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A Complete School Story-Book, attractive to All Readers,

§' The Editor will be -nhliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. §
Y

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
His Lordship,
b ORTER ™
p “ Y essir,?

“Whera 18 my carviage 1"
“Eh, sic? Which "

“ My carviage, parter ! T ordeved my carriage to he hero
to take me to Greyiriars Sclool.”

UMy only hat!™ eaid Dok Cheres.

Bob Cherry and Harey Wharton, of the Remove Form at
Grevinars Bchool, were standing just mside the station
entrence of Friardale. Tlob Cherry was inserting ponnies inte
a slat machine and extracting chocolates, and Harry Wharton
was looking out into the old High Strect of Friardale, The
chums of the Refwove were waiting for some other Greylriars

Ne. 184,

Copyright In the Unlred Stafes of America.

A Splendid, Long, Complere
School Tale of
HARRY WHARTON & C»
at Grevlriars,
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fellows who had come down to the village that aflernaon.
It was a blaziog sumoer’s day, and the fellows had agreed to
meet at the station and take the statiwoen eab bhowe, sharing
the discommiort and sxpense of thad ancicnt velicle. A sone-
what high-pitched, but not unpleasant voice beoeame audibla
from the divcction of the platform, and the mentior of Groy-
friars made the two juniors look round at omee. It imnnne-
diately struck them that the speaker was & new boy for
Crreyiriars,

A somewhat slim and handsome vauth in Efons, with a
MOTY Bﬁiﬂ}' gilly hat, come towards 1'_1“','11r wikth an obacqguions
porter in close attendance. The new-comer carried s Lead
very high in the sir, and seomed scarcely o regard the ground
a5 he wallked along; and Bob Cherry murmured fo Harry
Wharton that he thought it must be quite a lorg time sinco

Avgurt 18th, 1911,
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the ¢hap had secn his own feet.
Wharton replied hg a chuckle.

The youth carried a came with a gold head, and he wore a
geld chain, which probably had & gold watch ab the end of
it. His sleeve-links glittered with d:amonds, and he had a
diamond pin that was worth ai least Rfty pounds. He had
pule blue eyes and lizht eyelashes, which gave him &
peculiarly languid and bored to death expression  The higi
pitch of lis veice, oo, indiceted {hat }]m considercd it a
troublesome etfort Lo havo to speak at all

“ Porter I

He did not notice the Greviriars fellows at first. 1le gave
s glance out of the door cf the stativn, and then fBxed his
tiredd eyes on the porter.

“ Porter] Where's that porter ¥ Where on earth ean that
exasperatin’ porter have disuppearcd to¥  Porter! Porter !

“'Ere I am, sir,” said the porter, who wuas at Lhe new-
comer's elbow all the time. “'Hre I am!”

“Oh, good ! Quite so. porter. Where is my carriage 7"

The Friirdale porter seratched his head in a puzeled way.
He had seen all sorts and conditions of boys arrive for Grey-
{rinrs, but he had never seen one guite like this. The now
errival was something guite ovw in his experienco,

“The carringe, siri” he repected.

“VYeau; where 18 it? What !

“The kel i3 here, sie”’

And the Friavdate porter sleepily indicated the anment Luck
outside the station, {he vehicls which Harry Wharton & Co.
intended to take to Greoyiviars, “Fhe youth mn BEtons gave vne
glance at the Lok, and smlted. !

“ Do yeu really think I could ride in that thing?"” he
athkad. “*Oh, dear! If my carriage i3 not hero, I am really
at o loss! Whatever shail 1 do, porter?’

“1 dunne, siv,"” said the I'riardale porter. ' 8'poso you
walked, sir?” he added, as if struck hy a brilliant idea.

The youth scemed to gasp at the idea.  Iis glance fell wnon
the two Greyfriars juniors, who were watching him with quick
grins, and he came over towards them, raming his silk hat
in & really graceful way. .

“ Exeuse ne,” he said, with a bow.
belong to Greviriars College ¥’

Bob Cherry bowed in return with great selemmty.

