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too much of any man, and you know I'm not
strong.”

Pankhurst  looked
Poindexter hurried on.
“ Kaiser Wilhelm will suit Price.” :
“Quite so!"” said Price promptly. ‘ Hip-

pip for the Mailed Fist!” :

* Micky Flynn can represent an Irish moon-
lighter.” : 1

** Faith, Puntpusher, it’s jokin’ ye are!”

**No, I'm not. With a beard and a shock
of hair and a shillelagh, you'll look the part
to the life. We shall want two more figures,
and I think Simpson and Gatty will do.
Simpson can make up as Nelson, and Gatty as
General Bobs.”

“ Good idea. But about the costumes?”

*We can hire the props at the costumier’s
in Clivebank.”

** And the paint?”

““Same place. They sell it, and they’ll tell
us what we want besides. We shall have to
get a little practice at making up, of course.”

** And when is it coming off ?”’ asked Pank-
hurst.

“Oh, you'll wash it off with hot water after
the exhibition !” S

“Ass! 1 mean, -when 1is the exhibition
coming off ¥

“ Why couldn’t you say o, then? Lemme
see, the Sixth are giving their rotten dramatic
show on Wednesday evening. The Head has
allowed them the hall to give it in, a_nd‘the
charge for the admission of the public is a
shilling a head. The Fifth have bespoke the
hall for Thursday, to give their rotten con-
juring stuff. We shall have to give our ex-
hibition on. Friday, I suppose. That will give
us time to get ready. The fund closes on
Saturday, so we shall be just in time.”

‘“Good ! And we'll only charge a shilling for
admission, and then we shall get a lot in, and
half-price to the lower Forms.”

**I guess so. It's a go, then?”

“ Rather I’

And the five
solemnly.

daggers at him.

juniors shook hands upon it

“The 3rd Chapter.

Crane and Cuffy Make Inquiries, with
Uapleasant Results to Themselves.

EDNESDAY afternoon was a half-

W holiday at Cliveden, and the fellows

were all pretty busy that afternoon.

The chums of the Fourth had their theatrical

“props” to get in for the proposed waxwork
exhibition. The Sixth had a last rehearsal of

- King Jobhn to give—only one act—and it was

a full-dress rehearsal, and other fellows were
admitted to ses it. The Fifth had the con-
juring entertainment to think about, which
they were giving on tho morrow.

. The Vicar of Clivebank took a lively in-
terest in all the proceedings, as was natural.

It was probable that the school would be able |

to contribute a considerable sum towards the

‘repairing fund, as the result of the entertain-
on the |

mengs;"" obody was to be :lc‘!{mhittedﬂ ]
“‘nod’’; every spectator wou ave to pay,
and i‘ﬁe’iw!mie“"rdg the takings were to goa{o
And it was, of course, a point of
honour with every Cliveden fellow to take a
ticket. Then all who chose to come from the
village afid the surrounding parts were wel-
come, and Trevelvan, the captain of Cliveden,
had inserted a notice in the local paper which
kad brought quite a brisk demand for tickets.

The Vicar of Clivebank, a fat, comfortable-
looking old gentleman, with white hair, and a
red face, came into the school that affernoon

with Dr. Rayne, and stopped to look at the
school notice-board. ;
‘'Ha,” exclaimed the Head of Cliveden,

“there is aomethi:zg'new here I’
The vicar stroked his fat chin, and read the

The most prominent was that of the Sixth
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Form, written in Trevelyan’s hand. It ran as

“On Wednesday, at 8 p.m. precisely, the
4th Act of King John will be represented by

lecture hall of the College, by the kind per-

served seats for the masters, 2s.. :
will be handed over to the Clivebank Church
Restoration Fund.

will be given in the lecture hall of the College,
by kind permission of the Principal, a Grand
and Unique Conjuring Entertainment, followed
by recitations by the Fifth Form.
1s. Come 1in your thousands!
to be handed over to the Clivebank Church
Restoration Fund.

in the handwriting of Lincoln G.

““Take Notice —On Friday evening will be
held at Cliveden, in the lecture hall, by kind

the Famous Cliveden Waxworks, under the
management of Lincoln G.
These
and look like human beings, and cannot be
told from the originals.

Form Dramatic Society, in the

Admission, 1s.; re-
All takings

the Principal.
‘“(Signed), H. TREVELYAN.”

t notice was written by Crane, of
and it was worded thusly:

!—On Thursday, at 8 p.m. precisely,

Admission,
All proceeds

““(Signed), H. Crang.”
me the notice posted up by the

of the Principal, an exhibition of

Pbindexter, of
wonderful waxworks move

Relations had been strained for a long time,
owing to the claim of the Fifth to fag the
Fourth, a claim which was so fiercely contested
by the Combine and the Old Firm, that the
Fifth had dropped it.

Crane and Cuffy marched off to No. 4 Study,
to see Lincoln G. Poindexter about that wax-
work exhibition. Crane kicked the door open,
and the Fifth Formers entered.

‘“Hallo!” exclaimed Crane, in astonishment.

He gazed at the scene before him in amaze-
ment. The study was littered with theatrical
costumes.  Dick Neville, before a glass, was
making-up his face with grease-paint. Micky
Flynn was affixing a huge, bushy moustache to
his upper lip. Poindexter was dabbing a flesh
tint on the countenance of Pankhurst.

“What the dickens does this mean?”
claimed Crane.

“ Get out'!”

What are you kids up to?”

ex-

about waxworks?"”

“Shunt !”’

“I'm not going till I——"

Poindexter jumped up.

“If we're going to have the trouble of kick-
ing you out——"

“You couldn’t kick out one half of us!”

“Come on, kids!” shouted Poindexter.
“We'll teach these rotters to come poking into
our study without knocking !”

Come and see! Ad.

ever was a call to arms more promptly
obeyed. Crane and Cuffy hit out as the Fourth-

THE FIFTH FORM'S CONJURING ENTERTAINMENT.
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The Yicar rose, but as he caught si
' broken watch back in his pocket.

