monkey, Jack?”’

“T’ve sold it.”

“Who to?”

“Old Mole,” replied Jack.

“Never! How did you work that?”

“Oh, beautifully. I ventriloquize, you know, and I
made the monkey talk. Mole was charmed. He gave
me ten pounds for it, and thinks he has discovered the
missing link.”

“That’s grand! What chaff we shall have with him,”
said Sir Sydney.
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“Not bad ideaw. Easy thing, though, to—aw—sell
an old fool like——aw—NMole,” remarked the duke.

While they were talking, Harvey came in, and was
offered some champagne cup, which Dawson had been
brewing.

“Don’t you think this sort of thing very disgrace-
ful?” he asked.

“You're a nice fellow to talk,” replied Jack. “What
do you know about it?”

“T've heard it all from Buster. If this is the way you
spend your time, and bring the university into dis-
grace, you'll cut a good figure when you go into the
schools !”

“I’ve passed my little go,” said the duke. “Awful
boaw, little go; don’t—aw—know what I shall do when
I go in for my greats.”

“Who won the bet?”

“Dawson, with lots of bronzes to spare,” replied
Jack.

“I suppose you are going down to Mole presently,
just to undeceive him?”

“That is my intention. Won’t he grunt over it?”
said Jack. ‘“Why, it will be chaff against him all his
life.”

“He firmly believes the monkey can talk. You did
it splendidly.”

“Of course I did, my innocent; and I should have
had you, too, if I hadn’t winked.”

“I don’t know that. I’'m not easily caught.”

“Didn’t you see a ghost once in Singapore, Dick ?”
asked Jack, with a quiet laugh.

“I don’t mean to say I'm always wide awake; no
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one is. Come on down to Mole’s. I want to see the
end of it.”

“All right,” replied Jack, and wishing the others
good-by, they strolled up St. Giles’, and stopped at Mr.
Mole’s house.

CHAPTER XXIII.
TRAINING AT PUTNEY.

Mr. Mole was sitting at tea. A comfortable fire
blazed on the hearth, the kettle smoked on the hob, and
he had placed the monkey on a chair.

“Would you like a cup of tea?” he asked.

The monkey made no reply, but stretched out his
paw for a nut, some of which stood on the table, having
been specially sent for.

“Ah! you would prefer nuts. It is a pity you will
not answer me. Have I done anything to offend you ?”

No reply came.

“Come in, Harkaway, and you, Harvey,” said Mr.
Mole, as these two stood in the doorway. “I have
something to show you.”

“What’s that, sir; a whale?”’

“No; a monkey. A most remarkable animal, in-
deed.”

“T thought it was something in the natural history
line,” exclaimed Jack.

“This monkey can beat yours, Harkaway. It talks
—positively, it can converse.”
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“That won’t do, sir; when I hear him I'll believe it,
and not before,” said Jack, with a shake of his head.

“I appeal to Harvey,” replied Mr. Mole. “He was
'with me when I made this truly wonderful purchase.”

“I heard some one speak, sir; that I admit,” an-
swered Harvey.

“My servant has gone to invite Dean Liddel and
Mr. Whewell to take tea with me, for I am determined
that everyone in the university shall hear of the
prodigy.”

“Is that the beast?” asked Jack, pointing to the
bishop.

“Yes. Observe him closely.”

“Well, it’'s a funny thing; but I have lost my
monkey. Who else could know all about Limbi and
it

Mr. Mole changed color.

“Nonsense,” he said, adding, “still, when I come to
think of it, there is a likeness.”

“You've been imposed upon by some one, sir.”

“But it spoke; I heard it.”

“Perhaps the seller was a ventriloquist,” suggested
Jack.

Mr. Mole’s lower jaw fell.

He saw, or fancied he saw, the trick now, and re-
membering Jack’s powers, conjectured that, in the
language of the vulgar, he had been “sold.”

“Was it you?” he exclaimed. “Did you dress up to
play this trick upon me? Answer me. I will not be
trifled with. No one shall make me a laughingstock
with impunity.”

“I confess I did,” answered Jack. ‘I sold you the
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monkey. Who else could know all about Limbi and
your two wives, sir?”

“Of course. Well, I can never forgive you. If I
had not invited the heads of houses to see the creature,
and likewise written a long letter to the local journal,
which has ere this been dropped into the editor’s box
of the Oxford Times, I should not care so much.”

Jack could not help laughing at his distress, which
was comical in the extreme.

“You shall not laugh at me,” cried Mr. Mole, half
crying with vexation. “Get out of my sight.”

“Won’t you give me a cup of tea first, sir?”

“No tea do you have in this house. Be off, and take
your wretched monkey with you.”

Jack called 'Soapy Sam, who at once jumped into his
arms and lovingly rubbed his head against his master’s
cheek.

“Stay !” exclaimed Mr. Mole; “my ten pounds. Re-
store to me my money.”

“Not a rap. I'm going to give a dinner, sir, with
that, and if you hello too loud, I shall tell the story to
all the men I know in college.”

Mr. Mole groaned dismally.

“Good-by, sir. You ought to start a natural history
class. Neither Darwin nor Owen would have a chance
with you,” laughed Jack.

In a fit of desperation Mr. Mole threw the muffins
at him, but missed, and only spoiled a brand-new
Brussels. :

“Better luck next time,” said Jack.

He and Harvey went back to college, and found
Tom Carden waiting for them.
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“Hello, Carden. What’s your little game?”’ ex-
claimed Jack.

“My diminutive amusement,” replied Carden, “is to
put the drag on.”

“Whom or what?”

“You, my pippin.”

“What for?”

“T’1l tell you. It strikes me that now you and Wood-
. stock and Dawson have got together again, you will go
the pace too fast.”

“Well?” ejaculated Jack.

“You will be no good in the eight. We can't af-
ford to lose our best oar.”

“Thank you for the compliment,” replied Jack, laugh-
ing. “What has aroused the ire of my gentle com-
modore?”

“T heard about your performance this afternoon, and
if you go on like this, you will be gated. As it is, you
didn’t turn up in the boat, and we had to put a water-
man in to fill up.”

“Suppose I promise to be a good boy?”

“Tn that case, I will not say anything more.”

“Have a game at crib,” replied Jack, “you surly old
bear, and just allow me one pint of Oxford ale.”

“Not a drop. I expect you've had enough to-day,”
answered Carden.

“Only a portion of one champagne cup.”

“That’s bad. You can'’t train on champagne. Re-
member, we go down to Putney in a month, and the
honor of the 'Varsity is at stake.”

“It’s in no danger in your hands.”
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“But it is in those of our youngsters, who are
strong as lions, and simple as doves.”

“What's the latest from Cambridge?” asked Jack.

“Bell’s Life says they are a stunning good crew;
the best that have been seen on the Cam for ever so
long.”

“All the more credit in licking them. I like a ding-
dong race from start to finish,” exclaimed Jack.

“So do I; but we must not leave anything to chance,
and all I can tell you is that if the coxswain of the
O. U. B. C. is displeased with any man’s form, he will
put him out of the boat at the eleventh hour.”

“It’s bad enough to work hard, but worse to be bul-
lied,” grumbled Jack.

“Discipline and training will always pull a race off,”
replied Tom Carden. “Put that pipe down, sir.”

“What, not one pipe?” Jack groaned.

“If you want to lose your wind, do it; if you don’t,
put it down.”

“Isn’t he a tyrant, Dick?” said Jack, appealing to°
Harvey.

“Awful! I wouldn’t stand it,” replied Harvey.

“He must do as he’s told, and I will have him up
at six to-morrow for a ten-mile spin in flannels,” an-
swered Carden, with an authoritative nod of the head.

There was no escape from Carden’s discipline, and
Jack did not attempt to fight against it any longer.

The time soon came for the rival crews to leave Ox-
ford and Cambridge, and take up their residence at
~ Putney. ?

As usual, the Oxonians went to the “Fox and Hounds
Hotel.”
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, The Cantabs to the “Star and Garter.”

