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THE FIRST CEAPTER.
Tommy Dodd’s Idea!

'VE got it}

4 I Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth grirned as he made that
anouncement.

And Cook and Doyle, his Ioyal chums,
eaid simultaneously :

**Go it, Tommy !"”

And the hnl[—dozcn cther Modern
juniors gntbcrcd in Tommy Dodd’s study
echoed :

WGo it

Thus mcomu-‘ed Tommy Dodd went
its

“You knov’ those Classical duffers have
got up a fatheaded dramatic sacxcty they

the *Classical Players’—a rotten
imitation of our Stage Society—"

“They started the Classical Players
first,” remarlked Towle, rather unfortu-
nately.

Taommy Dedd paused, to bestow a glare
en Towle.

“You siliy ass, Towlo!”

“Well, they did, dida’t they?” pro-
tested Towle.

“Order !

“Dry up!”

“0Oh, all right!” said Towle. “Ounly,
I don’t cee how it was an imitation if
they started first {”
wle had better go and join the

Classical side,” suggested Cook far-
castxmlly.

h, draw it mild!” said Towle
indignantly. “I was only pointing

out—"

“T'll go on, if Towle doesn’t mind
ehiuiting o«.F before  bed-time!” said
Tommy Dodd, in a tone of patient polite-
niess.

“Oh, rats!” grunted Towle,
sai %

** Order !’
© “Cheese it!”

“ Pile in, Tommy !*

Towle ;,a\c another grunt, and sub-
sided into silence, and Tommy Dodd went
on victorionsly:

“The Classical Players is a rotten,
spoofing, spurious xml‘nhon of the
Mndem Stage ..ocxety

r, hear!”

o \xd it's no good—"

ear, hear!”

“And it's up to us to cce that the
Classical duffers don’t make themselves
and Rockwood ridiculous by playing the

dy ox ia what they call amateur
theatri nl-n als—"

EOh 1Y

“I orly

“Moreover, they mucked up our last
play with their pca-i-hootfx_
*“Ihe rotters!
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“Jimmy Silver and his fatheaded pals
came over in a gang and did it.  Well,
I've fouml that the Classical Pifflers

are—""
"Hn ha, ha!”

“Aro gett 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 s|lly dmmps
seem to think an awful lot of it—"

“Silly asses!”
“They lock
room for rchear

themselves in the box-
als, in case we should
raid them an munupr continued
Tommy Dodd. “I scouted round last
evening, but there was no getting at
them. But I've been thm‘ung it over,
:md I've got it!”
“Go it, Tommy 1"

“They’va shoved all" the hoses and
trunks to one end of the room, to gzive
’em space for their fat-headed rehearsals.
Well, all. those boxes and trunks are
cmpty, L

“Of course!” said Towle. “B
the box-rcom gener: nll) are empty.’

“Shut up, Towle!"

““On the ball, Tommy "

Tommy Dodd gave the interrupler a
\\nhmm'v look, and proceeded :

“My nlm is to sneak along to the
bex-room on the Classical side, “and take
there some time bcfoxc the re-

of courso.
i)

in

cover
lxenrs.xl Then they come in and rehearse
the—

"(,'m t take cover behind the boxes,”
said Towle. *They’re not piled up; on'].)
shoved to one end of the room.’

“Oh, sit on him, somchody!” ex-
d.umul Tommy Dodd. “We're not
going to ambush behind thc boxes, ass;
l)ut in the boxes, fathead !”

h, my hat1”

“That’s the idea,” said Tommy Dodd ;

“and with us in the boxes, the Classical
asses can rchearse their glddy play that
they're keeping so dark, and wo shall
hear every blessed word—"

“ Hear, hear!”

“And then, when T whistle, we come
out und mop them up!” eaid Tommy

Dodd. “We’'ll make an example of the
\\hole g %
“Brayo!”

“And Jiramy Silver can go home and
hide his diminished napper. The Cla
cal Piffers have got to be sat on—heavy
We're tho Fellows to sit on them 1”

‘Hear, hear!”

“We'll take a ropo along, and tie "em
all up in a row!” pursned Tommy Dodd.
“We'll tie up thcn right legs, and mzke
dmm hop out—"

“Ha, ba, hat”

Lol il

“And if that don’t make Jimmy §
sing small nothing will. Now, they are
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.

y enough if we can get there,”
said Towle. *“What about the door in
the passago leading to their side, though?
It's kept locked.”

** Fathead !

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

“Do you think I -hadn’t thought of

that, ass? Leggett’s got a lkey to that
door.”

“Qh, good!”

“Jally _good wheeze, bedad!" said

Tommy Doyle heartily.  “It's a janius
ye are, Tommy darling

“Bravo, Tommy 1

“Right-ho d Tommy, much grati-
fied by this hea proval from his |
wers. ‘‘We shall make the CI
asses lock small this time, and no mis-
take! Tl go first, and sou come after
me, one at a hmc, a few minutes after
one another.’

"(100(1 eg "l

And lommg Dodd qmllcd the study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ths Rehoarsal.
6 ME for the rehearsal!” je-
I marked Jimmy Silyer, the cap-
tain of the Fourth, as seven
rang out from the clock-tower
of Rookwood.

*“Ready!” said Lovell and Raby and
Newcome together,

The chums of the end sludy were quite
keen on the new play, which had been
planned, wnt(en, re-written, and revised
in the end stud y. It was a stunning play,
as all the Classical Phycrs were .nglecd
It was really Jimmy Silver’s idea,

The Classical Players had done Shale-
speare many a time and oft—in first-rate
style, as they all agreed.

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

Henee the play, which was written
upon the lines of ““Julius Cmsar "—an
old favourite with the Classic I‘xaycrs,
and which they knew by hea

The Classicals all n"rccd that the 1de
was a real “corker,” and they were \ery
careful to keep it to themselves. For
their deadly rival, Tommy Dodd of tho
Modern side, would certainly  have
“lifted ”’ that stunning idea, if he h.\d.
had wind of it.

(Copyright In the Uniled States of America.)



Jimmy Silver & Co. marched. Like a lon
tho box-room and into the passage

g sorpent windling its length away, the file of Classicals * processad ' out of
- A howl of laughtor from the Moderns greeted thom. - (See Chapter 3.)

“I've boen thinking,”
S Don’( ! said Jimmy.
“But it's the First of April in a few
Yy

remarked Raby.

ays!
Never mind

oy your birthday now, old
scout !

“You silly roared Raby. “It
isu't my birthd

“My" mistake!” said Jimmy Silver
;’l'”‘d.l.)" “Judging by appearances,

*0h, ring off, you funny ass!
thinking that we ought to_take a rise out
of the Modern tads on the First of
Lppilitieas

“So wo ought,” said Newcome. SWo
ought’t to let that date pass without
spoofing Tommy Dodd. Arnd I've got an
idea, too.”

“You starting ideas?” said Jimmy
Sil}'er. in surprise.

“Tathead! I've got an idea for dish-
ing those bounders on the First. What
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
@ team that doesn’t exist|”

“How?”

Neweome sniffed.
©“That's got to be thought out, of
dourse. It would make a ripping wind-
gltp_,of the footer scason, if we could work
it.

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

1 was,

The rehearsal’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!”

The Tistical 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
alveady there. * The boxes and trunks
having been shifted to one end of the
room, there was ample spaco for the re-
hearsals of tho 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
raid by the rivals on the other sido of
Rookwood. The warfare between Classi-
cals and Moderns seldom slept.

The box-room iwas empty when the
Classical Players camo 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, Jimmy, the Modern cads have
zot on to, it that there’s something on,
Tominy 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 the play comes off in the Form-
room. Hallo!. Who's that sniggering?"

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

“No; wo haven't got the stuff
ready yet. Next time. I hops you fel-
lows have got. your lines hy heart?”

“Prelty fair, I think,” said Conroy.
“You haven't given me such a lot, This
edition of ‘Julius Cresar’ 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 dl(".
Lite’s short, you know, and fellows won't
sit down to a play for more than an hour,
if they can Kelp it.  'Tan’t like the
Sixth Form play on Speech Day, when
chaps have to stick it out, whe er they
like it or not, Wae give the whole bizney
in half a dozen telling scenes. It's an im-
provement,” %

“I'vo no doubt Shakespeare would
think so,” griuned Oswald. »

“Never mind Shakespsare now,” said
Jimmy Silver. “Wo can give Shake-
speare a rest for a bit. I suppose you
fellows know there's been & war§”

I believa I've heard a rumour to that
effect,” said Conroy, with a thoughtful
look.  “Now, where did I hear that
ru‘rpﬁur?;‘ -

2, ha, hal’ 3158

“Don’t be funny, Couroy, This i
a time for jokes,” said my Silver
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severely, “We shall simply knock the
Moderns with this play. = Who ever
- thought of producing a real live war play
on Shakespearian lines?” L
**Nobody outside the end study,” said
Lovell. S
“And nobody outside tho end study
seems to be gettin’ much of the play, by
jabers!” remarked Patrick O’Donovan
Slyon.  “ You fellows have it jolly neariy
all among you. * X
“T’ve noticed that,” glinned Oswald.
“Well, that had to be so,” explained
Jimmy Silver, “We couldn’t have so
many cl ters as Shak re. The
thing had to he boiled down a bit; and,
of course, for the leading parts, the best
actors in the Classical Fourth had to be
gelected. That was only sense.”

“Oh! You were going to select the
best actors for the principal roles?” asked
Conroy

“Exactly **

“Then why didn’t you?” . d

Jimmy Silver’s reply to that question
consisted of a glare, while the rest of
the Classical Players chuckled,

“I've warned you not to be funny, you
ass!” he said. “YLel’s get on with the
bizney. We're going to givo the
Moderns the kybosh with this plnf', and
make the Fifth Form sing small with
iheir precious Thespian Society, as they
call it. Mind you don’t let Tommy Dodd
get wind of it, that’s all. Who was that
sniggering 7"’

“Oh, get on!" said Lovell.

“I thought I heard someone snigger-
ing,” said Jimmy Silver. looking round
suspicously.  “Never mind. Let's get
on! Lend me your ears.”

“Is thav the play?” asked Conroy
innocently,

“No, fathead, that isn’t the play!
Tm just trying to draw your fatheaded
attention, Now, I’ll give you cne of my
gpeeches.”

“YWhat for?” %

*“To show you how it goes, ass! Who's
slage-manager of this theairical com-
pany, I'd like to know?” said Jimmy
Silver warmly.  “Now, where do I
hegin? If you don't leave off snigzering,
Conroy—-""

“T wasn't sniggering!”

“Well, somebody was. This is a ve-
hearsal, not a sniggering maich! Now,
ghut up and listen!”

Jimmy Silver sorted out his script, and
prepared {o deliver his lines, and the
Classical Players prepared to listen to
him, with varying expressions of resigna-
tion upon theuw faces.

“Friends, Britons, countrymen, lend
me your cars!” began Jimmy

“Sure that sounds like Shakespeare
himself, bedad !’ said Flynn.

“Of course it is, fathead!” roared
Jimmy Silver. “Haven’t I told you this

lay 1s on Shakespearian lines, adapted

o modern events?” '
- “But sure, people don’t spake like
that in real life !

“Ass! People can speak how they like
in a play,” snorted Jimmy Silver. “You
dry up, and listen!”

“Aark, learn, and inwardly digest,”
grinned Conroy,

*“On the bawl!” said Pons.

And Jimmy Silver restarted, afier the
interval, so to speak.

“IYriends, Britons, countrymen, lend me
your ears!

T come to call my countryrmen to arms !
< The Hunuish foe is thundering at the

gate

tIn myriads unnumbered. Shall the
prou

. Audtuublo flag on which no sun has
se

- Retreat befora the Kaiser's savago
hordes?

= Perich  the thought! Tho British

Empire stands
Tue Porriar,—No 114,

Firm, and four-square to all the winds
that blow.”

“Bedad, and it’s foine!” said Flynn,
as Jimmy paused, “But where do we
come in, Jimmy darling?”

“That’s where you chee
Jimmy. “You yell ¢ Hurra
bit !

! Hurrah {”
*“What next?”

“Then I go on!”

“Oh, do you, bedad!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes, I do!” roared Jimmy Silver.
“It’s rather a long speech—the best
thm{; in_the play, rcnfly. Dry up!”?

The Classical Players dutifully dried
up, and the captain of the Fourth, having
resumed his dramatic attitude, was about
to recommence, when there came a sud-
den and startling interruption,

Thers was a sharp whistle in tho box-
room, and as if moved by the same
spring, the lids of several hoxes and
trunks flew up.

. From the boxes and
Juniors jumped like jack
“Give ’em socks!”

Dodd.

“My hat! What the——"
“Great. Scott!”
“Go for ‘em!” yelled Tommy Dodd.
“Down with the Classicals !
And there was a rush.

sudden' and wunexpected

charge of the Moderns bowled -them
fairly over.

Jimmy Silver went down, and Tommy
Dodd sat on his chest, and the rest wero
bowled over by the Moderns like skittles,
and a grinning Modern sat on euch of
them to keep him down.

Like Cesar of old, Tommy Dodd came,
and saw, and conquered.

he Moderns were there in force. The
odds were against the Classicals. And
the surprise did the rest.

Almost before Jimmy Silver & Co.
knew what was happening, they were
pimed down, and the Modems ere
yelling with triumph oyer them.

* explained
" at that

Flynn.

“Oh!

roared

trunks Modern
ks-in-the-hox.
roared Tommy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Classlcal Procession.
INMY SILVER & CO. were com-
. Dletely taken by swrprize by the

:“ A clean ,\\'cop!” chuckled Cook.

3 Hurray !’

‘You silly chumps!” roared Lovell.
“Lemme gerrup, and I'll pulverise you !

““Ha, ha, ha!

“Obh, you rotters!” gasped Jimmy
Silver,

“So that’s the merry! secret, is it?”
grinned  Tommy Dodd, as Jimmy
wriggled under his weight. “That’s

the merry play that’s going to kuock
spots off ereation. I don’t think much
of it myself!”

“Rotten!” agreed Towle.

“Jimmy Silver does all the jaw, and
the other asses stand round like a lot of
moulting hens!” grinned Doyle. “Do
you call that a play intoively?”