‘‘(Signed), LixcoLNy G. POINDEXTER.”
me !”’ i

he remarked. ‘I have given the Fourth Form

they proposed

uite riﬁ'ht, quite right!”
“ But, rea
have obtained waxworks.”

““In any case, let them have their way,
my dear doeto:d -§4m9.,,_ » no harm.”

- The two old gentlemen walked on

S epevos rom?
- Where could they get waxworks from? |
- “They couldn’t get ’em from anywhere.” |
“I's s hoaxl” e
::ﬁ rank swin;inlal” d‘ =
nyway, we'll go an t %
Ctane.?f‘fﬂm iy o

‘rascals may be getting up to any time.

like to take tgo S 4

business if they
The feelin

W i

., and 6d. to boys of Forms lower
Fourth. Come in your millions.
and entertaining, instructive and
Any boy can safely bring his
this exhibition. - :

said the vicar. * The boys
taking the matter up in a good

I feel very grateful, Dr. Rayne.” ‘| 'them tight, kids!
The doctor nod{igd 3 4 e

don’t know about these wuworks,’—%
to use the hall on Friday evening, |

but I did not know the kind of entertainment |-
to give.. I would not willilfgl?r"'v_‘

enthusiasm in so good a cause——

ly, I do not see where they can .

they have hired some,”’ said the

the Fifth

- % Do you

1 go an said
re’s no telling what those ’ﬁ?lmg
lhey’d

s&aﬂs ~out of our qoxuurmg‘f'
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Formers rushed upon them, but five to two
were long odds. In a twinkling Crane and
Cuffy were on the floor, and pinned there by
the victorious juniors. . . -~ .

< Rescue, Fifth!” bawled Crane.

Poindexter slammed the door and turned the
key in the lock. - :
- ““No rescue this time,” he remarked. “ Hold
They’ve come poking into

| our dressing-room, and they can take the con-

‘sequences. What kind o.i a complexion do you

~you dare to put that stuff on my face
_“Here you are,” said Poindexter, dabbing
rouge on the furious countenance of the Fifth-
‘mer.  ““Hold the brute, chaps! = He’s

ng like an eel!” . 3 Sro b
ane wriggled like an eel, and fought like a
fﬁ’ﬂ‘.{'b‘i‘t it was no good. The red was dabbed
over

i

his face till he was glowing from his
is chin.
“@Good,” said Poindexter,
very good!
] ry awell for Flourishing
wl, the great red chief of the Pinkfeet
Now for the other rotter!”
alone!” roared Cuffy,
~—  Grrrrr!” e ¥
e did “g-rrrrr” as Poindexter stuck the
ease-paint into his open mouth, and thus
tually silenced - ‘his remonstrances, His
was dore up in white, and the effect was
P juniors yelled with
- There was a lond thumping on the door.
*“Are you in here, Cragoyg?” =
“Yes. Help!”
£ m’fhe door, you young scoundrels !’
: Bust it in!1” yelled Crane.
Wait a tick, Crane, I'll get help!” shouted

pass ve

=

“T'm not

g ‘ : | mean?” thundered the doctor.
Crane smashed up the Vicar's watch and turned almost cold when he discovered what he
done, *“And now, gentlemen, Mr. Crane will restore the watch to its owner,” piped Cuffy.
ght of Crane’s expression the smile died away. He put the
* Wonderful! " he said sarcastically.

s tow | with uch satistacts B e bim | N
and a few | With mu satisfaction—** 5
minutes later Crane and Cuffy of th You would

came by, and stopped to read the Fourth Form

% What rob{” exclaimed_-‘f/%;ei
Cuffy? Waxworks' It’s a hoax, of

e
Harrisoln c;ffthe Fifth, outside; and there way
a sound of footsteps s ing aw
ey ps scudding away down the
*“Outside with them!” said P,
guess their friends can have th
you come into a gentleman’s
knocking again, Craney?”

“Tl—I1

oindexter, 1
€m now, Wil
room  withoyt

; wring your beastly neck,
tinned-beef beast |” 7 5] e
“Ha, ha! Shove ’em out!”

The door was unlocked, and the
Formers bundled into the passage.
door was slammed and locked again
chums of the Fourth, chuckling,

two Fiftl.-
Then tha
, and the
continued

The 4th Chapter.

their work.
A Sceneby the Sixth |
RANE and Cuffy staggered to their
feet. Crane was as red as a beetroo,

@ Cuffy as pale as a sheet. They

looked at each other in speechless wrath.

“Come on!” yelled the voic ison
: ¢ e of H
in the distance. And thero was a rush :i"fl:gtn
and a crowd of Fifth-Formers came pouring up
'tIl‘ie passage towards No. 4 Study. ¢ Come onl‘v
hose youn 5Cé e got 5 ¢
Sty young rascals have got—— Great
. Harrison stopped in amazement
sxghl(iiof Ci'ane and Cuffy.
" My only hat! What have yo
faces?” he gasped. you Sl e
The Fifth-Formers stared, and an irresistible

roar of laughter rang th I
“Ha, ha,b ha!” i b

“Ho, ho, ho!”

Crane gritted his teath,

“You cackling idiots——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
. The sight of the beetroot-coloured face work-
ing as Crane talked was excruciatingly comical.
’1}‘leYFlfth:lI;‘ormers'roarcd with laughter,

* You silly asses!” roared Cuffy.

““Ha, ha, ha!” vl

“Oh, come along!” growled Crane. “Tet's
get this off.  Cackle away, you silly duffers,
till you %et & crick in the neck.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”’

The chiefs of the Fifth
"3 litde £ 1

\ little fat gentleman was coming up the
stairs, and he stopped and held up ﬁis Eahda
in amazed alarm, ;

“Mon blue! Vat is zat? Mon caill”

Crane and Cuffy did not deign to reply. They

as he caught

stalked away in

after them with his
his head. ; ATy

Crane was making a beelina for the nearest
lavatory to get cleaned, but it unfortunately
happened that the vicar and Dr. Rayne had
just looked in at Trevelyan’s study to see how
matters were going on, and, coming away,
they met the two Fifth-Formers face to face.

