April 14

READ OU R BOY SCO UT STO RY PAGE [ == wi ]
ABOUT G20 | vk

d/

EVERY BOY'S AND YOUNG MANS
STORY AND HOBBY PAPER.

i, V.  EVERY WEDNESDAYL.ONE PENNY,  Wree Evouno Avam 11, 1908

I

T
/

/) A
7 4 V e
9/ Q1Y

% \if
/4 \aK
‘P i

e e el

tween two policemen, Then Blake sprang. farward, white a5 a sheet, and pointed to the central gcoup, ¢ '
be released!” he cried. *He’s ‘innocent, aud.il-un' prove itl” _— o FPaCI, st
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- The_Drudge of Scruby Hall,” in “The Boys’ Real

The 1st Chapter.

g Good Samaritans!

chum in the Fourth Form at Cliveden,
gave a gadden start.

H INCCLN G. POINDEXTER, the American
T gay, kids ! What was that?

k- 3 rassage towards their study, No. 4 on
,., 3 .zllgn%;[l:zrlcorridm' at Cliveden. A sound frqrn
e behind a closed study door had caught Poin-
= Jexter's ear—a sound that made himn stop
‘suddenly.

Tt was the sound of a sob.

Poindexter was as hard as nails to an enemy,
and a pretty tough customer at any time, as
Pankhurst and Price of the Fourth had found to
‘their cost; but, all the same, he had a tender
heart, and a sound like that was sufficient to
awaken all his sympathy in a moment.

“ Did you hear it, kids ? )

“ Rather,” said Dick Noville. ‘‘ Somebody
* had a licking, I suppose, and turning on the tap
as a relief.”

“ 1t didn’t sound like that kind of a howl,”
Poindexter remarked thoughtfully, looking at
#he door-of the room from which the sound
thad proceeded. ** It’s Philpot’s study. Philpot
~ generally manages to wriggle out of lickings, too.
I wonder if anything is wrong with Cliveden’s
champion cad.” ¢
“Sure, and it's likely enough,” Micky Flynn
marked. * Faith, his dirthy tricks are bound
come home to roost some day, you know.”
Poindexter grinned.  But his face became grave
again in a moment.

. “There it is again !’
- It was another sob from the study. As Poin-
_ dexter had said, it did not sound like the kind
~of “howl ™ that relieved a junior’s feelings after
a licking, Tt sounded as if something serious
was the matter. The chums of the Fourth looked
at one another, and looked at the study door—
and hesitated.
_ They were not on good terms with Philpot.
Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn—the Cliveden
. Combine "—had had to come down heavily on
e cad of the Fourth on more than one occasion.
Ipot was not a pleasant character. He hated
| manly sports, and he had not the excuse of
g devoted to study. He almost preferred
ng to tellinz the truth, and was never known
follow a straight path if a crooked one was to
found. Ris disliﬁe of the Combine was very
and it was cordially repaid by the Fourth
orm chums.
Yet now that he seemed to be in trouble, the
ood-natured lads would wiilingly have helped
mif they could, cad as he undoubtedly was.

Can’t go in very well,” said Neville, shaking

hf&d-‘_ “If there’s anything the matter, he
ould think we had come to taunt him; he’s
@ enough to do'it himself.”

.1 guess so0.”
Faith, and sure he’s got himself to blame for
.mﬁt it is,”” Micky Flynn remarked, with

mviy
B
(o EUSS we'll seo what’s the matter, anyhow,”
-‘i’.l:‘l’!mdex'&_r. * I hate to see a fellow doubled
5 ld al“t trying to lend him a hand.”
L‘ e American chum tapped at the door.
°T® Was no reply from within.

i

30

r and looked into the study.
Pot who was in trouble. The cad
Was sitting at the table, his-elbows
o5 1t, his head in his hands. As the
ed ooked at him, he gave another sob,

2100k him from head to foot. All feelings
s © vanished from the breasts of the juniors

.tro saw that the boy was in trouble
P trouble—the severest flogging could not
for a :ob like that. What was

Philpot, 1 *
t had not heard the tap, nor had he heard
Pen. But Poindexter’s voice startled
3 ked ng suddenly. He showed a
. drawn, -stai
’s"the matter, old cf;:g ?t??r S

ut ! " muttered Philpot hoarsely.
Get ou 1 - Let: me‘“alone s
time the chums would not have

ltls_ther

b cling twice that th ; com

the they were unwelcome.
©a8¢ was unusual now. Instead of leave

indeed Phi
t the Fourth .

Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn were strolling |
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ing the study, they came further in, and Micky
Flynn quietly closed:the door.

“ What’s the matter; kid ?*’

“ Mind ‘your own business ! ”

Even at that Poindexter did not flinch. He
came closer to the junior. TPhilpot gave him
a bitter, savage look.

“You are going to stay! he muttered.
“ You enjoy this, of course. Stay, if you like;
[ can’t turn you out. I hate you!”

“That’s not the way to speak, Philly.”

“1 hate you! You've always been against
me—all three of you!” ;

“I guess we've been against your
tricks.”

¢ Faith, and we——

“Geot out of my study! You said that I
ought to be expelled from Cliveden. Well, I'm
going to be expelled now, so you can be satisfied.
Now leave me alone.”

The Combine stared at him in amazement.

“ You're going to be expelled 2>

“Yes. Don't say you're not glad,” said Phil-
pot bitterly. *‘ There’s not a fellow in this
colleze wouldn’t be glad to see my back.”

“ If that’s the case, it’s your own fault, Philpot.
Nobody ever got generally disliked without the
fault being in himself,” said the American chum
quictly. “‘ You know what I think of you and
your ways, anyhow. But if you're going to he
expelled, I'm sorry for you. Is it really as bad
as that ?

* Yes, it-is.”

* But has the doctor said-——"" :

*“The Head hasn't said anything yet.
doesn’t know.” >

“ Doesn’t know what ?

“What I've done. He'll know soon enough,
and then I shall be expelled. You ean go and
tell the whole Form, if you like. I don’t care.
I hate you all !”’