It was generally thought that the crews were very
equally matched.

If anything, sporting prophets were rather inclined
to favor Cambridge.

But the knowing ones of the universities looked at
Tom Carden’s swinging strokes, and Harkaway’s broad
shoulders and bull-like strength.

“That man, Harkaway,” said a man, who had been
once stroke of the Eton eight, “is like a machine.”

“Yes,” answered his friend, who was captain of the
Leander Club; “I call him a machine. If he remains
fit and well, it'’s a moral certainty for Oxford.”

So opinions were divided.

Some thought it a “moral” for the Cantabs, others
the same for the dwellers by the classic Isis.

It wanted but a week to the great race, which drives
all London and its suburbs wild with excitement.

Jack had rowed up with the crew to Barnes, and
leaving the boat at May’s boathouse, crossed over the
river to walk home across the little common at Barnes.

They had done the distance in twenty minutes, three

. seconds, which was tolerably good.

Tom Carden and Jack walked side by side, as care-
fully muffled up in boating coats and flannels—for the
weather was chilly and damp—as if they had been
thoroughbred race horses; and thoroughbreds they
were.

Suddenly a man jumped up from behind a heap of
furze bushes.

He had a sunburned, weather-beaten countenance,
the expression of which was villainously evil.
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But this was nothing.

That which struck Jack and made him turn pale
was the strange fact that he had only one arm.

He thought of the dark night in the Iffley Road, when
a cowardly assassin tried to stab him.

He thought of the gallant way in which Fabian Hall
pushed in front of him, and received the deadly knife
in his side.

He could see the poor fellow carried bleeding into a
house, and, looking after that, he saw him, pale and
emaciated, obliged to leave his college for a time to re-
cruit his shattered health.

Involuntarily he exclaimed :

“Hunston !”

To Jack’s startled exclamation the one-armed man
replied :

“Yes, I am Hunston, and I recognize you as easily
as you do me. You are Jack Harkaway.”

“There is nothing to be ashamed of in that,” an-
swered Jack.

“You mean to imply that there is something to be
ashamed of in being Flunston ?”

“If you like to interpret my remark in that way, you
are welcome,” replied Jack, carelessly.

“You always were insulting me,” said Hunston, with
a vindictive glance.

“I haven’t forgotten our school days, or our adven-
tures abroad, nor yet that night in the Iffley Road.”

It was Hunston’s turn to go white now,

“What do you mean?” he gasped.

“What I say.”

“I know nothing of the Iffley Road, nothing at all;
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but I know this, I have come back from the Malays,
which you little expected, my fine fellow,” exclaimed
Hunston.

Tom Carden, thinking the conversation was becom-
ing of a private nature and that he was not wanted,
approached.

“T’ll go on, Harkaway,” he said.

“Don’t do anything of the sort,” replied Jack.

“But you have met an old friend.”

“Rather say an old enemy.”

“Still, he is a stranger to me, and if you do not
think fit to introduce me to the—a—the gentle-
man Z

“Say the scoundrel,” exclaimed Jack, angrily.

“Well, I don’t want to interfere in a fellow’s private
affairs,” urged Carden.

“My dear fellow, I do not wish, in the present in-
stance, to have anything private from you,” replied
Jack, decidedly. “This man and I have nothing in
common. Whatever he has to say to me may be heard
by you, or by the whole world.”

“Oh, if that’s the case, I'll hang on,” said Carden.

He folded his arms and looked rather more insolently
than curiously at Hunston.

His gaze was returned in the same spirit.




CHAPTER XXIV.
HUNSTON AT WORK.

Never was Harkaway more surprised than when he
'saw Hunston on Barnes Common.

Hunston had always been his determined enemy.

At school, at sea, on land.

It was all the same.

There was no conciliating Hunston, or making a
decent member of society of him.

It seemed as if the man was born, and bred, and
educated a scamp and a villain.

Jack had hoped that he would never see him again.

He had fancied that he perished when the British ship
attacked and shelled the pirates’ stronghold.

The hope had proved to be fallacious.

“I escaped, I tell you, from the pirates,” continued
Hunston.

“It’s a matter of indifference to me,” answered Jack.

“No, it is not—you will not find it so. I was on the
point of dying. They told me I should die.”

“Pity you didn’t. You're no use to yourself or any-
one else.”

“When I thought of you, and all the debt of venge-
ance I owed you, it gave me new life,” Hunston
‘went on.

“What harm can you do me?” asked Jack.

“T’ll try to do you a good deal.”
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“T ook here, old man,” said Jack, “I consider this
intrusion an impertinence.”

“T can’t help what you consider it.”

“More than that, I'll have you bound over to keep:
the peace, for using threats.”

“Vou don’t know where to find me,” answered Hun-
ston, savagely, “and you never will. I shall always
be dogging you and hitting you in the dark, but youw
won’t know who does it.”

“Go away,” said Jack; “I don’t want you.”

“T shall not go away,” replied Hunston, putting him-
self in front of him.

“Then I shall have to make you.”

Jack doubled his fists as he spoke.

“If you are coward enough to hit a one-armed man,
that’s another thing,” said Hunston, with a careless:
laugh.

“So you presume on that, do you?”

“Vou did it. You made me what I am; a maimed
man. Curse you for it!”

“Was it not your own fault? Why didn’t you let me-
alone?”

“Because I did not choose to. You ask what harm:
I can do you. Emily isn’t your wife yet, is she?”
said Hunston.

“How dare you mention her name to me?” asked
Jack, angrily.

“Perhaps you prefer Miss Hilda Manasses. You
see, I know all about your Oxford life,” cried Hun-
ston, with a provoking laugh.

“Come along, Carden,” said Jack. “This man is.
becoming a nuisance.”
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“All right, old fellow; lead on,” replied the captain
of the Oxford crew.

“Wait a bit,” said Hunston. “Take this slip of
paper with you first.”

“What is it?” inquired Jack, shrinking back, he
knew not why.

“It’s a summons to appear before a judge in cham-
bers to-morrow.”

“What for ?”

“To show cause why you should not be committed
to prison for not paying Mr. Moses Manasses a thou-
sand pounds.”

“So you are doing the Jew’s dirty work, are you?”
said Jack, with a contemptuous glance.

“Why shouldn’t I, if it suits me?” returned Hunston,
boldly.

“And playing into the hands of Kemp and Davis.”

“They are decent fellows enough.”

“Are they?”

“Well, we have one bond of union, and that is our
hatred for you,” replied Hunston.

Jack took the piece of paper, and tore it up in a
passion.

He cast the pieces to the winds, and they fluttered
into the furze bushes.

“T call you to witness, Mr. Carden,” said Hunston,
“that it was a legal service.”

“I know nothing about these things,” answered
Carden. :

“He will disregard it at his peril.”

“What will be the consequence?” asked Carden.

“Let him find out. I shall say no more.”
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“But what is it? Does he owe the money ?”

“Ask him,” said Hunston, turning sullenly on his
heel, and walking rapidly away.

Harkaway and Carden proceeded some distance iti
silence.

At length Carden said:

“What is all this about? I don’t want to pry into
your secrets, but do you owe Manasses this money

“Yes,” replied Jack, shortly. “I suppose I do.”

“How ”

“T was rooked out of a bill for that amount.”

“By whom ”

“Kiemp:”

“T always thought that fellow, Kemp, was a bad lot.
By Jove! it’s awkward,” exclaimed Carden, reflectively.

“What would you do?” asked Jack.

“Hanged if I know. Take no notice of it till after
the race, anyhow.”

“Do you think it will be all right?” asked Jack,
anxiously.

“Better get a lawyer, perhaps; and yet that will
only upset you. Keep quiet till the race is over, for
goodness’ sake,” answered Carden.

“T should not like to worry myself. Nothing takes
it out of a man so much as worrying. Does it?”

“Nothing, I should think.”