“Still, we'll take it in hand, and see
whether we can make a play of it,” said
Tommy Dodd_considerately. %

_“Oh, you Modern rotier!” groaned
Jimmy. ~“Just_like: a Modern trick,
hiding yourself in the trunks—-""

“Yes; a Classical wouldn’t have the
to think of it!” agreed Tommy
. ‘“This is where we smile.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Trot out the rope, Lacy!”

Lacy trotted out the rope.

“TLook here!” panted Jimmy Silver.

“Dry up, dear boy! You’re dead in
this act! Tie ’em up, Lacy!”

“What-ho ! chuckled Lacey. 7

The Classical Players struggled des-
perately.

But it was no use. They were too

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

firmly held. They were dealt with one
y one, and their wrists wero tied
together behind their backs.

’lt'hcn they were allowed tq rise to their
cet.

** Look here!
fatheads?”
savagely.,

e You are!” chor

Stick ’em in a Tow !

What's the game, you
demanded Jimmy Silver

I Tommy Dedd.

ere slammed into a
Silver at the head, and the
ows behind. They were secured
one behind another by several cords,
every fellow’s arms being tied to thosa
of the fellow behind hum, leaving them
Just room to walk.

The Classicals almost raved.

But, there was no help for it.  They
were in the hands of the Philistines, and
they had to stand it.

“Don't thoy look a pretty set?” said
Tommy Dodd admivingly. * You'll find
the paper caps in_ that. box, Cooky !”

Tommy Cook brought out the paper

caps. They were fools' caps, and they
were arranged on the heads of the
Classicas,

Then Tommy Dodd groped in the chin-
ney for scot.  With the scot he daubed
the noses of the Classical juniors, one
after another.

Those who opened their mouths to
remonstrate reccived a little of the =oot
in the opening, and thereafter they closed
their lips and endured in silence.

“ Unlock the door!” grinned Tommy
Dodd.

*Oh, you rotter!” stuttered Jimmy
Silver: *You're not going to send us
out like this?”

“I rather think we are!”

** Look here, you Modern worm—-""

“March ! rapped out Tommy Dodd.

“I'm not going a step ! roarcd Jimmy
Silver furiously.

** Anybody got a pin?”

“Ha, ha! Here you are

“Are you going to march, Jimmy 2"

“No!” yelied Jimmy. *“Oh, my hat!
Keep that pin  away, you beast!
Yaroooh !”

Jimmy Silver marched; there was no
arguing with a pin at ciose-quarters. Ilis
comrades followed; there was no choice
about that. L a long serpent wind
ing its length away, the file o} Classicals
“processed ” out of the box-room and
into the Fourth Form passage.

The Moderns followed them with yells
of laughter.

Never had the Classical Players pre-
sented so absurd an appeara 4y
funniest comedies they 1}
O'YI the amateur stage were nothing to
this.

A howl of laughter in the Fourth-Form,
passago greeted them.

Mornington & Co. were chatting near
tho landing, aud they yelled at the sight
of the procession, in fools’ caps and with
blackened noses.

It

“Ha, ha, ha!”
*Oh, by gad!” gasped Townsend.
“Come and help us, you cackling

chumps ! bellowed Lovell. 2

“‘Keep oft I’ rapped out Tommy Dodd.
“Don’t interfere with the procession!”

“Ia, hal” roared Morningion.
“We're not goin’ to interfere. Is this
a rehearsal of somethin’ specially fanny,
Jimmy Silver?”

“ A dress rehearsa
Topham. “I mu
you, Silver.”

“Quite the thing, by gad!” chuckled
Peclo.

‘“Ha, ha!”

There waos no help from the Nuts of
the Fourth. Jimmy Silver & Co. paraded
down the corridor in unhappy procession.

The vells of laughter soon drew the

ad !” chortled
our cap suits

rest of the Classical Fourth to the spot.



Tell Your Friends About *“T'he Dare~Devil Schoolboy ! ”?

Ponea minor and Hooker rushed fo the
yescue, but they were hurled off by the

oderns.
Most of the f igmen  of the
Classical Fourth w tied up in the

sooty-nosed proc
& Co. vemained r
his friends were quite outnumbered,
There was no rescue for the unhappy
victims of Tommy Dodd’s jape.

Ly ’em down to the
room!” suggested Towle.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ahem! We don't want to run into
Bootles,” said Tommy Dodd. * Bootles
mightu’t see the joke. You know these
Form-masters.”
it wheel, Jimmy Silver!?
you rotter "

y had to turn, and the procession
wound round from the landing, and
D along the passage, amid
shrieks of I ter.

“When father says turn, we all turn !
chortled Doyle.

“Look out! Here comes Bulkeley!”
vyelled Peele suddenly.

“Oh, my hat !”

The yells of laughter had brought the
captain  of Rookwood upstair. The
Moderns vanizhed down the passago lead-
ing to Mr. Manders’ house like magic.
They had disappearcd by the time
Bulkeley xth came striding on

, and Mornington
tral, and Jones and

Common-

v of the
the scene.
The captain of Rookwood gasped at
the sight of the wriggling processi
“What the —
dickens ho stuttered.
The procession groaned in spirit.

t'hn — what

“I-1 Bulkeley—" stammered
Jimmy . e

“What do you mean by thi roared
Bulkele “What have you )'onm{‘

idiots tied '\‘\)hlr;‘l\l“i up like this for{"
“We—we—we didn’{(—'

“It's a relearsal of tho Classical
Play Dulkeley ! chuckled Morning-
ton. * They're oing to st
humanity with it !

“It isn't!” roared Lovelll  “We've

been tied up! Oh crumbs!
Bulkeley's faco relaxed.

“Oh!  Some of your rot with the
Moderns, 1 suppose?” he said.

“ Ahem !

“But this is rather past a joke,” said

Bulkeley, frowning. * You can be heard
nearly all over the house.  Stop it at
once, and go and clean your faces !™
“Please, we — i gasped
Jimmy Silver.  “We're tied up!”
“Cut them looso, then,” rapped out
Bulkeley to Mornington & Co., and the
Nuts of the Fourth unwillingly obeyed.
Mornington & Co. were quite’ enjoying
tho discomfiture of Jimmy Silver,
Bulkeley strode away, grinning in spite
of himself. Jimmy Silver & Co. were set

loose at last. They scuttled away to the
dormitory to wash off the soot, followed
howl of laughter from the other

dormitory Flynn shook a set of

knuckles under Jimmy Silv. nose,
“*Ye omadhaun!” he roaved.
“Oh, go and eat coko!™
*Ye call yerself a leader intoively, and

ve lead us into this!” roared Flynn,
“Jimmy, you chump!” yelled Lovell,
“Jimmy, you ass!”

“Jimmy, you duffer!"

“You grousing chumps!" exelaimed
the expsperated Jimmy.  “You dida't
sea the Modern cads in the trunks gny
motre than I did!”
“We're not leader!
Faith, and it's 2
Yol

howled Flyun.
precious leader ye

n
at ‘\\.( !"
“ Fathead 1”

“Oh, go and eat cok
Jimmy

growled

Classicals agreed that it was all
Iver's fault. A leader's place
was not to lead his devoted
followers into a frap, and to havo them
“guyed ' unmercifoily by the cnemy.
Jimmy Silver vetreated from the dormi-
with a heightened colour.  When
chums joined him in the end study
Jimmy met them with a glare.
“Of all the asses—"" began Lovell.
“lglmrk it]” said Jimmy. “I'm fed
up
g Morninglon's proposing to get a new
captain for the Fourth,” growl ed Raby.

:‘lmc‘! if I don’t think it's a mood
ide

Chis study has been let down,™ said
Newcome, with a shake of the head.
+* You will veally have to brighten up a
bit, Jimmgy.”

“Was it my fault, you chumps!”
howled Jimmy.

“Well, you're leader,”

“Ob, rats!”

And with that the Ristical Four aat
down fo their prep.

THE END,

|unmunm|||nnmmmunum|uunmumuuumunuunuumuul||||1|n|l|nuununnulnunnmlnumnllunn||l|lnu|ln|nn|||n|num|||l||ml|l|1uunlmmnmuumumnu
WRITE TO YOUR EDITOR ABOUT IT!

FOR NEXT FRIDAY :
I have not very much s

ce in which to

tell you about next we programme,
my chums, but this much sums the issue
up—it's absolutely and

The story of Harry Wharton & Co. is
entitled
“THE BOY WITH A SECRET!"
By Frank Richards.
and i3 a story which will set you wondéring
what the secret is. ;
The second long complete school story is
of Jimmy Silver & Co., and is entitled
‘‘ SPOOFED!”
By Owen Conquest,

2
=S

and deals with the manner ‘in which Jimmy

Silver and his chums of the Classical
Fourth get their own back on Tommy
Dodd & Co., thelr rivals of the Modern
House.

There will be another magnilicent four-
page su_pplumcnt ol

““BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY,"”
which will be packed full of fun and fiction

;contributed by boys of Rookwood, St. Jim's,
and Greyfriars,

{ ¢ POPLETS " COMPETITION No. 8,
Here are the examples for this week's

competition :

Led Into Trouble.

A Good Tale.
Constantly in Way.

Coker's Motor-Rike,

'R EDITOR 1S AL
1 EAD

R

Being
Friend.
The Uninvited Guest.
Wangling a Feed.
When Words Fail.

Bunter's

Listening at Keyhole.

Bumping Billy
Bunter.

Avoid Knox When,

Mrs, Mimble's Tarts,

Now, select Two of the examy
up & sentence of TWO, THR
words having s

ON

and make
or FOUR
ome hearing on the example.
of the words in your sentence must
commence with ONL of “the letters in the
example.

You must study these rules care
you send in your effort:

1. All “Poplets ” must be written on one
eide of a POSTCARD, and not more than
two “Poplets” can be sent by one reader
each week.

2. The postcards must  he
“ Poplets,” No. 8, The * Popula
House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4.

3. No correspondence can be entered into
in connection with “Poplets,”

fully before

addressed
" Gough

4. The Editor’s opinion on any matter
which arise is to be accepted final
and 1 binding. This condition 1l be
strictly

) 1
y enforced, and readers can only
the competition on this understanding.

5. 1 guarantee that every effort-will be
thoroughly examined by a competent stafl
of judges, PROVIDED that the ecffort is sent
in on a POSTCARD and that it is received
on or before the date of closing.

All efforts must be received on or hefore
March 51st, 1921,

T PRIZES OF FIV

enter

SIIILLIPXG.S EACH

to senders of the TEN BEST ** POPLE

RESULT OF “POPLETS" No.2.
The ‘Ten Prizes of ¥Five Shillinga each have

been awarded to the following readerss

Irene Hyde, Redhill Road, Lower Gornal,

Fat Subs.
lge ** family circle.
. Shaw, €1, Pontypridd Road, Porth,
Glam,

A Late Pass. 3

Attracts yell from touchline.
Miss Maudie Kelly, 6, Harrison Place, New-

stle-on-Tyne, °

Billy*'s Fat Subs.

Are the “big four.”
S. Bartlett, The Trench, Wem, Salop.

unter on Horseback.
Look better on elephant.
Jessie 8., 04, Grafton Road, N.W. 5.
Mr. Railton's Cune.

Often makes an ** impression ' !
. . Bissenden, 6, Nightingule Road,

Dover.

Bunter on Horseback.
Only “rocking-horse,”
W. Portcons, 102, Mackintosh
toath Park, Cardiff.

Mr, Railton's Cane.
Not “Popular  “Boys® Friend.”
Wylie, 2, Greenside Cottages, Cardenden,
Fifeshire.
Mr. Railton’s Cane. .
I3 a “striking " tonic.

74, Welbeck Road, Walker,

lc-on-Tyne,

Plage,

J.

Raiso ** Peele's
+ Smart, 25, Chelsea Road, Southseq, Hauts,

Towser Growls When

D’Arcy appears in gaiters.
The last-named reader won a prize in the
first competition, and I must really conzrau-
Iate him. " His Tt earned a prize, and the
fact that he hiad one last week did not m ke
me push his posteard aside. What he bas
done, other readers can do!

=

" Taz Porves
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
3 His Lordship ! '
“« ORTER !” .
P “YessirP?
“Where is my carriage?”
“Eh, sir?  Which?”

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

“Ay 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 Friardale.. Bob Cherry was
inserting pennies into a slot-machine and
extracting chocolates, and Harry Whar-
ton was looking out into the old High
Streev of Friardale. The chums of- the
Remove were waiting for some other
(ireyfriars fellows who had come down
to the village that aflernoon.

A somewhat, high-pitched, but not un-
pleasant voice became audible from the
direction of the platform, and the men-
tion of CGreyfriars made the two juniors
look round at once. It immediately
gtruck them that the speaker was a new
Doy for Greyfriars. 7

A somewhat slim and handsome youth
in Etons, with a very shiny silk hat, came
towards them, with an obsequious porter
in close atlendance. The newcomer
carried his head very high in the air, and
seemed scarcely to regdrd the ground as
he waiked along; and Bob Cherry mur-
smured to Harry Wharton that he
thought it must be quite a long time
eince the chap had seen his own 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
probablv had a gold watch at the end of
5t.  His sleevelinks glittered  with
diamonds, and he had a diamond pin that
was worth at least fifty pounds. He had
pale blue eyes and light eyelashes, which
gave him a peculiarly languid and bored-
1o-death expression. The high pitch of
his voice, too, indicated that he cou-
sidered it a troublesome effort to have to
sveak at all

“Portery’ .

e did not notice the Greyfriars
{ellows at first. He gave a glance out of
the door of the station,

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

pter have disappeared to? Porter!

orter "

*'Eye T am, «ir.” said the porler, who
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“quite like this,
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By FRANK RICHARDS.

was at the newecomer’s elbow all the time.
‘““Ere Tam!?

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

The Friardale porter scratched his
head in a puzzled way. He had scen all
sorts and conditions of boys arrive for
Greyfriais, but he had never seen one
i The new arrival was
something quite new in his experience.

“The carriage, sir!” he repeated.

“Yes; where is i What!?

*“The keb is here, sir.”

And the Triardale porler sleepily
indicated the ancient hack outside the
station, the vehicle which Harry Whar-
ton & Co. intended to take to Grey-

frinrs.  The youth in Etons gave one
glance at the hack, and sniffed.