“ Don’t talk rot, Philpot!” said Poindexter
sharply.  If you really felt like that, yvou want
a good hiding : but I don’t believe you do. We

2

dirty
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He

haven’t come in here to crow over you, as you
If you're in trouble we’d like

seem to think.
to help you.”
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* Yes, rather,” said
Dick Neville, in his
straightforward, sincere
way.

“ Faith, and
thrue, although
bastely cad ye
Philly.”

Philpot stared at the
chums incredulously.

“ You’ve always been
my enemies,” he said.

“ Never mind that
now. What’s the
trouble ? I guess we'll
help you out of it if we
can.”

“ Faith, and we will.”

Philpot’s face
brightened up.

Hoe had evidently
deemed himself quite
friendless in his misery,
and the offer of aid
from the boys he had
always disliked and
several times injured,
came like & ray of light
in great darkness.

“¥You mean
Poindexter ?”’

“T guess so.”

You could help me, if you liked—you nore
than anybody else at Cliveden,” said Philpot
! eagerly.

Poindexter looked puzzled.

“ 1 don’t see how that can be.
How can T help you?”

‘ Because you're rich.”

The American chum stared at him.

“ You don’t mean to say it’s money——’

* Yes.”

“You are in want of money ? All this fuss
because you want—-—""

“You don’t understand. I owe Grahame, the
prefect, four pounds,” faltered Philpot.

* You—four pounds ! What on earth

¢ 1—T lost it on—on a horse.”

¢ And Grahame wants it back 27

“ Yeswes.” 5.

“ And you can’t pay it 2 ”’

T haven’t more than five bob in the world.”

“ But that’s nothing to howl over.
| understand a prefect lending a junior four pounds ;
| but if he did it, he ought to take the consequences
of being such a careless idiot. Tell him you can’t
pay. You're not afraid of his speaking to the
Head, I suppose ? Dr. Rayne would jump on
him for lending you the money.”

Philpot caught his breath.

“ You—you don’t understand, Poindexter.”

that’s
it’s a
are,
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But explain.
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“No, I don’t.” Poindexter looked at him
keenly. *1Is there something more behind
this 2’

“Ye-e-es.”

“ What is it ? ”

“JI—T borrowed the money of Grahame.”

“Well 277

‘ But—but Grahame——'

“Go.onl”

¢ Grahame doesn’t know !

4t was out at last. Philpot sank into his

chair again, and covered his face with his hands.
The Combine looked at one another, sufficiently
impressed now Ly the gravity of the case. It
was serious—more serious than they could have
imagined. Philpot was a thief !

3

THE
MERRY @)
MINSTRELS !

«Come right out of your little black feet—— 1 h:eaicome right out of your cabin sweet.”

" A yell of laughter interrupted the nervous singer.

| Poindexter, and he was getting mixed. *Go

- Neville paused in confusion. and he twanged away with might and main on the banjo,

N

\

Neville had not the nerve of Linceln G.
on, Brudder Sambo,” exclaimed Poindexter, as

{
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m,” is Vervaopular.
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The 2nd Chapter.

Poindexter’s Promise.

OINDEXTER was the first to break the
H? silence.

T understand now,” he said quietly.

Philpot sobbed miserably.

“ You mean that you stole the money fromv
Grahame.”

“ No, no, not that!’”’ moaned Philpot. “1I
knew where he kept it, you see, and I was quite
certain that Freezing Point was going to win—--""

““ Another of your dead certs, I suppose ? ”’ the
American chum remarked contemptuously.

“ 1 was told it was a dead cert by a man who
knows——"

“ But it lost-?”’

“Yes. Kidd says it was pulled——’

“ And you took four pounds of Grahame’s
money to lay on that horse ? ”

“ Ye-e-8, with Kidd the bookmaker.”

“ And there’s no chance of getting it back
again, I suppose "’

Philpot looked up in amazement.

“ (et money back from a bookmaker!” he
cjaculated.

“ Well, I guess it’s impossible.”

“ I should say it is.”

* Then, this is what it comes to—you borrowed,
as you call it, four pounds of Grahame’s money to
lay on Freezing Point, and the money’s gone, and
you can’t replace it.”

“T’ve got hardly five bob in the world.”

“ Your people——-"

Philpot shuddered.

“1f I asked my father for four pounds, he
would write to the Head and want to know what
was the matter. My people are not rich.”

“ H’m, that wouldn’t do!” said Poindexter,
looking perplexed.

Philpot gave him an entreating glance.

“ You're rich, Poindexter—and you’ve said
you'll help me——""

“ My father’s rich,” said Poindexter. * Bu
you don’t think I carry such a sum as four pounds
about with me, do you ? It’s as much as I have|
in a whole term, unless my governor gives me al
special tip for something. And at the present:
moment I certainly haven’t as much as ten
shillings in the world, and T owe some of that at

’

I can’t |

the tuck shop.”

Philpot moaned.

* Then it’s all up !

* I could raise half a sovereign by writing to my
| guardian,” said Dick Neville uncomfortably. * L
wouldn’t mind putting that in.”

“ What could you do, Micky ?” asked Poin-i
dexter.

Micky Flynn made a grimace.

According to his own account, Flynn was a
lineal descendant of the ancient kings of Ireland, |
but those royal gentlemen had left very little:

besides blood-royal to the Flynns of Ballyflynn,:
for Micky was always in a state of imj iosity.
That was, however, partly due to his reckless|

generosity' whenever he had any money. Nobody
ever asked of him in vain while his funds lasted.

‘“ Faith, and T'll fork out all I have!” he:
exclaimed. ‘§I’'m afraid it’s little, but I’m willing
to shove it in the hat.”

And he turned out his trousers’ pockets onj
Philpot’s table. Three pennies, a broken pen-
knife, a piece of sealing-wax with some jujubes|
clinging to it, a length of twine, a small pegtop,
and a fragment of milk chocolate—such was the:
wealth which the descendant of the Irish kings:
brought to light by a thorough and exacting:
search. Poindexter looked them over.

** Is that all, Micky ?

* That's all, me bhoy.”

again, and use that threepenco to start an acecount:
at the Bank of England,” said Poindexter. “ I'm!
afraid we can’t solve the dif with a busted:
penknife and a bit of sealing-wax.” i

“ Faith, a fellow can’t do more than his best,
Puntdodger.” . 3

Philpot was sitting white-faced and miserable.
The thought that Poindexter would have the,
money had brightened him up for a moment..
He knew that Poindexter’s *° popper” was a
Chicago millionaire.