“Fancy that fellow turning lawyer’s clerk, and do-
ing that sort of thing,” said Jack. “I thought him
dead among the Malays.”

“Think of something else? They surely can’t do
much in a week,” replied Carden. ‘“When we have
rowed you can see to it.”
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“Shall I dismiss it from my mind ?”

“By all means. Let’s have a game at billiards.”

“T’d rather have a quiet pipe to soothe my nerves,”
exclaimed Jack.

“That I can’t allow. Turn your thoughts in an-
other direction, that’s a good fellow. What’s going to
win the Derby?”

Jack made some random, haphazard answer, and
they continued to chatter about various matters till they
reached the hotel at Putney.

He tried to put on a cheerful countenance.

But in reality his mind was ill at ease.

The reappearance of Hunston on the scene was
enough to disconcert him.

When he knew that he was working in with Ma-
nasses, Kemp and Davis, he felt that he had real cause
for alarm.

Nevertheless, he took no notice of the summons to
appear before a judge.

Some days elapsed.

He fancied that Hunston’s conduct was only intended
to frighten him.

In fact, he began to laugh at the whole affair.

Harvey had come up to London, so had Sir Sydney
Dawson, the Duke of Woodstock, and other men he
knew.

Half Oxford and Cambridge were in town to see
the race.

Harvey called upon him at the hotel where the
crew were stopping.

“I hear good accounts of you, Jack, in the papers,”
said Harvey.
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“Do you?” asked Jack, modestly, as if he never read
the papers.

Whereas it was great fun for the crew every morn-
ing to look at all the morning journals, directly after
breakfast.

They rather liked the criticisms of the press.

“Tt is the general opinion that you are the mainstay
of the crew,” answered Harvey.

“That’s all rot,” said Jack. “There are many better
men in the boat than I.”

“I can’t help what people say.”

“No, of course not, and it’s very kind of you to cheer
me up.”

“I suppose it is no use asking you to have a friendly
drink.”

“After the race, dear boy.”

“There is that fellow, Kemp, betting against Oxford
like steam,” exclaimed Harvey.

“Is he?” said Jack, thinking of Hunston.

“Yes. Isn't it rather seedy to bet against one’s own
university ?”

“Kemp generally knows what he is about, though he
was a little out over the steeplechase; still, it is no use
losing one’s money. The betting is even, you know.”

“But he is laying five to four on Cambridge. Is
there anything wrong?”

“Not that I know of,” replied Jack.

“Are you going out to-day ?” asked Harvey.

“Just going for a paddle, that’s all. We have done
our heavy work.”

“Well, ta, ta, for the present. I’ll back you up like
bricks to-morrow. When do you start?”

b
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“Not till four o’clock in the afternoon, because of the
tide,” replied Jack.

They separated.

The Oxford crew went out for a paddle as far as
the soap works and back again, and all their admirers
were in raptures about them.

In the evening Jack was standing with Carden in the
entrance of the hotel.

A couple of men came up.

One advanced, and said:

“Mr. Harkaway, I believe.”

“That’s my name,” replied Jack.

He looked curiously at the shabby-genteel person
who had accosted him.

“A lawyer’s clerk for money,” was his mental ex-
clamation, “or a sheriff’s officer.”

“You are my prisoner,” said the man.

“What do you mean?”

Jack started back, and a dangerous fire flashed from
his eyes. »

“I arrest you at the suit of Mr. Moses Manasses, of
Oxford, for a debt of one thousand pounds, and you
must come with me.”

“Go with you?” repeated Jack, in an abstracted
manner.

“Unless you can pay the money.”

“That is impossible, at so short a notice. Why did
you not tell me before?” -

“You had due notice. The summons was served
upon you, and, as you did not appear, the judge made
an order that if the money was not paid in three days,
you were to be imprisoned for six weeks at Holloway
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jail, on the debtors’ side. I only do my duty, you
know, sir.”

“But I'm going to row in the Oxford eight to-
morrow,” said Jack.

“T don’t think you will, sir,” replied the officer, with
a cunning leer.

“Can’t you let this stand over?” said Jack.

“Impossible, sir.”

“Consider my engagement.”

“That’s why they’ve put the screw on; that is the
reason of the arrest. Old Manasses, of Oxford, is a
rare fox. We know him of old. He’s up to all the
moves on the board.”

“What can I do?” said Jack, turng to Carden.

“Come into a private room,” replied Carden, “‘and
let us talk for a moment. It will never do to have a
scene here, and let all this get about.”

“T’ll follow you, sir,” said the officer.

Carden led the way into a private room, and the door
closed upon the three of them.

“Now,” said Carden, sitting down, ‘“let us proceed
to business. This is not entirely unexpected. Show
me your warrant for the arrest.”

The man did so, and the document was found per-
fectly legal.

“Have you had notice of this, Harkaway?’ con-
tinued Carden.

“Yes,” replied Jack; “I received a letter, but threw it
in the fire.”

“Can you get the money from your friends?”

“T don’t like to ask,” answered Jack. “My people
might pay, but I don’t think they would.”



222 Hunston at Work.

“Then there is nothing for it but to go with this
gentleman.”

Jack groaned.

“It is an infamous plot. I can see that Kemp has:
been working upon old Manasses,” he said.

“We shall lose the race without you, that’s a cer-
tainty.”

“Can’t you put another man in my place?”

“We must; but who can we find as good as you at
a moment’s notice?” replied Carden. ‘“You have been
in training for six months, and are an exceptionally:
good oar.”

“It’s a case, then. Poor old Oxford!” moaned Jack.
“I don’t care for myself so much—I suppose that I
shall get out of it somehow—but I do feel for the uni-
versity. If this had come after the race, I should not
have minded a snap of the fingers.”

“There’s the sting of it. The rascals knew how it
would cut you up,” said Carden.

“Well,” exclaimed Jack, philosophically, “it’s no use
making any bones about it. Call a cab, officer. I'll go
with you. Explain it all privately to the crew, Tom,
will you kindly ?”

“Leave that to me,” replied Carden, wringing his.
hand warmly.

“Thanks,” said Jack.

The tears came into his eyes.

A greater blow could not have been administered
to him.

“If anything can be done for you between this time
and four o’clock to-morrow, old man, it shan’t be my
fault if it isn’t,” exclaimed Carden.
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A few minutes passed in silence.

Then the cab drove up.

Jack followed the officer, got in, and was slowly
driven off to the city jail at Holloway.

For the first time in his life he was a prisoner.

A prisoner for debt, with little chance of release.

“If I could only have rowed in the race,” he kept on
repeating to himself, as the cab lumbered along the
dull and muddy roads to the north of London.

—

y

CHAPTER XXV.
IMPRISONED FOR DEBT.

Though only imprisoned for a short time, and on the
debtors’ side of the large, castle-like building at Hollo-
way, Jack was miserable enough.

The feeling that he was living in the same build-
ing with desperate criminals depressed his spirits.

A consciousness of the triumph of his enemies, and
last, but not least, losing his chance of distinguishing
himself in the great race, completely overwhelmed him.

The unfortunate debtors were of all kinds and de-
scriptions.

There were a clergyman, a barrister, an ex-member
of parliament, several merchants and poor gentlemen,
tradesmen and others.

They crowded round the new arrival, and offered



224 Imprisoned for Debt.

him spirits and tobacco, which had been smuggled into
the jail, the authorities winking at their consumption.

But Jack declined everything.

He was sick at heart.

The disease was of the mind, not of the body.

This, however, is the worst form of disease to cure.

Retiring into his room, which was nothing better than
a whitewashed cell, he lighted a candle, and throwing
himself in a chair, gave himself up to bitter reflection.

Kemp and Davis had been too many for him, and
Hunston was evidently in alliance with them in some
singular manner.

The blow was the more severe as it had come from
Hunston.

At length Jack rose, and paced the room impatiently.

He was like a caged lion.

If he could have broken the iron bars of the win-
dows, or forced his way out of the gloomy place, he
would have done so.

