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THE FIRST CEAPTER.
Tommy Dodd’s Idea!

« 'VE got it!”

I Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth grirned as he made that
annoutncement. i

And Cook and Doyle, his loyal chums,
caid simultaneously :

“(Go it, Tommy !”

And the hall-dozen other  Modern
juniors gathered in Tommy Dodd’s study
echoed :

Yo it!”

Thus encouraged, Tommy Dodd went

it: E

“You know those Classical duffers have
got up a fatheaded dramatic society they
eall the * Classical Players *—a rotten
imitation of our Stage Society—"

“They started the Classienl Players
first,” remarked Towle, yather unfortu-
nately.

TPommy Dodd paused, to bestow a glare
on Tovle.

“You silly ass, Towlo!”

“iVell, they did, didn’t they?” pro-
tested Tovwle.

“QOrder!"”

“Dry u

«Qh, all right!” said Towle.  “Only,
I don’t see how it was an imitation 1f
they started first !”

“Towla had better go and join the
Classical side,” suggested Cook ear-

“Qh, draw it mild!"” eaid Towle
sudignantly.  “I  was only pointing
]

out—" 5
. “TIl go on, if Towle doesn’t mind
chutting_up. before Dbed-time!” said
wommy Dodd, in a tone of patient polite-

ness.
“ Oh, ,1;;\15 * grunted Towle. “Y only

said—

* Order "
- “Cheese it!”

w Pile in, Tommy !”

Towle gave another grunt, and sub-
gided into silence, and Tommy Dodd went
on victorionsly: 3

“wifhe Classieal Players is a rotten,
epooling, epurious  imitation of the
Modem Stage Society—"

“Hear, hear!”

“ And it's no good—"

“Hear, hear!”

“And ir's up to us to see that tho
Claseical duffers don’t make themselves
and Rockwood ridiculous by playing the
giddy ox ia what they call amateur
theatrical s—"

o) 4

wioreover, they mucked up our last
play vith their pea-shooters—"

“Ihe roiters!
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(Copyright In

R 5
—~ 14

J

A CLEAN SWEEP
‘

A Splendid Long Complete School Story,
- dealing with the Adventures -
of JIMMY SILVER & Co. of Rookwood.

By OWEN CONQUEST.
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“Jimmy Silver and his fatheaded pals
came over in a gang and did it.  Well,
Tve fo;’md that the Classical Piftlers

ek

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘* Are gel(i\.]g up a new play, and they
have their rehearsals in the box-room.
According to what I hear, it's something
quite new—a _modern play, but on
Shakespearian lines, and the silly chumps
seem to think an awful lot of it—"

“Silly asses!”

“They loclk themselves in the box-
room for rehearsals, in case we should
raid them and interrupt,” continued

Lo e o g g g

Tommy Dodd. “I scouted round last
evening, but there was no_getling at
them. But I’ve been thinking it over,
and P've got it!”

“ Qo it, Tommy!” 3

“They've shoved all the boxes and
trunks to one end of the room, to zive
’om space for their fat-headed rehearsals.
Well, all. those boxes and trunks are
cmpty, of course.”

“Of course!” said Towle. “Boxes in
the box-rcom generally are empty.”

“Shut up, Towle!™

“Qn the ball, Tommy!”

Tommy Dodd gave the interrupler a
withering look, and proceeded:

“My idea is to sneak along to the
box-room on the Classical side, and take
cover there some time before the re-
hearsal. Then they come in and rchearse

the—

“Can’t take cover behind the boxes,”
caid Towle. “They’re not piled up; only
shoved to one end of the room.”

“Qh, sit on hima, somebody ! ex-
cJaimed Tommy Dodd. “We're not
gaing to ambush behind the boxes, as3;
but in the boxes, fathead!”

“QOh, my hat!”

«That’s the idea,” said Tommy Dodd;
nd with us in the boxes, the Classical
asses can rchearse their giddy play that
they're keeping so dark, and we shall
hear every blessed word 2

“Hear, hear!” .

«'And then, when T whistle, we come
out and mop them up!” caid Tommy
Dodd. “We’ll make an example of the
whole gang—"

“Bravo !’

“ And Jirmy Silver can go home and
hido his diminshed napper. ho Classi-
cal Piffiers have got to be sat on—heavy!
We're tho fellows ta sit on them!”

“Year, hear!”

« We'll take a ropo along, and tie 'em
all up in a row!” pursued Tommy Dodd.
“we'll tie up their right legs, and make
them hop out—"

“Ta, ba, ha!”

“

Lol

_““And if that donw’t make Jimmy Silver
sing small nothing will. Now, they aro
meeting at seven, and it's half-past six
now. You've got to wedge along to their
old box-room one at a time without
being seen.”

* Basy enough if we can get there,”
said Towle. **What about the door in
assago leading to their side, though?

af !
“Well, I can’t get through a keyhole,
for one!”

“Do you think I .hadn’t thought of
that, ass? Leggett’s got a key to that
door.” 3

“Qh, good!”

“Jolly good wheeze, bedad!”
Tommy Doyle heartily.  “It’
ye are, Tommy darling I

“Bravo, Tommy !”

Right-ho !”

said

aid Tommy, much grati-
f y approval from his loyal
followers. hall make the CI 1
lock small this time, and no n
take! I'll go first, and you come after
me, onc at a_time, a few minutes after
one another.”

“Good egg!”

And Tommy Dodd quitted the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ths Rehearsal.
¢ IME for the rehearsal!” xye-
marked Jimmy Silver, the cap-
tain of the Kourth, as seven
rang out from the clock-tower
of Rookwood. A

“Ready!” said Lovell and Raby and
Newcome together.

The chums of the end study were quite
keen on the new play, which had been

lanned, written, re-written, and revised
in the end study. It was a stunning play,
as all the Classical Players were agreed.
It was really Jimmy Silver’s idea.

The Classical Players had done Shake-
speare many a time and oft—in first-rato
style, as they zll a reed.

But they agreed, also, that something
2 bit more modern was wanted by way
of a change, and Jimmy Silver had de-
signed a drama on Shakespearian lines,
dealing with modern events.

Henco the play, which was written
upon the lines of “Julius Cmsar "—an
old favourite with the Classical Players,
and which they knew by heart.

The Classicals all agreed that the idea
was a real “‘corker,” and they were very
careful to keep it to themselves. Far
their deadly rival, Tommy Dodd of the
Modern side, would certainly have
“lifted ? that stunning idea, if he had.
had wind of it. :

the United States of America.)
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Jimmy Silvor & Co. marched. Like a long serpent winding its longth away, the file of Classicnls ‘‘ processad " out of
tho box-room and into the passago. fi

A howl of rom the M

rns greeted thom.

(See Chapter 3.)

“T'vo been thinking,” remarked Raby.

“Don’t!” said Jimmy.

“But it's the First of April in a few
days!”

“Never mind your birthday now, old
scout !"”

“You silly ass!” roared Raby. “It
isn't my birthday.”
“My mistake!” said Jimmy Silver

blandly. “Judging by ecppearances,

Oh, ring off, you funny
thinking that we ought to.ta
of tho Modern tvads on the
A prililests

“So wo ought,” said Newcome. “We
oughtn’t to let that date pass without
spoofing Tommy Dodd. And I've got an
idoa, too."”

“You starting ideas?” said Jimmy
Sil)'cr, in surprise.

“Yathead! I've got an idea for dish-
ing those bounders on the First. What

a riso out
First of

about getting them to a spoof footer:

match?” said Newcome. “If we could
think of a way of fixing it up, and send-
ing them somewhere to play footer with
a’team that doesn’t exist|”

“How?”

Newcome sniffed.
~«*That's got to be thought out, of
dourse. It would make a ripping wind-
up of the footer scason, if we could worl
A

Jimmy Silver nodded.
“Might think over it,” he agreed.
“Dut never mind the First of April now,

1 was,

The rehearaul’s the order of tho day.
Here's Oswald.”

“Ready?” said Dick Oswald, looking
into_the study.

“You bet!"”

“The other chaps are coming in,” said
Oswald.

“Right-ho!” \
tical Four followed Oswald.lo
the box-room.

The gas was lighted there, and the
blinds were drawn. Flynn and Conroy,
Rawson and Pons and Van Ryn were
already there. * The boxes and trunks
having been shifted to one end of the
room, there was ample spaco for the re-
hearsals of the Classical Players—a study
not_being quite large enough.

Jimmy Silver turned the key in the
lock after they had entered.

It was always necessary, on such ocea-
sions, to take precautions, in case of a
rpid by the rivals on the other™ side of
Rookwood. The warfare between Classi-
cals and Moderns seldom slept.

The box-room was empty when the
Classical Players came in; at all events,
it looked empty.” But, as with the jam
in the story, there was more in it than
met the eye,

“Well, here we are!” said Rawson.
“I say, Jimmf', the Modern cads have
wot on to, it that there’s something on.
Tommy Dodd’s awfully curious about it.”

“He won’t guess the idea in a month
of Sundays,” said Jimmy- Silver. ** "Tain’t
everybody who's got brains enough to

think of a_ parody of Shakespeare. .
Tommy Dodd won't know anything abont
it till tho play comes off in the Form-
room. Hallol. Who's that sniggering?™

“Not a dress, rehearsal this time?”
asked Oswald.

“No; wo haven't got the stuff
ready yet. Next time. T hopa you fel-
lows have got your lines by heart?"

“Prelty fair, I think,” said Conroy.
“You haven’t given me such a lot, Thia
edition of ¢Julius Crsar’ won't take
more than a quarter the proper time."

“Well, we don't live in the spacious
days of Queen Bess, as old William did.
Liie's short, you know, and fellows won't
sit down to a Elny for more than an hour,
if they can help it. 'Tain’t like the
Sixth Form play on Speech Day, when
chaps have 4o stick it out, whether they
liko it or not, Wa give the whole bizney
in half a dozen telling scenes. It's an im-
pf?\'lemenb.” doibrt s he's

“I'vo no doubt Shakespeare would
think so,” griiined Osvm.\d.ap 3

“Never mind Shakespeare now,” said
Jimmy Silver.  “Wo can give Shake-

speare a rest for a bit. I supposs
fellows know there's bean & wl:x;pf" b
I believa I've heard a rumour to

Conroy, with a tbough%ﬁul  '
it

effect,” raid
“Now, where
rumonr?”’
Dot e humiz, (GAEor I
Jon unny, Conroy.
a time for jokeg," said shimy
Tue Portrar.—No. ]
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
e His Lordship ! ‘
A ORTER!” -

P “Yessiv !’

“Where is my carriage?”
“Eh, sir? - Which?”

“Ay carriage, porter! I ordered my
carriage to be here to take me to Grey-
iriars School.”

“Aly only hat!” said Bab Cherry.

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton, of
the Remove Form"at Greyfriars School,
were standing just inside the station
entrance at Kriardale. Bob Cherry was
inserting pennies into a slot-machine and
extracting chocolates, and Harry Whar-
ton was looking out into the old High
Strees of Friardale. The chums of-the
Remove were waiting for some other
Greyfriars fellows who had come down
to the village that afternoon.

A somewhat, high-pitched. but not un-

* pleasant voica became audible from the

.

direction of the platform, and the men-
tion of (reyfriars made the two juniors
look round at once. It immediately
gtruck them that the speaker was a new
boy for Greyfriars.

A somewhat slim and handsome youth
in Etons, with a very shiny silk hat, came
towards them, with an obsequious porter
in close attendance. The newcomer
carried his head very high iu the air, and
scamed searcely to regdrd the ground as
he waiked along; and Bob Cherry mur-
mured to Harry Wharton that he
ihought it must be quite a long time
eince the chap had seen his awn feet. To
which remark Harry Wharton .replied by
a chuckle.

The youth carried a cane with a gold
head, and he wore a gold chain, which
prabab]y had a gold watch at the end of
5t. His sleeve-links glittered  with
Jiamonds, and he had a diamond pin that
was worth at least fifty pounds. He had
pale hlue eyes and light eyelashes, which
zave him a peculiar]y languid and bored-
1o-death expression. The high pitch of
his voice, too, indicated that he cou-
<idered it a troublesome effort to have to
sreak at alk

“Porter?” .

e did not noiice the Creyfriars
fellows at first. He gave a glance out of
1he door of the station,

““Porter! Where's  that  porter?
Whera on carth can that exasperatin’

ater have disappeared to? Porter!

orter)”

“'Tre T am, €r.” said the porler, who

Tee Porrran.—No 114,
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was at the newcomer’s elbow all the time.
‘“’Ere Tam!”

“Oh, good! Quite so, porier. Where
is my carriage?” .

The Friardale porter scraiched his
head in a puzzled way. He had seen all
sorts and conditions of boys arrive for

Greyfriais, but he had never scen one

quite like this. The new arrival was
something quite new in his experience.

“The carriage, sir!” he repeated.

“Yes; where is it? What!”

““The keb is here, sir.”

And the TFriardale porter sleepily
indicated the ancient hack outside the
station, the vehicle which Harry Whar-
ton & Co. intended to take to Grey-
frinrs.  The youth in Eions gave one
glance at the hack, and eniffed.

“Do you really think I conld ride in
that thing?” he asked. “Oh dear! If
my carriage is not here, T am real
aloss! What ever shall I do, porter
+“1 dunno, sir,” said .the Tri
porter.  ““S’pose you walked, sir?”’ he
added, as if struck by a brilliant idea.

The youth secemed to gasp at the idea.
His_glance fell upon the two Greyfriar
juniors, who were watching him w
uiet grins, and he came over towards
them, raising his silk hat in a really
graceful way.

“Excuse me,” he said, wiith a bow.
“May I ask if you belong to Greyfriars
College?”

Bob Cherry bowed
great solemnity.
tainly you m

a3

“Well 7

“Well 1”

“Aliem! T don’t ihink you quite
understand me! T asked you if you
iars Collego.’
Bob Cherry
“You asked il you might
ask, and I said that you could.”

Harry  Wharton laughed. The
stranger was looking very puzzled, not
quite comprehending Bob Cherry’s litile
pleasantry.