The vicar adjusted his glasses and stared. ..

_“Dear me!” he murmured. ‘“How exces-
sively peculiar!  Surely those cannot be the
natural complexions of those lads, doctor?”

e doctor’s brows contracted.

“ What does this masquerade mean?” he de-
manded sternly.  “Who are you? I cannos
recognise you.'” :

‘* If you please, sir, I'm Cranc——"

“And I’'m Cuffy .

“Of the Fifth. We——"

“We have been——"

‘ Painted—or——"’

“We are SOITy

“I ghould think

| stalked on, leaving Monsieur ' Friquet staring
B

eyes almost st

e

ry

ou were. What does this
Crane and Cuffy looked helplessly at ong.
another. Of course, it was impossible to
““peach” on the juniors. S
ut a Jight dawned upon the vicar’s mind.
““Ah, I understand!” he exclaimed, rubbing
his fat hands comprehensively. *These youths
have been making up for the representation!
Ha, ha!” ; s
“I did not know that——"" ; o
“It’s—it’s something to do with the enter-
tainment, you see, sir,”” said Crane eagerly.
That was strictly true; it was entirely owing
to the properties for the entertainment being
in No, 4 Study that the chums of the._%’;xgﬂv

€

bad been made up so artistically.
we've just been made-up like this——"
_““You must not go about the |
make-up on your faces,”’ said Dr.
sternly. “Don’t let this happen again 2
The two old gentlemen walked on, and Crane
and Cuffy gasped with relief. = -~ ..
“Thought that was g to be serious,’
gasped Crane. “We're well out of it Let's
8‘612 fil,l,is horrible stuff cleancd off, for mercy’s
sake 5

And they lost no time about it. Wkemﬁ

1"

had resumed their normal appear: o
repaired with a chosen party of the Fifth
o. Studg. There they attacked the d
ut it was locked and bolted on |

_and then they fled for their lives,
SRR T
aking no notice o ering
door, tge chums of the 9Fourth w‘:fkéd 2
Thsy were trying gﬁiy hands with the costumes -
an X R

at once as the Kaiser. - S
““Jolly good!” said Poindexter, at last:
think it will be a ripping success. Now

that stuff off and let’s have tea.”
In the absorbing interest of their ocoup

~




-

the chums had forgotten “teatime, and they
suddenly made the discovery that they were
ravenously hungry. Poindexter made the tea
and laid the table while the others removed the
rig-out. 5 :

] say, Poin, do you think Crane and Culfy
tumbled to the wheeze?” said Neville, as he
started on the sardines.

Poindexter shook his head.

#J think not. They thought we were just
making up, that’s all. The idea of palming off
Jive f(;.,llows as waxworks is rather deep, you

0W.

“ A lot of the fellows will tumble when the
exhibition comes off.”’

“Very likely ; but they’ll keep mum, and the
outsiders won’t know any better. There will
be a lot in from the village, and the farms
sound about. I’'m putting a notice in the local
paper, you know, which comes out to-morrow.
We shall have a crowd; and if any of our
* follows tumble, they’ll keep it dark.”

“] say,”’ remarked Pankhurst, rather ner-
vously, ‘I hepe the kids won’t stick pins into
me to see if I’'m real.”

“Ha, ha! Il make them
distance.”

“Mind you do! A sudden howl from one of
s, for instance, would give the show away.”

“Oh, I'd pass it off as ventriloquism!”
grinned Poindexter. “ Buck up with your tea,
or we shall be late for the Sixth Form Pifile
Society’s dramatie representation. Luckily,
we're excused prep for to-night.”

The chums of the Fourth came into the hall
in pretty good time for the theatricals, The
school lecture-hall was pretty well filled. The
dais ‘at the end was used as a stage, and part
of it partitioned off with scenes. There had
been some difficulty with the curtain, but it
had been arranged, and the boys, as they
poured into the hall, had -a view of a more or
less artistic picture of Naiads bathing in a
sylvan stream.

The masters were mnot there yet, the seats
being reserved; but the unreserved seats were

4 filling fast. The five found places, and as eight
4 o'clock struck, the masters came in, then the
~ curtain went up.

keep their

At all events, it started to go up, but it went
up at only one side, the other remaining down, ' ¥

0 that the audience had only a partial view of
the stage.
“My hat!” murmured Pankhurst.
‘thing gone wrong with the works!”
Desperate efforts were made to drag the rest
of the curtain up. It was done at last, only
gle corner hanging down in a rumpled condi-
ion.
Phe scene shown was that of Prince Arthur’s
i in the 4th Act of King John!
as H rt de Burgh, and Courtland,
- ked very well; but the
eC as Hammond

“ Some-

and Higgs, of ti
1t is not our in g
. of the Sixth Form dramatic
L must have been good, because all
the front seats clapped and cheere
& heartily, and Dr. ayne and the v
applauded.
"~ But for those' circumstances, some of the
audience might have thought that it was bad.
‘The Combine and the Old Firm applauded, too,
L but, as Poindexter remarked, they were not
| applauding the acting.
““These chaps don’t now how to do things,”
Poindexter remarked. ‘ But we ought to
| encourage them, and they’ll make greater
4 efforts in the future. They don’t do things in
1 our style, of course. But we ought to encourage
4 the Sixth.” -
" “@ood!” grinned Pankhurst. *‘ I'd like them
* 1o hear you say so! But it’s quite true. Let’s
-4 applaud for aYl we’re worth. But, 1 say, did
. you ever see anything in all your natural so
absolutely rotten?”’ ;
“*No, Iydon’t think I ever did.”
“ It beats Chicago tinned beef for sheer rot.”
- “Trevelyan’s good,” said Neville. ““The
| rest are silly cuckoos. Let’s cheer the asses!”
The Fourth-Formers cheered the asses for
the good of the cause. The scene ﬁnally ended
" amid a scene of enthusiasm. The vicar clapped
because the fund ‘was beingb raised for his
church. The masters clapped beeause the cause
. was a noble one. The Sixth clapped because
_ the actors belonged to the Sixth. The Lower
- Form boys clapped because the Sixth clapped.
the outsiders ch'iped because everybody
else did, and they thought the vicar must
_sure.y know whether the performance ought to
: ‘be‘ulip ed or not. Consequently, there never
was such a clapping heard before within the
walls of Cliveden, and the blushing actors came
; malny times before the curtain to receive their

calls.
~“Awful piffle,” said Poindexter, as the
Shums went out of the hall with the crowd.
ess our waxworks will give that stuff the
dy knock.?