“Do you really think I could ride in
that thing?” he asked. “Oh dear! If
my carriage is not here, T am really at
aloss! What ever shall I do, porter?”

-“T dunno, sir,” said .the Friar
porter.  “S’pose you walked, si
added, as if struck by a brilliant idea.

The yonth seemed to gasp at the idea.
His glance fell upon the two Greyfr
juniors, who were watehing him with
q]ulct grins, and he came over towards
them, raising his silk hat in a really
graceful way.

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

Bob Cherry
great solemnity.

“Certainly you may,” he replied. “ Ask
away.”

“Well??

“Well 1”

“ Aliem !
understand me!
belonged to Greyfria

“No, you didn’t,” said Bob Cherry
cheerfully.  *“You asked if you might
ask, and I said that you could.”

Harry  Wharton laughed.
stranger was looking very puzzl
quite comprehending Bob Cherr
pleasantry.

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

““Yes, certainly. I am going there.” 1
am in a predicament—a really terrible
predicament.  Perhaps you could help
me.”

“Certainly I said Harry.

“T ordered my carriage to be here to
meet this train!” exclaimed the other.
“It was to be sent here, you see. 1 fore-
saw that there would bhe some such

bowed in return with

I don’t ihink you quite
asked you if you
Collego.”

The
, ot

litdle

wretched vehicle as that to convey
passengers from the station to the school,
and I ordered a coach and four to he
sent hero for me.”

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

“Cloach and four!” eaid Bob Cherry.

“Yos.”

“Curious; we're in the same fix,”
Bob Che with great seriousness.
“Only we're waiting here for a coach aud
twelve! Coaches and four are considered
a little out of date in the Lower Fourth
at Greyiriars, you know—a chap who

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

“Dear me! Amazi

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh.
Bob Cherry chuckled to himself. 'The

them both in =«

newcomer looked at
puzzled way, apparently not able at
to make them out. 2

“You haven't seen my carriage?”
asked.

Wharton shook his head

“No,” said Bob Cherry. “But per-
haps we might know it if you deseribed
it. Was it a pink one with yellow ts
and_crimson hars?”

“Dear me! Cortainly not!”

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

“*Shat up, Bob ! said Harry Wharton,
laughing. *Look here, my friend,” o
went on, addressi the new boy, “don't
pile it on too thick!™

“Eh?”

“Draw it mild!”

“I do not quite grasp your meanin’.
Pray excuse me.” 5
“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 undersiand
1 am waiting for my carriage!
very distressing. It is impo!

Ilow am I to reach Grey-

he

““We might join bands and carry you,”
suggested Bob Cherry. ‘I think I can
see mysclf doing it, too.”

“Oh, no; I couldn’t trouble you in that
way," said the other, with perfect serious-
ness. ‘It is very, very kind of you, buf
I really couldn’i—excepting as a last
resource, at all events.”
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They stared at him.  Pob
tapped his forchead significantly.

“Mad!” he murmured. “Faitly off
1is rocker!”

‘There was a rumble of wheels and a
clatter of hoofs in the street. The new-
comer turned quickly to the station door,
and looked out, and uttered an exclamu.
i isfaction.
good! Here is my carri
voive ontside the st
tleveror’s carriage !

Horve, my lord !
Cherry  looked

Cherry

ion.
Yes,

my lord !

Bob
Wharton,

*Then it's true " he muimured. *“He's
4ot a coach, and he isn't mad.”

“ My hat!”

The two juniors followed his lordship
into the street.  They were (0o astounded
to speak fuither.  There was no doubt
about it—the coach, with four splendid
pawing the ground, stood there—

1 liveried coachman was
pectiully  before the

dazedly at

wiaiting,
bowing
youth in Et

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something New in Now Boys!
i ORD MAULEVERER drew out a

gold watch, of which the ca
then cast a severe

4.
sparkled and  glittered  with
diamonds.  Ho glanced at it, and

the coach-

my lord.”
are two

minutes and a half

“I'm sorry, my lord.”
“Yes, Peters, Thave no doubt that yvou
sorry, for i erious malter.

ar b
1 have heen kept waiting two and a half

minutes, and was thrown into a great

If

state of alarm.
right have gone
t

wed that something
ong with the arr

¥

“Oh, my lord——"

“I will excuse you, Peters, hut
must never allow anything of
to happen again.”

“No, my lord.”

“Where have you been, Petors?™

“I baited the lorses at the
*Arms, my lord.”

‘Aud himscl
Cherr
“Very well, Pet B
ore about it " said Lord M
with a waye of his gloved hand. vi
overlook it this time, but vou must be
more careful in the future—much more
careful.”

Railway

mur

too,™

's, we  will

my lord.”

“0 lord!”  murmured Bob
Cherry.  “Never know there were so
many blessed lords outside the Houso of
Lords. say, Harry, this will be an
acquisition for  Groey wonder
what Torm the imuge is going into?”

* Ask_him. ¥

“By Jove, so I will!"

Bob Cherry walked across the pave-
nt to Lord Mauloverer.

I think you suid you were going to
2 he remarked.
3, certainly. What?”

“What Form are you going into?”

“The Lower Fourth, I understund,”
said Lord Mauleverer politely. I think
it is called something else at Greyfriavs,
but T don’t remember.”

“The Remove.”

“Yes, quite so—that's it.”

“My hat! We belong to the Remove,
You see,” Bob Cherry explained.

“Indeed! Then I am very pled
meel you,” said his lordship, holc
hiz hand.” “Aly name’s Mauleveror.’

Bob was a little taken aback. He had
¢xpected plenty of swank from TLord
Muuleverer, and the frank menner sur-

But he grasped the hand,
it u big grip, and leaving somo
isible marks upon the lavender kid

“My name’s Cherry,” he said—Bob

Cherry ! This chap is 1larry Wharton !

“Glad to et - you,”  said  Loxd
Mauleverer. *erhaps I can give you
a lift to Groyfriars.”

Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged
glances. They had heen going to hire
y old station hack home, and the
difference between thal and the hand-
some coach of Lord Mauleverer was
tremendous, Tho  softly - cushioned
interior of his lordship's coach appealed
very much to the dusty juniors.

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

“1 can take them, too."

“Thero are four of them.
have room ?2”

- “Oh, you can cram in, you know, if
You don’t mind,” said Lord Meuleverer.

Would you

*L am going outside, so0 it would only
be six of you."

¥ jolly good of you!" enid Bob
Cherry. ~ “Iero come the chaps, ITallo,
hallo, hallo !

Four juniors of the Gireyiriars Removo
were coming down the streot. Thay

were John Bull, Frank Nugent, Mark
Linley, and Disher: T  Fish, the
American.  They stopped and stared at
the elegant coach and the four hand-
some horses in blank astonishment.
Job Cherry grinned.
me {o° present Johnny
, ¥ranky Nugent, and
Marky,” he said.  “Lord Mauleverer !
Know one another !”
“My hat !

pt a lift in my carringe lo
suid Lord Mauleverer, I
most honoured.  Pelers, open

Greyfriars,”
shall be
the door,

“Yes, my lord.”

The man stood wilh immovable face
while the dusly juniors-dusty and Lired
from an afternoon’s vomming in the
woods and by the seashore—piled on to
the coach.

“Quito comfy 7"
everer, looking

““Quite, thank
“But you-—-"

“Oh, I'm going to drive.”

“What !”

“I'm going to drive!” explained his
lordship.

LTk
Ahem !

)J !"

His lordship did not seem to observe
the dubious exclamations. He mounted
to_the coachman’s seat and took the
reins and the whip. The juniors ‘on
the coach looked at ono another very

asked Lord Maul-
ound at the juniors.
)" said Iarry Wharton.

¢

doubtfully. Lord Mauleverer was cer-
tainly a very polite and good-natured
fellow, but he did not strike them at all

as being the kind of fellow to manage

four horses.
Iis lordship lcoked down from his

s 1?
s, my lord 7"
You will get to Greyfriars somehow
to take charge of the carriage after I
have driven there.”

“Yes, my lord.” -

Bob Cherry turned his head to look
at Lord Mauleverer.

ST Taulever

c

Y 5y " he exclaimed.
“IIold on!”

Crack !

Tho horses started.

“My hat! Told on! I say—»

But the coach and four were going !
3ob Cherry made @ comical grimuce al
Lis companions, ¥

“It’s neck or nothing now,” he re-

marked.

ot “We're in for it! Ty only

he won't break all our necks ™
Iy hat! 1 hope not!”

Wharton called ont.

“Mauleverer,” ho exclaimed,
forgotten your box !

The new junior lavghed.

“My boxes are coming on,” he revliad,
“I never travel with luggage. Potors
you will tip the porter. Ciye him o
sovereign,”

“Yes, my lord.”

YA sovereign !
“My hat !

Then the juniors were silent.
new  boy  surprised  them more  and
more; but the carriage was now gather-.
ing such speed that the chief qriestion
that interested them was whether thoy
would avrivd at Greyfriars with broken
bones or not. :

“yeu've

gesped John Bull,

Tho

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lerd Mauloveror Arrivos in Style.
ARRY WHARTON & (O, had
H causo for alarm. Lord Maul-
overer, when he was opn the
ground, seemod the quietest of
fellows, and almost too tired to live.
But on tho driver's box he was g
different person altogether.  Jehy of
old, who wus kuown for his furions
driving, would have looked upon Lord
Mauleverer as a promising disciple if he
had seen him handling the ribbons.

The coach-and-four dashed down (Le
old High Strect of Friardale, The street
was old and crooked and bumpy, and not
at all the pluce for such a race, But
Lord Mauleverer, sitting bolt upright,
reins in hand, did not scem to think of
that at all. ~ Xle was thinking only of
getting as much speed out of the horses
as possible.

The team dushed down Lhe
in_fine style.

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

¢ waved a fat hand in menace,
“Stop I”” ho shouted,
Lord Mauleverer did nol even look at
him. IIe drove right on, and AMr. Tozer
jumped back to the path faster than he
had loft it.

“My heye!” gasped Mr. Tozer.

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

IHarry Wharton & (o, sat holding on,
The vehicle bumped from side (o sido
and the horses’ hoofs struck sparks fron,
Lh:-‘ \s’ionv:a ill‘llxo‘l:()ﬂll. i

M-m-my hat!” gasped Dob Chegy 2
“This is ripping !" & i "

“I guess it's a

isher T, Fish.

“Well, a _chap can only die once,”
said Mark Linley, laughing.  “Tha(s
one comfort.” 3

Bump, bump !

Shouts rose on all
dashed on.

Such a sight was seldom, or, ralher,
nover seen in the village of l"rim-dnlp:
and the villagers clustered to doors and
windows at the clatter of hoofs, Boys
shouted and waved their hands and caps
chickens and dogs flew out of {he way
with loud protesfs.

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

The juniors were soon entlhnsi ic. Tt
was clear by this time that Lord Maul-
everer could drive.

He was about as veckless as a driver
could possibly be, but he knoyw how to
handle his team, and he handled them
wonderfully.  Ile scemed to haye a

wrist of iron.
! TaE Porvzar.—No, 114,

old street

giddy circus,” said

sides as the team




“SplendicI” shouted Bob Cherry.
“Go it 1

“Pile it on, Mauly!”

“Put on the speed i

“Hurrah I

Crash! Crash! 3

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

“Hurrah !” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1 -

. They were out of the viilage by now,
and careoring along the country road in
the direction of Greyfriars. ’rim horses
were still gathering speed, and the pace
by this time had become {errific.

I guess this beats the deck !
Fisher T. Fish.

** Hurrah }”

“Go it, Mauleverer !

His lordship did not nced 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 Gosling, the school
porter, jumped back, and staggered
into the doorway of his lodge in amaze-
ment.

“The mad young ass!”
Cherry.
up to the house
Here's the Head !*

The coach and four, carcering up the
drive, had drawn attention from all
Greyfrinrs.*_ There were crowds of
fellows—seniors and juniors—in the
Close, coming in from tlie playing-fields.
AMr. (%uolc h, the master of the Remove,
was chatting with My Prout, of the
Fifth, under the elms, and the Head
was visible in the doorway of the School
House. e was staring blankly at the
oncoming team.

Shouts rose on all sides:

“Who is it7”

“What's the game?*

“There’ll be an accident !"

“Ten to one they come a mucker !””
- “Ten thousand to one, I think!”
gasped Bob Cherry, clinging to the side
af the coach. o'd have thought
that slecpy young ass would wake up
hike this? My hat!”

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

With really wonderful skill Lord
Mauleverer tooled the team to a halt
just outside the School House, and the
i’mrscs, snorting and foaming, stoad
covered with sweat. :

1Tis lordshi{: jumped lightly down, and
szised his sille hat to Dr. Locke.

The animation had died oué of his
face, and he was the calm, placid fellow
again whom the juniors had mef at the
station. His bow to fhe Head was a
model for a Chesterfield.

“Dr. Locke, 1 presume?” he said
gracefully. “Pray allow me {o intro-
duce myself, My name is Mauleverer
—Lord Mauleverer !

Dr. Locke gasped.

*Lord Mauleverer ! he exc

“Yes, sir.”

“What — what do you mean
arriving at Greyfriars in this fashion,
Mauleverer 77

His lordship looked surprised.

** Anything wrong, sir?”

“Wrong!” «exclaimed the Iead
warmly.  “Do you think that is a
proper style for 2 junior schoolboy lo
arrive—dashing up to the house jn a
voach and four?  whai do you mcan
by it, sir?”

“Sarry, sir; it's only my way,”
Lord Mauleverer. “Pu cure 1 didn't
mean {o do anythin’ to displease you,
wir. It's only my way.”

“Then yon will kindly discantinue
waye of this sort while you are af Grey-

gasped

’

gasped Bobh
“He means to take us right
,h'kc this, My hat!

zimed.

friars,” said the Heaid.
coach come here at all?

“I—I drove it, sir.” -

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

“T had it sent on to meet me at the
station, sir.” = | . 2

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 me at the station.”

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

*‘Oh, it didn’t cost much, sir 1" said
Lord Mauleverer negligently, *Not
more than twenty pounds ultogether,
probably. Peters knows.”