“We do belong to Greyfriars,” eaid
Harry. “You are for the school, I
suppose 7"’

“Yes, certainly. T am going there.” I
am in a predicament—a really terrible
pre(!,icnmont. Perhaps you could help
me,

“Certainly " said Harry.

“T ordered my carringe to be here to
meet this train!” exclaimed the other.
“It was fo be sent here, you see. I fore-
saw that there would be some such

in reiurn with

* he replied. “Ask

5

, you
cheerfully.

»

wretched vehicle as (hat to convey
passengers from the station to the school,
and I ordered a coach and four to he
sent here for me.™

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton looked
at him. T could not believe® that he
was speaking seriously, yet his manner
was perfectly earnest. But a junior
schoolboy who ordered a coach and four
to be sent to convey him a quarter of an
hour’s ride, from a railway-station to &
school, was something quite new.

““Coach and four!™ gaid Bob Cherry.

“Yes,"” )

“Curious; we're in the same fix,” said
Bob Cherry, with great seriousn.
*Only we're waiting here for a coach and

twelve!  Coaches and four are considered
a little out of date in the Lower Fourth
at Greyiriars, you know—a chap who

drove less than twelve horses would
hardly be spoken to.”

“Dear me! Amazin

Ha Wharton burst into a Tlaugh.
Bob Cherry chuckled to himself. 'The
newcomer looked at them both in a
puzzled way, apparently not able at all
to make them out.

“You haven't seen my carriage 7"
asked.

Wharton shook his head

“No,” said Bob Cherry. “But
haps we might know it if you des
it. Was it a pink one with yellow

mson hars?”

ear me! Cortainly not!”

“Then T haven't seen it,” declared Boh
Cherry, with a shake of the head.

““Shut up, Bob !" said Harry Wharton,
langhing. “Look here, my friend,” ha
went on, addressing the new boy, “don't
pile it on too t %

i

)

he

')

“Draw it mild
“I do not quite grasp your meanin’.
Pray excuse me.”

“Well, draw a line with your coaches
and fours,” explained Wharton. *“We
are more than six years old, you know;
we don't believe in fairy tales.”

“Pear me! I do not quite understand
T am waiting fm'I my carria

"Phis is very distressing. It is impos
to walk. Ilow am I to reach Gr
friars?"”

We might join bauds and carry you,”
suggested Bob Cherry. *‘I think I can
sce myself doing it, too.”

“0h, no; I couldn’t trouble you in ihat
way,” said the other, with perfect serious-
ness. ‘“It is very, very kind of you, buf
I really couldn’t—excepting as a last
resource, at all events."




—Our Companion

They stared at him.  Bob Cherry
tapped his forehead significantly.

C'Mad!” he murmured.  Fairly off
1is rocker?”

There wes a rumble of wheels and a
clatter of hoofs in the street. > new-
comer turned quickly to the station door,
and looked out, and uttered un exclama-

1

tion of satisfaction.
“Very good! Here is my carriaze!™
There was a voice outside the station.
“Lord Mauleveror's carriage! Yes,
my lord! Here, my lord!"
Bob  Cherry looked dazedly at

Wharton,
“*Then it's true ! e muimured. ** He's
\ a coach, and he isn't mad.”

My hat!”

The two juniors followed |
into the street.  They were too astounded
to speak fuither.  There was no doubt
about it—the coach, with four splendid
horses pawing the ground, stood there—
waiting, and a live coachman was
bowing  most * respectiully before the
vouth in Etons,

lordship

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something New in Now Boys!
! ORD MAULEVERER drew ouf o
gold watch, of which the case
and glittered  with
He glanced at it, and
at tho coach-

my lord.”
“You arc two
Tuie.”

“I'm so1 my lord.”

“Yes, Pc L have no doubt that you
aro sorry, for it is a very serious matter.
1 have been kept g two and a half
minutes, and wa rown into a great
to of alarm. T ed that something
might have gone ¢ with the arrange-
it, and that T might have had to walk
Greyfriars.”
“Oh, my lord

“T will excuse you,
must never W
to happen again.”

“No, my lord.”

“Where have you been, Petors?”

“1 baited the horses at the Railway
'ms, my lord.
Aund himself, too,” murmured Iobh

minun and hali

L

Peters, but

you
wwthing of this

sort

y well, Peters, we will say no
bout it " said Lord Mauleverer,
\ 1 wave of his gloved hand. T will
overlook it this time, but must be
more careful in the future—much more
careful.”

“Yes, my lord.”

4 0Oh, my lordi

murmured  Bob
. ‘"Never knew there were so
blessed lords outside the Houso of
say, Har this will be an

for Greyfrviavs. I wonder
)

“By Jove, so I will!”
Bob Cherry walked across the pave-
ment to Lord Mauleverer.
*T think you said you we
Gie, 2 he rem
“Yes, cervtainly. W
“What Form are you going in

“The Lower Fourth, I understand,
said Lord Mauleverer politely. *“T think
is called something else al Greyfriavs,

but T don’t remermber.’
“The Remove.””
“Yes, quite so—that's it.”
“My hat! We belong to the Remove,
vou see,” Bob Cherry explained.
“Indeed! Then I am very pleased to
meet you,” said his lordship, holding out
is hand.  “Ay name’s Mauleveror.”
Bob was a litfle taken aback. He had
expected plenty of swank from Tord
Muuleverer, and the frank maenner sur-
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ised him. Dut he grasped the hand,
ng it a big grip, and leaving some
¢ visiblo marks upon the lavender kid
o,

rlo o 8
¢ “My name's Cherry,” he said— B(Zl_:
Cherry ! This chap is Harry Wharton !

“Glad to meet you," said Lord
Mauleverer.  ** aaps 1 can give you
a lift to Groyfriars.

Wharton and Bob (‘lmrry‘oxvhung‘\‘\l
glances. They had heen going to hire
the crazy old station hack home, and the
difference between that and the hand-
somo coach of Lord Mauleverer wus
tremendous. Tho  softly - cushioned
interior of his lordship’s coach appealed
very much to the dusty juniors.

“You're awfully good " said Wharlon.
“But we're waiting for some fellows
Lere.” I

“1 can take them, too.

“There are four of them.
have room " s
. “Oh, you can cram in, you know, if
you don’t mind,” said Lorg Meuloverer.
“1 am going outside, so it would only
be six of you." s, 5

“It's jolly good of you! id Bob
Cherry. = “1Tero come the chaps, Iallo,
hallo, hallo !”

Four juniors of the Greyiriars Remove

Would you

weroe coming down the street. They
wore John Bull, Frank Nugent, Mark
Linley, and [Iisher - T Iis the

American. They stopped and stared at
tho elegant coach and the four hand-
some horses in blank astonishment.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Pray allow me to- present Johnny
3ull, Fishy Fish, Iranky Nugent, and
Marky,” ho said.  “Lord Mauleverer!
Know ono another !"

“My hat!"

“Pray accept a lift in my carringe lo
Groeyfriars,” suid Lord Mauleverer. I
shall be most honoured.  Pelers, open
the door.”

“Yes, my lord.”

The man stood wilh immovablo face
while the dusty juniors—dusty and lired
from an afternoon’s vouming in the
woods and by the seashore—piled on to
the coach.

“Quito
everer, looking

““Quite, thanl
“But you—-""

“Oh, I'm going to drive.

“What !”

“I'm going to drive!”
lordship.

“H'm!”

“Ahem !”

L0)

Iis lordship did not seem Lo observe
the dubious exclamations. IIe mounted
to_the coachman’s seat and took the
reins and the whip. The juniors ‘on
the coach looked at ono another very
doubtfully.  Lord Mauleverer was cer-
tainly a very polite and good-natured
fellow, but he did not striko them at all
as being the kind of fellow to manage
four hor:

Iis lordship lcoked down from his
seat.

“Peters!”

“Yes, my lord 7’

“You will get to CGreyfri
{o take charge of the ¢
have driven there.”

“Yes, my lord.” -

2ob Cherry turned his head to look
at Lord Mauleyerer.

“I say, Mauleverer!” he exclaimed.
“IIold on!”

Crack !

The horses started.

“My hat! Iold on! I s
But_the couch and four were going!
Bob Cherry made a comical grimace at
his companions. 3

77" asked Lord Maul-
wd al the juniors.
aid Iarry Wharton.

explained his

rs somehow
age after I

“It’s meck or nothing now,” he re-

marked.  “We're in for it! T ¢
hope he won't break all our necks !" aly

My hat! I hope not!"

Wharton called out.

“Mauleverer,” he excluimed,
forgotten your box !"

The new junior lavghed.

My boxes are coming on," he renlieg,
I never travel with luggage. Potors,
you will tip the porter.  Cive him g
sovereign.”

“Yes, my lord.”

A sovereign!™ gesped John Bull,
“ My hat!”

Then the juniors were silent. Tha
new  boy surprised  them mere ang
more; but the carriage was now gather.
ing such speed that the chief quostion
that interested them was whether thoy
would avriv® at Greyfriars with broken
bones or not.

“yeu've

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lord Maulavorer Arrives in Siyle,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
H cause for alarm. Lord Maul.
everer, when he was op the

ground, seemed the guietest of
fellows, and almost too tired to live,
But on the driver's box he was p
dilferent person altogether.  Jehu of
old, who was kuown for his furions
driving, would have looked upon Lord
Mauleverer as a promising disciple if hy
had seen him handling the ribbons.

The coach-and-four dashed down the
old High Street of Friardale, The street
was old and crooked and bumpy, and nog
at all the pluce for such a race. Byg
Lord Mauloeverer, silting bolt upright,
reins in hand, did not scem to think of
that at all. ~ Ile was thinking only of
getting as much speed out of the horses
us possible.

The team dashed down lhe old street
in fine style.

Police-constable Tozer jumped into
the road as he saw the conch coming,
his fat face purple with indignatios,

He waved & fat hand in menace.

“Stop!” ho shouted.

Lord Mauleverer did nol even look ag
him. 1le drove right on, and My, Tozer
jumped back to the path faster than he
had left it,

“My heye!” gasped Mr. Tozer.

The next moment the coach-and-four
had flashed past him,

Harry Wharton & (Yo, sal Lolding on,
The vehicle bumped from side to side,
and the horses’ hoofs struck sparks fron,
the stones in the road.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Dob Cherry,
“This is ripping !"

y ‘.i('s a giddy circus,” saidd
is

I gu
her T sh.

“Well, a chap can only die once,”
said Mark Linley, laughing.  “Thai’s
one comfort.” o

Bump, bumnp !

Shouts rose on all zides as the team
dashed on.

Such a sight was seldom, or, rallier,
nover teen in the village of Friardale.
and the villagers clustered to doors and
windows at the clatter of hoofs. Bovs
shouted and waved {heir hands and caps
chickens and - dogs flew out of the way
with loud protests.

A wheel caught inlo a barrow, and
hurled it flying, depositing its contents
in the gutter, and the merchant to whom
that barrow belonged st in tha
middle of the street and looked after tho
fiying coach and said things.

The juniors were soon enthnsiastic, 1t
was clear by this time that Lord Maul-
averer could drive.

ITe was about as veckless as a dviver
could possibly be, but he knew how to
handle his team, and he handled ther
wonderfully.  Ile scemed to have a

wrist of iron. £
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“Splendiai” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Go it !”

“Pile it on, Mauly!”

“Put on the speed !”

“Hurrah !

Crash! Crash! 3

A baker’s cart went staggering, and
erashed upon the pavement. There was
a roar from the baker as his loaves were
_distributed in the road.

“Hurrah !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ia, ha, ha !” 5
. They were out of the village by now,
and careering along the country road in
the direction of Greyfriars. The horses
were still gathering speed, and the pace
by this time had become terrific.

“T guess this beats the deck!” gasped
Fisher T. Fish.

*“Hurrah |” 4

““Go it, Mauleverer !” Falt

His lordship did not need bidding to
“go it.” He “went” it.

Clatter, clatter, clatter ! Bump, bump !

Right up to the gates of Greyfriars
and in at the broad drive the team went
at the gallop, and Gesling, the school
porter, jumped back, and staggered
into the doorway of his lodge in amaze-
ment.

“The mad young ass!” gasped Bob
Cherry.  “He means to_take_us right
up to the house like this, My hat!
lere's the Head !

The coach and four, carcering up the
drive, had drawn attention from all
Greyfriars.' There wero crowds of
fellows—seniors and juniors—in the
Close, coming in from the playing-ficlds.
Mer. Qluelch, the master of the Remove,
was chatting with My Prouf, of the
Fifth, under the elms, and tho Head
was visible in the doorway of the School
Ilouse. He was staring blankly at the
oncoming team.

Shouts rose on all sides:

“Who is it?"”

“What's the game?”

“There'll be an accident !"

“Ten to ono they come a mucker !”

_ “Ten_ thousand to one, I think!”
gasped Bob Cherry, clinging to the side
of the coach. “Who'd have thought
ihat slecpy young ass would wake up
like this? My hat!”

Claiter, clatter, cdlatter! -

With really. wonderful skill TLord
Mauleverer tooled the team to a halt
just outside the School House, and the
horses, snorting and foaming, stoad
covered with sweat. 3

ITis lordship jumped lightly down, and

yaised his silke hat (o Dr. Locke.
* The animation had died out of his
face, and he was the calm, placid fellow
again whom the juniors had mef at the
sfation. His bow to fhe Head was a
model for a Chesterfield.

“Dr. Lacke, presnme?” he said
gracefully, *“Pray allow me to intro-
duce myself, My name is Mauleverer
—Lord Mauleverer!”

ed.
everer ! he excla

“Yes, sir.”

“What — what do yon mecan by
arriving at Greyfriars in this fashion,
Mauleverer 77 c

His Jordship looked surprised.

* Anything wrong, sir?”