2

£

' —_—
- The 5th Chapter.”
The Fifth Form Entertainment.
NHE next day the Sixth Form Dramatic
| Society carried their heads very high.

_The scene from King John had been
to unbounded applause, and the Sixth

Teasons for that applause.

They went about, as Poindexter remarked,
a8 if they were a Seventh or Eighth
stead of a common or garden Sixth.
! *«;;:a%niﬁed at their cheek, and the Fifth
d heartily in_the sniffing.
and Cuffy seldom agreed with the
the Fourth in anything, but they did

o not likely to inquire too closely into t-he»

(13 - .2 > <
Dick Dasher’s Luck,” in “ The Boys’ Realm,” is a Great Success.
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’agree that the airs the Sixth put on over that |
dram:}txc performance were simply idiotic.

‘“ It’s brought in the ducats,” Poindexter re-
marked. “I hear that the fund has got in
:xb‘(jut five pounds over that piffle last night.””

Possibly,” said Neville, “ All the same, it
was rot.” :

“Rot!” chimed in Crane, who was standing
near, forgetting his enmity towards No.
Study in his excitement on the subject. *‘Rot!
I should say so! We cheered, of course, to
help the poor rotters out. But wait till we give
our entertainment this evening, and we’ll show
Cliveden what an entertainment is.”

“ Wait till you see our waxworks.”

‘Your waxworks! Rubbish!”

« They’ll beat your rotten conjuring.”

You haven’t got any waxworks, and if you |
had, they wouldn’t come anything near our
show,” said Crane warmly. * You're talking
out of the back of your head.”

“Rats! We’ll come to-night, just to en-
courage you.”
yot.lire looking for

a thick ear,

“If you're looking for another coat of paint,
Craney——"

Crane looked round, and saw that the odds
were against him, so he swallowed his wrath
and strode away. Poindexter chuckled.

“1 guess his show will be awful rot,” he re-
marked.  “ It remains for the Fourth Form to
show what the school can do in the entertaining
line. Let ’em wait.”

Prompt to time that evening the chums ot
the Fourth were in the hall for the Fifth Form
show. 2

There was no curtain te worry the per-
formers this evening, the stage being open to
the view. Crane and Cuffy, in evening-dress,
were there to give their conjuring tricks, and
the hall was very full. All Cliveden had come,
and many from Clivebank and the countryside.
The vicar was there, of ecourse, and he had
brought his wife and daughter. The per-

*

as Rupert de Burgh, and Courtland, as Prince

formers had nothing to complain of in their
audience, a numerous one, and quite ready to
applaud whatever was done on the stage, good,
bad, or indifferent. . :
But the conjurers were nervous. - 3
Crane asked for a watch to perform the’
ancient trick of smashing it up, and then re-s
storing it intact.to the owner. : :
The vicar, with an expansive smile, handed:
up an enormous silver watch. It was a watch
wrl)cnich,‘ to judge from its bulk and appearance,
had been in the vicar’s family for years, if not
for generations. Crane took it with a bow,
and the trick proceeded. S
Something went wrorg. Afterwards, Crang|
could not quite explain how it was. He blamed

Crane blamed Cuffy, it was impossible to tell.

went wrong, for Crane did not smash up a
bogus watch ‘and- then Testore the vicar’s time- |
piece with the usual flourish. He smashed up:
the vicar's watch, and turned almost cold when-

smashing mechanically, wondering what on
earth he should do, ané the audience clapped.
He had so evidently broken up the vicar’s
watch, that even the chums of the Fourth were:
im;:reséed'. ' s >
“Well, that's cute of Crancy,” said Poin-
doxter. “I guess he would have taken me in.
T’d swear that was the real watch he was:
smashing.’ ; : 3
. Andg now, gentlemen, Mr. Crane will
réstore the watch to its owner,” piped Cufty.
Tho vicar rose with a smile still on his face.
‘But as he caught sight of Crane’s expression,

- THE SIXTH FORM'S DRAMATIC ENTERTAINMENT.

The curtain went up at last, only one corner hanging down
scene shown was that of Prince Arthur’s prison in the fourth act of “King

easily recognised as Hammond and Higgs of the Sixth.

Cuffy. But as Cuffy blamed Crane as much a$f.
which was in fault. But certainly something{ <

Fie discovered what he had done. He ywent on |

the smile died away. He held out his hand.
Crane, turning quite pale, placed the smashed
watch in it. The vicar’s face was a study.

““ This—this—this is my watch!” he mur-
mured. : {
“Ye-e-0-e5, sir,” said Crane, ‘‘Something

went wrong. I—I think I—*

The vicar’s feelings when he saw the wreck
of the family timepiece may be imagined. But
he proved himself an old sport, as Crane said
afterwards. He put the broken watch quickly
in his pocket, and worked up a smile.

‘“Wonderful I”” he said.

The audience did not see the broken watch,
or detect the sarcastic inflection in the vicar’s
voico Only a few near the vicar knew the
truth. Crane’s ears were burning as he
listened to the applause and clapping.