“Dear me! And what is to become
of it now 7”

“Peters will take it away.”

“Dear me! Then you had belter ask
Gosling to tuke charge of it until Peters

o How does this

arrives. You are a most extraordinary
boy ! 3

*Yes, sir.”

The THead re-enfered ihe house.

Gosling had followed the turn-out up to
the house in great amazement. Harry

|
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Wharton & Co. had dismounted from the
coach, The Greyfriars [ellows were
thronging round.

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

- ‘“Aro you the porter here?'*

“Which I ham!"” sai i :
‘wot I says is this ‘ere—these ‘ere goings
hon is dangerous, I says,”

“Take charge of my horses til] my
conchman arrives.”

Gosling nearly collapsed e had never
received an’ order like that from a junior
schoolboy before,

*Which 7" he gasped.

“You heard what I said. Take charge
of tha coach and four, and deliver them
to my man Peters when he comes,” said
Lord Mauloverer erisply. “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. It 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, Gosfing gasped and
gasped. But he did not let go the
banknote. After satisfying himself that
it was a good one, stowed it away
into his pocket. Then he led the hors
away, still in a stato of great astonish-
ment.

“My hat!” murmured Harry Whar-
ton.  “What sort of a fish.have we
caught this time? seen a

I've never
chap of fifteen handing out fivers like
that before !”

‘T guess not! Hoe must he rolling in
quids ! said Fisher T. Fish. I suppose
he's really a'lord 7"’

* Oh, that’s right enough !”

“I guess I liko him,” said Fisher T.
Ilish. ~*“Something very nice about him,
Don’t you think g0 %"

Harry Wharton laughed.

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

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“I guess I'm going {o ifmprove his
acquaintance,” said Fisher T, Fish, “Ty
will sound well in letters to home, and
make them sit up in New York—somo !
. During the next two days many other
“mnrs tricd to make friends with Lord
Mauleverer. Tt becamo a pleasure to
rest in his study—No. 15 in the Remove
passage—for he furnished it in the most
sumptuous manner.

In fact, the schoolboy carl> extrz.

You Can’t Beat ** Chuckles'' for Comic Pictures!

vagance and ‘complete ‘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
already knew—that Mauleverer, spend-
thrift though he was, was entirely un-
spoiled by the possession of so mmch
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.

6, ELEGRAM for Mauly!™ <qid
J B * Bob_Cherry.
N Mauly ! Come
hither!
Lord Mauleverer came | a

Thank you, my lad!”

Lord Mauleverer apened the telegram,
Billy Bunter hovered very near him.
Bunter knew that money could be
dispatched by te! aph, and thai, to
Bunter, was the only possible reason why

anybody should send a telegram. Jf
Lord Mauleverer ‘was to receive a ren
tance from the post-office, Bunter me
to be on the scenc.

But the exp n upon the boy
showed that 1t net a communic;
of that sort. His handsome, kind face
became suddenly startled and troubled,
and his fingers closed more tightly upon
the telegram,

“Bad news?” asked Wharion, with a
concerned look.

It was only when they saw Lord
Mauleverer looking troubled that the
) L g
juniors realised how much they had

come to like the good-natured new
“I don’t know,” said Lord Mauley
slowly. “This iz from my ur

's
lawyers, Messrs Have & Hookit. I'll vead
it to you fellows, and you can tell me
what you think of it.”

And Lord Mauleverer read oui tha

telegram:

*‘Lord Mauleverer, Greyfriars College,
—Serious news re your financial position.
Fear terrible lossos. Your uncle absont.
Please come at once. Very urcent! '”

The juniors looked zrave enough.

Lord Mauleverer dly scemed io
realise the import of the message; but
the juniors, as they listened, realised it
clearly enough.

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! 3

That was the thought that camo into
most minds, and it had various offects
upon the different fellows. Bolsover
laughed. Snoop sncered. But most of
the fello: 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 moncy that had attracted them to

him. Wharton touched him on the

shoulder, &
“Buck up, old chap!” he said. “Tt

mayn’t be as bad as 1t sounds. 1 don't

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

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

“Yes, rather!”

“But you musi go at once. as ihe
lawyer says,” eaid Harry Wharton.

{Continued on page 9.)



SPECIAL HOLIDAY NUMBER! i

¥ any more
rt, a happy

holliday spirrit
‘ the porter,
ol jinn into his lod
At the time of
ing up,
Dutton g
hand. 1
there luggidg
in eabs and t

where,  (Even
elled a bottle

ting to be taken away

Holl
dont s that
like Oiliver sed, W get  enuff
immer vae, an Easter vae, a Krissmuss
all. And for the of the

that"
ve have to stew

in the

-room at

been a firm beleever in the

more Lollida:
ir would he a

evvery munth.  And
@ as the edditer of
about

I hope soon to brin
rded reform. A
pressed it:

poct has ¢
** Skoolboy

ceps his prommises. <Kompare this
with the currant number of the “Grey-
Herald,” and you will say Wharton's
n't in it! Billy Bunter has the pull
cvvery time!”

Of corse, It's only natcheral that I should
skore over Wharton, bekawse I have the
pick of the best orthers and artists, whereas
e has nuthing but roar tallent to choose
from.

Although me and my s
Lolllday for the neckst week
Bunter’s Weel
{ have maid a
and Bagegy Trimble

fl will be on

ty Wynn
Muffin_to

and Tubhy
send there kontribushuns to me, and aiter
Lorreckting there speling errors I shall send
there mannuseripts to the printers.

I trussed, deer reeders, that you will cnjoy

Yo lves to the fool this holliday-time. But
don't forget to. plaice a regglar order with
yore noose agent for my poplar “ Weekl, or
yore holliday will be like n Krissmuss pood-
ing without the plums!

karn't stop to tell you abont it now. 1
must see about packing my portmanter!

Yore Edditer and Chum,

s

EDITED BY

of St. Jim’s, SAMMY
TU:

fav

How many fellows know how to make the
wmost of a holiday? Precious few! We are
told that ** one crowded honr of glorious life
is worth an age without a name,” hut how

any of us experience that crowded hour?
When the last ation finlshed, and the
school re-assembled, I said to
on the r

y Y iply b use th
the art of getting the may
out of a hol

One of the st important things in con-
nection with o hollday is packing. Alway
et your packing done at two days
fore the s duy of breaking-up, or you
will find yourself in the cart! . J

Thery fellow called Frenoh in the New

L hen the last vac. arrived, he left
hls packing till the lust minute, and then he
found that he had nothing to puck! All his
belongings had either been * horrowed,” 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
Lome next d.

Another very important thing is to choose
the right sort of place to go to for your
lioliday. We will suppose that you've had six
invitations from six scpuarate aun Always
choose the one who keeps the best-stocked
larder! Don’t go to an aunt who sulfera
from chronic indigestion, and lives on dry
toast and liot water. If you do, you'll have
a jolly thin time! 4

But it isn’'t always the places with the
well-stocked larders ‘that prove the best in-
vostments, I romember staying with my
Annt Rebecea a few months b When 1
arrlved at her house, she gree!
sively, and said,
my dear boy!
me during the

y hadn't studied
mum of pleasure

me cffu.
“I'm so glad you've come,
o will be such a help to
vacation! I can't get any

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER,

Assisted by FATTY WYNN and BAGGY TRIMBLE
BUNTER of Greyfriars, and
BBY MUFFIN of Rookwood.
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HOW TO BE HAPPY ON HOLIDAY!

By FATTY WYNN.
/\N\/\N\/\/VWW\,’VWV\NV\/VVW\,\H

manual labour, a

nd I want a chicken.
constructed, an St

my garden  thoroughly
overhauled. I also want the p YLt e
SO parlour white.

For three weeks I had to sl k
nigger. *‘Had a good time, Fatt 1:;«;(03
Iliggins, on my return to St. Jim’, A good
time!" I repeated scornfu ¥y,

just completed three weeks
l‘I)urh;\u 1 hubllnluy. one shoul,
of work. Eat, drink, slcop, and | ¢
that's the golden rule for l:\ lmlhln';',. ":tlrxl(. -ﬁ
:Im{l ]or )iolui rcl‘x\tlonn suggest that you
build chicken-houses, or weed
whitewash parlours, be Sridons, doy
W wide berth in future!
Some fellows believe in what they
** sporting " holiday. They get fl:) Tll;u;
five in the morning and go Nshing,  Thep
they do a course of physical jvr‘:n before
brekker. Later in the morning they do a
twenty-mile bike ride. In the afternoon they
play footer. In the evening they go to o
<lhu|ccl. I}m:)who? L;nc ltimc comes ‘to o buek
0 &chool they feel thoroughly fagmue
and in need of n holiday. R AL i
' Of course, it's impossible to lay
any hard-and-fast rules on the
ho“dny-muklng. but here i3 an exe
table:
10 a.m.—Get up.
};)4:0 u.nz.—lln-kkvr.
a.m, to 1 p.m.—Have a nap,
1 p.m.—Dinner. B
1.50 p.m. to 4 p.m.—Have
4 p.m. A,
4.30 p.m. to &

L'vo
bard labour '
d do no manner

down
subject of
cllent time.

another nap,

.m.—Take a litt], i
in the form of draughts or d(nnlncoco:”“ﬂu

8 p.m.—Supper. Arter which, tak,
:)'5“]' I;: front of the fire, und tlll’l‘l fun::?‘:‘é‘l:
clo

Follow out this programme,
have solved the proble
on holiday!

and you will
m of how to he happy

EI’\/WV\N\/\N\N\/\M/\M/-[]

HOLIDAY GOSSIP!

———-———-—

By BILLY BUNTER.
ENANNNANANAAANANNNNNAAAAL]

I feel 50 cllated this week, deer reeders,
that T reelly must herst into rime! What do
you think of this klevver little kupplet?

** Hoorah, 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
Fiting Editor of * The Greyfriars Ilerald "
10 about poertory?

* " 35

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

Jack Drake and Dennis Carr. e pleeded on

bended neeze for me to come, too, 2
(I::;:’ 1 ‘\:;l‘)llldf be the Ili{u nnd sole :?!t"l]a:
arty; but, of corse, ofti

invitashun. g Y dellinedfaiig
*

# £y

spending the holiday on t!
¢ intends to have a ‘corse lr‘\‘;

Mr. Queleh is
golf-linx,
tooition at the hands of the

t well :
fessional, Tom Niblick, P, s
* » -

Mr. Prout is going to shoot rabbi
dux ‘“lndt rflzlz.xmlsi 1 er.'.gspcckt’ "ﬁis :\r:ldl
mannidge to dispatch a few game-
the Daraons D game-keepers into
® ]

ol
Coker of the Vth is going u to S| a
on his moter-bike, Byg(heg tl?ne hok:::lr}!'::
his destinashun you ‘won't be able to tell
wich is Coker and wich are the spare parts!
# = ®

I arsked Hurree Singh what he ;min§
to do, and he said he was going to puy
flying vizzit to India by airoplane, ** Well, ™"
L replide, *there's nuthing to India from
doing that!" And everyboddy larfed at my

klevver joak!"
Tue Porvrar.—No. 114,

o
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Ode to the Holidays!

By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

Thes lnohdnys are hear (here, here!),
The hollidays are hear!
The hollidays, the jolly days,
Are droring very neer!

So_pack yore trubbles in yore trunk,
Or in yore old portmanto,

And then depart, kwite lite of hart—
(Ain’t this a ripping canto?).

boud bye to joggraphy and: Glcck HEr
ood-bye to moldy Lattin !
'I’hrec 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?”

Yeg, I shall have a topping time
At 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 I’lnhc,
Nor heed each plea of Merry's;

1 sha’n’t take Gussy, weerd and fussy,
Nor shall I humour Herries.

They larf at me, they chaff at me,
They say that no such plaice

As Trimble Hall eggsists at all—
I think it’s a disgrace!

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

For*soon I’ll be devouring tea
In state, at. Trimble Pallis!

The holidays are hear (here, herel),
1 you can here they’re hear!

h s such a row in progress now
That I must stopp, T feer!

ANANNANANNNNANNNNANNNNNNAN

The Song of Bunter !

By BOB CHEFRY.

‘This is a little 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-
tion, you know. (You no jolly well it was,
otherwise I wouldn't have sung.—Ed.)

He said he had written the words himself,
Lut someonhie in the audience was surc the
first ‘verse belonged to a well-known music-
hall ditty about “Some night, some waltz,
rome girl.” The chorus was Bunter's own,
llmu"h—must bave been! For it ran like
thisz

“I Tiad some tarts, some hunﬂ
Sore really lovely cake;

Tour jars of jam and a Jowl—

Not to mention eclairs and apples and
pears!

1 had some ‘pops,’ some chops,

‘Two big helpings of stcak.
Lite's one desire is to eat once again
Some tarts, some huns, some cake!”
So It is! Bunter's life’s desire, T mean.
(\\ cll what of it7—Ed)

He aof. another apple or two—rotten oncs—
and there has been a distinct whiff of cggo
antiquo about him cver since. (\o, there

" Lusn't been, Cherry, you rotter! 1 know
as well as I do that tlu. fellows m\e me
sueh an applavse that I had to come on
several times before they were satisficd,  And
il it wasn't for the searcity of centributions,
this wouldn't have got a lock in at all—

Porrrin—XNo 114,
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THE JOYS OF :
BUNTER COURT!
By SAMMY BUNTER.

S LheEs
Humours of Nursing !

By MARIE RIVERS
(The Schnol Nu sz).

People allways . larf when I begine
to tork about Bunter Court. They
think it’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 rounds. It lies in the
hart of Devvonshire, and the Rivver
Thames 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?
that I karnt eay with sertainty.
pater says it was ereckted in the time
of the Drooids, but personally, T beleeve
Noer maid it at the samo timo as he bilt
the Arc. T no it daits back for menny
jennyrashuns, bekawse a lot of the
aneshunt kings and kweens and proffits
have ‘karved there inishuls with a pen-
nife on sum of the fernicher. For in-
stanse, on a peace of the droring-room
sweet \on will obbserve the
“0. K. B.” T have allways mane
that lhat stands for Oz, the King
Basin, But  Billy deklares that
letters were larved by one of
ansestors—Sir 0. K. Bunter,

Bunter Court is now the rezzidence
of the lord of the manna—that’s my
pater. e has to kolleckt the rent from
the peeple who live in the vissinity

.-\h
N

our

when e makes a rich hawl he allways
sends me and Billy an eggstra supply of
pockitt munney.

