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ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK.

CHAPTER L
THE TELEGRAM.

“A telegram for vou, Andy!* said Arthur
Bacon, ag he entered the voom of Andy Grant
in Penburst Academy.

“A telegram T repeated Andy, in vagne
alarm, for the word sngeested something ur-
genl—iprobably bud pews of some kind.

He tore open the envelop and read the few
words of Lhe messagre:

“Como home ab ooce,  Bemething haas happoned,
S MoTHER."”

“What ean it be?” thought Andy, per-
plexed. * At any rate, mother is well, for she
sent the telegram,”

“What is it? " asked Arthur.

“1 don’l know. ¥ou can road the telegram
for vourself.”

“Must you go home?” asked Arthur, in a
tone of regret.

“Yes. When is there a train? ”
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4 Andy Grant's Pluck,

“ At three this affernoon.”

“1 will take it. I must go and see Dr.
Crabb."”

“ Bul won't you come back again? ¥

“I don’t know., I am all in the dark. T
think something must have happened to my
father.”

Dir. Crabb was at his desk in his library
it was Baturday afternoon, and school was not
in session—when Andy knocked at the door.

“Come in!* sail the doctor, in a deep voice,

Andy opened the door and entered. D,
Crabb smiled, for Andy was his favorite pupil.

“Come in, Grant!” he said. *“ What ean I
do for you?”

“(Five me permission to go home. T have
just had a telegram. I will show it to you.”

The doctor wag a man of fifty-five, with a
high forehead and an intelleciual face. Ile
wore glasses, and had done o for fen years
They. gave him the appearance of a learned
scholar, as he wag -

“ Dear me!* he gaid. * How unfortunaie!
Only two weeks to the end of the term, and
yOu are our primus!

T am very sorry, gir; but perhaps I may be
able to come back.”

“Tro so, by all means, if you can. There is
hardly a pupil I could not better spare.”
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“ Thank you, sir,” said Andy, gratefully.
“There is a train at three o'clock. 1 would
like to take it.”

“ By all means. And let me hear from you,
even if von ean’t come back.”

“ 1 will eertainly write, doctor. Thank you
for all vour kindness,"

Tenhurst Academy was an endowed school.
On aceonnt of the endowments, the apnual rale
to boarding scholars was very reasonable—
only three hundred dollars, incloding every-
thing.

The academy had a fine reputation, which
it owed in large part to the high character and
gifts of Dr. Crabb, who had been the principal
for twenty-five years. Ile bad conneceted him-
self with the school soon afier be left Dart-
month, and had heen identified witlh it for the
greater part of his active Life

Andy bad been o pupil for over two years,
and was an exeellent Lalio and Greek scholar.
In a few months be would he ready for eollege.

Dr. Crabb was anxions to have him go to
Dartmouth, his own alma mefer, being con-
vineed Lhat he woulid do him credit and make
a brilliant record for gcholarship. Indeed, it
was settled that he would zo, his parents being
ready to be guided by the doetor's adviee.

From I'enhurst to Arden, where Andy's
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parents lived, was fifty wmiles. Starting at
three o'clock, the train reached Arden station
at five.

As Andy stepped on the platform he =saw
Roland Hunter, the gon of a neighbor.

“ How are vou, Andy? " said Reland, with a
cheerful greeting. “ How do you happen to
be coming home? I8 it vacation?”

“ Noj I was summoned home by a telegram.
Is—are they all well at home? ™

“Yes, so far as T know.”

Andy breathed a sigh of relief.

“Tam glad of that,” he said. “T was afraid
gome one in the fmml;. might be gick.”

“T don’t think so. T would have heard,
living 80 near.”

“ Father ig well, then?”

“Come to think of it, I heard he had a bad
headache.”

“ At any rate, it 1bﬂ"t anything serions, Are
you going home? 1f you are, I'll walk along
with yon.”

“IWe can do better than that. I've got
punele's bugey on the other side of the depot.
T'll take you, bag and baggage.™

“Thank you, Roland. My hbag is rather
heavy, and as it is & mile to the house, 1 shall
be glad to accept yvour offer.”

“ Bundle in, fthen,” maid Roland, merri-