Fortunately the entertainment improved as
the-conjurors regained their nerve. It ended
amid cheers, and then the recitations began.
The conjuring, the chums of the Fourth had
decided, was rot. They came to the conclusion
that tho recitations were the same, only more
50.

“The Charge of the Light Brigade,” recited
by a fellow who forgot half the words, and
‘““Kissing Cup’s Race,” by a Fifth-Former,
who forgot three-quarters of it, did not have
an exhilarating effect upon the audience.

They began to melt away. When Harrison
gave ‘‘Casabianca,”” the hall was half empty.
When he finished it, only a dozemn people
remained.

Then Crane came on to give “ The Women of
Mumbles’ Head,” and the doctor and the viear
retreated quietly. Crane finished, and awoke
to the fact that only the Combine and the Old
Firm remained in the hall. :

“Go on!” said Pankhurst encouragingly.
“ We're going to stick it out to the end, if it
kills us!” ;

“ Keep it going,” said Poindexter. *"They’'ve
all gone but us, but we're game.” :

It was Cuff’s turn next, with ‘“The Heroic

=

9«’%3@

the mmlereu yme’

thur, looked very well, but
Fireman.”. The comrades stood it out man-
fully, and waited for the next. Bingham was
the next on the programme, wit “Kigg
Robert of Sicily.”” The chums of the Fourt
.waited, but he did not appear. They shouted
for him, but he did not come. 4
“M’;y:. hat!” said Pankhurst. * They're
gone. When even

ne.’ :
g?The Fifth were indeed 3
their own Form-fellows could not stand it, they
felt it would not do to go on. The rest of the
recitations remained unrecited, and the chums
:of the Fourth marched out of the hall.
““Waal,” said Poindexter, *‘I guess we shall
' knock that show, kids.”” :
And the others “‘ guessed ”’ the same,

————

The 6th Chapter.

~ The Waxworks.
- HE following day was a busy one for the
4}  chums of the Fourth. The waxworks
44 - were to appear at eight in the even-
-ing,
"Pogimdexter, as manager and master of the
| geremonijes. Simpson and Gatty had to be

“driven to constant rehearsals of their parts in
the intervals between school work, and, of

= ~
e

stand still in the style of living pictures.
e the juniors fotund that bard. One would
| shift, or twist, or sniff, or sneeze every few
‘moments, They were almost the despair of
Poindexter, but he stuck to it D :

And, indeed, after some practice. the

and most of the work fell wupon |

course, the hardest part was to make them

youngsters did very well. Poindexter pro-
mised to keep the audience as far away from
them as he could, but it was certain that most
of the spectators would want to see the wax-
works close at hand. 4 2

“You must simply stick it out,” said Poin-
dexter. ‘Do your best, that’s. all. Mind you
don’t forget what my signals mean when
make them. You look ripping in that giddy
toga, Panky—you do, really!”

Pankhurst drew up his draped figure. Hd
rather fancied himself as Julius Cezsar. z
“And you're all right as Nap,” said Poin-
dexter, turning to Neville. “ Remember about
the fist in the coalt, Don’t sneeze if you can
help it.”

“Right you are.”

“Youw’ll have to put on cloaks fo get down
to the hall without being spotted,” =aid the
American chum. “ We’ll get into the hall by
the entrance at the upper end, from the pas-
sage, so we're mot likely to be spotied. It's
getting near the time.”

~ Young Trimble tapped at the door, and came
in.
‘“ Ready, Poindexter?”

“Yes. Have you got the rattle?”

‘‘ Here you are,” said Trimble, producing it.
*“1 know what I've got to do. I say, you've
made up their faces wonderfully. Anyhody
would think they were wax.”’

Trimble spoke trulf. The make-up and the
costumes were equally good, and Poindexter
was pardonably proud of his work.

‘“Are they going into the hell, Trimble?”.
asked the American chum,

Trimble grinned.

“Rather! They're going in in crowds.
There are a lot of people from Clivebank, and
some from the town. All the school will be
there, too.”

“Good! We'll give them a good show.”

‘“ Most of the fellows don’t believe there are
any waxworks,” said Trimble. “Of course,
I've kept mum. They'll soon see for them-
selves.”

Trimble was right there. Scepticism as to
the reality of the waxworks was very rife in
the school. Some of the fellows even declared
that the whole thing was a gigantic hoax of
No. 4 Study, but others pointed to the fact
that Poindexter had certainly obtained the
Head’s permission to use the lecture-hall, and
that the notice could hardly have been put
upon the board if the Fourth-Formers intended
nothing to come of it.

There was a great deal of curiosity on the
subject, and quite a scramble for seats. The
hall was filled by a quarter to eight, and
fellows were still dropping in. A good many
people had to stand. Tt was pretty clear that,
from the financial point of view at least, the
waxwork exhibition would be a suceess, >

The audience watched the clock. The cur-
tain was down upon the stage. Poihdexier
was too businesslike to keep his audience wait-
ing a minute after the appointed time,

Promptly as the school clock rang out the
hour of eight the curtain went up. The cur-
‘tain worked well this time. It went up with-
out a hitch, and the scene prepared by the
chums of the Fourth ¥as disclosed.

There was a murmur of admiration in the
hall. The scene was really a striking one.
Poindexter, in evening-dress, with a gorgeous
waistcoat, and a rose in his button-hele, stood
as cool as a cucumber. The boy from Chicago
had never been known to lose his merve, and
he was ‘‘ all there’ now. Vo

Young Trimble stood at the back of the
stage, looking rather self-conscious. Set out in
a row facing the audience were the waxworks.

l “Good!” exclaimed a score of voices.

They were really good. There was Napcleon,
in coat and cocked hat, his arms gglded,
his features bearing a striking resemblance to
the portraits of the great Corsican. There was
Julius Cwmsar, in toga Yfrete, with severs
features and a wreathed brow, looking as
natural as life. There were Nelson and Lor
Roberts, Kaiser William of Germany, and an
Irish moonlighter. Six waxwork figures, all of
the best.