Of corse, it cosis o good deel to keep
up a house lika ours. Bunter Court haa
twelve reseption-rooms, six dining-rooms,
a droring-room, a libery, twenty bed-
rooms, and umpteen pnnlncs and larders.

It"was wunce sujjested 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 are five fat kooks, and
no end of howse-parlermades and madoes-
of-all-wurk. Their is also a hullcr and
a footman and a page-boy.

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

I don’t no what my bruther Billy
intends to do this Easter. But me 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,
Master Samuel 7”
Don’t you feel envyus. deer reeders?

Duzzent. the mere menshun of Bunler
Court make yore mowths water?

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!

THE_END.

Now that the holiday season lhas
arrived, I shall enjoy a muchnecded
‘“‘breather.”

A pgood many people ecem o
think that my job is an easy one. Only
the other day I heard D’Arcy minor

remark :

“Wish T was Miss Marie, and had
nothing to do except sit in thd eanay
and knit!”

If Master D’Arcy were in my kImN he
would find precious little time for ki
ting. Every day I am besieged by b
who are euﬁ'-'rl'u: from all sorts of ail-
meni—real and imaginary.

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

BAGLEY TRIMBLE.—Said he
ering from acute internal pains
oned him on the subject of his
ast meal, and it transpired that he
had eaten a whole rabbit-pie at onc

r.  Gave him a stiff dosa of
and dismissed him. Hollow
ere heard as he rolled down

groa
the stairs

(‘\’\\ 'md ¥
that he had eve
ceping  sickness, 1 took hiq
d he fell asleep while
pulse was normal, like-
wise ln- temperature, and I began to
have vy suspicions.  Then Kildare
of the Sixth came into my dispe:
“Cood-morning, Miss

I did <o

room.
he s.\id. ‘“Have you seen mg Lev
son? Why, he’s here! ll\‘ vm\n;.,

pirate has lifted a plum-cake n—om my

study, and he evide ntly dm zed up heve

to get out of my way!”

I left Levison minor
mercics of Kildare!
GEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY.—Dc-
clared ho was suffering from an attack
of brain-fever. T told him that it was
impossible to develop brain-fever unless
one had brains. He went off in a

terrible huff!

ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY.-
Complained of a sore throat.
him some lozenges, and wasned lum
to sing no more tenor solos.

DAVID WYNN.—Came to me in great
distress, and said that ho was wasting
away to a shadow. ‘“‘Is it consump-
tion, Miss \hnc' * he asked. ‘'No,”

replied. “It is the result of con-
sumption! You eat far more than
good for you. If you really feel
bad as you say, you will have to sta
in the sanny during the vacation.’

“Fatty ' speedily recovered.

JACK BL: AKE.—Injured his ankle dur-
ing a football match. I smotherac
him with surgical bandages, and s seut
him about his business.

FIFTEEN FAGS.—All suffering xu(h
chronic coughs and colds. turatod
them with. quinine, and with sound
advice.

to the te

ot

And yet they say that the school nurse
has an casy time.
Thank goodness the holidays are here !
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A HOLIDAY HOAXI

‘By S. Q. L FIELD. (“Squiff")

We were sitting round the fire in the Rag
discussing the Easter vacation, and what we
were golug to do with ourselves, when Billy
Buater rolled in.

Billy looked as merry as Old King Cole.
But instead of calling for his pipe and his
bowl and his fiddlers three, he called for a
pen, some ink, and a sheet of notepaper. He
tked if anybody had a twopenny stamp
give aw

Bob

heme, porpoise?” asked

AWay
** Writing
Cherry.

o

1 want to reply to an advertise-

that Billy Bunter was clutehing a
copy of he Chimes ™ in his hand. He had
evidently ** lfted ™ it from Quelchy’s study,
for newspapers are taboo in the Remov

*“Is it a weight-reducing advertisement,
Bunty?" inquired Nugent.

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

I

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

ENTLEMAN OF MEANS is willin
receive a pablic b P
R for the E
must be bri
and beari
houase stand

Advertiser has large
ts own grounds, and his

!
g in i

wuegt will reccive every comfort and cou-
sideration. Sumptuous meals provided hmr‘
times da Apply by letter to * Benevolent,
Box Z 1231, ‘ Chimes* Oflice.”

“ Queer sort of advertisement, that!™ re-
marked  Johnny  Bull. ** Wonder who
* Bencvolent * i

b me

1

ant with more money t
'om Brown. ** Fancy taking o
a non-paying guest for the whole

Bunter to be on this aid Dennis
Carr. He never mis a chancd of getting
something for nothing.

**But it’s not a bit of use for Bunter to
apply,’” said Vernon-Smith. “He doesn't
fulfil any of the condition
he isn't intellizent, he hu
and he hasn't good bearin

He isn't b t,
't good manners,

asting a stamp on
on.

But Billy Bunter didn't seem to think so.
He was  very much smitten  with  the
princely offer made by the benevoient
gentleman, and he was particularly struck
with the phrase: * Sumptuous meals pro-
vided four tim <3

Bunter had origina

ly planned to go home

ac. But he wasn't at all keen on
s a lot of twaddle about the
er C.

glory and g
course, there
live, 1 helieve, in quite an ary house,
and Billy's pater doesn’t believe in ‘[’)rovupnu
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 ‘;mnur!thun t‘/

ive his people a miss, and go to some
fun‘c 1 Elmllsiou where he could eat, drink,
and he merry. <

After a ;:)rc:xb deal of pleading, the fat
junior managed to borrow some stationery
and a stamp, and then he replied to the ad-
vertisement.

We didn't see the letter that Bunter wrote,
but we could guess that the handwriting and
the spelling were works of art. Billy hus his
own peculiar views on spelling; as readers of
his ** Weekly " will have noticed.

Well, the letter was dul.y posted, and
during the next two days Billy Bunter was
on tiptoe with expectation. 3

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

But ‘'we were wrong. .

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

Court; but, of
The Bunters

The envelope was typewritten, as was the
document inside.

Any luck, Bunty?" asked Bolsover major,
1,

ither! I've been accepted as a
guest !
Hh

w the old gent would turn up

1 Bunter, whose fat face wag
a full moon. **Listen to what
he says:

‘" ‘ Benevolent * has carcfully considered
Master Bunter's application, and he will be
delighted to receive him aa a non-paying
guest for the Easter vacation. He will meet
Master Bunter in the booking-hahll at Charing
Cross Station on Thursduy afternoon, and
will escort him to his delightful country
residence.

** N.B.—Master Bunter should travel by
the train leaving Friardale at midday."

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

Billy Bunter chuckled.

1 sball have a high old timei" he said.
* I shall make you fellows green with envy!

You won't have nearly such a good time ut
Wharton Lodge as I shall have at this gent's
house.™

** Rats

* Plenty to eat, plenty to drink, and plenty
of fun—and it won't cost me a penn
Bunter weat on. ** Hallo, Sammy! What
do you want?'" 4

Bunter minor had just come on the scene.

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

‘1 say, Billy,” ho 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!"”

‘“I'm going

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

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. 1Te

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 staggercd at his

appearance.  The creasea in his ** bags’

were perfect; he sported a pair of silk

spats, and a shining silk topper was erched
on his head. In his buttonhole Pwu n
brilliant carnation.
o Hallo, ballo, hello!™ efaculated Bob
orry, as Billy Bunter rolled into viewy
Now we're off |
Half a jif
** That's  my
Bunter!"

' interposed Tom Browm,
necktic you're  wearing,

And that's my silver-mounted canel’™
yelled Bulstrode.

** And those are my spats, begad!” drawled
Lord Muauleverer.

‘““ Ha, ha, hat"

Billy Bunter did not wait to Testoro the
** borrowed ' property to its rightful owners,

threw his suit-case into the station hack,
was waiting in the Close, nud he flong
himself in after it.

** Right away!" he ealled to the ancienty
driver, who promptly whipped up the equally
uncient horse.

The stution hack rolled away, and as i
fumbered through the school gateway wa
caught sight of Billy Bunter's face wreathed
in emiles.

Brown, Bulstrode, and Mauly could have
recovered their property if they had takem
the trouble to chase after the hack; but
they let it go. They knew that if thcy de-
layed Bunter they would cause him to loso
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 excifement,

What sort of a gentleman  would
‘* Benevolent ** prove to be? Would ho ba
& man of unlimited means and unbounded
renerosity? If so, Billy Bunter would be i
for a glorious time.
even persuade the old gent to
he reflected. ** That would ba
I should have as much pocket~
v as I wanted, and I should be able ta
:urd 'H. over the rest of tho fellows next
erm."”

The train rushed on.
drew to London
Bunter beeume,

‘* Charing Cross!"

Tho words had a magieal effect upen the
fat junior, He jumped out of the carriage,
dragging his suit-case after him; and them
he rushed away full-pelt to the booking-hall,

There were several people in the half but
Billy Bunter's attention was arrested y a
well-dressed, middle-aged man, who was
pacing to and fro. DBunter promptly rolied
up to him.

' Are you ‘ Benevolent 2" he asked.

The man starcd.

* Fairly," lic replied.  ** My friends teht ne
I'm quite a benevoléent sort of person; bue
I don't belicve in giving alms to impertineny
young schoolboys. Run away, before I call a
policeman!"

‘*Oh, crumbs! Aren't you the gentleman
who advertised in the personal column of
*The Chimes '?"

**Eh? Certainly not!"”

‘‘ Then who——""

‘‘ Here is the advertizer in question!™ came
a voice immediately behind Bunter.

The fat junior turned and came face fa
face with his pater!

Alr. Bunter was smiling.

* Forgive mo for practlsing this mild hoay
upon you, William, my boy. In a moment
of frivolity I had that adverlisement put in
the paper. I guessed that it would ba
brought to your notice, and that you weeii
reply to it. And I resolved to mect yau
here, and give you a happy surprise!™

It was certainly a ‘surprise for Bily
Bunter, but, judging from the expression em
his face, it was auything but a haj

After all his big talk about the
he was going to have, after doing lis bess
to make his minor envious, Billy Bunter was
to srcnd the Easter vao. at his own howe?

‘I know you would rather spend yeur
holiday  with me than with anyoue eise,
William,™ said Mr. Bunter. * Bessio and
Sammy will be nrri\'ln;iz during the after-
nom;], m'u! the Tamily will be complete. Comte,
my boy!"

And Billy Dunter went, with feclings
deep for words ! AL s =y
Tuz Porvrin—No

And the nearer ip
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- Related by TUBBY MUFFIN.

B -.-’;}:

Jimmy Silver glarnsed at me with the teers
Streeming down his cheeks.

“Tubby, old fcllo,” he said, in toans of
affeckshun, “you simply must come to my
ylaice for the vac. My le won't here

* of yoro staying away. No feed, no sellybra-
tion is komplete without o Mulfin.”

“Sorry,” T replids lortily, “but it karn't
be dun.”

“Do come!" pleeded Jimmy Silver horscly.
“I begz of vou to come! I'll go down on
my ne { you like. Yore presents alone
can make the lolliday a suck

“Enuft!” I paid sturnly. “I have desyded
not to come, and their’s an end of i

Jimmy Silver went away sobbing; and just
aifterwards Tommy Dodd-came up to me,

“Will you onner me with yore, kompany
during the vae, Tubby?" e asked.

*“Sertainly not! T shouldn’t dreem of going
away with a Modern beest!” I replide.

“I'd simply luy you to come—"

“I dare say you wood.”

“Look hear! I entrect you—"

“You can cntreet me till the cows come
Liome,” I sald, “but I'm not coming!”

Tommy Dodd berst into teers.

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

All sorts of invitashunz were showerd
uppon me after that, but I rejeckted them
with skorn.

To tell the trooth, I was waiting for Morn-
ington to invite me to his plaice. Morny
comes of a welthy and prosperus fambly, and
I knew that if [ went to his plaise I should

he

b1t o lst-rate time. Grate sirloynes of beef
wood be dished up at evvery meel, and both

the ki v and kwantitty of the grubb
wood be eggsellent.

** dorny’s sertain to invite me," I said to
myself.  “Y’ve been his boozum pall

pi
wunths, and he's often prommist to take me
to his plaice and give me an interduckshun
to his people.”

Well, T waited and waited, but no invi-
tashun came.

Prezzently the day of breaking-up dorned
and I began to feel very alarmed.

Was it possibul that Morny had ov:
me? the eggsitement of br:
Lawsed him to forgett his best fren

I hunted for Morny all the mourning, but
hie was nowhere to be rean. 2 ¢

Aeenwile, all the felloes wera kleering off

to there homes, and by dlnncr:tim'z only a
few of them remancd. Jimmy Silver was one
of then N

oL Silver,” I said, “bhave you scan

Morny
immy Silver chuckelled. 3
He cort the nine o'klock trane this mourn-
ing to Skottland,” he said. .
“Oh crums! And I was cggspeckting him
to invite me! The trecherus beest! — Look
hear, 8Bilver, I've alterd my mind about going
home with you to yore plaice. I said I
woodn't, but I was only kidding. I shall be
delited to comet”

aid Jimmy Silver. “You

“Nuthing doing

in

““The whole nite I lived
parradise.”’

rejeckted my i b
and IIOW YOu can go an
“Where's Tommy Dodd?
sure he'll tern up trumps.
“Tommy Dodd's gone home hot

“0h, help!”

I reclized that I was in a tite korner. I
had kounted on getting an invitashun from
Mor! and he bad let me down. And so
their was nuthing for it but to spend the
vac with my own peeple.

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

in the 1st plaice,
sat koke!!
I inkwired. “I'm

s ago!”

Lorrer, their wasn't anuther trane that da,

e

>

| EASTER EGGS wistiee |

Hansom, of the Fifth, intends to spend
ithe Iaster vacation at Coluey Iatch.
We sha’n’t expect to see him como back
to Rookwoed.

»* =2 ¥

The members of the Modern Side held
a bumper celebration on the last ovening
of termn. Tommy Dodd ftells me that he
made a boiled plum-pudding, and that
Tommy Doyle made some Irish stew.
Yes; but what did Tommy Cook ?