But the brief hope was gone now !

Poindexter had not the money : and from thoi
trapsitory gleam the wretched lad sank at once'
into the depths of despair again. = -

Poindexter looked perplexed. =
He was determined to IMp Philpot ;- but Iy
do it was a puzzle. An appeal to Grabame was.

not to be thought of. Grahame was the most
unpopular prefect at Cliveden, and as hard as;
iron. He was of a ‘‘sporting” taste himself,
-and probably his bad example had in the first
place led Philpot into the wretched sih 6f gambling.
which had been followed by worse. But that:
would makasno difference to Grahame. If he
found his four pounds gone. he would make
Cliveden ring with his loss.  The Combine knew
Grahame well, and they did not even think of
trying to appease him. The money had to be|
replaced before the prefect discovered the loss.’
But how ? :

The juniors did not reflect upon one side of the’
matter. Philpot had not intended to steal thei
money ; they believed that. But the fact thati
he was a thief, whether he had intended: to:
replace the money or not—that was a serious.
aspect of the case. In their pity for the wretched|
culprit, the Combine had rather recklessly taken:
on the responsibility of hushing up his fault.
After all, if he were saved, this terrible experience
would be certain to be a lesson to him. :

But could he be saved ? e L/

Where was the money to come from ?

** Four pounds,” muttered Poindexter restlessly.:
* We can raise ten bob towards it. You ecan get
another ten by writing to your pater, Dick—""'

* There’s no time,” groaned Philpot, * even if}
it were any good. Grahame is certain to discover;