His period of depression had worn off, and he be-
came furious.

An intense longing for liberty attacked him.

Some men in the adjoining apartment were playing
at whist.

Their shouts, laughter and imprecations fell upon his
ears.

The poor prisoners were making merry.

He cursed them for it in his heart.

How dared they be merry when he was so sad?

He forgot that they had been inmates of the debtor’s
prison longer than he had.
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Their minds had become hardened, and the misery
which had weighed them down at first had worn off.

At length the time came for the light to be ex-
tinguished.

He was not sleepy, and casting himself on the bed,
dressed as he was, lay tossing about for hours.

Towards morning the gray dawn peeped through the
blindless windows.

He fell into a fitful slumber.

Then he was disturbed by horrid dreams.

About eight o’clock he woke, hot and feverish.

It was with difficulty that he ate a piece of toast
and swallowed a cup of tea.

He still wore his boating coat, guernsey and scarf.

No attempt did he make to shave, or otherwise make
himself tidy.

What did he care about the adornment of his person?

Who could see him in prison, and what did it mat-
ter if anyone did?

Was he not a poor, heart-broken, wretched fellow,
who had lost all interest in life now he was out of the
Oxford eight.

That was what he thought.

At ten o’clock visitors were allowed to enter the jail
to see the prisoners for debt. '

To Jack’s astonishment, he was told a gentleman
wanted to see him.

“Can he come up here?” he asked.

“No,” was the reply. “You must go down to him.”

Thinking it was Carden, Jack hurried- downstairs,
and entering the common room, beheld Moses
Manasses. -
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“This is adding insult to injury,” he exclaimed.

“Pardon me; it is not,” answered the Jew. ‘I have
come to see you with a special object.”

“State it briefly, if you please, as I have no inclina-
tion to talk to you, and would rather be alone,” replied
Jack, bluntly.

“You owe me money.”

“I never had a farthing from you.”

“That is true,” answered Manasses. ‘‘But you owed
it to another for a debt of honor.”

“Don’t talk about it. I admit the debt,” said Jack,
pettishly.

“Well,” continued the Jew, “I did not treat you
harshly; I said that I would take the interest only.”

“Why didn’t you stick to your word, then?”

“Because you have treated me badly.”

“I should like to know how,” inquired Jack, with
a disdainful laugh.

“Did you not make love to my daughter ?”

“I’ll swear I never meant anything; on my word of
honor, I didn’t,” replied Jack, earnestly.

“Still, the girl thought you did, and she loves you.
Am I to have my child’s happiness sacrificed through
your thoughtlessness? Is it fair? Answer me that,
Mr. Harkaway.”

“If T had anything to blame myself for, I should de-
cidedly say, ‘No, it is not fair,”” replied Jack.

The Jew paced the room for a moment or two, as if
in deep thought.

“Look here,” said Jack, stopping him, “you are rich,
Mr. Manasses.”

“More so than you think,”
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“I'm glad of it, for your sake. Well, I will pay you
some of these fine days. Let me out to-day, and you
can put me in again to-morrow.”

“Ah, you want to row. It’s a fine thing to be in the
university eight; you get your name in the papers.
I know all that,” replied Manasses, with a cunning
laugh.

“Hang the papers, and the publicity of them; I'd
rather be without that,” said Jack, hastily. “It is the
honor and the glory of rowing a winning race, that’s
what I care about.”

“It comes to the same thing. You want to row,
do you not, Mr. Harkaway ?”

“I'd give my life for it,” answered Jack.

“I thought so.”

“That is why you have put the screw on, you hard-
hearted, artful old wretch.”

“Call me no names. I want your friendship, not your
abuse.”

“You don’t go the right way to get it, you con-
foundedly dodgy son of Israel.”

“Can I help my race?” exclaimed Manasses. “Is
there any harm in being a Jew? In what is a Christian
better than a Jew ?”

“We won’t argue that point,” replied Jack; “stick to
business. Will you let me out?”

“Yes,” replied Manasses, as if with a sudden burst
of good nature.

“You will?” cried Jack, gleefully.

“T will.”

“Then I'll say you are the best money-lending Jew
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in Europe, and you ought to have a putty medal. When
can I go?” :

“In a short time.”

“Make haste, the crew will be getting wild without
me. I'll drive you down to Putney in a hansom; we’ll
have a bit of dinner together and you can see the race,
and put your loose cash on Oxford,” said Jack.

“Not so fast, Mr. Harkaway,” replied the Jew, shak-
ing his head.

Jack’s countenance fell.

“You said I might go,” he exclaimed.

“On one condition,” answered Manasses. ;

“What is that? Don’t beat about the bush; come to
the point, slick. I can’t stand any humbugging sus-
pense,” cried Jack, impatiently.

“Will you make the only amend in your power, and
marry my daughter, Hilda?” said the Jew.

’

“I can’t, my good fellow,” replied Jack, in despair.

He had been raised to the height of hope, and he was
dashed into the depths of despair.

“Is that your condition?” he added.

St sy

“Tf T won’t marry Miss Hilda Manasses, you won’t
let me out of this beastly hole, and I can’t row at Putney
to-day ?”’

“Exactly.”

“It is impossible,” said Jack, with a blank look.

“Why?” asked the Jew, whose eager countenance
bespoke the interest he took in this conversation.

“Because I am engaged to another young lady, and
putting my affections for her, which is the growth of
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years, on one side, I cannot as a man of honor throw
her over.” :

“Then you must stay here,” replied the Jew, heaving
a deep sigh.

“You're a pretty, cool, calculating old beast, to try
and work upon me like this,” continued Jack, in a
rage.

The Jew remained silent.

“You know,” Jack went on, “that I would do almost
any mortal thing in the world to row to-day, and you
come and tantalize me in this way.”

“Marry my daughter,” persisted Manasses. “Why
not >—she is beautiful, she is young, she is rich. You
never need do an hour’s work all your life, and she
loves you.”

“Turn it up,” cried Jack, crossly; “you’ve got my
answer. I'm very sorry for the girl; but I can’t help
Ifzie

“Very well,” cried the Jew, red with passion, “you
shall pay the penalty, so help me father Abraham.”

“Then I'm Jew’d, that’s all,” replied Jack, putting
his hands in his pockets.

“Pay the money and you can go. Don'’t be obstinate,
Mr. Harkaway,” said Manasses, mockingly.

“If you don’t go, I'll pay you,” cried Jack, raising his
foot threateningly.

“Nice sort of place this to stay in,” continued the
Jew, looking round him.

Jack could bear no more.

He was only human, after all, and his endurance had
its limits.
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He gave the Jew a violent kick, which lifted him into
the air.

This was followed by another and another, until at
last Mr. Moses Manasses found himself on his hands
and knees in the yard.

“That will teach you to insult a gentleman, you
blackguard,” cried Jack.

The Jew clinched his fist threateningly as he rose to
his feet.

“Sheer off,” cried Jack, “unless you want the dose
repeated.”

Manasses was prudent in his generation.

He pocketed the indignity to which he had been sub-
jected, and went away with a heavy heart and a sore
back.

Jack felt better after kicking the Jew.

“That’s done me good, at any rate,” he cried.

“What'’s that?” asked a voice at his elbow.

Jack turned round, and beheld Tom Carden, who
had just been admitted.

“How are you, old fellow ?” asked Jack. “I am glad
to see you. This is good of you.”

“What's up? I saw old Manasses bolting out of the
gate like one o’clock as I came in.”

“I’ve been kicking him, taking cool kicks at his
stern, as if we’d been having a kick about at Oxford
and he was the football.”

“That’s cheerful,” laughed Carden.

“There is no hope of getting out, though, since I've
been unable to make terms with my detaining creditor,”
‘continued Jack.

“What's to be done?”
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“Nothing. Case of grin and bear it, though I'm as
wild as a hawk or a pair of hawks.”

“We've got a substitute,” remarked Carden.

“Have you? Who is he?” asked Jack, jealously.