« = *

Tubby Muffin prop to spend a
Lioliday near Windsor, because many nice
things are “Eton” {here! What a
Hurrow-ing suggestion !

% * & *

Alr, Bootles is faking BMr, Manders
“down to Dover. When they are strolling
along the cliff togcther ono evening,
would Mr. Bootles bo kind cnough fo
give his collengue a gentle push?

Tue Porrrar.—No 114,

+ i

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

e : *

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

* = =

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

* 5% *

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

* ¥ *
Kit Conroy wishes he could spend the

vacution “down under.” So do we—
\

“Hear’s o pretty go!™ I mutterd.
have to stay the nite at Rookwood.”
Thelr was only one other person who i asn't.
av was Mr. Bootles,
trubhle.
my
ir,” 1 sai
is unforchunitt, Muflin—

“I shall

¢

karn't get a tran

untill the mourning,

“ Deer me! TI

most unforchunitt !

“I suppoze I can sleep in the dorm,
Mr. Bootles shook his head.

> locked up,”

be ken away.

eple’s plaico

“I am afrade not, n But stay!
will arranje for a camp-bed to be
in_the skool shopn, and you may sleep th

Little did Bootles drcem when he said
this what a terribul temptashun he wa put-
tin my way.

Fansy being sentensed to spend the nite i
the tuckshopp! Can you konsceve o more
liteful state of affaresp

looked forward eagerly to hed-time, and
when it came I went to Bootle 8, and he gave
me the key of the shopp.
ssed \';\u will have a .good nite,
sald.

I mutterd, sotto vocey.
1l upon the sean wich Tolloed,

cer reeders?

For a holo nite I
bad
and the tuck was simply delishus.

lived in a parradise. [
about a dozzen feeds rolled into one.
t makes

my mouth water to think ahout

I konsiddered it my duty to <
thing I could lay my hands on, hek;
I didn’t, the grubb wood only lic the
rott during the 5

Oh, the bliss of llh.t deliteful feed! Wurds
cannot pic ier the joy and rapeher that
Ic peris d

ibout. midnite when I fell asleep,

with my Lands folded in the rejion of my
waste. ¥

kst mourning Mr. Bootles came wup
from the villidge, and called at the tuek-
shopp to inkw hat sort of a nite I had
had.

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

And so had I!

THE LND.
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down under the bedclothes. But Lacy,
of the Fourth, says that would be a very

Lacy way of spending « holiday !
* W v

Sergeant Kettlo is going to rejoin
some old regimental pals, and they “are
h:n‘m!: a grand smoking concert, It jsn't
the first time we've heard of a Kettle
singing !

® »

Dr. Chiﬁhch;l has made arrangemonts
to stay with his niece at Nico. Must be
awfully nice to have a nice niece at Nice !

* » *

. Leggelt tells me he is going on a w,
ing tour during the holiday If a fo
the Giddy Gouts would fo
1"xnmplu ln{ul "h‘ﬁ; it ” for a fow
they would come back to Rookyy q
siderably better in he:xlth. hmocdls

" " i

- We helfie\'u Carthew
Coventry for a few g s. This would
WO suppose, bo his firsg \'olunln,l:y ‘\\ia':illf-—‘
he's been sent there g, fey timoes !

. * N

is going o

7

Raby’ spending his
1""1'1]‘ a fo;\l' re‘}ulire As he will be
ollowing the do, we hop e won'
como back with *rabies S nt

holidays hunting
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Tell Your Friends About **The Dare~Devil Schoolboy ! "

Passing the Test!

(Continued from page 8.)

ask

“‘Better trot along and tha Tlead'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 down =2
1eply, and handed it to the telograph-boy,
with a sovercign. The boy looked at the

en't change, siv,” he said.
* Keep the change, please,” said Lord
Mauloverer,

And he walked away with Harry
Wharton, It was not y to alter olc
habits, and Lord Maul r was likely

to countinue to gi
long as he had any 3
Dr. Locke looked at his lordship's
telegram, and gave permission at once
for him to leave the school for as long
as was necessary Lord Mau
the study, and sent Trotter to tell Gosli
to get a trap ready. It did not occur
io him to walk to the station. But
Gosling was only too ready to ze his
ship in any way. e
By vy, what about a train?
asked Harry Wharton. ““It's a quarter
o nine now, and there won’t be any up-
trains till half-past.”

“Bogad
“You'll have to wait—""

“Can't be done! I've got to get
there.” %
%@ ss vou can’t hoof it to London,

. o
<aid her T, Fish.

1 must have a special train.”

. —a which?”

A special train. Trotter can go down
fo the station on somebody’s bike and
wiro for one., They will manage it for
me, I assure you.”

“I—I dare say they will,”
Wharton. ¢ —but, my dear ¢
think of the cost.”

““Oh, never mind that !

“But if you've lost money:

““Time enough to economise when I
know DI’ve lost it,”” said Lord Mauleverer
cheerfully. ** It can’t all be gone. o
sides, I can’t imagine myself hard up.
! expect it will be all right. Trotter!”

« And Trotter was dispatched. Tle came
scorching back on the biko a little later,
with tho news that all v rranged,

Gosling brought the trap round. Quite
a crowd of juniors assembled round to

ped
ap,

sco them off, Alr. Quelch allowing his|

vlass a brief liberty for the purpose. Mo
Queleh, though hie had seen many thir
to disapprove of in Lord Maulevere
manners and customs, could not help
liking tho lad, and he was very
10 hear the bad news, and very T
that his lordship should leave Greyfrairs
with tho comfortable impression that he
was well liked there, and had the
sympathy of his TForm-fellows. 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 Lord 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
B of Lord Mauleverer. 'They took
a very deep interest in the for-
tnnes of the new junior, who had made
himself'so well liked in a few days at
Greyfriars. To a fellow like Mauleverer,
with the habits he had formed, it would

certainly be a terrible blow fo lose his
money, and that was what the lawyer's
telegram meant if it _meant anything.
1 And the chums of the Remove were very
concerned for him. When morning
lessons were over ihey looked out for
Lord Mauleverer, but it was not till after
dinner that he appeared,

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

*“What's the news?”

“ What's happened?™

“Get it n!" vour chest, Mauly,
boy 1"

*Is all the tin gone?”
auleverer nodded.

" he replied laconically,
at Scolt!

“It's true, then

“Yaas, it's true,” said Lord Maul-
everer.,  “The mines have failed, the
company busted. "Uhere are liabilities to

old

tho full amount of tho assets, as the

lawyer says, and I've got nothing loft

but the clothes T stand up in.”
“T'm sorry, old chap!”

“It’s hard chee:
“Poor old Mauly!”
& s, it’s rather hard cheese,”

)

agreod
dship.  **The 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. I don't
quite comprehend how 1t comes about,
but the lawyers do, I suppose, and old
My, Have says that it is so. I suppose
he knows.”

* Have youn seen your uncle ?*

“Noj; he's laid up with the gout al
present. I dare say he’s been rather
knocked over by this, you know.”

“You don’t scem to be much knocked
e rry Wharton, in wonder.
1, you see, I'm thinking of my

i said Lord Mauleverer,
rong, and he's old and
have a fearfully rough

g ar

“I'm y:
gouty, and he

1d s
will
“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 calinly. - IJle had
vidently thought out the whole matter

alr Yo
Yaas! T can't stay here withont any
money. The fees are paid for this term,

NOW ON SALE!

GET THEM AT ONCE.

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.

Ne, 548,—THE GOLD TRAIL,

Thrilling story of three hoys in
Canada. By 8. S. GORDON.

No, 549.—THE SECRET OF THE SILENT CITY,
Splendid adventure yarn.
By DAGNEY HAYWARD. *
THE BOYS’' FRIEND
44 LIBRARY.

‘bowled over, is it}"

but it's no good havging on. And
there’s my uncle, too. %Ie will be sold
up. His very house will have to go. 1
shall have to look after him.”

The coolness and courage with which
the boy spoke touched most of the
juniors.  Harry felt his eyes moisten.
Lord Mauleverer seemed the very lasi
fellow in the world to face the bafile of
life—the least of all equipped for the
struggle, and perhaps ho felt that himeelf,
But he was grit all through, and he did
not complain, and he did not shvink from
the inevitable. He had thonght out his

problem, and ho was prepared to face the
musi

arton slipped his arm through Lord
Mauleverer's,

“It’s rotten hard on you,” ho said,
“and yon'te a plucky kid. Most fellows
would be bowled right over by this,”

“Well, it's not wmuch good  being

i said his Jordship.
** After all, I've good health aud s(wnztﬂ,
and T've had a good timo. 1've often
thought that every chap ought really to
work for his living, you know; and Pve
got to now, at all events, 1'd belter go
and see the Head.”

It was soon all over Greyfriars,

Never had the school had such a topio
of inlerest. Trom the youngest fag to
the head of the Sixth, 1t was discussed
and discussed again,

The effect was different upon differont
fellows, Loder and Caine were very
pleased that they had not succeeded in
tuking up Lord Mauleverer, (oker & Co.
found that they had no special hankering
after his wociely. Snoop sneeringly said
that, as a watter 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 trua colours, Billy
Bunter  was  of - opinion that Lord
Mauleverer 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 rallicd round Lord Mauleyverer
in his misfortune,

e had been kindness and generosity,
iteelf while he was o millionaire, and now
that he had fallen upon evil times eveiy-
lb_ody.—who was anybody—wanted to hnfp
i,

The Remove, with n few exceptions,
like Skinner and Snoop and Vernon-
Smith, decided that they were going to
back up old Mauly. ixacily how they
were going (o back him up was not
defined.  But the wish to do it was
something, and the general atmosphere of
kindness and friendship must have Leen
comforting to the unfortunate junior.

Ho camo out of the Head's study, looks
ing very grave and composed.

“The Head thinks I'd betier stay hera
over to-day, at all events,” he said. **He
wants to hear from my uncle before L
leave school. T suppose he's right.”

“Oh, yes!” said Wharton,  * There
may be a chance yot—""

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“ Not much chance. The lawyer was
quite clear about that. Mo said that
everything would have to go—only thas
the money I have in my personal posses-
sion could bo saved if I chose—as well ag
my personal property—bike and motor-
bike, and the things in my study, you
know. Of cowze, I (old him that if the
debts had fo be paid, I should give up
everything.”

. “You're not called upon {o do ihat.™
said B “‘Have you got much
money

““ About a hundred pounds, T think.”

“ Phew!”

“I'm going to gond it off by registored
letter to my unele, to do as lie thinks it
with it,” said Lord Manleverer. *“If it

isn’t wanied to settle debts. it will makeg
Tae Porviae=-o, 114,
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The ** Greyfriars Herald,”” the Famous Schoolboy Journal in——
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Lord Mauleverer jJumpod lightly down
1 presumo,’ he said. ‘‘ Pray allow me

rom the coach, and ralsing his silk hat, bowed

gracefully to tho Head. “‘Dp. Locko,
Lord Maul ror 17 (See Chapter B).

to introduco myself. My namo is

a Dit of a nest-egg for the poor old boy.
1 want to write a leiter, too, to tell him
what I think about the matter. Blessed
if I know what to say You chaps can
help mo if you like.” .

“Come into the Common-room,” said
Harry. -

The chums of the Remove gathered
1ound Lord Mauleverer at the table in
the Junior Common-room. Pen and
paper were placed before the junior, and
he gnawed the handle of tho pen,

“Dear Uncle Harry,” he began.

Then ho gnawed the pen again.

“You sce,” hs remarked, “it was
partly my guardian’s fault that the in-
vesiments were so risky. 1 suppose the
poor old chap's getting old, and isn't so
careful as he was; but I don’t want to
yeproach him.  That would be rotten,
wouldn’t it?"”

“I think you're faking it very well,”
said Wharton.  “Most chaps, I think,
would be pretty wild about it.”

“1 know I should be,” said Bulstrode.

“\Well, it’s not much good getting wild
with the old boy,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“1t wouldn’t bring the moncy back
again, and would only make hin feel
rotten—and I expect he feels rotten
enough about it already.”

“Well, yes, that’s so.”

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

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

“That’s rather good,” Lord Mauleverer
explained to the juniors. “IMe clearly
't done the best possible, but he's
Gono the best he could, and so that’s a
Tuz Porrraz.—No 114,

diplomatic way of putting it, don’t you
think so?”
“@ood!” said Harry, with a smile.
Tord Mauleverer's pen travelled on
again now. 3

“T -enclose the tin I have by me. If
it isn’t needed to pay the debts, keep it
in hand in case you want it. I shall be
all right, as T am going to sell my things,
and they 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
be ablo to keep up some sort of a place
where you will be able to live with me.
OF courso, we shall have to stick together,
and face this. I hope you're not worry-
ing about have lost the money, because
I'm sure it couldn’t be helped, and it
doesn’t knock me over at all.  Dr. Locke
thinks 1'd betier not leave till to-morrow,
but then I shall come straight to you, and
I hope you will be well enough io sce
nie. I hope you ave keeping your pecker
up. 2 %

“So no more at present from your
loving nephew,

“#MATLEVERER.”

“Think thal’s all right 7”7 asked his
lordship, looking round anxious 3
never was much of a fist at letter-writ-

ing.
“I think it's vipping,” said Tob
Cherry. “It will make your uncle fecl

much better when ho gets it, T should
think.”

“Jt will make him jolly proud {o have
& nephew like you, I think,” said
Wharton.

“Oh, draw it mild!” Tord Mauleverer
went through his pockets and took: out
o dozen loose sovercigns and half-
sovereigns, and exuacted 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 I shall raise anolher
hundred when I sell my things.”

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

I shall have to go down to, the po-t-
office and register this,” he remarke:d.

“Why not send Trotter with it?”