his Joss to-merrow, if not to-night.” s

“Then you can shove ’em into your pockets] -




632 There arc a Hundred Laughs in this Humorous Complete School Tale.

’ : | Nne wasn t ane .
“How's that 2 ™ you've just come to me. I've had a postal order | of Cliv eden e}ach tg:i:;h;;l twopence, and then de\tir qiui;tlx thinking of Carbury » said bl
“ He'd put the money aside in & drawer in his | from my mater.” Pﬂ“ﬂf‘d into the po: d- ¢ the telegraph desk, and ‘“ Where then ? * e
desk, to pay for a new camera he’s just ordered. | ° Good.” Poindexter stopp? 5 eii g (ﬁldpnf the holder “ Mliveden o shi
The man is going to brmg it over from Carbury * Yes, and if five bob would be any good to mmlﬁ lllﬂ?tl:ﬁwpen ol AR Dick and Micky stared at himinll -
; : o 1 . | - ) S
*Polndexter’s faco bicamo gravr " ¥ive bob,” snid Poindexter, his face falling. | The twanging of the bonjo outside bt 2o | P0G i g ooy
“ Then what on earth is to beclcum., ? " muttered | * Thalnkﬁ awfully, but—but we want four Eien;ei)o ‘ufi;nﬂ P;i r?uand N Lt sariides | “ Why not ?” ; ﬂt:
NE:? ﬂl%fe.ssed if I know!” po‘?lt:asbld Firm stared at them. soon. Poindexter dipped the pen in the ink o thﬂ :\}I{}r:;nl} Ol Noville "04 I
“ Paith, and sure it’s a puzzle intoirely.” “ You want four pounds !’ said Pankhurst in | wmte " he st T o e §
Philpot threw himself ff}rwurd his face on the | measured tones. “ How do ‘?“‘11 th:}nk Ti;ewflétqgn%]ﬁgﬂh?e h;d “ B HEth ]'m:hl I‘;‘q‘gﬂﬁﬂwlf‘mlaumﬁl Mic : E
table, shaking from head to foot wlth a passion of “ Yes, that's the figure.” asked, showing his chum baxtes darkia® * N Janius ye &!a, -
misery and terror. “And you think you may be able to written the message. } d it. “ Why nnt:, 9 | jin-
“1t’s all up ! Oh, what shall 1 do—what shall | borrow four pounds off a junior in the Fourth ?li k and Micky grinined as they rp?nur unds shall h{a i d}%muhec{ﬁtﬁﬂa:ed Pmndam i
Ido ? I shall be expelled ! What will my father | Form ? ,k said Pankhurst sarcastically. * Off & mgg&;nlzlﬂggl?;e ‘}121:0{;:11.wgfmf;:lfmpartgt ol T v Cln];de::na{;?o uld ¢ ii E i
ay * Oh, what shall I do ?” our rocker ? " e A y: 34 - W8 Are gane |
3 }'i'ha Combine looked at him in grim silence, B It’s awfully m-;pmmnt o S Short and sweet,” said \0‘%’1“{‘ f’ﬂ:ﬁg!;mi‘;ld“tlgfe (‘Iliartmmnent would by g F fo}
It was of no use then to say what was in their ** I'm afraid you won’t be able to work lt Punt- i Faith, and that’s thrue fm'l }’f‘r R SR B l;"; o g dﬁ know the m atr 5
minds—that if a fellow were dishonest, if he were | dodger. * You might ask the Head ; he’s about | I guess I can’t make 1t 1{11;.;.6 wortt | Mty 46 hﬁ I}Dthﬁ(;“d ,t“l & Spot where yp 1:* 7 mi
: Gaiiononsable, if. he mitered into blackguarchy { the only ;:iersonl atdClwaden i llkﬂly oo - : th?l g?;Zr?l?;;;;l;ﬁsx}sx::asijglt;T1n]1?;r£‘fr?:11napollte- I There’s no reason fvhvij:n ﬁﬁ:lt:'igﬂng " j b
R ve to pa our pounds to lend.” and 1t h ' : b o
§i5 fﬁam;;?ﬂl?; i}lﬁgﬁ?ﬁﬂﬁ Z:ﬁ:: 5 B0 0y . li)ﬂ{)ndektﬁr could not help Bmiling at the idea | ness, he w ouldn’t have any faith in my huql?f’qq l‘*}c‘ﬂhﬂﬂr hu}n est of ﬂltpﬂnw}s from the! Nioe ;Fﬁﬁ fﬂi
It was all true, but the harm was done now ; | of asking the head for & loan. ability. Then it would be all up with the ‘l”‘l“" }” Mge rom the seniors, if we give ‘ -.-' |
48 reproaches were not wanted ; a way out of the “ Joking, I suppose,”’ said Pankhurst. *° What pﬂllnd‘-“s This will feteh the tin 1f an}tlunﬂ' hed p lfiwl; 1 had ‘E R
S terrible difficulty was what was wanted. on earth do you want the money for 7 ° And why ‘““ Well, send it off, and let’s see.’ A EeTey Mlcke PT['?[.;?? had almost taken Dlﬁk’! o :E
i The school might be all the better for Philpot | don’t you wire to your popper for it. He'd | Poindexter wrote in the address, oin thi' }'t 0 *1 ) fﬂ“ ay at first, But e My
i being expelled, but that was not the question | send you some dollars down in a canned beef | Hotel (l‘et,itl lljfindznt:l and h?mlt}dﬂlﬂ' formn to the Ezmﬁin(:th riltnPt{}?n (;;\tti:‘u;e &vas ,I?;“'&mln b | ﬁ
‘08 ': oregot that he was the cad of the | tin in no time——" young lady behind the counter ai 8 Ve é& B 54
5 %?;rtth;Fa w{v;%. Form-fellow—a Cliveden junior “ No time,” said Poindexter. ‘' Must have the He paid for it, and it was ticked off, and thenghﬂ Olf the 1if1:‘fﬂu ﬂl'lpﬂt:iled to the juniors. ?Illl n Wi
: 3 in distrese—-that was all they thought of now. | tin to-day. Of course, I never supposed you'd | chums had an interval to fill . Thﬂ telegraphist | the GH*; method that could be hit mmel
: He must be helped—he must be saved ! DBut | have it—1I just asked you on the off chance. But | told them it would pmbﬂhhf be an hour or more l‘ﬂl:mg 115 1@ required nmnf}: r—;. -
Ay how ? every little helps, 80 we ‘Il scoop in that five bob before the reply came, and 1t was useless, to wait Well, are you game asked Poin . m
3 ““T am done for! Obh, what can T do ?” if you don’t mmd | in the post-office. r A,nf} Dick and ’\Ileky replied toget-lm, "y
40 The boy’s terror and despair were almost “ Here you are,”’ | They strolled out into the village street. The are! ‘ E Su
o hysterical. Poindexter laid a hand wupon hs Five bright shillings changed hands, and the | nigger minstrels had moved off further down, and mhlhat-:f Set'éllf‘d then. Let’s go to thepd jat
o shouldm —a strong, cmnfurtmg hand. Combine strolled away. Pankhurst and Price halted wutside the second-hand clothes’ dealer’s, | office now, and see if there’s an ansth -
o ‘ Buck up, Philpot. We'll sce you through.” | looked after them, and then stared at one another. and were making sweet music once more. For | wire, P
His The words were spoken upon a generous | The Old Firm were amazed. want of something better to do to fill in the time, ,_.;1 . th
. o8 impulse ; the means were as unknown as ever. “ Blessed if I know what to make of this,” said | the juniors joined the listening circle. Again The 5th Chaptcr. o
But Poindexter was so well known as a true and | Pankhurst at last. they saw a capful of coppers gathered in. A A M: o
48 honourable fellow at Cliveden that the words were - tha s0,” said Price. atrange gleam came into Poindexter’s eyos as he mateur 1nstrel;_ e ﬁ
Py - as the balm of comfort to the unhappy young “ They're up to something.” watched. HE Combine entered the villags e ~ Br
gamester. He raised his haggard face hopefully. o Looks like it.” “ Come away. you fellows,” he said abmc{:vtlv, office, and inquired for the aswe o} 4
¥ “ Do you mean that, Poindexter ? ™ “ What ‘on’ earth can Poindexter want four }.03311:‘1,., a mtuptl)a :}f penn;e? into the cap held out Lincoln 'O, Poindactais t-elagm, oA
et . 0, ounds for 7'’ or his contribution. B 1.
B 7 ]ﬁu? eﬂ:ush&ve no money.’ 2 ice shook his head. The problem was too Neville and Flynn followed him, somewhat | sure enough there it was. Th&chumfrnm M
-. '.i “T—I'll get some, somehnw much for him, and he gave it up. surprised by his manner. Ho was looking excited | opened it eagerly. Then a look of dj B
188 His chums looked doubtfully at him. But Pankhurst wrinkled his brows in an effort of | now, as if a new idea had taken possession of his | ment overspread his face.
; -;. their faith in Poindexter was also strong, and ; reflection. | mind. ; _ KiS s % “ No good ? 7’ asked Dick, .
R they felt something of assurance as they read his “ Of course they’ve got something on,” he said. “ Whatisit ? ™ exclaimed Dick Neville. V:{hat, Poindexter silently handed him the tﬂhm ”
T determined expression. “ It’s not exactly samethlng up against us, or | have you got in your noddle, Puntbuster ? : ““ Poindexter, Post-office, Clnabm‘g,...
;N Philpot gave a choking sob. else Pointpusher wouldn't have tried to borrow “ An idea.” z father away on business. Have sent o
> < you can get me out of this, Poindexter, I | the money of us. He wouldn’t do a thing like “ Well, get it off your chest. telegram. Will TT'II‘E’; again lﬂt.cr,-—Bwﬂ.
| ., swear it will be a lesson to ma—I‘ll never gamble, | that.” | " Faith, and hnw can he get it off his chest if ““Who's Blaine ?’ asked Dick Neville,
;B or smoke, or lie again ! Oh, if I can only get out “ Quite s0.” | | it’s in his mind ?° _ “ Popper’s secretary.”
. £ of this!"” “ But it’s some big wheeze, I thould think, “Oh, don’t ask cnnundrumﬂ now, Micky ! “Him! Then your dad haantsmnth&: E
LR Poindexter did not reply to that. He knéw | to brin them to the front, and Jleave us out in | What’s the game, Punty ’ may not see it to-day at all ? Andmj - R
- that this would be a lesson to the young black- | the cold. ' - A wheeze for raising t-hﬁ wind.” Poindexter’s | the cash if he does. 1 faney the game sm e buf
% guard ; whether a permanent one or not remained 5 Mnst- likely.” eves were gleaming. ' In case the cash doesn’t | direction, Punt buster 3 eit)
e to be seen. “The question is, are we going fo stand ldle come from my popper, you know. \Hhabs the *“ I guess so0.’ e tha
& *“ Keep your pecker up, kid,” he said at length. | while they carry out the wheeze, and put us mm matter with turning nigger minstrels ? ¢ Suppgge you leave instructions hmh H? ﬂm