It cut him to the heart to know that some one else
was going to row in his place.

“A man named Franklin.”

“Franklin, of St. Aldate’s?”

Vet

“T know,” replied Jack. “He’s one of our servitors.”

He must be forgiven if he spoke slightly con-
temptuously of Franklin.

Tt was hard to be supplanted, and still harder, after
training hard for the great race for six months, after
looking forward to the race all through the dreary
winter. 5

“Well,” he added, as if sorry for his momentary jeal-
ousy, “Franklin’s a good man.”

“Steady fellow, but you could give him pounds, and
beat him in a canter,” replied Carden.

“Perhaps,” replied Jack.

Carden regarded Harkaway’s brawny shoulders,
strong back and' sinewy arms, which were all muscle.

“You've got a bicep like a giant,” he said.

“Never mind,” sighed Jack, “it’s no good now. I -
shall never go in a boat again.”

“Don’t say that. You'll have a chance next year.”

Jack looked up, and said: “Will the fellows trust
e
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“Why should they not trust you?” asked Carden.

“Look how I have thrown them over at the last
minute,” replied Jack, sorrowfully.

“It’s not your fault.”

“What do they say?” inquired Jack, with evident
anxiety.

If we are in undeserved trouble, all of us like to
know what our friends and the public say of us.

“Say,” repeated Carden, “why, they declare it's a
beastly chouse. It will play old Harry with Moses
Manasses.”

“Will it?”

“Yes, every fellow I have spoken to swears he’d
never do a bill with him if he was so hard up that he
didn’t know which way to turn for a brass farthing.”

“You haven’t whacked it about, have you—not
much—, I mean?”’

“I haven’t,” replied Carden; “I kept it uncom-
monly quiet, I can tell you, but some kind friend or
other has made a noise over it.”

“How do you know ?” asked Jack.

“Haven’t you seen the morning papers ?”*

“No; haven't the heart to look.”

“Well, it is stated by everyone there is a change in
the Oxford crew.”

“Really.”
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“They say that Harkaway is put out. The reason is
not generally known, but it is supposed he has over-
trained.”

“Overtrained,” cried Jack, indignantly. “Why, I
was never in better fettle in my life.”

He took up a poker lying in the grate, and striking
his muscular arm with it, broke it in half as easily as if
it had been a bit of glass.

“Of course, we know you are all right,” replied
Carden; “but when the reporter of the Times called
upon us last night, and asked to see me, as a rumor
that something wrong had got afloat, I was not going
to tell him the real truth.”

“What did you tell him?”

“Simply that we were obliged to change Mr. Hark-
away, and that probably Mr. Franklin, of St. Aldate’s,
would take his place.”

“You gave no reason.”

“Was it likely I was going to give those newspaper
fellows your whole story, and enable them to write a
column upon university extravagance, and the tendency
of young men at Oxford to get into debt, and all that
sort of thing?”

“Youwre a good fellow, Tom,” replied Jack.

“T hope so, old man. I try to be,” answered the cap-
tain of the O. U. B. C., looking as modest as a young
girl who had not had her first kiss.

“How’s the betting ?” asked Jack.

“Very flattering to you.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’1l tell you. We've gone down to two to one, laid
freely against us, since the change, and it isn’t a pound
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to a pinch of snuff, that six to four on Cambridge isn’t
‘laid before the start.”
A flush of pleasure mantled Jack’s face.

“So the outsiders think something of me ?” he asked.

“Rather! There is quite a wail over your loss. You
are supposed to be seedy; we have kept the real thing
dark. Don’t get riley; old Mo’ can’t be blamed for
wanting his money. It’s business.”

“Business I don't like,” growled Jack.

“Rather blame Kemp, and Davis, and Hunston.”

“Perhaps, but Manasses is playing his own game
very artfully,” replied Jack.

“My dear fellow,” said Carden, “I have come to
the conclusion that money is the great thing in this
“world.”

“So have 1.”

“What do people say about a man? FEither he is a
good fellow and pays his way, which means that he
parts freely, or that he is a duffer and a swindler, which

neans that he doesn’t part.”

“Because he can’t very often.”

“We go upon a basis of R. M. D., or ready money
down, that’s the thing ; and now I've given you a lecture
Jon the advantage of having heaps of coin and pay-
ing cash, I'll take my hook. By, by; keep up your
pluck.”

“Never fear,” answered Jack, trying to look jolly.
“Hope you’ll win.”

“Hope so, too; but wouldn’t bet on it.”

Tom Carden took his leave, and left Jack the picture
of misery.

He did not long remain so, however, for he was
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startled, as soon as he reached his own room, by hear-
ing that a lady wanted to see him.

“A lady to see me!” he cried. “Who the deuce can
it be?”

In order to solve the difficulty, he went downstairs
again.

A lady was standing near the doorway, her face
shrouded in a thick, black veil made of Maltese lace.

“I beg your pardon,” said Jack, “do you want to see
me? My name is Harkaway.”

“Have you forgotten me?” replied the lady, in a low,
agitated voice.

Jack started as he heard the tones.

He knew them well.

They were soft, sweet, melodious.

“Miss Manasses, I think,” he said, coldly.

“You used to call me Hilda,” she said, with her eyes
still cast down.

“Allow me to ask you one question,” said Jack.

“Certainly.”

“Do you know your father was here just now ?”’

Yies 2

“Do you know his motive for calling upon me?”

“Yes,” she replied again, timidly.

“Then let me tell you,” cried Jack, “that I must re-
fuse to hold any conversation with you.”

“Why ?” she asked, raising her eyes to his for the
first time.

“Do you really want to know ?”

There was more than a slight tinge of sarcasm in his
tone.

This seemed to fire her, and she replied, more boldly :
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“You think me unmaidenly; you fancy that I have
come on the same errand, is it not so?” :

“I admit it. What other construction can I put on
your visit?” he said.

“You do not know me, Mr. Harkaway,” she cried,
trembling violently either with passion or emotion.

“Possibly not.”

“I am not the woman to beg for any man’s love.
Unhappily you are acquainted with my secret. I do
love you; it is an admission that wrings my heart. Let
us forget it forever.”

“Willingly, as far as I am concerned,” replied Jack,
who, nevertheless, could not help feeling some compas-
sion for the lovely girl before him.

“Shall I tell you why I am here?” she continued.

“If you please.”

“To give you your freedom.”

“What!” cried Jack, his eyes almost starting from
his head.

“I have some money of my own; it was left me by
an uncle,” she went on, in a hurried tone. “You want
to row to-day ; this disappointment and confinement are
killing you. Very well. I have paid the money for
which my father holds you a prisoner, and you can go
away when you like.”

A sort of mist swam before Jack’s eyes.

He did not expect this.

Tt was so noble, so disinterested.

He could scarcely believe that what he heard was the
truth.

If it was true, he would have time to get to Putney,
to replace Franklin, and to row, after all.

b
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His first impulse was to squeeze Hilda by the hand,
leave the jail, jump into a_ hansom, tell the man to
drive “like mad,” and be off.

Looking at his watch, he saw it was just half-past
twelve.

“Heaps of time,” he muttered. “They don’t start
till four.”

“Good-by, Mr. Harkaway,” said Hilda, softly.

Her voice recalled him to himself.

“How can I thank you,” he replied, “for your noble
generosity ?”’

“By trying to think less unkindly of me in future.”

“I ought to be kicked for what I said; I deserve it,”
he cried.

“Please recollect what I am going to say,” she con-
tinued; “possibly we may never meet again. Beware
of three men.”

“Their names ?”

“They are called Kemp, Davis and Hunston, and
they have sworn to ruin you. This is their plot; my
father is not so much to blame. What he did was for
my sake.”

“I knew it,” replied Jack.

“Farewell forever,” said Hilda.

“No,” cried Jack; “at least we may be friends.”

“It is impossible. We cannot meet after this.”

“But the money you have paid for me, and which I
owe you?”’