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

And Lord Mauleverer walked down to

t-offi i with the letter, but

A dozen or more of the
Removites walked with him to keep him
company. As Bob Cherry, remarked, it
was best to keep him occupied; so that ho
wouldn't have time to brood over his
losses. Not that Lord Maulevercer
showed the faintest disposition to brood.
Ho had taken a wonderful practical view
of the situajion. o

He l)ﬂllg{l‘. a “Daily Mail " in Friar:
dale, after despatching the letter, and
occupied himself, as he walked back to
the school, in looking over the columns of
“Situations Vacant.”

an

The juniors, as they saw hima so
engaged, did not know whether they
wanted more to laugh or to cry “ord

for a situation Y
ally accus

Mauleverer_looking
something they could not re
themselves to at all

w1

The Test Successful!
“ AULY, old boy 2,
M “Yaas, my dear fello
The Remove had come ou!
of the Form-room after second lesson in
the morning. Outside, on the drive,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“Your uncle’s here.
(Continued on pege 15.)
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ture Story, fcatunng HERLOCK SHOLMES the Amazing Detective, and His

By PETER TODD.

NXCLAMATIONS of protest and
E the tramp of hobnailed boots on
the stairs caused Herlock Sholmes
and to exchange meaning
elances.  Then there burst into our room
a foreign-looking gentleman, followed by
tha ge lating Mr:
« Ah, Signor Sholmio !”
To my astonishment Sholmes leapt
out of ln~ chair, and put his hands above
his head
“So 30\| have come for your revenge
last, Waldo Sapelio,” he ‘said.
Strike ! 1 am not afraid! I but hope
your stiletto is sharper |h‘un the safety
razor you used t morning.’

The Itali

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

INs whito teeth gleamed in a smile as
he drew a table-knifo from his pocket.
Sholmes leapt to his feet, whilo I, with
great presence of mind, ducked swiftly
behind the cocat:

ne-c
“What were you afraid of, gentle-
men ?" nunmnro\l Signor  Sapolio.

“This knifo is da invention T told you
about. It strika me a long time ago that
most people can’t eat peas off deir
knives prope 1 have solved da pro
blem by thi

1—as his namo 'uul appear- Heo t .\p))ul the ta hln- knife in his hand
ance con d me he was—shook his | with Yor the first timo
dusky head with a vigour that cansed his | we tic --(l it had a n'\\un\ LrOove ron-
brass earrings to vattloe like & chain drawn | ning parallel with tho blade.
over cobblesto - My dear Sapolio,” cried Sholmes,
“Revenge ; he s?i:l”in per-
ity. * What for should I take (7 T R s
vengo on my good friend Signor |t A / i U —n;r_]
Sholmio? Did you not save my || ( S |
life?” i |
l]mln(L Shelmes drew a sigh of .
i d lowered his hands,

1 ,]_ suppose 1 dnl if you

he remarked. “But I hav
from tha path
likely to kick it
in which T
cscapes my
mind he moment. If you will
pers nit me to turn up the records
Lept by my faithful friend, Dr.
Jotson, I—"

“But surely

S0

S0, D
yemoved the buc!
of so many people
that the pwnxull.lr
acted as your saviou

o

you have not letta
slippa.  da  memory
broke in th
I)ul \nu not getta me
for selling strawby
coloured with L\Il\ l«dud
s did, my dear
.l Sholmes heartily.
v was that the means of
unburnt skin?”
. A badda man called
paggetti had threatened

three years
creamio

duced to vavious friends of our host, all
members of tho Worshipful anpnny of
Baked DPotato-Jacks. The breath of
garlio which permeated the room re-
minded me of sun-kissed onion-fields in
far-away Italy.

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

Just as wo were moving towards our
reats, our host halted sudden d fels
in his pockets.  Then his classical Rumnn
face paled beneath its protective layer of
grimo, and he clutched Herlock Sholmes
roughly by the arm,

“Da knife—da b atent knife!” he whis-
pered hoarsely. Tt is gone!  Whils we
wero maka da talk in da cloak-room 1
saw Spaggetti put something in
his breast-pecket.  To-morrow I
was to go patent da knife. Now
\Jllnln Spaggeiti has stolen him !

“XKeep calm, my friend,” said
Herlock Sholmes hastily., “Thero
is o chanco that you may bo n
tuken.  Leavo the case in ny
hands, and befora the evening is
out I hopo to restoro your ingeni-
ous. invention without creating a
disturbance.”

I noticed, as wo took our seats
at the Imng trestle-table down the
centro of the room, that Sholmes
maneuvred himself into a seat be-
twoen  Sapolio and  Spaggetti.
With his usual adaptability my
amazing friend immediately placed
himself en rapport with the as-
sembled diners. o 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 ])v
all tho professional *‘Jacks
present.

After dinner, speeches wera the

v mo in da weskit. On da
con sonda mo to da lock-up he
at my front door in Scho

With a lightning movament, Sholmes whipped
tho knifo from the breast-pocket of Spaggotti.

order of the duy——m rather, night.
rose to omit a few lmghi words
an “The Digestive Organs in Reh-

with a hatpin. IHad I maka the

roturn homo instead of having da nice
vide in da black motor-car to Wormwood
Serubs, T should no more have lived to
mixa da ice-creams in summer or to baka
dn potato in winter. You sava my life,
and llnh 1 calla to see you and thanlka

U * Well, sit down, \\ aldo,” said Ierlock
\hnlmm genially, “and h(\lp yourself to
you haye taken up the

tha cocaine. I's
baked-potato busines s again already.”

“Signor Sholmio,” gasped the Italian,

‘you can reada da "mind like a wiz ‘ml

“Not at alll’ ~mxlcd Sholmes.  “Tt
was a simple u~c of observation by a
trained oye.  Those blisters at your
finger-tips give you away, my friend.”

“Well, you speaka da truth,
Waldo Snpulm *1 baka da potato
for a living; but soon 1 sella da_business.
Whilo I taka da rest in Wormwood
Serubs I maka da invention, which, when |
[ have 1\.Ltcnlnd him, will bring me
mucha da money.”

“An mvenllon 2 said  Ierlock
Sholmes. *“This is very interesting. A
new way of preparing straw for making
into_ice-cream wafters, maybe ?* 3

“No; the invention I maka is quite

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

Waldo Sapolio rq)h(cul the knife lov.
ingly in his pocket.

“I thinka so,’
“But thi
come

noble
1

s he said
by da way. Reall
wvite you and your hund
Dr. Jotson,

mndcsﬂy,
ave
da
to the annual difiner
\'\'m'slnpfnl Company of Baka
o-Jacks, which is being held at
nnlh Villa, Soho, to-night. Tt avill
be a very good affair. ‘After da feed T am
z,'mng to maka da sing- song with da little
allad, ‘Row me on da river, Romeo.’
.\t eight o'clock, Here are da

Tu
tickets.”
Promptly on the stroke of eight, Her-
lock Sholmes led me by the nose to the
door of the Soho addresa that had been
given to us. As we were ushered into
a long rcom, whera a number ot green
felt hats and purple, red, and yellow
chokers werp hanging on pegs, Waldo

Sapolio rushed forward to _groct.. us.
Next moment we were being intro-

\ tion to Baked Potato 8ki

which were received in gratifying
silence.  Suddenly Ierlock  Sholmes
reached over and hurled me back into my
seat.

“ Attendio, gentlemans!” ha eried, in
fluent Italian.  “T can no maka da
speech, but I can do conjuring trick !

At once everyone woke up and were all
attention.

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

With a lightning movement, he whippad
o table-knife from the astonished Ttalian's
breast-pocket, and handed it to Waldo
Snpoho.

Roars of applause greeted this as-
tounding  feat of my amazing friend.
Spaggetti, with confusion written all aver
his dusky features, slunk out of the raom.
Unnoticed by all, Sapolio replaced his
beloved patent pﬂn-)etnmmg kuife baclk
in his pocket.

HE_END.
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You Can’t Beat “ Chuckies' for Comic Pictures?

% THE FIRST CHAPTER.
At St. Peter’s.

(1 TUNK! You'ro a funk!”

- Phillip Scait blurted out the
words in the face of the tall,
vale- fuced y who stood

before him in ihe gymnasium of St.

Peter’s School; but the other at first

ignored the words.

Then’ his eyes, which were already seb

so closely together that they gave him a

mean and shifty appearance, seemed to

_ marrow, his weak, receding chin tighten

ever so slightly, and his limp hands half

. close.

“Remember who youhe speaking to,
Scott 1" he said, in as stern a fone as he
could muster up.

“Oh, don’t worry!” ryetorted Scolt
sneeringly. “T'm not likely to forget!
l‘ know well enough that you'ie Richard
Cowell, and the captain of St. Peter’s
this year, although the dickens knows
why, except that I suppose it's because
vou've crawled and toadied fo tho Head
fike the rotten sneak you are! But I'm
not frightened of you, Richard Cowell,
and you needn’t kid yourself I am, or
that you can make me!

* You're a funk—a mean funk !” went
oa Scott warmly; his eyes blazing with
anger. ““Xon hayen’t even enough pluck
10 stand up to the governors of the
school when they come to-day and
denounce {he Head, Dr. Jasper Steele,
for the way he treats us all; and it's up
10 you as the caplain, to do so! IIuh!
If we only had Dick Trafford as our
captain, I bet he’d make things hum!
He wouldn't funk telling the governors
how badly we'ro treated, and what
rolten grub we're given to cat! Dick’s
afraid of nothing!” 5

Phillip Scott ceased speaking, and re-
garded tho captain of St. Peter's with
scornful contempt, .

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

Three resounding cheers rang oulb in
the gymnasium, and then a boy’s voice
shouted :

“And three _‘hboos? for the funk,
Coyell 17

Three. groaning ‘‘boos " followed.

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

Trom the very fivst day Dick Trafford
had airived at St. Peter’s, ho had
endeared himself ta beth the junior and
senior halves of the echool by his reck-
less dare-devilry.  Fear was unknown to
him, and there was not a boy who .could
**do him dags.”

The boys™ cheering had hardly died
away before o laughing voice sounded
hﬁ‘l;uup above their heads.
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What’s the riot?"
boys gazed up to-
wards the high roof of the gymmnasium,
fo perceive . the well-known, good-
tempered face of Dick Trafford laughing
down at them.

e sat there unconcernedly, astride
one of the glass fanlights of the
gymnasium rooi above even the siout
timber beam from where hung . the
climbing-ropes, rings, and peze.

“Hallo, Dick!” cried Secott in greet-
ing. ‘“Whai on earth ave you doing up
there 7

“Punno!” 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 admiving 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-vopes, the top of which was
some good six feet below him.

The younger boys caught their breath,
but the seniors turned not a I They
were more accustomed to Dick’s dare-
devilry, and knew that he would come to
no harm.

The next instant even ihe junior boys
wero 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 ?” 5

Scott was only too ready to enlighten

him.
“1We've just been telling Cowell what
a rotter wo all think he is,” he explained.
“As you know, Dick, the governors of
this school are coming to-day, and we've
been trying to get Cowell to speak.up to
them before tho ITead, and tell them
how disgracefully we're all treated, and
what rotten food wo're given to eat; but
he 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 Scolt, 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 cnpmm—)\'c'(l soon see (o
it! But that doesn’t suit old Steele—ho
prefers tho crawling, cringing variety
like this rotter, Cowell " g

Scott ceased speaking for a moment,

& Cheerio, boys!
Together all the

but tho glance he shot in the direction of
the captain spoke volumes.

Q

Exploits of a High Spirited and Fearless Boy
Whose Wild Pranks Cause Him to be Expelled
from the School and Join a Cinema Company.

By PAUL PROCTOR.

This seemed 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'l
report you to the Head!"

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

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

The captain glared at Dick.

¢ was known to all the boys that
Cowell was afraid of Dick Trafford, and
never was it shown more clearly than al
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 into
trying to assert what little authority and
hold he had over the boys.

“Very well,” he said, in a_sulky tone,
“I shall keep my word, Trafford! 1
shall go straight to the head and report
you for impertinonce to the captain !

“Right-ho!” retorted Dic with a
carcless shrug of the shoulders. “ Aud
gaod luck to you!"” he added derisively.

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

“THe'll do it, Dick.” said Scoti, 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 I'll do, boys. I'll fix it that the
governors do learn the truth of the way
wo'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! Tl let“the
governors know that everything they see
here to»(la?' when they come is mere
¢ eye-wash '—a specially laid plant by the
doctor to bluff the governors iuto think-
ing that we're wonderfully well looked
after and splendidly fed. Did you notice
what a decent breakfast we all got this
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
the governors are due here
although he doesn’t know exactly
time they will arrive! I tell you, boys,
T'm going to blow the gaff!  "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 ono pair of hands yere
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reached forward to pai him upon the
ack.
“But_how on earth are you going to
do it, Dick?” exclaimed Scott. “You
know perfectly 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 doubtfnl privilege
will be the perks of our precious captain,
who can be safely trusted to lie the way
the doctor wants. What are you going
to do, Dick?”
“T don’t know yet!” frank
Dick Trafford. **But yon leave it to me,
bLoys! I'll gnarantee that before the day
is through the gover et o big cye-
opener as to the true state o at

admiited

£

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

* Rathe cried the
good enongh for us!”

Then suddenly a strange silence fell
upon the boys, for, without their know-
ledge, a man had quietly entered the
gymnasium through the door which
not relatched itself when Richard Co
had viciously slarumed it to behind him.
It had bounced back open again.

The man was nes Pendry, the most
hated class-master at St. Peter's.

“What is the meaning of all
noise?” he demanded sternly “G
your class-rooms immediately, and await
me there! All save Trafford,
He is required inunediately by Dr. Steele
in_his study.”

It had come!

"The sneaking ca
od out

I'hat’s

HONS.

this
0 to

stain—Richard Cowe!
‘m mean threat,

my promise. he
and left the gyr

Dick made his way across the pls
ground—deserted at this early hour of
the morning—towards the school build-
ings which stood on the other side,

He reached the main entrance, and
with a cheery nod to the old beadle, he
passed through into the corridor which
led to the headmaster’s study.

Arrived there he knocked lightly upon
the panel of the door.

“Come in!” sounded a grull voice
from the other , and Dick, turning
the handle, entered.

Dr. Jasper Steele, the
headmaster of St.
an angry expression upon hi .

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

The headmasier lifted

had orted Dick to the Head.
ry good, " answered Dick, and
then, with a * TN keep

tho receiver,

and placed it to his e

“Yes, ) ' he »d impatiently, and
then a silence ensued in that grim, ill-
lit study.