“Wrong!” «cxclaimed the Ilead
warmly. ~ “Do you think that is a
proper siylo for a junior schoolboy to
arrive—dashing up to the honse m a

coach and four? what do you mcan
by it, siri” :
“Sorry, sir; it's only my way,” said

Lord Maunleverer. “Fm sure T didn't
ynean to do anythin’ to displease you,
gir. It's only my way.”
“Then you will kindly discaritinue
ways of this sorl while you are at Grey-
QTur Porvian.- No 114,

friars,” said the Head.
coach come here at all "

“I—I drove it, sir.” ;

“Yes, yes! 1 mean, how did it come
at Friardale? T am sure such a turn-out
could not be hired in the village !

“I had it sent on to meet me at the
station, sir.” g

The doctor could hardly believe his
ears, He stared hard at the new junior,

“You had it sent on !"” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir, to meet mo at the station.”

“Is it possible that you have so much
money to waste, Lord Mauleverer 7"

““Oh, it didn’t cost much, sir!” said
Lord Mauleverer negligently. “Not
more than twenty pounds altogether,
probubly. Peters knows.”

“Dear me! And what is to become
of it now?”

«“How ddes this

‘wot I says is this ‘ere—thes

“Peters will {ake it away.”
“Dear me! Then you had beiter ask
Gosling to take charge of it until Peters

arr You are a most extraordinary
boy ! 3

“Yes, sir.”

The Head re-entered the house.

Gosling had followed the turn-out up to
the house in great amazement. Iarry
Wharton & Co. had dismounted from the
coach. The Greyfriars fellows were
thronging round.

Lord Mauleverer seomed to be uncon-
scious of having caused any undue excite-
ment. He looked round in'a languid way,
and nodded to Gosling.

- “Are you the porter here?” he asked.

“Which I ham!” said G And
» goings

hon is dangerous, I say.
“Take charge of my horses till my

coachman arrives.”
Gosling near

y collapsed  He had never
received an’ order like that from a junior
schoolboy before.

““Which ?”” he gasped.

“You heard what I said. Take charge
of the coach and four, and deliver them
to my man Peters when he comes,” said
Lord Mauloverer crisply. *“Take this for
your trouble.”

He thrust something that crisped and
rustied into the school-porter’s hand.
Gosling stared at it, and stared again,
hardly able to credit his eyes. Tt was
a banknote for five pounds.

“ My—my—my heye !’ gasped Gosling.

Lord Maleverer turned away. Evi-
dently he saw nothing unusual himself

in his action. Gcsrinp' gasped and
gasped. But he did not let go the
banknote. After satisfying himself that

it was a good one, stowed it av
into his pocket. Then he led the horses
away, still in a state of great astonish-
ment.

“My hat!” murmured Harry Whar-
ton. “What sort of a fish.J
caught this time? T've never sce
chap of fifteen handing out fivers like
that before !”

“I guess not! ITe must be rolling in
quids I said Fisher T. Fish. *‘I suppose
he’s really a lord 7’

*“ Oh, that’s right enough !”

“I guess 1 like him,” caid Fisher T.
Tish. * Something very nice about him,
Don’t you think 507"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yes, to an American—his title,”” he
remarked. i

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“I guess I'm going to improve his
acquaintance,” said Fisher T. Iish. “Ti
will sound well in letters to home, and
make them sit up in New York—soma !”’

During the next two days many other
juniors tried to make friends with Lord
Mauleverer. It becamo a pleasure to
rest in his sfudy—No. 15 in the Remove
passage—for he furnished it in the most
sumpluous manner.

In fact, the schoolboy carl’s exirz-

You Can’t Beat ** Chuckles'' for Comic Pictures?}

vagance and ‘complele ‘disregard for the
huge amount of money he spent got to
the cars of the Head, who promptly
wrote to Sir Harry Braithwayt, Maul-
everer’s uncle and guardian. Sir Harry’s
reply assured” the Head of what he
alrcady knew—that Mauleverer, spend-
thrift though he was, was entirely un-
spoiled by the possession of so mmuch
wealth, and was really a-most likeable
and generous lad.

The letter also hinted at something
clse, and the Head waited for results,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Special.

[ ELEGRAM for Mauly!" caj
E * Bob_Cherry. x ) A
M, I

Mauly ! Come

verer came hither, with a

S m g
grin.  The telegraph mnes T Wwas wait-
ing, with the telegram in his hand,

“For Lord Mauleverer, please,” he
said.

“Thank you, my lad!”

Lord Mauleverer opened the telegram.
Billy Bunter hovered very near him.
Bunter knew that money could be
dispatched by telegraph, and that, to
Bunter, was the only possible reason why
anybody should send a telegram. 1
Lord Mauleverer was to receive a remit-
tance from the post-office, Bunter meant
to_be on the scenc.

But the expression upon {he bo:
shawed that 1t was not a communi
of that sort. His handsome, kind face
became suddenly startled and troubled,
and his fingers closed more tightly upon
the telegram,

“Bad news
concerned look.

It was only when they saw TLard

' asked Wharion, with a

Mauleverer looking troubled that the
juniors realised how much they had

come to like the

good-natured new boy.
“I don’t know,” said Lord Maule
slowly. “This is from my uncle's
lawyers, Messrs Have & Hookit. I'll read
it to you fellows, and you can tell me
what you think of it.”

And Lord .Mauleverer read oui
telegram:

tha

“‘Lord Mauleverer, Grey!
—Serious news re your finan
rrible losses. Your uncle abs
e come at once. Very urgent!’’

The juniors looked srave enough.

Lord Mauleverer hardly scemed
realise the import of the messago;
the juniors, as they listened, realised it
clearly enou

If the solicitors said so much, it was
pretty certain that they meant more; and
1t looked as if the millionaire schoolboy
was ruined,

Ruined !

That was the thought that camo in
most minds, and it had various cffects
upon the different fellows. Bolsover
laughed. Snoop sncered. But most of
the fellows looked serious and sympa-
thetic.  Those who had chummed up
most with Lord Mauleverer realised that
it was a time to show that it was not
his money that had attracted them to

him. Wharton touched him on the
shoulder,

“Buck up, old chap!” he said. “Ti
mayn’t be as bad as 1t sounds. 1 don't

seo how all your money could have gone,
either!” N

“Half a million a year. It would take
o long time to blow tha capital, I should
think,” John Bull remarked.

“Yes, rather!”

“But you must go at once, as the
lawyer says,” said Harry \Wharton,

(Continued on page 9.)
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How many fellows know how to make the
most of a holiday Precions few! We are
told that ** one crowded hour of glorious life
is worth an age without a name,”" but how

y us experience that crowded hour?
en the last vacation finished, and the
school re-assembled, I suid eral fellows
on the railway plat

~

\
Some said, **
Rotten!”

iply because th hadn't studied
the art of getting the maximum of pleasure
out of a holiday.

One of the most important things in con-
nection with o holiday is packing,  Alwa
wet your packing done at least two days be-
fore the actual day of breaking-up, or you
will find yourself in the cart! g

Not bad,"

There’s ellow called Frenoh in the New
House. hen the last vae. arrived, he left

his packing till the last minute, and then he
found that he had nothing to puck! iis
belongings had either been * borrowed,"” or
taken by mistake! He spent the whole day
chasing round for them, and in the end he
lost his train—and his temper. He had to
spend the night at St. Jim's, and proceed
home next day.

Another very important thing is to choose
the right sort of place to go to for your
Lolida We will suppose that you've had six

i ate aunts. Always
cho s the best-stocked
larder! Don’t go to an aunt who sulfera
from chronic indigestion, and lives on dry
toast und hot water. If you do, you'll have
a jolly thin time! 4

But it isn't always the places with the
well-stocked lnrders that pro
vestments. I romember ata
Aput Rebecea a few months hack g
arrlved at her house, slic greeted me effu-
sively, and said I'm so glad you've come,
my dear boy! You will be such a help to
me during the vacation! I can't get any

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

Assisted by FATTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE
i of Greyfriare, and

AN

HOW TO BE HAPPY ON HOLIDAY!

By FATTY WYNN.

ANNNNANNNNANNANANAAT]

manual labour, and I want a chicken-honze
constructed, and my garden thoroughly
overhauled. I also want the parlour white
washed."

FFor three weeks I had to slave like a
nigger. ** Had a good time, Fatty? asked
y ns, on my return to St. Jim's. " ** A good
time!” I repeated scornfully. ** Why, L've
Just completed three weeks' hard labour!"

During a holiday, one should do no manner
of work. Eat, drink, sleop, and be merry—
that's the golden rule for » holiday. And it
any of your relutlons suggest that you should
build chicken-houses, or weed gardens, or
whitewash parlours, be careful to give them
a wide berth in future?

Some fellows believe in what they call a
** sporting "' holid ey get up uhout
five in the morning and go fishing, Then
they do a course of physical jerks beforo
brekker. Later In the morning they do a
twenty-mile bike ride. In the afternoon they
pluy footer, In the cvening they go to a
dance. And when the time comes to go huek
to school they feel thoroughly fagged out,
and in need of a holiday.

‘' Of course, it's impossible to lay down

any hard-and-fast rules on the subject of

hohllllny-mnklng. but here is an excellent time.
(M

al

10 a.m.—Get up.

10.30 a.m.—Brekker,

11 a.m. to 1 p.m.—Have a nap.

1 p.n.—Dinner.

150 p.m. to { p.m.—Have another nap.

4 p.m.—Tea,

4.30 p.m. to & p.m.—
in_the form of draughts or dominoes,

8 p.m.—Supper.  After which, take another
nap in front of the fire, and turn in at ten
o'clock.

‘Cake a little exercise

Follow out this
have solved the pr
on holiday!

programme, and you will
oblem of how to he happy

LNANNANNAANNANANAANNANNNANL T

HOLIDAY GOSSIP!

By BILLY BUNTER.

ju ANNANNNNNNNL]

I feel 60 ellated this week, deer reeders,
that T reelly must berst into rime! What do
you think of this klevver little Kupplet?

** Hooral, hoorah, for the Easter vac!
The fello who invented holidays desserves
a patt on the back!"™

Bob Cherry deklares that the larst line is
several yards too long. But what does the
iting Editor of ** The Greyfriars Ierald "
10 about poertory?

* * ¢ 3c

Harry Wharton is spending the wac. at
Wharton Lodge. He is taking the other
aembers of the Famous Five, together with

Jack Drake and Dennis Carr. Ife pleeded on

bended nceze for me to come
that T would bo the life nn
party; but, of corse,
invitashun,

. too, saying
L sole of the
T lottilly deklined the

* * o
is spending the holiday on tha
fe intends to have a corse of

X.
tooition at the hands of the well-known pel
fessional, Tom Niblick. s,
A *

Mr.
1

Mr. Quelch
golf-linx

Prout is going to shoot rabbitis and
and fezzants. I eggspeckt he  will

mannidge to dispatch a fow game-Keepers into
the bargin!
"

Coker of the Vth i3 going up to Skottiand
on his moter-bike. By the time le reeches
his_destinashun you ‘won't be able to tell
wich is Coker and wich are the spare parts!

* ® L

I arsked Hurree Singh what he was zoing
to do, and he said he was going to pay
Nying \-izzit‘ to India by airoplanc. * 11,

1 replide,
doing that?
klevver joak!"

there's nuthing to India from
And everyboddy larfed at my i

TuE Porvrar.—No.
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‘7)de to the Holidays !

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

it are hear (here, here!)
mi",hgollllodﬁx’dsnys arg hear e
The hollidays, the jolly days,
Aro droring very noer | 3

k yore trubbles in yore trunk
Soo?uit;l yyoro old portmanfo, 2
And then depart, kwite lite of hart—

(Ain’t this a ripping canto?).
_bye to joggraphy and Greek !
G‘é’godfbyu to moldy Lattin!
Three weeks of plezzure, fun and lezzure,

To flurrish and get fat in!

At Trimble Hall, T shall not feel
A skarecrow and skraggy;

The butler he will say to me:
“More pooding, Master Baggy 7

Yes, I shall have a topping time
A’t our ansestral manshun ;

‘And soon my figger will be bigger—
You'll notiss an expanshun'! '

I sha’n’t invite that glutton Wynn,
I sha’n’t invite George Figgins;
They'll have_to go to town, you no,

And stay in dreery diggin’s,

Nor shall T take that bounder Blake,
Nor heed each plea of Merry's;

1 sha'w’t take Gussy, weerd and fussy,
Nor shall T humour Herries.

They larf at me, they chafl at me,
They eay that no such plaice

As Trimble Hall eggsists at all—
7 think it's a disgrace!

But still, Pm not the sort of chap
To worry, or bare mallis;

Tor-soon I'll be devouring ica
In state, at. Trimble Pallis!

The holidays are hear (here, here ),
And you can here they’re hear!
Their's such a row in progress now

That I must stopp, T feer!

The Song of Bunter !

By BOB CHEFRY.

This is a Jittle thing, but it shows you
what Bunter is! We had a Form concert. and
we let him sing; it was not a first-rate func-
{ion, you know. (You no jolly well it was,
otherwise I wouldn’t lave sung.—Ed.)

He said he had written the words himself,
put someone in the audience was sure the
first “verse belonged to a well-known music-
i ditty about “Some night, some waltz,

fiall )

o pirl.” The chorus was Bunter's own,
h':,l‘;gﬁ‘_musﬁ bave been! For it ran like
this: .

« Tiad some tarts, some buns,
somwe really lovely cake;

Tour jars of jam and a fowl—

Not to mention cclairs and apples and
rs!

1 had some ' pops’ some chops,

Two big helpings of stcak. »

1Life's oue desire is to eat once again

some tarts, some buos, eome cake!™

so It is! Bunter's life's desire, I mean.
(Well, what of it?7—Ed.)

Tie ot another apple or two—rotten ones—
and there has beeu a distinct whiff of eggo
“ntiquo about him cver since. —(No, there

* pusn't been, Cherry, you rotter! You know
as well as I do that the fellows gave me
wuch an_applauge that I lad to come on
«veral times before they were satisficd.  And
il it, wasn't for the scarcity of contributions,
this weuldn't have got a look in at all.—

: THE JOYS OF:
BUNTER COURT!
By SAMMY BUNTER.

. The -
Humours of Nursing !

By MARIE RIVERS
(The Sciool Nu se).