“Is a gift—if you will accept it,” she answered.

“Will you not incur your father’s displeasure?” he
asked.

“I cannot help that. It was a matter of duty with

b
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me to release you; I have done so. Good-morning.
Please let me go now.”

Jack involuntarily raised her neatly gloved hand to
his lips and kissed it.

“I am forever your debtor,” he said.

She smiled incredulously.

“You will soon forget me,” she exclaimed, “and per-
haps I shall be where all are forgotten before long. The
grave holds few friendships. Once more farewell, Mr.
Harkaway.”

She would not allow him to say any more, but hur-
riedly left the room.

He stood rooted to the spot like one in a dream.

b

CHAPTER XXVII.
THE RACE.

It seemed so strange to Jack that he should be able
to row in the grand race, after all.

In order to make sure, he summoned one of the of-
ficials of the prison, and asked him to inquire if he was
really at liberty.

The official returned in a few moments, saying that
he was informed an order had come up from the sheriff
of Middlesex to say that the money was paid.

“You've made a short stay, sir,” concluded the war-
der. “Shall you go at once?”

“Yes,” replied Jack, curtly.

“Ah! most gents do. Would you like to be shaved,
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sir, before you start? There’s a nice barber round the
corner, and a restaurant not far off.”

“Is there?” answered Jack. “Can you go and order
me a rump steak?”

SNesi=sir.

“Quick, then. Get what you like for yourself.
There’s half a crown for you. Come for me when it’s
ready.”

The warder started, and Jack walked up and down
the yard. :

He could have jumped for joy. :

The only drawback to his happiness was that he owed
his liberty to Hilda.

He might repay her the money some day, but he
could never repay her in the way she wanted.

How well she had behaved, and how differently to
her father!

While he was pacing up and down, a well-known
voice exclaimed :

“Ha! Mast’ Jack, how um do, sare?”

Monday stood before him.

“Why, you enterprising rascal, how did you find me
out here?” cried Jack, shaking the black by the hand.

“Monday him come up to see the big race, sare; him
save um money, and he come.”

“Well ?”

“Him go to Putney and ask for Mast’ Jack; they say
him ill. Monday shake him head, and then Mist’
Carden him say Mist’ Harkaway in prison.”

“That’s true enough,” replied Jack, looking round
upon the high walls and gloomy buildings.

They had, however, lost all their terror for him now.
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“Then,” continued Monday, “Mist’ Carden, him nice
gentleman, and he say it only for debt. So Monday
got twenty pounds him saved and he bring to Mist’
Jack to get him out of um prison.”

“You're a good-hearted fellow, Monday,” said Jack,
much affected at this proof of his servant’s kindness.
“But it is all right now—the money’s paid.”

“Paid!” replied Monday. “Mast’ Jack going away
from um prison?”

“Yes, directly.”

“And going to row in the big race?”

“I hope so. I'll have a try for it, anyhow.”

Monday immediately did a war dance in the exercise
ground, to the great astonishment of the prisoners.

“That will do, Monday,” said Jack.

“Hurrah! Mast’ Jack, we lick 'em yet,” replied Mon-
day, joyfully, grinning all over his face.

“Go outside and call a hansom. I shall be with you
directly,” said Jack.

Monday went out, and presently the warder returned,
saying the steak was ready.

Jack felt that he must keep himself up, though he had
no appetite.

He had eaten nothing for nearly twenty-four hours.

“A man cannot row a long race on an empty stom-
ach, or directly after eating,” he thought. “It would
be best to eat at once.”

The steak was soon consumed, and, jumping into the
cab, with Monday by his side, he said to the driver:

“Go as quickly as you can to Putney. Drive like
mad. You can have a sovereign for your trouble, if
you lose no time.”
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“Right, sir,” replied the man, thinking he would like
such a fare every day.

It was a little past two when the cab drove up to the
hotel where the Oxford crew were staying.

Telling Monday to pay the driver, Jack sprang out
and bounded upstairs.

The crew were just thinking of going down to the
boat-house.

Carden was giving them a few final instructions.

Jack heard him say:

“Now, mind, all of you, that you don’t try to do too
much at first; don’t quicken on the stroke and force the
pace; pull well through the water and leave the rest to
" the coxswain and me.”

When Jack entered the room a general exclamation
of “Harkaway!” broke out.

Had a ghost made its appearance among them there
could not have been more surprise exhibited.

“Can it be you?” exclaimed Carden. “We thought
you were laid up in Limbo.”

“The money’s paid,” replied Jack, “and here T am.”

“Can you row? Are you fit?” asked everybody.

“Never was better,” answered Jack.

Franklin -felt some disappointment at not being able
to stay in the boat, but, like a good-natured, gentlemanly
fellow as he was, he did not show it.

“For my part,” he said, “I am delighted to see Mr.
Harkaway.”

“If the captain wishes to retain you, my dear fel-
low,” said Jack, “I shall not say a word.”

“No, no,” was the general cry; “we must have Hark-
away.”
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“Yes,” replied Carden. “He's our best man. I don’t
say it out of disparagement to anybody, but, for the sake
of Oxford, we must have him. Have you fed ?”

“Splendidly ; had a point steak only an hour ago. I
could struggle with a glass of beer,” said Jack.

“You shall have it. By Jove! this puts new pluck
into one,” replied Carden.

The crew crowded round Jack and congratulated him
heartily.

We must leave them while they are getting ready, in
order to visit the riverside, which presented an extraor-
dinary spectacle.

The weather, though cold, was lovely.

Vast crowds had assembled on both sides of the
river, all along the course.

It was difficult to say whether Barnes or Putney was
most favored by spectators.

Ladies in broughams and carriages, some wearing
Oxford, others wearing Cambridge colors, had taken up
favorable positions.

Gentlemen, tradesmen, clerks and even boys were
there in thousands.

University men greeted one another in the streets.

About three a rumor began to circulate that Hark-
away, who rowed seven, was in the boat again.

This was ridiculed by most.

But some averred that he had been seen in the boat-
house trying his stretcher.

The rumor flew to Barnes, where, on a barge, were
standing Davis and Kemp.

A bookmaker came up and said to Davis:

“I should advise you to hedge.”
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“Why ?” asked both Davis and Kemp, in a breath.

“You're standing Cambridge, aren’t you?”

EiViesie

“Well, Harkaway’s got well, and he’s to row in his
old place—number seven.”

“Tell that to the marines. It won’t do for able-
bodied sailors like us,” answered Davis, with an in-
credulous smile.

“All right. T only tell you what they say. The news
has just come from Putney,” said the betting man,
walking away.
~ “Tell anyone who says so it’s a confounded lie. We
know better than that,” shouted Kemp after him.

“How people do get up these inventions,” remarked
Davis to his friend.

“Don’t they? We know very well that Harkaway is
tied hand and foot in the jail. It’s only an hour since I
saw old Mo’ Manasses.”

“Harkaway row, indeed! Not he.”

“Not much chance,” said Kemp.

They both laughed at the stupidity of the bare idea.

It was so very improbable as to verge on the impos-
sible.

They were satisfied.

It was not likely they were going to change a half-
penny on their books.

They stood to win largely by the triumph of Cam-
bridge, which, in the absence of Harkaway, they con-
sidered a certainty for the rival university.

They would also lose very heavily, but that did not
trouble them, as they fancied they were on the right
side.
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The pulses of the spectators beat quicker as the hour
of four approached.

In a short time it would be all over.

The water Derby for that year would have been lost
and won.

Flags of the gayest colors floated from all possible
points.

The sides of the river and the bridges were black
with human beings.

By three o’clock the Thames police had cleared the
course.

The steamers allowed to accompany the race, includ-
ing the umpire’s boat and that of the press, had got
their steam up and were lying behind the aqueduct.

As the time for the start approached the wildest
enthusiasm prevailed.

A change had taken place in the betting, which was
now even.

The Oxford crew were the first to take the water,
and were well cheered.