“T've given you Imy wors l-—I’ll get the inoney

the shade ?” demanded Pankhurst. - Neville and Flynn ]umped thing that comes for you to be sentupto -
from somewhere—and to-day, if possible. Mind,

Price shook his head. . - gt - AT school, and then—-—-we’ll busk it."” Wit ]

not a word to a soul. And we'll keep mum, too, “ Not much ! | | Phwat St . “ That's right.” ) i‘r“ :
Come along, you chaps.” “We're on to this,” said Pankhurst, with a “What's the matter with turning nigger It was done, and the chums hﬁm

The Combine left the study, leaving the cad | decided nod. *f Lnak they're going out now— | minstrels ?”’ said Poindexter more calmly, as |office. Hope from that quarter Was pradis ;E
of the Form comforted, hali-teariully hopeful. | and they’ve gone up towards the village. This | his comrades grew excited. * You saw what a | gver, and 1f Poindexter’s pledge ﬂ;,ﬁﬂ
Pomdoxtarﬂ fﬂ“ was very gravo. i8 where we play the giddy detective.” ' harvest those fellawq were scooping in. We can | deemed, it was necessary to find some ¢ g

* Quite so0,” grinned Price. ' do the same, can’t we 7 means of raising the wind. The nigger mssg

L]
N

| R - The Brd Chaptar__ And the Old Firm, taking care not to allow t! their | * My only pv]ama hat ! ”’ : idea might be a wild one, but it mgm ,
C - /| movements to be observed by the three juniors “ Faith, and it’s a janius ye are !’ they had at present, and there wes I
| Pﬂlkhm'st Sment a Rat! they were shadowing, left the Bahnol grounds and ¢ * Good! You sce, I know how to thump the | course. The idea was to be wnadm. g

1“1
l"‘

o AAITH, and what are ye goin’ to do, followed the Gombana up Chve‘bmk Lane., =~ | banjo,” said Pomdcz.ter._ “I've done it in the Mr. Isaacs was a second-hand ¢ ,,-;.,H-, k>

BN | = ” | | study often enough.” | naturalist, dealer in athletic *
KIS Ao : mtoWI'_V ? askﬂd cky F‘lym' as 4y TOG | ” n W

R NN The 'ﬁh Chnpter often, as a matter of absolute fact,” | gackle, and costumier, and half-g-dozen o
e | the Combine walked up the passage, murmured' Dick Newlla | things all rolled into one. He had good w

; ?011 can smg, Neville—after a fashion, | in the Cliveden Combine, ang ttl;ey :.,_'.',;__
-of course. obli . He was surprise

HE Combine, for once, were not on the | « /ere are lly fow tenor voices like mine,” wa.:;gt:gd but he knew ?m Combi ookt
watch for a hostile movement from their | gaid Neville indignant]; uestions. Their money was E&fﬂy "ﬁ‘

rivals in the Fourth Form at Cliveden. | ‘T know that, and it’s a jolly good ﬁhms. » | the chief objeet with Ism

| : : : TS | old fellow. But you could buzz out a coon song. | thinegs th wanted from colo
The affair of Philpot was in their minds, to the What's that rot you wrote yourself and sang last | and gﬂgre:a!;-pamt and for the "m&

exclusion of other matters. As a rule, a half-| & o oo v 1 don that son _
. . ; : | g—something about | ghillings he was willing to lend the propet
hﬂhdﬂy dld not pass at Cliveden without a ‘a'moon and a boon.” tﬁﬁuﬂ- ftﬂﬂ'},‘lﬂﬂn, e ﬂsl’fluch mﬂ
| skirmish of some kind between the Combine| * The * Coon’s Boon.’ ? reqmred And moreaqver, to h;a .
| and the Old Firm. * That’s it. You could howl out that while I | gssistance in the process of
“I'm going to try to wire to the r,” said | thumped the "jo, ﬁﬂd Micky could go round with | stuffy little back-p&rlour
Poindexter, as they left the sc ‘It’s the | the hat, milmtmg | Under Mr. Isaacs’s skilled hmdi
L Combine, divested of their own a,ttlﬂ, e

almost so, for it was a half-holiday at Cliveden,
and the whole school had turned out in the fine |

i spring afternoon. The Combine had been Lust
R going out wheén the sob from Philpot’s study
e stopped them in the passage. They did not feel
| much inclined for hohday-ma.kln now !
““ Where are we going ? >’ asked Dick Neville.
““ No. 10,” said Poindexter briefly.
Neville whistled. No. 10 study was the

B dwelling-place of Pankhurst and Pnce the Old |
i R 1rm,ﬂ%e Combine’s deadly rivals in the Fourth
4 e Form at Cliveden.

“ And what’s the wheeze 7"’

J : f,-,:

‘only thing I can t.hmk of so far.” ﬂurﬁ and I can sin

“ We've had so many rows with Pa and | * But then the money couldn’t come down| ' We can’t all sing, Micky ; and a coon with | transformed into three very sﬁﬂﬂ
piis  Srak thette. & rz i ek us “? m tha to-nlight, ik lti .;1 5 TR e :f 'I:Eho aryszfge;g ‘:*332;0 no Eﬂod in this sort mggelé-.mumtrials i{;' Is%m

f dism said Poindexter. e've “T guess so. TI'll ask him talagmp it.’ 8 | would never have known Mﬂ

t rei Dick Neville whistled. Thrue for ye, but sur&--—:’l" article. Their faces were black ﬂ P

to raise four pounds by to -mght. They my
able to help us.’ |

“H’m ! Not likely.”

“ We can try, anyhow.”