People allways larf when I beginn
to tork about Bunter Court. They
think i’s a back-alley in the slumms
of London. . But that only shows there
iggnerence.

As a matter of fackt, Bunter Court is
a maggniffisent and stately manshun,
sitting in its own grounds. It lies in the
hart ~of Devvonshire, and the Rivver

hames washes its walls. Tf you want
an erly mourning dip, it's only nessessary
to dive from yore bed-room windo!

When was Bunter Court bilt?  Ah,
that I karnt eay with sertainty. My
Pater says it was creckted in the time
of the Drooids, but personally, T beleeve
Noer maid it at the same timo as he bilt
the Are. T no it daits back for menny
Jennyrashuns, bekawse a lot of the

aneshunt kings and kweens and proffits
inishuls with a pen-
For in-

have karved thero
nife on sum of the fernicher.

stanse, on a peace of the drori
sweet you will obbserve the

0. K.'B.” I have allways manetain
that that stands for Oz, the King of
Basin,  But Billy deklares that the
letters were Larved by one of our
ansestors—Sir 0. K. Bunter,

Bunter Court is now the rezzidence
of the lord of the manna—that's my
pater. Ile has to kolleckt the rent from
the peeple who live in the vissinity; and
when he makes a rich hawl he all s
Enndf me and Billy an eggstra supply of
pockitt munney.

Of corse, it cos
up a house lika our:
twelve reseption-rooms, six dining-roons,
a droring-room, a libery, twenty bed-
rooms, and umpteen pantries and larders.

It"was wunce sujjesied to my pater
that he should have a barf-room in-
stalled; but the mere menshun of a barf
makes my blud run cold!

My pater has to keep a big stoff of
servants. Their ave five fat kooks, and
no end of howse-parlermades and mades-
of-all-wurk.  Their is also a butler and
a footman and a page-boy. 2

Our gests are always entertained on a
very lavvish scale. Tork about a feed
at the Ritz or the Savoy! Tt duzzent
kompare with a terbly-dote dinner at
Bunter Court. And down in the seller
their are all sorts of whines (bekawso the
doggs arve kept their).

don’t mo what my bruther Billy
intends to do this Easter. But mo and
my sister Bessie ara going home, and
tho powdered flunkies will fairly forn on
us when we arive. It wili be * Ves,
Master Samuel,” and “Sertingly, Master
Samuel,” and “ What can I do for you,
AMaster Samuel 77

Don’t you feel euvy
Duzzent, the mere m
Court make yore mowt wtor ?

I only wish I could invite you all to
Bunter Court, so that you could have
the finest hollerday you've ever -spent.
But I'm afraide it karn’t be dun

good deel to keep

s, deer reeders?
hun of Bunter

THE END.
P = e

Bunter Court has |

| JACK BLAKE.—Injured his ankle d

Now that the holiday seacon las
arrived, 1 shall enjoy a muchxecdud
““breather.”

A pgood many people &cem o

think that my job is an easy one. Only
the other day I heard D’Arcy minor
remark :

“Wish I was Miss Marie, and had
nothing to do except sit in thé eanny
and knit!”

If Master D’Arcy were in my choes hie
ous little time for knit-

3 ¢ T am besieged by boys
who are suffer from all sorts of ail-
ment—real and imaginary.

The day before St. Jim's broke up
for the Easter vacation, I had no less
than thirty patients to deal with. T have
neither tha time ner space to tell you
what was the matter with them all; but
T will summarise a few of tho cases, anc
show vou how I treated them.

BAGLEY TRIMBLE.—Said he was
suffering from acute internal pains. I
?'x' tioned him on the subject of his

meal, and it transpired that X

ke

had eaten a whole rabbit-pie at one
sitting. Gave him a still dosa of
rhy and dismissed him.  Hollow

were heard as he rolled down

stairs.

LEVISON MINOR.—Cama io

bin
1

me rub.
his eyes and yawning, and
w that he had developed the
eping  sickness, I took his
temperature, and he fell a 1
I did so. His pulse was nor:
i i ure, and T he
ions. Then
) came into my disper
‘ood-morning, Miss Aa
he said. “‘ Hz: voun seen young Lev
son? Why, ho’s here! The young
pirate has lifted a plum-cake from my
study, and he evidently dodged up heve
to g:‘ol out of my way!”

I left Tevison minor to the tender
mercies of Kildare!

Troom.

GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY.—Dec-
clared he suffering from an p((uck
i n-fever. T told him that it was

ssible to develop brain-fever unless

one had brains. He went off in a

ible huff!

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY.—
Complained of a sore throat. Gave
him some lozenges, and warsied him
to sing no more tenor solos.

—Came to me in great

d that he was wasting

to a shadow. “Is it consump-

s Marie?” he asked. ‘'No,”

“Jt is the result of con-

You eat far morc than is.

If you really fcel as

bad as you you will have to stay

in the sanny ing the vacation.”
“Fatty " speedily recovered.

I rr-p]im:l.
sumption !
good for you.

ing a football match. I smothered
him with surgical bandages, and sent
him about his business. 1
FIFTEEN FAGS.—All suffering with
¢ ic coughs and colds. aturated
them with quinine, and with sound
advice. #
And yet they say that the school nurse

has an casy time. E
Thank goodness the holidays ave here!
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A HOLIDAY HOAX!

‘By S.

_We were sitting round the fire in the Rag
discussing the Easter vacation, and what we
were goiug to do with ourselves, when Billy
Un;inhcr :nllkcd in.

illy loohed as merry as Old King Cole.
But instead of calling for his \pipe :’xzml h‘is
bowl and his fiddlers three, he called for a
pen, some ink, and a sheet of notepaper. He
also agked if anybody had a twopenny stamp

. to nwc ::w.\y.

** Writing  home, porpoise?” ask
Gk e, porpoisc? 1sked  Bob

% ~0. 1 want to reply to an advertise-

v that Billy Bunter was clutching a
copy of e Chimes ™ {n his band. He had
evidently “*lifted ™ it from Quelchy’s study,
papers are taboo in the Remove.
a weight-reducing  advertisement,
inquired Nugent.

**Oh, reaily, Nugent, why should a slim
fellow like me want to reduce his weight?
It's a paragraph in the personal column that
.”" Interested in. I'll show it to you if you
ike.

Billy Bunter handed over the paper,
we noticed that Le had marked a certain
paragraph. It ran as follows:

ENTLEMAN OF MEAN!
ve a pnblic schoolbo
puest for the E

must be b t 11 R

and beari L Advertiser has large
e standing in its own grounds, and his
t will receive every comfort and cou:
umptuous meals provided four
Apply by letter to * Benevolent,”
1, ' Chimes* Oflice.”

& y
sideration.

‘* Queer sort of advertisement, that!™ re-
W who

marked  Johnny
* Benovolent * is?"™

Bull.  ** Wonder

ant with more
'om Brown. ** Fancy taking a
a non-paying guest for the whole

ol the vae
** Trust Bunter to
Carr. ** He never:mi
something for nothing.
“But it’s not a bit of use for Bunter to

on this,"” said Dennis
s a chancd of getting

:np{)l said Vernon-Smith, “ He doesn't
fui iy of the condition, e isn’t bright,
he isn’t intelligent,

good manners,
and he hasn't good bearing.”

** Smithy, you rotter—

““It's not worth while wasting a s
a stunt like this,” said Wharton.
But Billy Bunter didn't seem to think so.
He wus very much smitten with the
princely offer made by the benevoient
gentieman, and he was particularly struck
with the phrase: ** Sumptuous meals pro-
vided four times daily.”

Bunter had originally planned to go home
for the vac. But he wasn't at all kéen on
it. He talks a lot of twaddle about the
glory und grandeur of Bunter Court; but, of
course, no such place. The Bunters
live, 1 believe, in quite an ordinary house,
and Billy's pater doesn’t believe in providing
sumptuous meals. Perhaps he can’t afford
it. Anyway, the meals he gives to his gueste
aren’t substantial enough for a sparrow to
thrive on.

Billy Bunter was perfectly aware of this,
and nothing would suit him better than tc
give his people a miss, and go to some
ancestral mansion where he could eat, drink,
and be merry.

After a great deal of pleading, the fat
junior managed to borrow somec stationery
and a stamp, and then ho replied to the ad-
vertisement.

We didn't see the letter that Bunter wrote,
but we could guess that the handwriting snd
the spelling were works of art. Billy has his

peculi on spelling; as readers of
Weekly 1I have noticed.

Well, the letter was duly posted, and
during the next two days Billy Bunter was
on tiptoe with expectation.

Bob Cherry declared that Billy would
receive no reply from ** Benevolent,” and we
were inclined to agree with him. z

But ‘'we were wrong. -

On the morning of breaking-up, the post-
man hrought Billy Bunter a letter.

ap on

The envelope was typewritten, as was the
document inside.
** Any luck, Bunt
1

with a grin.
" Ye

sked Dolsover major,

T've been aceepted as a

the o!d gent would turn up
trumps! said Bunter, whose fat face was
beaming like a full moon. ** Listen to what
he says:

*r«Benevolent * has carcfully considered
Master Bunter's application, aud he will be
ghted to receive him as a non-paying
He will mect
hatl at Charing
S fternoon, and
to his delightful country

M
Cross Station on
will escort him
residence.

** N.B. faster Bunter should t
the train leaving Friardale at midd

¢l by

** Master Bunter scems to be in clover!™
said Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

*1shall have o high old time{" he said.
** I shall make you fellows green with envy
; won't have nearly such a good time at
harton Lodge as I &

all have at this gent's

to cat, plenty to drink, and plenty
and it won't cost me a penny!"
Bunter went on. * Hallo, Sammy! What
do you want?" 7.

Bunter minor had just come on the scene.

Q. L FIELD. (%“Squiff”.)

spats, and a shining silk topper was perched
n

on his head. In hiz buttonhole wag
brilliant carnation.

** Uallo, ballo, hallo! ejaculated Beob
Cuerry, as Biliy Bunter rolled into viewy
“ Now we're off

“Half a jiffy interposed Tom Brown.
*That's my neektie  you're wearing,

Bunter!™

“And that's my silver-mounted camel™
yelled Bulstrode.

*And those are my spats, begad!" drawled
Lord Mauleverer.

‘“Ha, ba, ha!”

Rilly Bunter did not wait to restore thd
“* porrowed ™' property to its rightinl owners,
ITe threw his suit-cage into the statlon hack,
which was waiting in the Cloge, and he flong
himse!f in after it,

“ Right away!" be called to the ancien®
driver, who promptly whipped up the e¢qually
uncient horse.

The stution hack rolled away, and as it
fumbered through the school gateway we
canght sight of Billy Bunter's face wreathed
in smiles.

Brown, Bulétrode, and Mauly could have
recovered their property if they had takem
the trouble to chase after the hack; but
(hey let it go. They knew that if they de-
layed Bunter they would cause him to lose
his train; and as it was holiday time .they
didn’t want to be hard on him,

During the journcy up to town, Billy
Bunter was almost bursting with excitement.

What sort of a gentleman  weuld
““ Benevolent "' prove to be? Would he ba
a man of unlimited means and unbounded
penerosity?  If so, Billy Bunter would be in
for a glorious time.

. 1 might even persuade the old gent to
adopt me!" he reflected. ** That would be
ripping! I should have as much pocket~

money as I wanted, and I should be able ta
lord it over the rest of the fellows next
term.”

The train rshed on.
London

And tho ncarer i
drew to the more excited Billy

Bunter be

Tho words had a magical effect upon the
fat junior. Ho jumped out of the carriage,
dragging his suit-case after him; and then
he rushed away full-pelt to the booking-hal.

There were several people in the hall, but
Billy Bunter's attention was arrested by =
well-dressed, middle-aged man, who was
pacing to and fro, Bunter promptly rolicl
up to him.

* Arc you ‘ Benevolent "2 he asked.

The man starcd.

““ Fairly,” le replied. ** My friends (¢l me
I'm quite a benevolent sort of person; but
I don't believe in giving alms to Impertinest

Bunter waved his hand as the
station hack drove out of the
gates.

“ 1 say, Billy,” he said, ‘‘ what's this about
your going to a country house as a non-
paying guest?”

© It's quite right,” said Billy.
to have the time of my life!” “

** You—you're not coming home?"” gasped
Sammy. -

** No jolly fear!”

““Why not? There'll be heaps of grub.”

““ Not after you and Bessie have pitched
into it!"”

“* Well,
Sammy, **
mangion.”

Billy glared at his minor.

“ You'll do nothing of the sort!" he said.
“ The invitation applics to me only. You
can keep off the grass

Sammy Bunter looked very doleful. 1Ile
would have given anything to have been able
to accompany his major, and it exasperated
him to think that he would have a thin time
at home, while Billy was in a land flowing
with milk and honey.

Billy Bunter rolled away to {he Remove
dorm. to change into his Sunday best. When
we saw him again we were staggered at his
appearance.  The creases in his ** bags™
were perfect; le sported a pair of silk

‘“I'm going

if you're not coming home,” said
I'll come with you to this country

young ¥s. Run away, before I call a
policeman!""

** Oh, crumbs!
who advertised i
*The Chim

Eh? Certainly not!”
Then who—

“Here is the advertizer in question!™ came
a volce immediately behind Bunter.

The fat junior turned and came face fa
face with his pater!
Ir. Bunter was smiling.

** Forgive mo for practising this mild heax
upon you, William, my bLoy. In a moment
of frivolity I had that adverlisement put ia
the paper. s that it would be
brought to your notice, and that you wanii
reply to it. And I resolved to miect yaa
here, and give you a happy surprise!™

It was certainly a surprise for Billy
Bunter, but, judging from the expressicn em
his face, it was anything but a happy enel

After all his big talk about the high tima
he was going to have, after doing Lis bess
to make his minor envious, Billy Bunter was
to spend the Easter vao. at his own howme?
know you would rather spend yosr
holiday with me than with anyoue
William,” said Mr. Bunter. ** geuh
Sammy will be arriﬂnf during_the after-
nom:], nr'u} he family will be complete. Comse,
my boy!