A few minutes afterwards Cambridge appeared, and
was also received with cheers of a deafening descrip-
tion.

Tom Carden won the toss, and selected the Middle-
sex station.

Exactly at ten minutes past four an excellent start
was made.

Cambridge dashed off with the lead in a most plucky
manner.

They were rowing forty-six strokes a minute, which
was a tremendous pace to go at.

And they looked like staying, for a finer set of men,
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though apparently, in the eyes of good judges, a little
overtrained, could not be wished for.

Tom Carden only pulled forty-two per minute, but
it was a long, telling, powerful stroke.

At the “Duke’s Head” and past Simmons’ boathouse
the Cantabs kept the lead.

Tt was estimated that they were more than half a
length ahead.

They increased this going up the Reach, and the
shouts of “Cambridge! Cambridge!” were deafening
and continuous.

At the Point they continued to lead and drew clear.

The Oxford coxswain cleverly avoided their wash,
and, steering splendidly, did not show by the move-
ment of a muscle of his face that he was annoyed at
being behind.

Suddenly he said:

“Now, my lads, spurt her! send her along! That’s
your style!”

Carden, rowing stroke, and Harkaway, seven, laid
themselves dowt: to their work, like the broad-backed
giants they were.

The stroke quickened into forty-four a minute, and
the boat, answering well to the call, forged ahead.

This spurt was answered by their opponents, and a
ding-dong race ensued, the Oxford overlapping the
Cambridge, who were getting a little wild.

Now the steerer of the Cantabs endeavored to take
the Oxford water, but, fearing a foul, which was immi-
nent, he gave up the intention.

Tt was noticed that he began to steer badly, as if he
was getting nervous.
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Norman, however, the Oxford coxswain, was as cool
as a cucumber in July.

Instead of shooting in for the dummy at Hammer-
smith, Cambridge kept the middle of the river.

This was a mistake.

Carden crept up at the “Crab Tree,” and at the soap
works had gained a material advantage.

It was clear that the struggle would be practically
finished at Chiswick.

Half a length ahead, Cambridge passed under Ham-
mersmith Bridge in eight minutes and a half.

“Only half a length,” muttered Norman.

Tom Carden nodded, and, setting his teeth together,
leaned over his stretcher with a will.

At that juncture no man in the boat was doing better
‘work than Jack.

He seemed to lift the boat every time he pulled his
oar through the water.

Harvey was on the bridge, and e cried out:

“Bravo, Jack! Stick to it like bricks, old boy !’

The Cambridge crew made a desperate spurt, and,
still rowing forty-six strokes, they drew themselves
clear.

Slowly, but with the certainty of fate, the Oxonians
collared them.

It was impossible to shake them off.

At the bottom of Chiswick Eyot they were level.

Once more a ding-dong race ensued, which drove the
crowd at this point wild with excitement.

“Spurt her again!” said Norman. “Now or never,
Tom. Lift her, Oxford. Bravo! well done, stroke and
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seven. Stick to them. Oh! well rowed, well rowed,
indeed, seven!”

Norman declared afterwards that he had never be-
fore seen such splendid rowing as Jack’s.

The muscles on his arms stood out like tightened
cords.

He moved backwards and forwards like a machine.

And such a machine!

He was equal to three men.

The treatment he had received from his enemies
seemed to lend him supernatural strength.

At last Tom Carden’s length of stroke and the gal-
lant efforts of Oxford told in their favor.

In the middle of the Eyot they were half a length
ahead.

At the top they were clear.

“Easy, all,” said Norman, not wishing to distress.
his men.

The Cambridge forty-six had come down now to
forty-two, while Oxford rowed forty still, keeping the
lead without apparent exertion.

The two styles were marked now.

Each had settled down to their work, and the pace
was what Norman called a “stinger.”

Oxford rowed in her old form, sharp off the chest,
like a billiard ball from a cushion, a slow, massive swing'
forward, oars, perfect in time and feather, dropped into
the water like hammers and whipped clean through,
while the water covered no more than the blades.

Cambridge, on the other hand, were dead in recov-
ering from the chest, with a hurried swing forward,
blade rather deep and drag through the water.
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Davis was looking through a fieldglass.

His hand fell, and in a startled voice he exclaimed :

“Oxford leads!”

“The deuce she does! That’s a bad job! Give me
the glass,” said Kemp, who cared more for his dirty
money than the honor of the university.

“You're right,” he continued, in a short time. “But
who on earth is that fellow slogging away at seven?”

“I can’t tell,” said Davis, absently.

Swiftly the boats crept up, though it seemed an age
to the conspirators.

Oxford was still ahead and holding their opponents
well in hand.

“By heaven, it’s Harkaway!” cried Kemp, as the
eight passed them.

“Can’t be!” answered Davis. “Why, my dear fellow,
he’s locked up.”

“I tell you it is. Can’t you see him? There is no
mistaking the brute.”

“How did he get out?” said Davis.

“How can I tell any more than you?” answered
Kemp, angrily.

“It’s a case of stump with us, that’s all I know. I’'m
in deeper than I care about.”

“So am I. You'll have to lend me a few hundreds.”

“See you hanged first!” said Davis. “You shouldn’t
bet if you can’t pay.”

While this amiable pair were wrangling together the
race was being rowed out.

Oxford reached the “Ship,” at Mortlake, clever and
easy winners by six lengths.
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It was a splendid race, and occupied only twenty-two
minutes six seconds.

“Hurrah!” cried Norman, relaxing for the first time.
“Back water, bow, and three. Easy, all.”

A great sob burst from Jack, as his head drooped
a little.

The pace had been tremendous, and it had told upon
him, as well as on the rest of the crew.

Tom Carden turned to him and said:

“Harkaway, I'm obliged to you.”

“What for?” asked Jack, faintly.

“You've won this race.”

“Nonsense. I'll own I'm a bit baked, but I’ve done
no more than the rest of you,” replied Jack, modestly.

We will pass over the cheers of the crowd, the flat-
tering notices in the papers.

We will not dwell upon the champagne cup passed
lovingly from hand to hand, the dinner in the evening
or the enthusiasm of Oxford on the return of her
heroes.

We say nothing about the congratulations of Jack’s
friends, the delight of Mr. and Mrs. Bedington and the
raptures of little Emily.

Tt is enough that Jack had done his work, and done
it so well as to gain the applause of all.

THE END.
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The trials and triumphs of Faith Merriman and her
brothers, on an old abandoned country place.

Jessica Trent.
Her Adventures on a Ranch.

Jessica, the Heiress.
This is Evelyn Raymond’s new book, just published.
A Charming Story.

KATE TANNATT WOODS:
A Fair Maid of Marblehead.
A book to please both young and old.

THE FEDERAL BOOK COMPANY, New York.




Jack Harkaway Library.

An Entirefy New Edition from New Plates.
Revised and Re=cdited. Handsomely Bound in Cloth.

The author. BRACEBRIDGE HEMYNG, is conceded by
all who know his works to be the most entertaining writer of
stories for boys the world has ever known He takes Jack
and his companions on tours of adventure all over the world,
and everyline he has written about them is just teeming with
humor, life and thrilling action.

No better stories of adventure in school and out, on land
and sea, have ever been written.

Cloth. 12mo. Price, 50 Cents cach, postpaid.

JACK HARKAWAY'S SCHOOL DAYS.

JACK HARKAWAY'S FRIENDS.

JACK HARKAWAY AFTER SCHOOL DAYS.
JACK HARKAWAY AFLOAT AND ASHORE.
JACK HARKAWAY AMONG THE PIRATES.
JACK HARKAWAY AT OXFORD.

JACK HARKAWAY'S STRUGGLES.

JACK HARKAWAY'S TRIUMI HS.

JACK HARKAWAY AMONG THE BRIGANDS.
JACK HARKAWAY'S CAPTURE.

JACK HARKAWAY'S RETURN. =
JACK HARKAWAY AROUND THE WORLD.
JACK HARKAWAY IN AMERICA.