No. 10, however, wag drawn blank. I’ankl'iumt
and Price were not mdoors that l'mght April

“ Yes ; I never thought of that, but it's préu " We can et the rig at Isaac’s,” said | were their hands, and they wore st
steep to wire to your governor. ash-img PWM‘W | ‘the second-hand | and gay jackets, and thick wally_ |
I sk ouldn't cate to shop is where we f»t our disguises for | indeed have nceded a keen GW

| that waxwork wheeze, you know, and he’s sure | Cliveden Combine under that remarks
to have nigger outfits, We shall have to pay for

{ wire you as much as tliat

'I‘I'

try my guardian that w
“ Faith, and the same here,” grbmd Micky

| Poindexter took the bﬂﬂ.lﬂ m 0

oon. The Combine went out into the Flynn. * Sure and I doubt if there might be as th?‘hl'-'ﬁ of them.” Isaacs, and strummed on it JOIBEEL
Erf?;? school Close to look for them, and found | much as four pounds in Castle Flynn at the present | WB have enough tin for that, and we conld play the instrument quite wel
them chatting under the elms. moment. We live in a part of hhe ould hry X “ﬁllﬂ the study at Cliveden. twangmg accompammenﬁ thﬁ ; ,-,,
22 .~ “Hallo, what price tinned beef ?*° said Pank- | where thﬁ? niver pay rint.” - ) make up in Isaac’s back-parlour, and | but Dick did not feel so m ‘ h" |
e - hurst genially, as the Cliveden Combine came u & “ Idon’t know hmnt will turn out,’’ Poindexter ﬂtm no risk of gatt: spotted,” said Poindexter. | when it. came to the point. .w ; ﬁ,. |
s SRR Poindexter, for once, took no notice of this gen admitted. * My m per knows I'm a business- | Mlnd mum’s, the W"J“d now and for ever. If | was no doubt that he could 4:"'
~allueion to the faet that his *‘ popper ”” had made | like chap, and he ts me too much to t-hink l bt go 1 that we had ever gone | husiness. and take round the ct _: .

might Want- the money for ty g ol : m""l’* we should be ‘3'1’"11’17'9‘5l could collect three pounds ten SHEEESE
or anything of that sort. E*aeq stood the . > another question. 7
Fﬂﬁh, md rt.‘l right ye are there !

qﬂm:a g‘i‘"“m’ mm “"mm md lot us hear the end of 0 | mmmnppl?g’le
ﬁ@ mney ﬁl} ce. If“i' a:t,' mself n 8

2 R f,]m mmxw pﬂﬁ by ex rtmg f—and other

| ps—1n Lins ca.%:
1 went to speak to you ahapﬁ md. )

‘a treats! How da

’:twkm v about that.” | They v s mmm’w oV “ Rotten ! sai
; - 'ﬂbrﬂﬂto R Sa ',. ; ‘e Tha-t mit dB,

ghi o o7 gymt'a ti;hn::t & T | |
~ “ Those w8 were ma prat.t good
| harvest—for them—but I dou n% if their {al-..mga
| ﬂthe afternoon will amount to a pmmd e
ng a dance and song in the

treet, and | * Rather under that I should sa
of the villagers showed h wmm‘ "e‘.‘-ad we shall come wyaftor they've

S geen ﬂflﬂa Ing e ﬁp Ainec shurst bl
“That's how the mmmm; Wha
“* Quite s0,” said Price. 3
“ Faith, and I——"

“ Oh, don‘t. rot now,” sﬁd Pmndﬂxtu

this rig ::b Cliveden, life woﬂlf-h’ﬁ
afterwards. We simply m
away.
% %h I’1l be jolly carem
“ And faith, s0 w

M wis a crﬁwd outside bhb | |
t‘hnthree;umars drew nigh, and the loud twanging
of a han)o told the reason. Two minstrels
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hi- “ Weo—-" e!:ltm novel entertainment. The boys | roped in all the cash that’s going. How on eart.h “TI’ll say things to |

LTS ~ ““Bure and it 3ﬁmrmptlﬁ ‘me E’ﬂ 91'9; Pdiﬂt | 8topr pe look on. m?# u pro to rake in four pounds, then 1 | “ No y.?w won't 7 eXCALL "-"?'
1 S pusher G e ] | There mm of the mmtmh. one a M e really need about three pound ten.” | “ You'll keep - head p YOU B e
i *“ Oh, shut up, Mmky It'’s & ather _'_‘ ___‘ ! mwhot- thebamomddaneed,theethor AT \ ;mght as well be three hundred and ﬁfty 'know your Pﬂﬂ{ ‘Tipperary WRESTE
Ji matter, Panky.’ 3 - | an old fellow who sang in a shaky tenor voice. formll I can see.” St i

" but 1 guess it‘s no good
you’re not to say & single o

Pankhburst and Price became m &t qﬁém two strolling players

Wlw can’t see mouch, Neville, 1l
vebank mtha murbaoi h dih*t m mxck in this sleepy hollow of a
Ip WA D Y| ¥ ” 6 0 make the money,” said Poindexter.
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or. ‘ If you speak we

aid Poindext 11 bust the banjo

Ghut,” 8

: 1 1 :
known, and :hzﬁ remember ! It: 8 ‘Llillﬂ
on your Ei"Y nappe ’“"B shall get to Clhiveden

wo g0t dﬂﬁ’e lf‘;ﬁiws are GDmEPg in, just in good
abont WHEE " crowd 1 guess.

! E-WS"’M : nded over to _Mr.
o half-s0vere 8™ waﬂcgrz?ihina left the little

iveden
s gnd the Chvec through the shop.
o and (111;:3:;;1‘1911‘  paim glt was a kind
ter

{ . they pauﬁi}dl : j
E” themselves
B iight they felt ot ShOWINE But

‘» their peculiar rigout.
the 0B str&?: nlgw, andpPoindextﬂr made the
were

A op, and Neville and Flynn

M?rf;:rr: 2::1‘: gager&l pa.saﬂrﬂ-by in fup:ht,,

 followed. |ly glanced at the supposed nigger-

n&t;]‘f]‘;: iumﬂ turned crimsin, but :;:ﬂ!r

o 3 ' o hidden under the black upon their
g bishes Wwere Bl

i | R " mut Neville.

on gk ﬁ-'mo,}ookthow! muttered g B

' N : lanced across the street. L ng

A mll' llf h:']l::ﬂ ﬁlmhyard railings opposite were

3 res. :
e o mn?;nwifﬁ%’iliveden, were staring across
o the Old gtraight at Mr. Isaac’s shop, and looking
Vi 8 mm curiosity at the three minstrels.