“‘Ladies and gentlemen,” said Lincoln G.
Poindexter, advaneing to the front of the stage,
“you here behold the famous Cliveden wax-
works, the pride and glory of this ancient
ooxlg:g'e, which have performed—I mean, be
exhibited before the crowned heads
E\:rcﬁqe and America——"’ > ; 3

“How many crowned heads in America?”
%axig out Crane’s voice from the body of the

al :

Poindexter ignored the frivolous question.

““ They are now exhibited, positively for this
night only, for the beneﬁtofthcf;m% WIF:
w object you are all acquainted,’ said
Poindexter. 3 .

‘“ Hear, hear!™ { ey

“You will understand,”” went on the show-
man, ‘‘that these are not common or garden
- waxworks. ' When wound uj &hej move like .
real human beings, and by the aid of my won-
derful gift-.of ventriloquism—ahem !—I can
make them speak in voices that sound per-
feotly patarals? L Te s - F R

“Bravo!l” 5
x!’

T b Sibeed toput it 4o Hekpeek s
R ple ‘put it to the prooi ior.
the satisfaction of the audience,”: said Peoin-
dexter. _“Any gentleman who doubis the
reality of the exhibition has only to get up om
his hind legs, and look, 1 gs.f!~\" S ¥ ey
look

“May Oi conre on and loc
measter?”’ he inquired. :

A fat, country lad rose ‘his'seat, = ..
23 - at them eclose,
Poindexter frowned.. et 2 g

1
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"If You'd Like a Half-Guinea Watch Cheap, Sece Next Week’s Number.

“T am afraid you will obstruct the view of

the audience—-' s

**No, he won’t!” said Crane and Cuffy, who
sab just belnnd the country youth. ““Let him
come on! Why shouldn't he? Go on, kid!"”

“ (Certainly, if you like.”

Poindexter had to consent. - The country
vouth advanced upon the dais, looking very
red, but quite resolved to examine the wax-
works closely, and satisfy himself.

He looked at Napoleon. Napoleon kept an
absolutely unmoved face, staring straight
before him at the audience, ‘and the country
youth was satisfied.

He passed on to Juliug Ceesar, and thought
he detected a slight twitchof the Roman’s eye-
lid. His hand went closer to the waxwork,
with a pin in it. The next moment there was
a terrific yell that nearly made fhe countryman
jump out of his

He stared at t.he ﬁgure Pankhurst had re-
covered his coolness in a second, and he was
still staring straight before him, his hand half
ralaed as if to a dress the Senate.

“Whoi, he be—""

“Ladxes and gentlemen,” said Poindexter
blandly, “you see there the wonderful ven-
t.rxloqmsm of which I told you. I ask you can-
didly whether that howl did not sound as if it

roceeded from the throat of the waxwork

gure? 7

*“It did indeed!” said Dr. Rayne, smilmg.

‘‘ Wonderful | " gasped the vicar. * This is
indeed marvellous. Such skill in the difficult
art of ventriloquism is exceedingly rare in a
lad so very young.

The doctor smxled but did not reply.

*Bravo?!” shouted the audience.

£ But measter,” began the country youth,
gaping ‘at Poindexter—* but——

Poindexter hustled him off.

“You are interrupting the proceedings!” he
said severely. “You've satisfied yourself, und
now sit down, and don’t obstruct the view.’

And the countrv youth subsided.

= Thev real flesh and blood, feyther, I
believe I ” he confided to an old £armer sitting
next to him.

The farmer sniffed the sm&' of
knowledge.

£ Thee beest a vool, Garge!” he replied.
“Did thee ever see a hummg being with such
a face as that? It's very good, for a waxwork,
but 1t nothin’ like a real huming face, my

and he

superior

Julms Cesar heard the remark,
fooked daggers at his frank eritic.

The farmer g as he saw it.

“The thing’s beweitched!” he muttered.
“I i swear I saw it's face move!”

a, ha, ha!” shouted Crane and Cuffy.

“ Good old waxworks! There’s a lot of hanky-

panky about them, I fancy.”

¢ Ladies and gentlemen——""

¢ You've said that before.”
“The exhibition of the wonderful mechanical
waxworks will now proceed——""
“Let her rip!
“Boy!” Trimble did
Wind the waxworks!”
“ Are you talking to me, Poindexter?”
“Yes. Wind the waxworks.”
“What do you mean by calling me boy?
I'm in the same Form as you are, and——""
“ Wind the waxworks!"” hissed Poindexter.
And Trimble rather sulkily obeyed.

The 7th Chapter-
The Fourth Form Takes the Cake.
THE audience looked on with deep and

intense interest as Poindexter gave his

instructions to Trimble. The latter
moved behind the waxworks, starting with
Napoleon. He made a noise with the rattle,
keeping the latter well out of sight of the
audience.

There was a gasp of amazement from the
people in front.

Napoleon withdrew his hand slowly from the
breast of his coat, and raised it as if to screen
his eyes from the light, in the well-known
Napoleonic attitude.

“ Wonderful I

“ Bravo!”

¢ Splendid !’

Most of the Cliveden fellows in the hall
looked sceptical. They smelt a rat, so to speak.
But they were too loyal to give the game away.
They cheered and the rest of the audience
took it all in good faith. There were over a
hundred strangers present, and to them the
waxworks were waxworks, whatever they were
to the boys of Cliveden.

“Boy!  Wind up the next figure!” said
Poindexter, with a wave of the
hand.

Trimble stepped behind Julius
Cwmsar, and the rattle rattled
again, The spectators watched
with great interest,

. J uhlus C}zles:;]r I%wereg his c;):;nd-
orical right hand, and grip;

his sword, and slowly and
solemnly drew it from the scab-

rd,

«Wonderful 1

Napoleon was standing shad-
ing his eyes, Julius Cesar with
his aword in the air, motionless
as statues—or waxworks !
wind up the next

not move. ‘ Boy!