JACK HARKAWAY'S PERILS.

JACK HARKAWAY IN CHINA.

JACK HARKAWAY AND THE RED DRAGON
JACK HARKAWAY IN GREECE.

JACK HARKAWAY'S PLUCK.

JACK HARKAWAY'S RESOLVE.

JACK HARKAWAY IN AUSTRALIA.

JACK HARKAWAY AND THE BUSHRANGERS.
JACK HARKAWAY'S CONFIDEXNCE.

JACK HARKAWAY'S DUEL.

JACK HARKAWAY'S BATTLE WITH THE TURKS.

~ THE FEDERAL BOOK COMPANY, New York.



Boys’ Popular Library.

An excellent series of books for boys by such popular
authors as Optic, Kingston and other well-known writers.

These books are Bound in Cloth, with very attractive
cover designs stamped in colors. The are all well printed
from large type, on good paper. Printed wrappers.

Price, 50 Cents Each, Postpaid.

Walter Aimwell.
Jerry.
Whistler.
Horatio Alger, Jr.

Brave and Bold.
Only an Irish Boy.
Paul, the Peddler.
Phil, the Fiddler.
Slow and Sure.
Strive and Succeed.
Strong and Steady.
Tom, the Bootblack.
Try and Trust.

Z. R. Bennett.
Young Vagabond, A.
Daniel Defoe.
Robinson Crusoe.
John e Morgan.
Always on Duty.

Richard Dowling.
Catmur’s Cave.

George Manville Fenn.
In the Wilds of New Mexico.

Blanche Willis Howard.
Battle and a Boy, A.

W. H. G. Kingston.
Dick Cheveley.

From Powder Monkey to Ad-

miral.
Hendricks, the Hunter.

Mark Seaworth’s Voyage on the

Indian Ocean.
Peter Trawl.
Peter, the Whaler.
Shore and Ocean.

The Midshipman, Marmaduke

Merry.

Leon Lewis.

Diamond Seekers of Brazil,
Kit Carson’s Last Trail
Silver Ship, The.

Young Castaways, The.

Montleau & Wyse.
Swiss Family Robinson,

Alfred Oldfellow.

Joe Nichols.
Uncle Nat.
Way to Success.

Oliver Optic.

All Aboard (Sequel to “Boat
Club”’

Boat Club, The.
Little by Little.
Now or Never.
Try Again.

Capt. Mayne Reid.
Boy Tar. The.
Cliff Climber, The.
Lone Ranch, The.
Ran Away to Sea.

Gordon Stables.

Cruise of the Snowbird.
Life at Sea.

Wild Adventures ’'Round the

Pole.
Young Explorer, The.

Jefferys Taylor.
Boy Crusoes, The.

A Wolvertonian.
Three Years at Wolverton.

Ernest A. Young.
Toss Up for Luck.

THE FEDERAL BOOK COMPANY, New York.



Girls’ Popular Library.

ELEGANTLY BOUND IN CLOTH.

LARGE TYPE. GOOD PAPER. Printed Wrappers.
Very attractive cover design stamped in colors. Just the
books that girls delight to read—and can read with profit
as well as pleasure. Note the list of Authors—all well-known
writers of the best books for girls.

Price, 50 Cents Each, Postpaid.

Walter Aimwell,

Ella.
Jessie.
Marcus.

Mary D. Brine.

Echoes from Story Land.
Stories Grandma Told.

Alice Carey.

Clovernook Children.
Clovernook Tales. Vol. L.
Clovernook Tales. Vol. IT,

Rosa Nouchette Carey.
Averil.
Our Bessie.

Cousin Virginia.
Cricket’s Friends, The.

Dolls’ Club, ( Jo’s Doll,
The. Katy's Christmas.
8 Vols. in 1. { Patty’s Pranks.

Lewis Carroll.

Alice’'s Adventures in Wonder-
land.

Through the Looking-Glass.

Maria S. Cummins.
Lamplighter, The.

Mary A. Denison.
Barbara’s Triumphs.
Frenchman’s Ward, The.
Guardian’s Trust, The.

Maria Edgeworth.
Simple Susan,

Juliana Horatia Ewing.
Flat-Iron for a Farthing, A.
Great Emergency, A.
Jackanapes.

Jan of the Windmfll
Six to Sixteen,
We and the World.

Julia Goddard.
Fairy Tales in Other Lands.

Virginia F. Townsend.

Amy Deane,
While it Was Morning.

THE FEDERAL BOOK COMPANY, New York.



The New “Henty” Seties.

With large INLAID PANEL IN THREE COLORS
on each book. The Illustrations are reproductions of paint-
ings representing scenes in the Stories. The elegant cover
design is done in Inks and Gold, on a fine quality of Cloth.
These books are all by G. A. Henty. Ilustrated. Printed
‘Wrappers.

AMONG MATLAY PIRATES. A Story of Adventure and TPeril.

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE. A Tale of Fontenoy and Culloden.

BOY KNIGHT. THE. A Tale of the Crusades.

BRAVEST OF THE BRAVE, THE. With Peterboreugh in Spain.

BY ENGLAND'S AlD; or, The Freeing of the Netherlands (1585-1604).

BY PIKE AND DYKE. A Tale of the Rise of the Dutch Republic.

BY RIGHT OF CONQUEST; or, With Cortez in Mexico.

BY SHEER PLUCK. A Taleof the Ashanti War.

CAPTAIN BAYLEY'S HEIR. A Tale of the Gold Fields of California.

CAT OF BUBASTES, THE. A Story of Ancient Egypt.

CORNET OF HORSE, THE. A Tale of Marlborough’s Wars.

DRAGON AND THE RAVEN; or, The Days of King Alfred.

FACING DEATH. A Tale of the Coal Mines.

FINAL RECKONING, A. A Tale of Bush Life in Australia.

FOR NAME AND FAME; or, Through Afghan Passes.

FOR THE TEMPLE. A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem.

FRIENDS, THOUGH DIVIDED. A Tale of the Civil War in England.

GOLDEN CANON, THI. A Tale of Gold Hunting in Mexico.

IN FREEDOM’S CAUSE. A Story of Wallace and Bruce.

IN THE REIGN OF TERROR., Adventures of a Westminster Boy.

IN TIMES OF PERIL. A Tale of India,

JACK ARCHER. A Tale of the Crimea.

IION OF ST. MARK, THE. A Story of Venice in the 14th Century.

LION OF THE NORTH, THE. A Taleof Gustavus Adolphus and Wars
of Religion.

LOST HEIR, THE. A Tale of Kidnapping in India.

MAORI AND SETTLER. A Story of the New Zealand War.

ONE OF THE 28TH. A Tale of Waterloo.

ORANGE AND GREEN. A Tale of the Boyne and Limerick.

OUT ON THIE PAMPAS. A Tale of South America.

ST. GRORGE FOR ENGLAND, A Tale of Cress and Poitiers.

STURDY AND STRONG; or, How George Andrews Made his Way.

THROUGH THE FRAY. A Story of the Luddite Riots.

TRUE TO THE OLD FLAG. ATaleof theAmerican Warof Independence.

UNDER DRAKE'S FLAG. A Tale of the Spanish Main.

WITH CILIVE IN INDIA; or, The Beginnings of an Empire.

WITH LEE IN VIRGINIA. A Story ofthe American Civil War,

WITH WOLFE IN CANADA; or, The Winning of a Continent.

YOUNG BUGLERS, THE. A Tale of the Peninsular War,

YOUNG CARTHAGINIAN, THE. A Story of the Times of Hannibal.

YOUNG COLONISTS, THE A Story of War in South Africa

YOUNG FRANC-TIREURS. A Tale of the Franco-Pruss.an War.

YOUNG MIDSHIPMAN, THE. A Tale of the Siege of Alexandria.

Any of the abowe books will be sent postpatd,
upon receipt of price, o cents.

THE FEDERAL BOOK COMPANY, New York.
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