Poindexter bit his lip.
.~ “Have thoy spotted us,
. mtm and I don't think so, Punt-ﬂh_iftar.
BUIO tha;' happen to be there by accident
v b intoirely, I should say.”” e ¥
e they shou watching us,
b S If they saw us go in,
Anyway, we're in for
Come on ;: wea're

do you think ? " he

‘T Poindexter assented.
| fhor might be suspicious. A
it now, and we've got to risk it.
a little practice in the street here

A h
b0 fl;gemmgego on to the school. Now, then,
llags pe! Brudder Sambo.” |
ansreyl  Poindexter, whose nerve was seldom wanting, |

' strammed on his banjo. Dick Neville struck up
;«_ ~ his’song in & quavering voice :
* b _{.

hﬁnoy, I'se your loving coon,

¥
L IRADN

: 9 Trmla-la-l&-lgnl

gl Ho oney, I want a boon,
telegran, cadls rﬁu-la-la-la-l& :
ank~lwl  (ome right out from your cabin, sweet,
nt on yu Come right out on your little black feet,
LAINE.

H u're the gitl I'se gwine to meet,
W:F? Hnﬁé:lagath de lubly moon.”
This beautiful lay, which was one of Neville's
18y i e own composition, was sung in a shaky voice,
SUPREE but it was well backed up by the banjo. But
§ either Clivebank had had enough nigger minstrelsy

_ & that afternoon, or else the quality was not up to
ere KIS $hat of the former entertginment. Only three
% Up W persons stopped to listen, and one of them was a
§ deaf old lady, another a tramp, and the third a
_F cheeky village youth, who advised the young
. munstrels to chuck it, and to get 'ome.

e, 1
n thowint

o
i

ied " You see, we can't expect to cateh on first

" =1

the oy Y1y, and just after the other entertainment.” he
s o ol Tomarked. I guess wo shall simply make things
ut. . ) 00 8 the sohool.” '

L . .t :'~.-; m T ‘
and ;

08 got along, then,” said Dick Neville,
it GeSpetately,  *“‘In for a penny, in for a

1 *-~i'~_ We've got t0 go through with it.”’
m tholo rotters ? ’ asked Poindexter,
s . mﬂ;e.y started up the lane towards

B ) ”'_Hﬁ': 10
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comforted the amateur
W proof that they were not
in  Alas! If they could have seen the
and pee. 2 COTeET of the church wall, Pankhurst
» MME‘GO and fro with laughter,

o TR ,ﬁﬂ@ﬁ enough,” grinned Pankhurst.
vl k" chuckled Price,
mitat08 R ot oioned them watching the niggers—we

fraoe BN g0 into Tspac’s shop—we know
WO 1 v - IO ~ there nd now
tﬂ STt I, -”_..;:- __ come ﬁﬂt-! It,ﬂ a0 gﬁﬂd

TR20 Bl Tﬁ think of the Cliveden Combine
| ! to raise the wind ! Won't this

' Puokhere Y 20! Ha, ha, ha ! -

A ot an e Pod Tound the corner. The trio
Ight wp the 1o ROk Were just vanishing out of
e e Pankhurst gave a start.

" They're going up to the

S Y ! | \

B a
|. EII i E
b

A SRR
oy

I*-‘I:'.'l‘lt 1!-

Pankhurst and Price, |

st laf | Bvem Poindexter was a little dismayed, But he |

Next Wednesday's Complete Story is Entitled “ Cliveden’s Little
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The 6th Chapter.

A Select Entertainment, Funny without
being Vulgar.

e HAT'S that row ?”
W " Sounds like a banjo.”
" And that other noise—is that

somebody singing ? "’

" Yes, or else a dog run over ! ”’

" What on earth does it mean ?
| Such were some of the ejaculations of the
Cliveden fellows as a strange, weird noise made

itself audible in the old Close.

In a spot where the big trees hid them from the
view of the windows, three young nigger minstrels
had taken up their stand. [

They had walked in at the open gateway of
Cliveden with all the coolness imaginable, followed
| by curious glances from the fellows who happened |
| to see them. They stopped under the elms, and |
' the individual who ecarried the banjo began to
strum. The noise was heard near and far, and
curious fellows crowded to the spot. In less than
a minute fifty fellows at least were crowding
round the minstrels, among them Pankhurst,
Price, and their friend Greene. Trevelyan,
captain of Cliveden, coming in from the fields,
stopped to listen and look on in utter amazement,
Such an invasion of the sacred precincts of
Cliveden College had never happened before in his
recollection. h

Twang ! pang ! pang ! pang ! Poindexter strummed desperately.

“ Sing up, Brudder Sambo ! ™ Micky Flynn a dig in the ribs, and

| to him fierecely :

" Honey, honey, I'se your loving coon, " Go round with the hat,
Tra-la-la-la-la ! head shut.”

“Sure and I will, Pointshifter.
a word Ow!”

“My hat! Here’'s Grahame wants fair play
for somebody. Wonders will never cease ! "’
exclaimed Pankhurst, dodging the prefect. As
& matter of fact, Grahame was more eager to be
down on the Old Firm than to secure fair play for
the minstrels. But the interference of a prefect

uieted the yelling crowd, and there was a pause
or the resumption of the song. Dick Neville was
erimson under his black, and even Lincoln Q.
| Poindexter was feeling somewhat troubled in his
mind. But there was a gleam of hopefulness—
fellows who had had a hearty laugh were likely to

| shell out, so even Neville's blundering might be
turned to good account.

"

" Honey, honey, I want a moon

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Come right out on your little black coon,
Tra-la-la-la-la !
Honey, honey, I've bought a ring,
Listen now while I sweetly sing,
Come right out and—and—and—and-———""

"* Ha, ha, ha!
“1Is that all 2
" Aren’t there any more little black feet ? *

" No; it’s all "ands, and no feet now,” chuckled
Pankhurst.

g Ha! hﬁ, ha!"”