‘And Billy Bunter went, with fe 2
deep for words ! X X

Aren't you {he gentlemanm
n the personal column ef
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% A DELITEFUL EGGSPERIENCE!

Related by TUBBY MUFFIN,

BILLY BUNTER'S WEEKLY. . :
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Jimmy Silver glarnsed at me with the teers
ctreeming down his cheeks.
wTybby, old fello,” I
affeckshun, “you simply must come to my
Jhaice for the vac. My people won't here
yoro staying away. No fced, no sellybra-
mplete without a Mulfin.”
1 replide hortily, “but it karn't

. in toans of

tion is k

“Sor
pe dun.” ey

“Do come!” pleeded Jimmy Silver horzely.
ay begz of you to come! I'll go down on
my. neeze, if you like. Yore presents alone
cau_make the hollday a suckse

wpnuft ! I said sturnly. “I have desyded
not to come and their's an end of i

Jimmy Silver went away gobbing; and just
afterwards Tommy Dodd.came up to me,

“Will you onner me with yore kompany
during the vae, Tubby?” he asked.'

«gertainly not! [ shouldn’t dreem of going
away with @ Modern beest!” I replide, -

“1+d simply luy you to come—"

“] dare say you wood.”

“Look hear! I entreet you—"

«you can cntreet me till the cows come
yome,” I sald, “but I'm not coming!”

Tommy Dodd berst into teers.

“Then the vac will be a wash-out!” he
plubbed. *Boo-hoo!"

All sorts of Invitashuns w
uppon me after that, but I re
yyith skorn.

To tell the trooth, I was waiting for Morn-
jogton to invite me to his plaice. Morny
comes of a welthy and prosperus fambl
1 knew that il T went to his plaise I ul
jiave o Ist-rate time. Grate sirloynes of beef
wood be d‘Ishuﬂ up at evvery meel, and both

e showerd
ted them

the kwallity and kwantitty of the grubb
wood be eggsellent.

“ plorny’s sertain to invite me,” I said to
myself. been his boozum pall for

yself.  “T'v
ypunths, and he's often prommist to take me
to his plaice .rmd give me an interduckshun
to his people.”” : <

well, I waited and waited, but no invi-
tashun came.

prezzently the day of breaking-up dorned
and 1 began to feel very alarmed.

Was it possibul that Morny had overiooked
me? Had the egasitement of braking-up
Lawsed him to forgett his best frend?

I hunted for Morny all the mourniug, but
ne was nowhere to be gean. - 4

aleenwile, all the felloes were Klcering off

44
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to there homes, and by dinner-time only a
few of them remancd. Jimmy Silver was one
of th

oL

sean

v, Silver,” I said, “havc you

Jimmy Silver chuckelled.

. “He cort the o'klock trane this mourn-
ing to Skottland,” he said.

“Oh crums! And I was eggspeckting him
to invite me! The trecherus beest! —Look
hear, Silver, I've alterd my mind about going
home with you to yore plaice. sald 1
woodn't, but I was only kidding. I shall be
delited to comet”

“XNuthing doing

aid Jimmy Silver. “You

in

‘“The whole nite I lived
parradise.’’

) ‘1"5 t plaice,

rejeckted my invitashun in th
and now an go and eat

“Where's Tommy Dod
sure he'll tern up trump.

“Tommy Dodd’s gone llome hours ago!”

“0Oh, help!”

I reclized that I was in a tite korner. I
had kounted on getting an invitashun from
and he had let me down. And so

was nuthing for it but to spend the
vac with my own peeple.

1 konsulted a time-table, and found, to my

inkwired. “I'm

lLiorrer, their n't anuther trane that day!

o

]:_@‘ASTER E @@ b@j JIMMY SILVER.

Hatched by .

‘
!
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‘Hansom, of the Fifth, infends to spend
{ho Jaster vacation at Colney ™ Ifatch.
e sha'n't expect to see him como back
to Rookwood.

* L] %

The members of the Modern Side held
a bumper celabration on the last ovening
of term. Tommy Dodd fells me that he
made a Dboiled plum-pudding, and that
ifommy Doyle mado some Irish stew.
Yes; but what did Tommy Cook?

€ £ *

Tubby Muffin proposes {o spend a
Lioliday near Windsor, because many nice
things are “Lton" there! What a
Flarrow-ing suggestion !

5 ® @ #

e, Bootles is taking BMr. anders

“down to Dover. When they are strolling

jong the cliff togéther ono evening,
:'.(:uld Ar. Bootles be kind enough {;o
give hi: colleague a genile push?

Tue Porrraz—No 114,

Bulkeley, of the Sixth, is going into
the country to study botany.” Ho ought
to be already familiar with the history
and uses of the ashplant,

* »

S *

Adolphus Smythe is going to Paris {o
study the latest fashions in male attire.
When thig immaculate dandy returns to
Rookwood, he will devote all his time to
dodging missiles,

# = *

Pecle’s big brother, who is in the Air
I'orce, is going to take him for a joy-
ride., We always did regard Pecle as a
“giddy fier.”

# a *

Two large pantechnicons called at
Rookwood on breaking-up day—not to
take the whole school away, but merely
to remove Dlorny’s toppers!

* i #*

Kit Conroy wishes he could spend ihe

vacation “down under.” So do we—

\

AO“-OO*’*&--&#":E

“Hear's a pretty go!” I multcrd.“ “I shall
have to stay the pite at Rookwood.”

Their was only one other person wio i
going away that day. That was Mr. Bootles,
1 went and told him my trubbles. Y

“1 karn't get a tranc to my peeple’s plaico
untill the mourning, sir,” 1 said. s

“ Deer me! That is unforchunitt, Muflin—
most. unforchunitt ! .

“I suppoze 1 can slecp in the dorm, sir?®

Mr. Bootles shook his head.

« All the dormittries are locked up,” I_|'.~

“Where are )
“In the villidge.”
“Counldn’t I do the same
my hoy
T amp-bed to he
in the and you may sleep the

Little did Bootles dreem when he
this what a terribul temptashun he was |
ting in my way. 4

Fansy being sentensed {o spend the nite in
the tuckshopp! Can you kKonseeve a more des
liteful state of affares?

looked forward ea

when it came I went to Bootles, and he
me the key of the shopp.

“I trussed you will have a
Muflin,” he sald.

“You bet!"” I mutterd, sotto voc £

Need I dwell upon the sean wich fottoud,
deer reeders?

For a hole nite I
had about a d

will

gerly to bed-time, and
e

nite,

a parradise. [

n feeds rolled into one.
and the tuck simply delishus. It makes
my mouth water to think about it.

I konsiddered it my duty to cat ¢ -_
thing I counld my hands on, bekawse if
I didn’t, the grubb wood only lic their and
rott during the vac.

Oh, the I of that deliteful feed! Wurds
cannot pickeher the joy and rapeher that
I periensed !

lived in
feeds

t w out midnite when I fell asleep,
vith my lLands folded in the rejion of my
vaste.

« Erly n t mourning Mr. Bootles came up
from the villid and called at the tuck-

shopp to inkwire ‘\':lmt sort of a nite I had
had.

To his dismay, he found that the-best part
of the stock had vannished.

And so had I!

THE END.
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down under the bedclothes. But Lacy,
of the Fourth, says that would be a very
Lacy way of spending u holiday !

Sergeant Keltle is going lo rejoin
some old regimental pals, and they are
having a grand smoking concert. It isn’t
the first time we've heard of a Kettla
singing !

*® " *

Dr. Chisholm has made arrangemonis
to stay with his nieco at Nice. Must be
awfully nice to have a nice niece at Nice !

N #

. Leggelt tells me he is going on a walk-
ing tour during tho holidays. If a few of
the Giddy Goats would follow L it
example and “leg it ¥ for a few )
they would comeo Dack to Rookwood con-
siderably better in health.

w " a

‘\\'(‘. believe Carthew going {o
Coventry for a few days. This would,
WO suppose, be his first voluntary =
he's been sent there a few timos !

is

Raby’s spending his holidays hunting
with a few relatives. As he will be

following the dogs, we hope he won't
como back with rabies,
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(Continued from page §.)

Passing the Test! {

nly be a terrible blow to lose his
“and that was what the lawyer's
tolegram meant if it meant anything.
! And the chums of the Remove were very
concerned for him. When morning

3%
3

“Better trot along and ask the Iead's

permission.”
“Yes, I suppose I'd better.”

“Betior send an answer first,” said

John Bull.
“Yes, ves, 1 forgot that, begad!™
Lord Mauleverer scribbled

sovereign,
“I1 haven't change, sir,” he said.

Mauloverer,

down @
1cply, and handed it to the telegraph-boy,
with a sovercign. The boy looked at the

*Keep the change, please,” said Lowd

lessons were over they looked out for
Lord Mauleverer, but it was not till after
dinner that he appeared.

When he was seen at the scheol gates
thero was a general rush to greet him.
e looked tired and a littlo worn, and his
dusty boots indicated that he had walked
from the station. The juniors surrounded
him at once with eager inquiries,

* What's ldw new:
s happenad
it nl¥IL vour chest, Mauly, old

hoy v !
“Is all the tin gone?

b Lord Mauleverer nodded.
And he walked away with Iarry aas” h.t yovliod\I:\:'m‘ximllv.
\\’Iu_lrl-m It was not casy to alter old Scolt !’ J
habits 1 Lord Mauleverer v likely true, then?”

to continue to give sovereigns &
long as he had any left.
Dr,  Locke looked

48 Was necessary
the study, and sent
to get a trap ready.
1o him to walk
Goslin
lordship in any way.

“By the wa
acked Harry Wharton.
fo nine now, and there won't be any up
trains till half-past.”

“Bogad 1”

Lord Mauleverer lefl

to the station.

u'll have to wait—""

an’t be done! I've

got

1085 YOU ¢

«aid Fisher T,

h
must have a
A—a—a which?
“* A special train. Trotter co
fo the station on somebody

special train.”
»

1 go dowr
s bike anc

wiro for one., They will manage it for
»

me, I assure you.
*“I—I dare say they will,”
Wharton. “But—but, my
think of the cost.”
““Oh, never mind that !
“But if you've lost money

"

“'Time enough to economise when I
kuow I’ve lost it,”” said Lord Mauleverer Y}
cheerfully. * It can’t all be gone. Be-

sides, I can’t imagine myself hard up.

1 expect it will be all right. Trotter!™

« And Trotter was dis; od.

scorching back on the bike

with tho news that all
Gosling brought the tra

little_later,
arranged.
p round.

elass a brief liberty for the purpose. M.

Queleh, though he had seen many things N@w ON SALE !

Lord Mauleverer’s
could not help

to disapprove of in
manners and customs,
Hiking tho lad, and he was very sorry
1o hear the bad news, and ve illing
that his lordship should leave Greyfrairs
with tho comfortable impression that he
was  well liked there, and had the
sympathy of his Formdellows. The
juniors raised a ‘cheer as the trap drove
off, and Lord Mauleverer waved his
hand, and Harry Wharton & Co. re-
turned to the class-room, thinking more
of ‘Loxd Mauleverer and his new trouble
than of their lessons for the morning.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tho. Test!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. waited
H with keen anxiety for the return
-E of Lord Mauleverer. 'They took
a very deep interest in the for-
tunes of the new junior, who had made
himsélf so well liked in a few days at
Greyfriars. To a fellow like Mauleverer,

s0

at his lordship’s
telegram, and gave permission at once
for him to leave the school for as long |)
3 t
Trotter to tell Gosling
It did not occur
i But

2 was only too ready to oblige his

y, what about a train?"”
“It’s a quarter

to get

‘an’t hoof it to London,”

gasped
chap,

Ile came
Quito

a crowd of juniors assembled round to
sco them off, Alr. Quelch allowing his

s it's true,” said Lord Maul-

“The mines have failed, the
iy busted. There are liabilities to
tho of the assets, the

ull amount as
awyer says, and I've got nothing loft
but the clothes T stand up in.”

“T'm sorry, old chap!”

“It's hard cheese!

“Poor old Mauly!™”

“Yaas, it's ror hard cheese,” agreed
his lordship. he worst of it is that my
poor old uncle, Sir Harry Braithwayt,
has lost all his tin in the same business,
and had gone quite stony, too. 1 don't
quite comprehend how 1t comes about,
but the lawyers do, I suppose, and old
Mr. Have says that it is so. I suppose
he knows.”

“Have you seen your unclo?”

“No; he's laid up with the gout al
wesent, 1 dare say he's been rather
kuocked over by this, you know.”

You don't seem to be much knocked
over,” said Harry Wharton, in wonder.

“Well, you see, I'm thinking of my
uncle chiefly,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I'm young and strong, and he's old and
and he will have a fearfully rough

%

)

1

tim
“What are you going {o do?”
Lord Mauleverer laughed a little,
““There's only one thing to do—leave
school, and work.”
*Work!” echoed the juniors,
They could not imagine Lord Maul-
everer working.
ITis lordship nodded calmly. - Ile had
r\'i(lnx'\lly thought out the whole matter

T can't stay here withont any

money. Tho fees are paid for this term,

GET THEM AT ONCE.

‘bowled over, is it?”

with the habits he had formed, it would

SCHOOL, SPORT, & ADVENTURE

TALES.
BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY.

Ne. 546,—IN SEARCH OF THE VEILED QUEEN.
Grand yarn of adventure in a strange
land. By STACEY BLAKE.

No. 547,—THE WYCLIFFE SCHOLARSHIP BOY,
Topping school tale.
By JACK NORTH.

No, 548,—THE GOLD TRAIL,
Thrilling story of three boys In
Canada. By S. S. GORDON.

No. 549,—THE SECRET OF THE SILENT CITY,
Splendid adventure yi

yarn,
By DAGNEY ll»;\YW;\l!D.'