C

Trimble went to Lord Roberts “Flowers gro
and wound him up, * Bobs rmsed -~

his hand in salute to the audience, who cheered
again,

S0 on with Kaiser William, and Nelson.
Kaiser William raised a fist in the air, upon
which was an enormous steel gauntlet, and the

people laughed. Nelson put his telescope to
his blind eve, and they cheered.

Then Trimble came to the Irish moonlighter.

He gave an extra loud rattle, and the moon-
lighter” was observed to give a start. Poin-
dexter looked daggers at him, and then, to the
amazement of the spectators, the moonhghtcr
spoke apologetically.

“Sure, and it's sorey I am, Puntpusher, but
the baste startled me intirely, so hc did!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crane. ‘“Good old
I\IlCI\V I‘l\nn'

“Sure, and it’s sorry I am——’
¢ Shut up, you fool!” hissed Pomdoxtor. for-

”

getiing himself for a moment. *You utter
ass——"
“ Who are you calling an ass——"
 Silence !’

“That’s all very well—""

“Ladies and gentlemen said Poindexter
hurriedly, “ this is the climax of the show, the
dialogue between myself and the w axwork
ﬁgure, conducted by means of my ventrilo-
quism.’

‘“ Arrah, and sure——""

“Hold your tongue, you silly fathead!”
whispered Kaiser William, bending a little to-
wards the moonlighter. . “ Don't you——"

*““Sure, and I'm not going to be called a fat-
head by any kid in No. 10 Study! What do
ye mane by it mtoxrelv P

¢ Shut up——""

‘“ Rats to you!s “ ho are you talking to?”

“You silly ass!”” whispered Julius Casar.

‘“ Arrah, and are ye startin’ too; intoirely!
Sure and——"

8@

(See our om’m‘%;ﬁ;ﬁt

Poindexter gripped the unruly waxwork by
the shoulder.

The audience were nearly in
convulsions by this time, Micky’s
unguarded speeches had- com-
pletel) iven the show away.

They rolled in their seats, and
simply howled at the sight of
Poindexter’s frantic efforts to
atﬂ‘ keep up appearances.

“Dear me!” said the vicar.
“l'll"l{ey are living persons after
a

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Crane
and Culffy.

Pomdext.er shook the ebstinate
moonlighter violently
“Will youshut up‘ " he panted.

't you see——""

Kaiser William brought down

_'md I can’t see why

x
the gauntlet with a thump u icky”
and stopped him, P pon Mgy

‘1\‘4\\1111 \io]u shut up?”

icky Flynn staggered for a
theut he \iveut forllxmser William. m’I?}?; ;t ki
went with a crash to the floor, and moon.
lighter’s shillelagh followed it. Thexﬂze audi-
s‘nce had tlffxc(:mexpectod treat of beholdm%l
tmperor of Germany in close
Irish moonlighter. 4 e
‘“ Buck up, Tipperary !”
‘I;Lot h{gl;x lllla.ve it, Bill!” 3
aiser William hurled the moonlight
agd sat on his chest. That was mor% tl::nd?)v:ck 3
Neville could stand. The hilarity of the &
audience was increased by the sight of Na leon :
Bonaparte sexsz Kaiser William b
shoulders to drag him off. It was time fzt
other member of the Old Firm to chip in and 3
Pankhurst lost no time about it. He col'lared-
Dick Neville, and Napoleon and Julius Cresar
went rolling on the floor together.

Poindexter looked on in utter dxsmay, 80 did
Nelson and Lord Roberts. The noise was ter
rible, The long-suppressed rivalry between tho
two parties in the Fourth ady roken out
again, more furiously than ever, and there was 3
no stopping the combat. omdexter ran
down the curtain, and the scene was shut o
from view at last.

The audience were almost in hysterics,

Even the Head was laughing, even the vicar
was cackling away, and the tears were tunnmg
down almost every face. Crane and Cufty Y
were. screaming, and throughout the hall rose
wave on wave of laughter.

The show was ov er nothing more was tobe
seen, though sounds of stn%e could still be
heard behind the scenes. The audience dis: -
persed; and utterly as the waxwork show had |
been given away, they all agreed that the
Fourth Form entertainment had knocked the ®
previous ones completely—though in rather an
unexpecbed manner,

“Tt was all through ]ommg with thoae klds :
in No. 10 Study,” said Neville afterwards, as
he wiped off the grease-paint and bathed
black eye. ‘‘ We might have known that they ‘
would muck it all up!” —’

‘“Bure, and we might intoirely "’ said Mkcky
Flynn, who was far from admitting that he was -
the cause of the disaster. 3

* Never mind,” grinned Pankhurst. * Every-
body says it's the best show they've seen for a
long time, and so long as it was a Aucoess one
way or another, we needn’t g We've
taken the cake, ‘and that’s eno

®
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(““Philpot’s Plot "—another Cliveden story—
next week.)

THE IR®

A Story of Nelson Lee

Conclusaon.
RACK!
A revolvar ba.rked—xt was Nelson
Lee’s— and & bullet struck Herman
on the right wrist, shattering the bone.

d towards e with the

im, Paul Herman. swiftly
yped down, picked up the revolver with his
ind, and clapped the muzzle to his own

Like an arrow from a bow, Nelson Lee leaped
forward. But he was too late. Ere he could
_ Paul Herm&ns side t,he latter’s ﬁnger

at Nelson Lee’s feet, was all that
hhe ‘former chiof of bho Lsagne of the

The bredkdown of the

e rest
boat’s engines had ] roved to be &
;gan andusoongsthe storm vﬂabateg

Wwd by a nquad of bluejackets,
ien rowed ashore? and had been o’n their
- to Paul Herman’s house—which they had

boa.t‘ hen

‘.gmsteat

SDDODSSODDOSDIODDOPPODDDDELLLILIILKICecrcceee :

wha;ﬁaémgihnpknmﬁtéppaﬂ'the o=
‘ staggered

“| be as indisputabl

| ever you are
men flatter y%@gn&
| Paul - Herman to

. lxvel on the alt;
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N HAND, .