" Come right out and—and—and—-and—"’
* Faith, and ye——""

" Hallo, I know that voice 1 »

Plenty of ‘ands.'”’

He gave
whispered

and keep your silly

I won't say
Micky Flynn hopped on

T
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“ Here, you mustn’t make that row here,” said
Trevelyan, com-
Ing forward.
* Nigger minstrels
are not allowed in
the grounds.”
| “Oh, let ’em
alone,” called out
Pank hur st
“They're not
doing any harm,
i and it's a treat,
Trevelyan,”

The captain of
Cliveden hesitated.
He knew that the
. Head would not
like it, but he was

' & good - natured
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Wnﬁiﬂm were no longer in sight. |
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" Ass! Just ten shillings—just enough to
pay for the hire of the costumes ! »’

“ Howly mother av St. Pathrick ! ”’

" My hat,” said Neville, in dismay, “ it hasn’t
panned out quite so well as we expected ! ”

“ I guess =

Poindexter broke off. They had reached the
gateway, and they found it crammed with
grinning juniors. Pankhurst and Price were
there, grinning like Cheshire cats, and Greene
was with them, and each of the three had his
hand behind him.

" Let us pass, please,” said Poindexter.

Pankhurst shook his head.

" Just a minute, Snowball !
black on your face.”

The juniors howled with laughter.

" Let us pasg——"

"* Clean ’em ! ”’ shouted Pankhurst.

Three hands came out from behind three
juniors, and three dripping wet Sponges were
revealed. They were squeezing upon the faces
of the nigger minstrels the next moment.

Poindexter gave a vell, and his banjo crashed
upon Pankhurst’s head, and shivered into twenty
pieces. But resistance was too late, and it was
futile, for a dozen juniors, let into the secret by
Pankhurst, hurled themselves upon the nigger
minstrels and held them fast while itheir faces
were rubbed with the sponges. In a few seconds
the white came out through the black, and the
Combine were shown up, literally, in their true

colours !
‘

H The Cliveden juniors were yelling
with laughter.

“ It’s the Combine !
" Good old Pointdodger !

" Fancy a Chicago millionaire raising the wind

There’s a little

The 7th Chapter.
Saved !

A, ha, ha!”

this way | ”

3 @nibody got a copper for a descendant of
the Irish kings ? **

&k Hﬂ, h&, a 1 )

The Combine struggled desperately in the grasp
of their assailants. Their wigs came off in the
struggle, and the black was nearly all rubbed oft
their faces. Further disguise was hopeless.
Nearly all Cliveden seemed to be crowded round
them, laughing hysterically ; and at last the
three chums incontinently bolted, and did not
stop till they were safely locked up in their
own study. Even then the passage without
rang with.endless laughter.

; V00 = S [ G "My only hat!" gasped Poindexter. * This
| fellow, and he saw a7~ N/ G114, B iy has been a time ! V%’a shall never, never hear |
' that the juniors, Wy J T e—" 4 TR . X = &= | the end of it.” )
at  least, were [ WHU Al B o 3 WIS g==—1 | " Howly St. Patrick! If this is a sample of
delighted with the || MEFZEusISur s - V8 ,%// /4 // AN - =1 | your ideas, Puntdo & | e
novelty. He step- RN M R | 0 'r_y /! / Xl P —— “ I guess it would have worked all right but e
“ Well, you can = o N b — “ They've done us this time.” ¢ iy '
have a show,” he § v/ L M " i *“ Faith, and it’s thrue for ye intoirely.”
said. “ But cut @ Thﬁfy must have spotted the wheeze in Clive.-
it short. If a e bank, after all,” said Poindexter raefully. * It
master comes was decent of them to let us send round the
aléng you will get IS hat before they jumped on us. But we're done
slung out.” EE—"{? fornow; and we shall be chépped to death. Let’s
“Tank you, XA get these horrible things off, and make ourselves
brudder,” said =5 look decent again.” |
Poindexter - The juniors changed their clothes and washed
' golemnly. off the remnants of the colouring. Then they
Trevelyan felt rather better. They had tea in the study,
started. There to the accompaniment of some allusion to their
secemed to him adventure shouted G‘I{GIZG few minutes through
something familiar the kﬂyhﬂlﬁ_- But Poinc oxter was grave now—.
in_ the voice, | - - e was thinking of Philpot, The scheme of
though the accent | AT : | YA 5 using t 1 hac been carrie mm!ﬁ o
was new.  Poin- Poindexter opened the packet. Philpot watched him with burning eyes. | had raised just enough n 0y topay its own . M‘é’@
dexter hastily The American boy gave a sudden whoop. *“Hurrah! Popp 'a‘tmd*nf iy oes. 1he sum wanted for the saving of X i
strummed on his trumps after all ! ” | | T  SRA A - | Philpot was as far off as ever, o Rl o B
eville started off again, while Micky ¥l one foot, the other having jamm |, SRS PRRY W) Rvowes £ HHPOL 8 VOO -
kept time with his feet. | Ky ¥lyna POi-nilo;;;o!*B heel. s | J | e Pﬂil_dem_ made g grimace, unlmkod the -
| : ¢ ! Sure m th did ye do that for ? " d?ﬂr. Thﬁ-ﬂdﬁf the Fourth m& into the Btrlldy, J:P
* Honey, honey, I'se your loving coon, yelled Plynn. | ~ | his_face plmost as haggard as when the chums
Tra-la-la-la-la ! | There were exclamations of mﬁt from | had seen it last. He fixed his eyes on Poindexter. ]

Honey, honey, I want a boon, the nearest of the erowd.

The: _couldhm%ﬁl syt a
tho‘wg whv he h “h iﬂ r've. donnd]

to them thia‘fmulm version o |
song was certainly mngml’ea&ham
and Green clapped till their hands ached.
" Bravo !” shouted Pankhurst. * Ripping !
right out in your little black moon !
' Quite 80 ! ha, ha '™ ~ study when he

s

é up ! exclaimed Grahame the prefect.
“.Give 'em a chance.” :

. | kids, when shall we
| minstrel business ! ”’
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