THE BOYS’ FRIEND
4 LIBRARY.
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but it's no good Immlzing on. And
there’s my uncle, too. e will be sold
up. His very house will have to go. 1
shall have to look after him.” 3

The coolness and courage with which
the boy spoke touched most of the
juniors.  Harry felt his eyes moisten.
Lord Maulevorer scemed tho very lass
fellow in the world to face the baitle of
lifo—the least of all equipped for the
struggle, and perhaps he folt that himeelf,
But ho was grit all through, and he did
not complain, and he did not shrink from
the inevitable, He had thought out his
problem, and he was prepared to face the
music. \

Wharton slipped his arm through Tord
Mauleverer's,

“It’s rotten hard on you.” he said,
“and you're a plucky kid. Most fellows
would be bowled n’gflt over by this.”
“Well, it's not much good being

i said Ins lovdship.
** After all, I've good health and strength,
and I'vo had a good time. I've often
thought that overy chap ought really to
work for his living, you know; and I've
got to now, al all events, 1'd better go
and see the Head.”

It was soon all over Greyfriavs,

Never had the school had such a topic
of inlerest. From tho youngest fag to
the head of the Sixth, 1t was discussed
and discussed agam,

The effect was different upon different
fellows, Loder and Cune were very
pleased that they had not succeeded in
tuking up Lord Mauleverer, (oker & Co.
found that they had no special hankering
after his-sociely. Snoop sneeringly said
that, as a wmatter of fact, he had never
fully believed in the millions_all along,
and he was glad that the fellow had
been shown up in his true colours, Billy
Bunter  wns  of  opinion that Lord
Muauleverer was little short of an im-
postor, and ought to be kicked out of any,
decent school,

But it was good to see that most of
the fellows rallied round Lord Mauleverer
in his misfortune.

IIe had been kindness and generosily,
ileelf while he was a millionaire, and now
that he had fallen upon evil times eveiy-
}Jgdy——\\‘lm was anybody—wanted to hofp
him,

The Remove, with a few exceptions,
like Skinner and BSnoop and Vernon-
Smith, decided that they were going to
back up old Mauly. Txacily hiow they
were going (o back him up was not
defined.  Dut the wish to do it was
something, and the general atmosphere of
kindness and friendship must have heen
comforting o the unfortunate junior.

Ho came out of the Head’s study, looks
ing very grave and composed.

“The Head thinks I'd better stay hero
over to-day, at all events,” he said, **He
wants to hear from my uncle hefore L
leave school. I suppose he's right.”

“Oh, yes!” suid Wharton.  *There
may be a chance yet——"

Tord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Not much chance. The lawyer was
quite clear abount that. Mo said thas
everything would have {o go—only thas
the money I have in my personal posses-
sion could be saved if I chose—as well ag
my personal property—bike and motor-
bike, and the things in my study, you

know. Of cowmse, I told him that ii the
debts had fo be paid, I should give np
everything.”

. “You're not called upon {o do that.”
said Bulstrode, “Have you got much
money "

“ About a hundred pounds, T think.”

“Phew !

“I'm going to send it off by registored
letter to my unele, to do as he thinks 68
with it,” said Lord Mauleverer. “If 16

isn’t wanted to settle debts, it will makg
Tae Porviag=-1o. 114,
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Il
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Lord Maulsverer jum

pod lightly down from th h, and ralsing hi
osume,’’ n from the coach, and raising his
1 prosume,’ he said. " ** Pray allow me to introduce myself. My nam

silk hat, bowed gracefully to tho Head
o is Mauleverer—Lord Maulovoror!'

ee Chapter B).

a bit of a nest-egg for {he -
1 want to write a letter, togj) ?2 (:1-(111 ];:':n
\'\f'hiﬂkiot\]\"nkl llbolllt the matter. Blessed
1 v what to say 7
help mo if_you like.” )_ Ve PR B
Hm'(r:;m'c into the Common-room,” said

The chums of the Remov X
1ound Lord I\Illulcrorcr\ at i‘lfc L:;L}Ilgl?g
the Junior Common-room. Pen and
paper were placed before the junior, and
he gnawed the handle of tho pen, 1

“Dear Uncle Harry,” he began.

Then he gnawed the pen again.

“You see,” he remarked, “it was
partly my guardian’s fault that the in-

/ vesiments were so risky. I suppose the

poor_old chap's getting old, and isn’t so
careful as he was; but I
yeproach him.
wouldn't it?”

“T think you're faking it very well,”
said Wharton.  “DMost chaps, I ‘.h?ni:,
would be pretty wild about it.”

“J know I should be,” said Bulstrode.

“Well, it’s not much good getting wild
with the old boy,” eaid Lord Mauleverer.
Tt wouldn’t bring the moncy back
again, and would only make im feel
rotten—and I expect he fecls rotten
enough about it already.”

“Well, yes, that's so.”

Tord Mauleverer knitted his brows
thoughtfully, and started at last.

3 don’t want to
That would be rotten,

“Dear Uncle Harry,—I've seen M.
Have, and know all about it now. I'm
all right!  Don't worry ! T suppose it
couldn’t bo helped, and I know you've
always done the best you could for me.”

“Phat’s rather good,” Lord Mauleverer
explained to the juniors. ‘Il clearly
Jusn't done the best possible, but 5
douo the best he could, and so that's a

Tue PorrLan.—No 111

diplomatic way of putting it, don’t you
think so*”
“@Good!"” said Harry, with a smile.
Tord Mauleverer's pen travelled on
again now.

«] -enclose the tin I have by me. If
it isn’t needed to pay tho debts, keep it
in hand in case you want it. I shall be
all right, as T am going to sell my things,
and Smy will fetch in a great deal of tin,
I expect. I am going to take in the
¢Daily Mail,” and look for a situation now,
and 1 hope soon to be in work, and to
bo ablo to keep up some sort of a place
where you will be able to live with me.
Of course, we shall have to stick together,
and face this. I hope you're not worry
ing about have lost the mouney, because
I'm sure it couldn’t be helped, and it
doesn’t knock me over at all.  Dr. Locko
thinks I’d better not leave till to-morrow,
but then I shall come ight to you, and
I hope you will be well enough io sce
nie. I lope you are keeping your pecker
up. . S

“So no more at present from your
loving nephew,

“NATLEVERER.”

“Think thal’s all right

\ 1 ed his
lordship, looking round anxious o

r-writ-

never was much of a fist at let
i

“T think it's vipping,” said Dob
Cherry. “It will make your uncle feel

much better when ho gets it, I should
thinl.”

#T¢ will make him jolly proud to have
a- nephew like you, I think,” said
Wharton.

“Oh, draw it mild!” Iord Mauleverer
went through his pockets and took: out
n dozen loose sovereigns and half-
sovereigns, and extracted a bunch of
banknotes from the pocket-book. “ Good !
T've got a hundred and twenty quid alto-

gether. Tt will come in jolly useful for
nunky. I expect 1 shall se another
hundred when I sell my thing

fo crammed the money into an
envelope with the letter, and rose from
the table.

T shall have to go down to, the post-
offico and register this,” he remiarke:d.

“Why not send Trotter with i

“\\'vh I can’t afford any more tips.
and it’s outside his duty,’” suid Lord
Mauleverer, with a shake of the head.
“T don’t want to impose on him."

And Lord Mauleveror walked down: to
the post-office himself with the letter, buti
not alone. A dozen or more of the
Remos walked with him to k i
company. As Bob Cherry vemarked,
was best to keep him occupied, so that ha
wouldn’t have time to brood over his
losses. Not that Lord —Mauleverer
showod the faintest disposition to brood.
Ho had taken a wonderful practical view
of the situajion.

e I)O\IQ{IL a “Daily Mail ” in Iriar-
dale, after despatching the letter, and
occupied himself, as he walked back to
the school, in looking over the columns of
“Situations Vacant.”

Tho juniors, as they 'saw him_ so
engaged, did not know whether they
wanted more to laugh or to cry. T.ond
Mauleverer looking for a situation wus
something they could not really accustom
themselves to at all.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tho Test Successful!
s AULY, old boy—""
“Yaas, my dear fello
“Your uncle’s here.” o
The Remove hnd come oub
of the Form-rocom after second lesson in
the morning. Outside, on the drive,
(Continued on pege 15.)
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NCLAMATIONS of protest and

E the tramp of hobnailed boots on

the stairs caused Herlock Sholmes

and I to exchange meaning

glances. Then there burst into our room

a foreign-looking gentleman, followed by
the gesticulating Mrs. Spudson.

*“ Ah, Signor Sholmio !”

To my astonishment Sholmes leapt
oat of his chair, and put his hauds above
his head.

**So you have come for your revenge
t last, Waldo Sapelio,”” he ‘said

trike ! T am not afraid! I but hory
your stiletto is sharper tha
or you used this
‘he 1
ancee o e
<ky head with a vigour t

ass earrings to vattlo like
over cobblestones.

“Revenge ! he

appear-
ook his
1zed his
in drawn

said

in

per-

outside of my businesses,” said Sapolio.
“Tt is something that alla da new rich
in da DBritish Isles will maka da rush
for when it goes on da market.”

His whito teeth gleamed in a smile as
he drew a table-knifo from his pocket.
Sholmes leapt to his feot, whilo I, with
great presence of mind, ducked swiftly
behind the cocaine-cask,

“What were you aid of, genile-
men?”  murmured  Signor_ Sapolio.
“This knifo is da invention I told youn
about. It strika me a long time ago that
most peoplo can’t ecat peas off deir
knives properly. 1 have solved da pro-
blem by this.” ;

He tapped the fable-knife in his hand
with a grimy finger. Tor the first time
we, noticed it had a narrow groove ron-
ning parallel with the blade.

“My dear Sapolio,” cried Sholmes,

ple

ity.

“What for should I take
revengo on my good friend Signor
Sholmio? Did you not save my
lifo?”

Ierlock Shelmes drew a sigh of

relief, and lowered his hands.

¢ suppose 1 did, if you
he remarked. “But I
vyemoved the bucket from

s0 many people like

the particular
acted as your saviou apes my
mind for the moment. If you will
permit mo to turn up the records
kopt by my faithful friend, Dr.
Jotson, I—"

i surely you have not letta

<0, av

tho path
to kick it
n which T

aso  slippa da memory
7" broke in the stranger.
)id you not getta me three rs

for sclling strawberry ice-creamio
coloured with brickdust 77
“Of course I did. my dear
ow | Sholmes heartily.
was that the means of
ur sunburnt skin 77
so. A badda man called

By PETER TODD.

duced to various friends of our host, all
members of the Worshipful Company of
Baked DPotato-Jacks. The breath of
gerlic which permected the rcom re-
minded me of sun-kissed onion-fields in
far-nway Italy.

At last dinner was announced, and wo
trooped into a large adjoining room.
This apartment was tastefully furnished
with o long table and some chairs and
about a dozen movable baked potato
ovens ranged near the walls.

Just ag wo were moving towards our
ts, our host halted suddenly and felt
in his pockets., Then his classical Roman
face paled beneath its protective lager of
grime, and ho clutched Herlock Sholmes
roughly by the arm,

“Da k —da patent kuife !” he whis-
pered hoavsely.  “Tt is gone! Whila we
wero maka da talk in da cloak-room 1L
saw Spaggetti put something in
his breast-pccket.  To-morrow I
was {o go patent da knife. Now
villain Spaggetti has stolen him!”

“Keop calm, my friend,” said
Terlock Sholmes hastily. *Thero
is a chanco that you may be mis-
tuken.  Leave the case in iy
hands, and before the evening is
out I hope to restore your ingeni-
ous. invention without creating o
disturbance.”

I noticed, as wo took our seats
at the long trestle-table down tho
centre of tho room, that Sholmes
mancuvred himself into a seat be-
tween  Sapolio  and  Spaggetti.
With his usual adaptability my
amazing friend inunc(]lin(e.ly placed
himself en rapport with the as-
sembled diners. e juggled with
a hot potato as to the manner
born, while his request to the
waiter, “Plenty of salt, Jack!”
was greeted with great approval by
all tho professional *Jacks™
present.

After dinner, specches wera the
order of the day—or, rather, night.

I i Spaggetti had threatened
to sticke me in da wesk On da
day you senda me to da lock-up he
waita at my front door in Soho

With a lightning
the knifo from the breas

Sholmes whip

t-pocket of Spaggotti.

‘ I rose to emit a few bright words

on “Tho Digestive Organs in Rela-
s

with a hatpin. Iad T maka the
roturn homo instead of having da mnice
ido in da black motor-car to Wormwood
should no more have lived to
L ice-creams in summer or to baka
dn potato in winter. You sava my life,
and thus 1 calla to sec you and thauka

Waldo,” said Herlock
“and help yourself to
1ha coe ou have taken up the
baked-potato business again already.”

“Signor Sholmio,” gasped the
“yon can reada de mind like a wizarc

“Not at all!?” smiled Sholmes. Tt
was o simplo case of observation by a
trained oye.  Those blisters at your

finger-tips give you away, my friend.”
“Well, you speakn da truth,” s
Waldo Sapolio. *I baka da potato
for a living ; but soon I sella da b
Whilo I taka da rest in

iness.
Wormwood
Serubs I maka da invention, which, when
[ have patented him, will bring me’
mucha da money.”

“An  invention?”  said  ITerlock
Sholmes. “'This is very interesting. A
new way of preparing straw for making
into ice-cream  wafters, maybe??

““No; the invention 1 maka is quite

mopping his brow in his relief, “ this is a
most excellent idea! You are a public
benefactor!  When this goes on .the
market you will gain friends galore
among all the newly-created members of
tho British peerage.”

Waldo Sapolio replaced tho knife lov.
ingly in his pocket.

“I thinka so,” he said modestly.
“PBut this is by da way. Really, I have
come to invite you and your friend, da
noble Dr. Jotson, to the annual dinner
of the Worshipful Company of Baka
Potato-Jacks, which is being held at
Sarsparilla Villa, Soho, to-night. Tt avill
be a very good affair. After da feed I am
going to maka da sing-song with da liitle
ballad, *Row me on da river, Romeo.’
It is at eight o'clock. THere are da
tickets.”