By Maxwell Scott.

was accorded to the two young lovers by Press
and public alike was hardly legs enthusiastioc
than that accorded to Nelson Lee and Nipper.
Within a week of their return they were married |
special license in the parish church of Moscar,
clson Lee acting as *‘ best man.” In one respect |
marriage created a record, for it was the
iding in the history of the world when
oride Gnd bnd
The mrshx

ip.
of course, was Donald’s, wlnch

and recovered, after many adventures, by Nelson
Lee and N% As everybody knows, the
airship was a erwards purchased by the British
Government, and will shortly be reinforced
a second vessel of similar construction,
which Donald is now engaged, and which is
rapidly approaching completion.

“ And with these two airships at her com-

mand,” as the Prime Minister said in a speech
which he delivered only a day or two before
these lines were written, ‘“ Great Britain will

now misfress o sea.”

Donald and his wife, together with & bab;
son who bears the names of * Nelson' ewrmz
Mackenzie Stuart,” now live at Moscar Grange,
Nelson Lee and N Ker are frequent and welcome
visitors there, and whenever they go to the Graﬁ‘
‘they invariably pay a visit to the v‘xllage ¢hurch-
yard, where two graves nestle side
oné bearing the inscription  Colin Mackenzie
and the other * O’Brien.”

“Two of the best and bravest men I oven)

knew,” says Nelson Lee, to Nipper, as they | |

stand with | heads beside the graves. ** When-
to feel conoeﬂsed——whenevet
you played in brin|

xoe—whenever you

the League of the Iron Hand—think of
two graves in this quiet churchyard, and romember.
that it is to these two mon, who & their
a.r of duty, that the greater portion.

of the glory is due.”

‘Which, if nof:quxtetmel
istic of the mndestfy “self-humility of the |
mm’re of modern times, :

mm m
(IIW Mm to our K’uw Mal Story, entitled

““Cornish Grit,” which is commencing to-day,
‘and which Your Editor “certain yort will

is eminently character-

i

thoroughly enjoy.)

‘00m departed for thexr_‘

had been sto en by the League of the Iron Hand |

i gnef had partially crazed the girl.

m:atressof thea?rushem :

ysldA,'

-them “praising me for my share in r<=.uaukmtgl up |

: to%e%y.

The Curtain Falls.
0, uncle—no!” cried Hetty in a
strange, choking voice, *“ Not the
last time. No, I am coming here

o?ce again to fetch you away from this dreadful
place.’

Old Higgins shook his head.

<

4., . She .don’t understand,” he said faintly.
| “Tell her, some un, l‘?!lease----l“ can’t. She
don’t understand,

don t understand, upcle ! ”
“You are saved —saved !

._“No, it’s you svho
'Hetty interrupted.
Reprieved ! ”

But Higgins still shook his head and looked
‘pained and alarmed. Plainly, he thought that
Even the old
lain seemed astounded and distressed.
en Sexton Blake ste?ped into the light, a

look of calm joy upon his features. °
“Yes ; it is quite ttue," he said. * You are
reprieved, Mr, you may be sure

that your release will esseedﬂy follow."”

The old coster stared at him in blank won.der,
and the detective hastened to add :

“The real murderer of Inspector Salt—John
Roker, otherwise Dirk the But cher—has fully
confessed; and that with his last breath, for he is
already beyond reach of earthly justice.”
was quite true. Dirk the Butcher had

} f both greatest crimes—the

inbpwbot ‘Salt and of Nathan Flint.
‘Blake md Forsyth madé prompt use of this con-
fomon‘t»o obtain an instant tepneve for the con-
ed man, afterwards h mm ﬁo

‘ —&‘*,:";' St 20
8 pardon spee; set ‘
ﬁee. But he did not retumyto coster hfe.

ﬂew Merﬁon at present shares his home, but
ﬂx‘e day i8 not far distant when she will be leaving
it to become the wife of the Honourable Bertie
Mrs. Mawker, who, in spite of all«
blunders, was still eenderly attached

o t?);iﬂg Bltixoohe oL

- Of course, the Butoher’s confession at once
| disposed of tme against Jess Flint, and she

was at once r 5
the same girl again; and

>>»>>>»>>»>’>>>>>>>§@(((((((@(@é(@@@@(@ ¢

E COST

A Rousing Story of the East End and Detective Life.
%2 §°>°>>§°>§°>§°>>§°>>>>>>§§<€<°<€°<°€°<’ RIILRCRREEK

died} tlm‘l; very afternoon, but not without full |

e |

gniét eonntry oottage he now passcs a peaceful |

ER KING.

she became quxet gentle, and subdued.
Shanksy, whom she married not - ago,
her an excellent wife, and we hear they ar l'lomx
well in the mgrocery line.
Portland Bill and his son, Huckey the
did not get the reward for which they so
schemed, but the Government generously gavs.
tbem aome else a little later in ¢

i g
ment ﬁg“: whxchmnved his nickname.
Huckey was sent to a reformatory, whers i
to be hoped he will develop into better stuff than
he did amid the squalid scenes of the East End.
Hetty Merton came into her i (

Sir Charles Morton’s will in due coun

*“ Coster’s Mile” is now part of het M
property.
costers have long been back on their ¢
pitch, for with hthe death at”Jpswh Pounce
opposition of the borough :
lapsed. <

ut they

Cosberland before making
the scene of their long labours. -

This was at the grand banquet ngeg« ‘
coster friends by Je% Stubbs 8
cpemng of the new Moke and ]

- Hetty n at het own cost.

The was a big suc >
ﬁmﬂawﬂm was in the u!mthth
a8 Jiwe. Tinker occupied & p!‘ominént place at ¢k
table.
Sexton Blake made a telling mblo
coster lingo, and then, for the ﬁm tm
his true identity. : :

8he was never
“be called "ql‘uzh ting Jess” ’ no more, for