**Oh, all right !" said the TTead at

Inst,
i mouthpiece 1l

spoaking into the
como at once!” 'Then to Dick Trafford,
he added sternly: *“Wait here, my boy,
and do not move!”

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

A moment later he lefi alone in
the headmaster’s study, the door having
slammed to behind Dr. Steele, as he
hurripd 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. Steele.

Dick plunged his hands into his trousers-
pogkets, and balanced his weight from
one. to the other, softly whistling a
gay dittle tune in time with his swaying
movements,

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

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

roamed round the room, taking i all the
axticles of furniture it contained.

All the time he had been o li hily
whistling to himself his brain had %ccn
far from inactive. -

Hoe was thinking havd, trying to think
of some scheme whereby he nmight keep
his promise to the boys. Some plan by
which he could expose this ‘:«‘nlf;' head-
master, whoso name was so appropriate
to his actions.

Then Dick’s gaze fell
before him,

npon the desk
and unconsciously, 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 unwittingly
he found himself reading the lottor right

13

entered the room, and stamped across (y
his desk TS

“Now, Trafford,” he said, as he placed
his clenched fist upon the desk Eoforo
hin. It has been reported to me that
you were oxceedingly insolent to the
captain of the school this morning. Is
that so2" 3

Ldow’t know, siv,” answored Dick 1=
ﬂum»lu‘ngly. “But I did tell him what I
thought of him, and my opinion is shared
by practically every other boy in the
school 1

“Indecd!” sneered Dr. Stecle.
that veally so? Well, it may_interest you
to know that I have a very high opinion
and regard for Richard Cowell, and T
will not have his position assailed in stch
a way that he is robbed of tho authority
and sway ho should have over the other

“Ta

) 0 i oye. Do you understand 7"
through, for it lay facing him the right ! LPerfectly,  sivl” answered  Dick.
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Sna(cl;.ing up tho carban copy of the lotter, Dick folded it over onco and
- slip;

ped it Into the inner broast pocket of

hie jacket. (Sce this page ),

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

And as he read the letier a strange
light of half-amusement and half-satisfac-
tion crept into his eyes.

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

Dick waited 2 moment, and listened
intently for the sound of the doctor ro-
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 letter
addressed to the Bostable Catering
Society, he folded it over once, and
slipped it into the inner breast-pocket of
his jacket.

He was not a moment tao soon, for
hardly had he stepped back to the spot
where he had been standing when tha
doctor left the room than Dy, Stecle ve-

But Cowell has no hold over ang of the
boys in the school, siv; and, what's moere,
he never had and never will haye

“Silence!” roared Dr. Steele. “T will
not have such impertinence! 1 chail
punish you for this, Trafford, and punish

you very severely! I shall not do so to-
day, however, as it is the annual visit
of the governors, but you will come to
my study here again to-morrow for a
thrashing! Do you understand??

! Perfectly, sir, thank you!” replied
Dick, in a tone which was neither jm-
pertinent nor humbly abject.

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

“And, furthermore,” he roared, at the
top of his voice, “the very next time 1
receive so much as the breath of a com-
plaint from the captain or any of the
masters, I shall have you publicly ex-
pelled from St. Peter's, and sent back o
your father. Perhaps he may know hosw
to deal with you. Don't forget that,
Trafford 1>

“I will not, sirv,” returned Dick, with-
out so much as the flicker of an eyelid.
“Is that all, siri™ he added quictly.
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% All for the time being !’ snapped Dr.
Stecle. “‘Get outl”

(3 nk you, sirl” returned Dick, and

Lhen, with a little stiff bow to the head-

stor, ho turned and left the room,

with him the copy of the letter

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

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
1 Fifty Pounds for a Paper!
T was after lunch the same day.
The (lgovo_rnors, for whom Dr.
Steelo had made such elaborate
preparations, had arrived, and the
whole school was “on parade” in the
playground.

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

8t, Peter’s was founded and its funds
supplied by one of the City Companies,
and the party of gentlemen known as
= governors,” and much feared by
Dr. Steele, made a point of visiting the
échool ab 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
about Dr. Steele and Richard Cowell,
avere of a distinctly “sporting ” type,
L g by their appearance.

QCne of them, in fact, was none other
than Sir Peter Maxwell, the well-known
owrer of racehorses, and who headed the
{iss of winning owners for that season.
Ho was, in fact, going on to Newmarket
that samo afterncon to sce one of his
horses run in o “classic,”” and it was this
foct which accounted for the pair of
bmoculars which hung from his shoulder.

*1 don’t think we have had the

lmsu'r’o of a visit from you before, Sir

eter,” remarked Dr. Steele, in 2 would-
be ingratiating tone. “And in that
cas2 allow me to point out the extremely
curions and uncommon weather-vane
upon tho top of the spire of the school
buildings.” And as tho doctor spoke he
pomted towards the weather-cock upon
4be pinnacle of the tall and slender spire
&lich rose above St. Peter’s.

And as Dick Trafford, standing there
at the end of the row which l‘cpr%scuh‘d
his class on parade, saw the action he

- chackled inwardly. g

He was well aware that Dr. Stecle in-
Fariably pointed out this weather-vane
2o a new visitor,

“H'm! H'm!” answered Sir Peter,
tmmg"hls ‘gaze in the direction of the
spire.  ““Very interesting, no doubt, but
wather difficult to sce and appreciate
with the naked eye. Allow me!”

As Siv Peter spoke he swung his cose
of binoculars round, and, opening the
tap, withdrew an extremely powerful
pair of prism field-glasses.

Adjusting theso to his sight, he raised
$hem to his eyes, and focused them upon
1ho extreme top of tho spire.

And as he did so an ejaculation of
ainazement escaped his lips.
: “Wl:y, bless my soul,” he exclaimed,

there's something upon the arrow of
tie weather-vane! Looks like a sheet of
]'nper;"I wonder how on ecarth it got

A puzzled expression crossed -the
'doﬂorﬁ face. '

“Sl_lrely“you are mistaken, Sir Peter?”
Le said. “It would be impossiblo for a
picce of paper to be there. Why, only
when the weathercock needed repairing
a few months back it took the stecple-
gacks we employed a wholo week to get
p there and completo the job !”

“Mistaken be banged!” snapped out
Bir Peter Maxwell, “Iere, look for

urself 1"
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And be handed the binoculars to.Dr.
Steele. . 05

“Most extraordinary !"” exclaimed the
headmaster, after he, too, had ins
the weather-vane .through the glasses.
“You're quite right, Sir Peter. I beg
your pardon, I'm sure! There certainly
is o shoet 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 12

Sir Petor almost snatched the glasses
back from Dr. Steele, and placed them
to his own eyes again. :

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

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

“Do you mean that, sir?” he asked,

at the same time respectfully raising his

cap.
“Go back to your place immediately,
Mrafford !” 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 vight. I said I
would give fifty pounds for that pieco of
paper from off the weather-vane, 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 if, although it
was not merely your offer of fifty pounds
which brought me forward. I should
enjoy getting it for you.”

Sir Poter regarded Dick with amaze
mont. He was not quite sure whether
tho boy was trying to make fun of him
or not.

Again Dr. Steele stepped forward to
interfere, but Sir Poter waved him
back.

“Do you mean to say that you will get
that paper for me?” asked Sir Peter m-
credulously.

“Certainl
returned Dick.

“Put it's impossible!” expostulated
Sir Poter. “ You could never do it !"”

“Have I your permission to try, Sir
Pater?” asked Dick.

Sir Peter hesitated. It seemed like
sending the boy to cerlain death {o allow
him to attempt- to scale that sheer,

sir, if you would like it!”

sloping side of the spire, which appeared

to have not sufficient foothold for a fly.

Dick ‘saw the hesitation, and realised
that unless he acted quickly all his care-
fully laid plan—which had succeeded 50
well up to the present—would be ruined.

“T can get it, sir,” he said quickly.
T can, really, sir!”

“How do you
doubtfully. .

“Becanse it was I who put it there
ihis morning !” answered Dick.

His statement caused a gasp of mingled
astonishment and disbelief from all who
heard it, and the whole school had heard
his words. b A

“You put it there this morning?”
echoed Sir Peter. "

“Yos, sir,” answered Dick.

“Why 77

(Another magnificent instalment of
this grand ncw scrial will appear in next
Friday's issuc of the POPULAR. DLlease
tell ult your chums about it.)

know ?” asked Sir Peter
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ONE OF THE TERRIBLE
THREE.

LR TR

It has already been cxplained that the
| order in which these articles appear is a
matter altogether apart from any popularity
| with the readers or the meri f the charac-
ters dealt with. I could not very well give
! anyone but Tom Merry first place, as he is
; captain of the Shell, and is more or less

1 entitled to the place.

So it happens that this week I shall deal
with a boy who shares Study No. 1 in the
Shell passage, whose name is among the

! celebrities of the Form—thyt is, Henry
| Manners.

There is a startling contrast between one
of his study-mates, Monty Lowther, and
Manners. The latter is a very studious.
serious fellow, and not very powerful as an
athlete, whereas Monty is bursting with wit
and humour, and always looks on the bright
side of things.

For a schoolboy of his age and experience,
| Harry a very skilful photographer, and
there t au fellow in the whole school who
{ can come anywhere near him in this extensive
hobby. Bernard Glyn and he have very mucl
iiu common with cach other. Both are en-

thusiastic hobbiests, and it is curious that
they are not closer chums.

As well as a photographer, Harry is a very
good mathematician, and is, consequently, in
the good books of the masters. Monty always
told his chum that he must have a screw
loose somewhere in the upper story to chum
! up with mathematics; but Huarry Manners'
answer to this taunt was usual a book or
{ cushion, wlichover was ncarest at “the
moment.

On the whole, he is a very bright fellow
and a good chum, and a boy capable of
serious thought.

e sy




——Qur Companion

stood a big, handsoma F.LA.T. car, with
Lord

a_chauffeur standing beside it.
Mauleverer looked out at the car.
“Begad! ‘Tha:'s Sir Harry's car!®
he exclaimed.
**He's  here!” gmid Bob
“Trotter’s just told me

Yord Mauleverer Jooked puzzled.

“It's jolly quecr, his coming down in
“I should have
thought that the car would have been
ak

the car,” he remarked.
taken. I am anxi
There was an ¢
sag Lord Maule

us to see him.”

towards him with the Head.

cle Harry !

The old gentleman grasped his nepl
by both hands, and shook them a
uld never be tired,

1 ng on 3

all right !
said  Lord

ore

ncle, it
‘o sce you!
* Don't let it wo
through

aid Sir Harey.

e

aronet took a from his
pocket, and drew a bundle of banknotes
from it. He passed them to Lord Maul-
everer,

*“There i
he said, “The letter T sh
and I shall never part with
keep it to show to anyone who d
breathe a word of de
tion with my dear ne
and pluckiest I
* But—but—

“I have explained to the Head,"” said
Sir Harry. “He has told me how well
you have stood this tr )
it well enough from

the money you sent me,”
keep—
I shall

Cherry.
3 that he's shown
Sir Harry Braithwayt in to the Head.”

amation in the pas-
ge. verer turned round as
a ruddy-faced, portly gentleman came
Lord
ileverer ran towards the ruddy gen-

if
were

there is nothing to

from what Mr. Mave told me. You
must forgive me, my boy.”

“Forgive you, uncle? I know you
couldn't help—"
3 2 mean, forgive me for this little
deception,” gaid the baronet. “I am
shamed of it vow; but it was not fo
sat myself that I did it. I knew
what you were like, my boy: 1 knew
you had a character that nothing conld
spoil.  But many people had said—
friends and relations, you understand—
that petling and spailing and too much
money would ruin your character, Even
Dr. Locko had doubts about it. And 1
made Mr. Have arrange this littla plan
to ghow them that they were wrong.”

“Uncle! What littlo plan?™

“I did not intend Mr. Have fo tell
you anything that was not true, but I
left 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 eco how you
would bear the loss. And all have scen
it, my dear lad.”

‘Tho juniors understood now, and Bob
Cherry gave a shout.

“Then it isn't truo—Mauly hasn't lost
his mone; ,nml he isn’t to leave Grey-

= g

r Ha n:y shook his head.
No. Lord Mauleverer has not lost
a penny—"

rcle !
Not a penny!  And if you knew
more of the business, lad, you would
know that your fortunc could not be
swept y in that manner,” said the
baronet, with a smile. “It was a little
plan to prove that you were real grit,
E:nl: and I am sure you will forgive it.”

Lord Mauleverer's face was very
bright.

Paper the '' Magnet” Library Every Week!
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“Then we're not ruined, uncle?”

“*Not a bit of it!"”

“"Ha, ha, ha!*

Sir Harry was still shaking his
nephew's hands. He let them go at
last, and then Dr. Locke shook hands
with the junior.

"I did not know the facts of the case
mtil your uwcle explained them to me
this morning,” he said,  *I congratulate
?'ou, Mauvleverer, both on your good
ortune and on the proof you have given
of a steady, brave, and noble character.”

“Oh, sir!”

““Boya of the Remove, you should be

proud of .your Form-fellow |” =aid the
Hlead. )
“We are, sir—we are!” exclaimed

Bob Cherey. **ITurrah !

*“Hip, hip, hurrah !”

\ Lnln Mauleverer burst into a happy
augh.

Ol it's ripping, by gad!” he ox-
chimed.  *“As—ag I'm not poor after
all, wo'll have a feed to celebrate this—
a really vipping feed, and Sir Harry
shall jom us—won’t you, uncle?”

The baronet laughed.

“Yes, cortainly!”  he exclaimed.
“Wiih the greatest of pleasure I

* Hureah 1"

“Come on, my dear fellows!” said
Lovd Mauloverer.  “We'll make it a
stunning  feed—worthy of the occa-
sion 1"

**Hurrah !”

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

THE END.

(Another grand long complete school-
tale of Harry Wharton & Co, at Grey-
4riur.~r next week, entitled ** The Boy
Vith a Seerct?” By Frank Richards,
Order your copy of the POPULAR iow.)
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and in all places have sworn their allegiance
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HEALTHY AND BEAUTIFUL HAIR MAY BE YOURS FREE!
WRITE FOR FREE “HARLENE HAIR-DRILL” OUTFIT.
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