Promptly on the stroke of eight, Her-
Jock Sholmes led me by the nese to the
door of the Soho address that had been
given to us. As we were ushered into
a long room, whera a number ot groen
folt hats and purple, red, and yellow
chokers were hanging on pegs, Waldo
Sapolio rushed forward to greet us.
Next moment we were being intro-

tion to DBaked TPotato Skir
which were reccived in gratifying
silence.  Suddenly Herlock  Sholmes
reached over and hurled me back into my

=
]

at.

‘“ Attendio, gentlemans!” he cried, in
fluent Italian. “I can no maka da
speech, but I can de conjuring trick !

At once overyone woke up and were all
attention.

“Watch me,” said Sholmes, reverting
to English. “T pick this table-knife up
from behind the plate of my good friend
Sapolio, and place it in my pocket. Then
I wave my hands in the direction of my
right-hand neighbour, so—and, hey-
presto !—the knife js transferred to the
pocket of Spaggetti "

With a lightning movement he whipped
a table-knife from the astonished Ttalian’s
breast-pocket, and handed it to Waldo
Sapolio.

Roars of applause greeted this as-
tounding feat of my amazing friend.
Spaggetti, with confusion written all aver
his dugky features, slunk out of the room.
Unnoticed by all, Sapclio replaced his
beloved patent pea-retaining kuife back
in his pocket.

THE END, “
Tre Porrrar.—No. 114,
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You Can’t Beat “ Chuckles” for Comic Pictures!?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At St. Pator’s.

€ UNK ! Youw'ro a f !
e unl 1
: F Phillip Seatt blurted out the

wards in {h
o 1-ml°-'f“°|fd

clore him in {he 5 3
Peter's Schaok; but Tho ether o for
lgafinmd' lﬂ)e wards. =

eu s eyes, which wore alyeady
s0 (10591!’] together that thél; ;:nh\?uml]f‘infc:
“:I'i_‘;’;“f‘“]‘li shifty appoarance, “seemed to
. :"‘,” 1 sh';h‘l}eak’ receding chin tighten
Sy Ys and his Yimp hands halt

“‘ Remember ’ 1
e holglid“il:)uzos\t‘nm speaking to,
coul&mu‘s‘ler ur;. ot & one as he

“Oh, don’t worrg 12 ¢
snceru}.gl,s:. “Pm not_ likcllyovsdfo;-s;:tlg
1 kn-ol\l. well enough that yowie Richard
()q“e‘, and the captain of St. Petor's
1\\}1]5‘ )cﬂi}éépi\lt&llmtxg}\ tha dickens knows

T e % tha suppose it's hecause
you've cr_a\\'lcd and toadied l:x :ht:ci-il«‘\l:t(i
{ike }hpl\cttcn sneak you are! But I'm
HOXI rightenad Of you, Richard Cowell
and you needn’t Kid yourself I am, or
that you can make me! et

“You're a funk—a mean i 4

X £ —a, unk !’ went
02 &cot‘!: ;\nrm]s; his eyes blazing \‘\-(:th
anger. “Xon haven’t oven enough pluck
1o stand up to the governors of {he
school when they came to-day and
denounce the Head, Dr, Jasper ‘Steele
for the way he treats ug all; and it's \u;
10 you as the captain, to do so! Huh!
If we only had Dick Trafford as our
captain, I ’bot e’'d make ihings hum !
He wouldw’t funk telling the governors
hot\;' badl_\‘r) wg‘ru treated, and what
rotten grub we're given to cat! Dick’.
afraid of nothing!“g = CEa Dk

Phillip Scott ceased speaking, and re-
garded the captain of St, PcE:::r‘s wi:h
scornful contempt,

“Hear, hear!® roared a score of
voices from the other boys who had
grouped thiemselves round Phillip Scott
and Richard Cowell.  “Good old Dick
Trafford! Three cheers for him!"

Three resounding cheers rang oul in
the gymnasium, and then a boy's voice
'g;thc((l] : I oy

“And ibree ‘hoos? for the funk,
Cowell ! < e

Three. greaning “‘boas” followed.

* And now three more cheers for my
chum, Dick Trafford!” cried Scott, and
once again the boys’ willing voices were
jaised in appreciation of Dick Trafford—
the most popular boy in the school.

Trom the very first day Dick Trafford
had arrived at St. Peter’s, he had
endeared himself ta both the Junior and
senior halves of the echoal by his reck-
loss dare-devilry.  Fear was unknown to
him, and there was not a boy who could
*do him a,,f,'s.’ .

The boys” cheering had hardly died
auay before o laughing voice sounded
hizh up above their heads.

e face of the tall,
y who stood

4 Cheerio, boys! Whai's the riot?"

Together all” the boys gazed up to-
wards the high roof of the gymmasium,
fo perceive .the well-known, good-
tempered face of Dick Trafford laughing
down ab them.

He sat there unconcernedly, astride
one of the glass fanlights of the
gymnasium roof above even the stout
timber beam from where hung the
climbing-ropes, rings, aud trapeze,

“Hallo, Dick ! cried Scott in greet-
ing. *‘Whai on earth are you doing up
there ?”

“Dunno!” laughed Dick. “But I
heard a jolly row coming from the gym.,
tried to get in, but found the door
locked, and so I thought I'd just shin up
the rain-pipe and come in_this way.
Look out, my bonnie lads, I'm coming
down to you!"

The admiring boys watched Dick
swing his other leg in over the fanlight,
and then, with a light spring, he dropped
through the air towards one of the

climbing-ropes, the top of which was

some good six feet below him.
The younger boys caught their breath,
They

but the seniors turned not a

were more accustomed to Dick's
devilry, and knew that he would come to
no harm.

The next iustant even ihe junior boys
were reassured, for Dick’s hands closed
over the rope for which he had sprung,
and he hung there momentarily.

Then with a light laugh., he lowered
himself easily hand under hand towards
the group of boys standing below.

He landed in the centro of them.

“Now,” he said, turning to his bosom
chum, Phillip Scott, “what's the row
all about ?”

Scott was only too ready to enlighten
him.

“TWe've just been tfelling Cowell what
a rotter wo all think he is,” he explained.
“As you kuow, Dick, the governors of
this school are coming to-day, and we'’ve
been trying to get Cowell to speak.up to
them before the Iead, and tell them
how disgracefully we're all treated, and
what rotten food wo're given to eat; but
be hasn’t got the pluck to do it! Ab,
Dick, if only you were captain !”

Dick laughed,

“Well, I never shall be!" he said
quieily.

“No, we all know that well enough,”
agreed Scott, in a disappointed tone.
“You put it across all the masters—in-
cluding the doctor—too well to ever be
popular enough with them to get the
captain’s job. If it were only left to us,
though—if we could have some sort of
voting for our captain—we’d soon see to
it! But that doesn’t suit old Steele—he
profers the crawling, cringing variety
liko this rotter, Cowell!" 3

Scott ceased speaking for a moment,
but the glance he shot in the direction of
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This secemed to sting Cowell into
words, if not action.

“I won't have this insubordination!”
he cried, in peevish anger.  ‘*Another
word from any one of you, and I'll
report you to the Head!"

“Just the sort of sneaking thing you
would do, Cowell !"" cut in Dick Trafford
authoritatively.

His tone showed quite clearly (o the
other boys that he intended taking this
thing in hand himself, and they were all
willing and anxious that he should do so.
for they felt that their cause could not he
in better hands.

The captain glared at Dick.

It was known to all the boys that
Cowell was afraid of Dick Trafford, and
never was it shown more clearly than at
this moment.

Dick returned the captain’s gaze un-
flinchingly, and it was Cowell who
dropped his eyes firsi.

But his mean nature goaded him inta
trying to assert what little authority and
hold he had over tho boys.

“Very well,” he said, in a sulky tone,
“T shall keep my word, Trafford! 1
hall go straight to the head and report
1 for impertinonce to the captain !™
“Right-ho!” retorted Dick, with a
careless shrug of the shoulders. “ And
gaod luck to you!" he added derisively.

The captain swung round upon his heel
and stalked towards tho door of the
gym. He raised the bolt, and passed
out of the building, slamming the door
behind him, but not before the jeeri
sounds of groans, boos, and hi
reached his ears.

“He'll do it, Dick.” said Scotf, as he
laid his hand upon his friend's shoulder.
“He's a big enough sneak for any-
thing I

“Don’t T know that?"” returned Dick
unconcernedly, ¢ But what matters? [
don’t care, anyway. And I'll tell you
what T'll do, boys. I'll fix it that the
governors do learn the truth of the way
we're treated here, and the manner in
which their money goes into the pockets
of Dr. Jasper Steele! I'll show . the
whole wretched game up! T'll let the
governors know that everything they see
here to-day when they come is mere
¢ eye-wash '—a specially laid plant by the
doctor to bluff the governors into ‘think-
ing that we're wonderfully well looked
after and splendidly fed. Did you notice
what a decent breakfast we all got (his
morning ? You did? Of course, you all
did! And I happen to know that there's
a decent dinner, too, waiting for ‘us ta-
day, but only because the doctor knows
tho governors are due here today,
although he doesn’t know cxactly’ what
time they will arrive! I tell you, boys,
I'm going to blow the gaff!t  Tha
Head's got a down on me, but you mark
my words, before to-day is through, 'the
score will bo-quits!”

A rousing cheer greeted Dick’s words,

and more than one pair of hands were



[ e S———

Tell Your Friends About the **Dare~Devil Schooiboy!""

reached forward to pat him upon the

1 earth are you going to
exclaimed Scot. “ You
know pclfud]} well that the Head will
never let you, of all boys in the school,
get near enough to the governors to
speak to them! That doubtful privilege

ks of our precious mpmm.
ely trusted to lie the wa
the doctor wants. What are you going
te do, Dick?”

“1 don’t know yet!” frankly admitted
Dick Trafford. 3ut yonu leave it to me,
boys! T'll gnarantee that before the da
is through the governors get a big ey
opener as to the true state of affairvs at

St. Peter’s! I give yon my w on
that. Is that good enough for you

“Rather!” eried the boys.  “That's
good enongh for nus!”

Then suddenly a strange sile
upon the boys, for, without their k
ledge, a man had quietly entere
gymnasium through the door
not, velatched itself when Richard ( owe
had viciously slammed it to behind him.
It had bounced back open again.

The man was James Pendry, the most
hated class-master at St. Pete

*What is the mea
noise?” he demanded st
your class-rooms immedis
me there! All save Trafford, that is
He is r-r«]nin-d inunediately by Dr. Steele
in ]m study.’

It had come!

ing captain—Richard Co
ied out his mean threat, and
had r--pmh-'l Dick to tho Head.

ir ¥ answered Dick, and
then, \\nh a “Cheerio, boys! I'll keep
my promise. Nover feari” he tw
and left the gymnasinm.

Dick made his way across the pl
ground—deserted at_this e hour of
the morning—towards the school b n'd
ings which stood on the other side.

He reached the main entrance,
with a cheery nod to the old beadle, he
passed through into the corridor which
led to the headmaster’s \(\l\l\

and await

Arrived theroe he knocked lightly upon
tho panel of the door.
“Come in!” sounded a grufl voice

from the other side, and Dick, turning
the handle, entered.

Dr. Jasper Steele, the unscrupulous
headmaster of St. Peter’s, sat at his desk,
an angry expression upon his crafty face.

*Richard Trafford " he commenced,
in a tone of thunder, but was inter-
rupted lwy the ringing of a telephone-bell
at his elbow.

Tho headmasier lifted

le to his ear.
he cried impatiently, and

ensued in lllnL griw, ill-

tho receiver,

ence
lit study.

*Oh, all right ! said the ITead at h\(
speaking into the mouthpiec Tl
como at once!” Then to Dick Trafford,
ho added sternly: *“Wait here, my boy,
and do not move!”

Dick Trafford slowly inclined his head,
but. did not speak.

A moment er he was lefi alone in
the headmast study, the door having
slammed to behind Dr. Steele, as he
hurrigd out of the room.

Dick found himself standing before the
headmaster’s desk, facing the “chair which
had a moment before been occupied by
Dr. Steelo.

Dick plunged his hands into his trousers-
pockets, and balanced his weight from
one,leg to the other, softly \\)\Mlmg a
gay diitle tuns in time with his swaying
moverents.

Three, four, five minutes elapsed, and
still the doctor did not return.

Dick became impatient, and for want
of something to occupy his mind his eyes

and |

xmmcd round the room, taking in all the
articles of furniture it contained.

All the time he had been so lightly
whistling to himself his brain had %.mcn
far from inactive.

He was thinking havd, trying ta think
of some scheme \\llonl\) he might keep
his promise to the boys. Some plan by
which he could expose this rascally head-
master, whoso name was so appropriate
to his actions.

Then Dic!

gaze fell upon the desk
before him, and unconse m\hl\_ without
any real desire to act the spy, he found
his eyes resting upon the carbon copy of
a letter addressed to the Bostable Cater-
ing Society.

“Why, that's the mob who dish us out
with all our dud food!” mentally com-
mented Dick, and then quite nnwittingly

13

entered the room, and stamped across 1
his desk-chair.

“Now. Trafford,” he said, as he placed
his clenched fist upon the desk before
him. ‘It has been reported to me that
yon were exceedingly insolent  to (ho
captain nl the school this morning. Is
that sot”

“I don't know, sir,” answered Dick -
flinchingly. *But I did tell him what I

{l\oubhl { him, and my opinion s shared
by P
school !

cally every other boy in the

“Is

“Indecd!” sneored Dr. Stecle.

that really so? Well, it may_interest yow

to know that I have o very high opiuion
and regard for Richard Cowell, and

will not_have his position assailed in such
a way that he is vobbed of the authority

and sway ho should have over the other

he found himself reading the letter right [ boys. Do you understand ¢
through, for it lay facing him the right % Porfeetly, sicl”  answered  Dick.
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Snnlch-ng up tho carban copy of the letter, Dick folded it over once and
. slipped it Into the inner broast pocket of his jacket.

(Sce this page ),

way up, and he did not even have to
move an inch to do so.

And as he read the letter a strange
light of half-amusement and half-satisfac-
tion_crept 11‘(0 his eyes.

“The very thing!” he murmnured
beneath his breath.  “It doesn’t seem
quite playing tho game, perhaps, but the
end justifies the means, and when one is
dealing with a crook like Steelo—well,
one has to fight him with his own
weapons. It's the only kind that he
understands or counts!”

Dick waited a moment, and listened
intently for the sound of the doctor re-
turning, but heard nothing.

Then, with a quick glance round the
room to make sure that no one had
entered by either of the other two doors
which opened into the doctor’s study,
he stepped quickly forward, and snatch-
ing up the carbon copy of the leiter
addressed to the Bostable Catering
Socn_ly he folded it over once, and
slipped it into the inner breast-pocket of
his jacket.

He was not a moment too soon, for
hardly had hu stepped back to the spot
where he had been standing when tho
doctor left the room than Dr. Steele ve-

“But Cowell has no hold over any. of the
boys in the school, giv; and, whai's more,
hu never had and never will haye !
“Silence!” roared Dr. Steele. *“T will
not have such impertinence! T shull
punish you for this, Trafford, and lhlll!\]l
you very geverely! T shall not do <o to-
day, however, as it is the annual visit
of the governors, but you will come lu
my study here again to-morrow for
thrashing! Do you understand?™?

! Perfecily, siv, thank yout” replied
Dick, in a tone which was neither jm-
pertinent nor humbly abject.

But the quiet reply seémed to increase
tho doctor’s anger.

“And, furthermore,” he roared, at the’
top of his voice, “the very next time I
receive so much as the breath of a coni-
plaint fmm the captain or any of ihe
masters, I shall have you publicly ex-
pelled from St. Petor’ s, and sent back o
)ou‘x]- t’:ithm-I Perhnps]l)m may know hiow
to deal with you. on't forget that
Trafford ! 7 bR i

“I will not, sir.” returned Dick, with-
out so much as the flicker of an vye)n-l
“Is that all, sivi” he added quietly.
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% All for the time being ! snapped Dr.
Steele. ‘‘Get out 4

“Thank you, sir!” returned Dick, and

then, with & little stiff bow to the head-

er, ho turned and left the room,

ing with him the copy of the lotter

o had picked up from Dr. Steele’s desk.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Fiity Pounds for a Papor!

T yras after lunch the same day.

Tho governors, for whom Dr.
Steelo had mado such elaborate
preparations, had arrived, and the

whole school was “on parade” in the
playground. 3

The whole school, with the exception
of the captain, Richard Cowell, who
Wood at the headmaster’s elbow as he
gave the governors a totally inaccurate
account of tho year’s working.

St, Peter’s was founded and its funds
aupplied by ono of the City Companies,
and the party of gentlomen known as
“ghe governors,” and much feared by
Drz. Steele, mado o point of visiting the
échool at least once,a year.

They were not always the same gentle-
men, and the party which now stood in
tho centre of the playground, grouped
mbout Dr. Steele and Richard Cowell,
yvere of a distinotly “sporting ” type,
Judging by their appearance.

* Qne of them, in fact, was none other
than Sir Peter Maswell, the well-known
ovner of racehorses, and who headed the
Jiss of winning owners for that season.
Ho was, in fact, going on to Newmarket
that same afterncon to see one of his
herses run in o “classic,” and it was this
foct which acoounted for the pair of
binoculars which hung from his shoulder.

#] don’t think we have had the

leasure of a visit from you before, Sir

oter,” remarked Dr. Steele, in a would-
Lo ingratiating tone. ‘“And in that
cas2 allow mo to point out the extremely
rurions and uncommon weather-vane
upon_the top of the spire of the school
butldings.” And as tho doctor spoke he
painted towards the weather-cock upon
#ba pinnacle of the tall and slender spire
swkich rose above St. Peter’s.

And as Dick Trafford, standing there
@} the end of the row which represented
this class on parade, saw the action he

- chuockled inwardly. 3

He was well aware that Dr. Steele in-
wariably pointed out this weather-vane
%o a new visitor,

““H'm! H'm!” answered Sir Peter,
toraing his ‘gaze in the direction of the
spire.  *‘ Very interesting; no doubt, but
rather difficult to sce and appreciate
with the naked eye. Allow me!”

As Sir Peter spoke he swung his case
of binoculars round, and, opening the
top, withdrew an extremely powerful
paic of prism field-glasses.

Adjusting these to_ his sight, he raised
4hem to his oyes, and focused them upon
1he extreme top of the spire.

And as he did eo an ejaculation of
amazement escaped his lips.

“Why, bless my soul,” he exclaimed,
Silere’s something upon the arrow of
the weather-vane! Looks like a sheet of
gaper. 1 wonder how on earth it got
there?”

A puzzled espression crossed ‘ihe
doctor’s face. L

¢ Surely you are mistaken, Sir Peter ?”
e said.  “It would be impossible for a
ince of paper to be there. Why, only
wben the weathercock needed repairing
a few months back it took the stecple-
gacks weo employed a whola weck to get
up there and complete the job!”

“Mistaken be banged!” snapped out
Bir Poter Maxwell, " “Ilcre, look for

rself |
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And be handed the binoculars to.Dr
Steele. . 3

“Most extraordinary !” exclaimed the
headmaster, after he, too, had ins| d
the weather-vane through the glasses.
“You're quite right, Sir Peter. I beg
your pardon, Pm sure! There certainly
is o sheet of paper impaled upon -the
arrow, of the weather-vane, and, unless
my eyes deceive me very much, there
appears to be some writing upon it!"”

Sir Peter almost snatched the glassea
back from Dr. Steele, and placed them
to his own eyes again.

“By gad, you're right!” he ecried.
“There certainly is something written
upon the paper. I'd give fifty pounds to
have that paper and read what's wrilten
upon it!” =

No sooner had the ‘words left Sir !
Peter’s lips than Dick Trafford, braving
a rebuff, ran quickly forward from his
position in the ranks of his class and |
approached the sporting baronet. |

“Do you mean that, sir?” he :\skml,!
at the same time respectfully raising his
cap.
““Go back o your place immediately, !
Trafford !” roared the headmaster, turn-
ing upon Dick, an angry expression upon
his face. ‘““How dare you come forward
and address Sir Peter in this insolent
manner without being spoken to!”

 “Just a moment, Dr. Steele!" cut in
Sir Peter icily, for, with all his smarm-
ing ways, the headmaster had not
created the impression he desired upon
Sir Peter. “I think perhaps this young
gentleman is in the right. I said I
would give fifty pounds for that piece of
paper from off the weather-vare, and he
has stepped forward, possibly with some
proposition as to how the paper might be
secured. Is that right, my boy?”

“Quite right, sir!” answered Dick
promptly. “T'll get the paper for you
if you really would like i}, although it
was not merely your offer of fifty pounds
which brought me forward. I should

ONE OF THE TERRIBLE
THREE.

TR

| It has already been explained that the
order in which these articles appear is &
matter altogether apart from any popularity
enjoy getting it for you.” with the readers or the merits of the charac-

Sir Peter regarded Dick with amaze- | e Gt LI, JF Ul oty STl e
et K alwis not quilc' SureRwHathiar H :myoube but Tom Merry first place, as he is
tho boy was trying to make fun of him | cPtain of the Shell, and is more or losg

! entitled to the place.

or not.

Again Dr. Steele stepped forward to| So it happens that this week I shall deal
interfere, but Sir Poter waved him | with a boy who shares Study No. 1 in the
back. Shell passage, whose name is among the

“Do you mean to say that you will get | celebrities of the Form—thyt is, Henry
that paper for me?” asked Sir Peter - | Manners.

There is a startling contrast between one

credulously.
I E T _ SR
Certainly, sir, if you would like it!” | oo s study-mates, Monty Lowther, and
Manners. The latter is a very studious.

re&urncd Dick., e
Sir {}zttcr.lt su ;:l’olg(::s::‘ll’zfllm‘,cl:,'\('i’:'}'iu!l,l.“ed serious fellow, and not very powerful as ;\.u
“Have I your permission to try, Sir athlete, whereas Monty is bursting with wit
Peter 7” asked Dick. Y and humour, and always looks on the bright
Sir Peter hesitated, It seemed liko | Sid¢ of things.
sending the boy to cerlain death to allow For a schoolboy of his age and experience,
him to attempt to scale that sheer, | Harry is a very skilful photographer, and
sloping side of the spire, which appeared . there.isn't 2 fellow in the whole school who
to have not sufficient foothold for a fly. | can come anywhere near him in this extensive
Dick ‘saw the hesitation, and realised | hobby. Bernard Glyn and he have very much
that unless he acted quickly all his care- ; in common with each other. Both are en-
fully laid plan—which had succeeded so | thusiastic hobbiests, and it is curious that
well up to the present—would be ruined. | they not closer chums.
As well as a photographer, Harry is a very
good mathematician, and is, conscquently, in

“I can get it, sir,” ho said quickly.
“I“cl.'{m, r‘o]nlly, si]r. y
tnow 7" asked Sir

doubt?l:rly.o on tno“ A7 sl 9 L the good books of the masters. Monty always

“Because it was I who put it {here told his chum that he must have a serew

this moming!" answered Dick. loose somewhere in the upper story to chum

His statement caused a gasp of mingled + WP with mathematics; but Huarry Manners'

astonishment and disbelief from all who | answer to this taunt was usually a book or

heard it, and the whole school had heard | cushion, whichever was ncarest at - the
moment.

On the whole, he is a very bright fellow

and a good chum, and a boy capable of

his words.
serious thought. ¥

“You put it there this morning?”
-~
VA

echoed Sir Peter.

“Yes, sir,” answered Dick.

“Why ?”

(Another magnificent instalment of
this grand new scrial will appear in next
Friday's issue of the Porvrar. DPlease
tell ull your chums about it.)




—Our Companion

stood a big, handsoms F.LA.T. car, with

a chauffeur standing beside it. Lord

p .xldlc\r‘x-'-r looked out at the ¢
“Begad! 'Thar's Sir Harry's car!”

he ouhmnd ¥

wiHe's here!” eaid Bob _Cherry.
Trotter's just told me that he's shonn

Sir Harry Braithwayt in to the Head.”
Lr.nl Mauleverer looked puzzled.

‘It’s jolly queer, his co
the car,” he remarked. “I
thought that the car would ln\
taken. I am anxious {o see him.’

Thera was an exclamation in thn pas-
sage. Lord Mauleverer turned round as
a ruddy-faced, portly gentleman came
towards him with lhc Head. Lord

Mauleverer ran towards the ruddy gen-
llmvmn.

own in
should have

been

‘man grasped his nephew
and shook them as if
ver be tired, There were
s glistening on lashes,
Uncle, it's all r ! I'm jolly ;.'11.
to ece you!” gaid Lord Mauleve
*Don't let it \lmrn you! We shall pull
omeh

there is noﬂ.mg to
said Sir Harry.
took a letter from his
a bundle of banknotes
ed them to Lord Maul-

“There is the money you sent me,”
lo eaid. “The letter shall keep—
and I shall never part h it. I shall
keep it to show :n anyone who da to
breathe a word of detraction in connec-
tion \\llh my do'\r nephe

£ lad i in thhml'

* But—but—"

“I have explained to the Head,"” said
Sir Harry. ‘He has told me how
you have stood this trial—thongh I k
it well enough from your letter, and

Paper the ' Magnet’’ Library Every Week!

from what Mr. Have toll me. You
must_forgive me, my boy.”
“ Forgive you, uncle? I know jyou

couldn't help—"'

“1 mean, forgive me for this litle
deception,” said the baronet. “I am

hamed of it now; but it was not to

isfy myself that I did it. I knew
\\h at you were like, my boy: 1 knew
you had a character that nothing could
spoil. But mnn) people had said—
friends and relations, you understand—
that petling and npmlmg and too much
money would ruin your character. Even
Dr. Locko had doubts about it. And I
made Mr. Have arrange this littla plan
to ehow them that they were wrong.”

“Uncle! What littlo plan?”

“I did not intend Mr. Have to tell
you anything that was not true, but 1
Jeft it to him to arrange,” said Siv
Harry. I suppose he did_his best.
You were to be given tho impression
that all tho money in the family was
gone, so that all could sce how you
would bear the loss. And all have scen
it, my dear lad."”

The juniors understood now, and Beb
Cherry gave a shout.

“Then it isn't true—Mauly hasn’t lost
his money, and he isn't to leave Grey-
friars, sir?”

\lr Harry shook his head.

“No. Lord Mauleverer has not lest

"

a penny
“Uncle!
“Not a penny!  And if you knew

more of thoe business, lad, you would

know that your fortunc cnuld not be
swept away in that manner,” said the
baronet, with a smile. “It was a little
plan to prove that you were real grit,
ad; and I am sure you will forgive it.”

Lord Mauleverer's face was very

bright.
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“Then we're not ruined, uncle?”

“Not a bit of it!”

:1]3 I11:\ ha!” it S

i arr, was  sti shakin, his
nephew’s I\n’mh e let them E'o at
last, and then Dr. Locke chook hands
with the junior.

“I did pot know the facts of the case

until your umlc Mplnm em to me
this morning,” he smid.  *“I congratulate
you, Maunleverer, both on your good

fortunc and on the proof you have given
of a steady, hm\l.' and noble character.”
“Oh, sic!’
“l!o)n of the Remove, you should be

proad of .your Yorm-fellow !” =aid the
ead.
“We are, sir—we are!” exclaimed

Bob Cherry. *Iurrali!™

“Hip, hip, hurrah I
) Lonl Mauleverer burst into a happy
augh.

“Uh. it's ripping, by gad!” he ex-
climed.  **As—as I'm not poor after
all, we'll have a feed to celebrato this—
a really vipping feed, and Sir Haorry
shall join us—won’t )nu, uncle 77

The baronet laughed

**Yes, u*rtum\v' he  exclaimed.
“With the |zrn.mst of pleasure |

“ Hureah '

“(Come on, my dear fellows!” said
Lord Mauloverer. “We'll make it a
stunning  feed—worthy
sion |

*Iurrah !

And they came on—in crowds. And
a stunning feed it was—worthy of the
Schoolboy Millionaira !

THE END.
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