“Coertainly you may,” he replied. " Asic away.’

VWil 7'

“Well 1™

oahem ! T don't think you guite understand ma ! I asked
you if vou bolonged to Greyfrines Colloge ™

“ Mo, wvou didn't,” said Bob Cherry checefully. “ You
ashed if you wmight ask, and I said that rou could ™

Harry Whatton laughed. The stranger wa. leoking very
puzzled, not qquite comprehending  Dob  Cherry's  littio
pleasantry. . .

“We do beleng to Greyfriara,”™ zaia Harry.
the school, I supposet"

“Yes, cerbuinly. 1 am
ment—a really terrible predicainent.
me."”

 Certainly, * said Harey.

I ordered my curringe to be here to meeb this train.” ex-
claiined tho other. " 1t was to bo senr heve, you see. I fore-
saw that there would be some such wretched -elicle as tiat
to convey passengers from the statien fo the scliool snd I
ordered a coach and four to be sent here for m."

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton woked at him.  They couid
not believe that he was spnaiging serionsly, yet his manner
was perfeetly oarpest. But a jumior schoolboy who ovdered a
coschh and four to be sent to egnvey him o guarter of an
howr's walk, from a railway-stetior: to a school, was zome-
thing quite new.

“ (oach and four ! said Bob Cherry.

“Yea.”

“ Curious:; we're in the same fix,” said Uob Cherry, with
great seviousness,  Only we're wailing here for o conch
and twelve! Coaches and four are considered a little out of
date in the Lower Fourth ai Creyfriars, you know—a cha
who drove less than twelve horses would Lardly be spoken to.”
« “Dear me! Amazin'l"

Harry Wharton burst inte a-laugh, Dob Cherry chuckled
himszelf, The new-comer looked at them both in & puzzled
way, apparently not able at &l to make them out.

i You haven't seen my carriage ¥ he asked.

Wharton shook his head.

“No," said Bob Cherry. ‘" Dut perhaps we might know it
if you deseribed it, Was 16 a pink one with yellow spots and
erimszon bars 7"

“Dear me! Certainly not.”

“Than I haven't seen it,” declared Bob Cherey, with a
shake of the head. . .

“ Zhut up, Bob!' said Harry Wharton, laughing. “ Look
here, my fnend,” he went on, addressing the new boy, " don’t
pile 5t on too thick.”
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ing there I am in a predica-
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“ En

“PDraw it mild.™

“1 do not quite grasp your meanin’, Pray excasa me.”

“Well, draw a.ﬁi:rm with vour coaches and fours” et-

lained Whorton., “We are muvre than six years old, you

now; we don't believe in fairy tales™ .

“Lear me! 1 do not quite understand you! I am wabing
for my carriage ! This is very distressing. It is bnpossible to
walk. How am I fo reach Croyiriars®™

“Wea might join hands aad carry you,” ang::il;:nsmd Lob
Cherrv.,  “ I think I can zee mysell downg if, too.”’

0, no, T conldn't trouble you in tE[{mt way,’ suid the
-nthm:f with parfect seriousiess. ** It is very, very kind of .,"Fﬂl!tl

but 1 reslly eouldn’t—excepling as a last resource, at ol
events”

They staved at himm, Bob Cherry tapped lus forchead
significantly.

“Ddiad I he muarnauved., " Fairly off his rocker !”

There was a rumble of wheels and a clatter of hoofs in
the street. The new-comer turned quickiy to the station door,
and Jooked out, and uttered an exclamation of satisfaction,

“Very good! Lere is my carriage!”

There wos a volce cutside the station.
| :]'[fﬂrd Mauleversr's carriage! Yes, my lord!
] !

Hob Cherry locked dazedly at Wiharton

“Then 105 true ' he munnured. “Ile’s got & coach,
anid he tsn't mad.”

My hat !

The twao junicrs followed his lordship into the stiret.  They
woere too astounded te speak further. There was no doubt
about it—the coach, with four splendid horses pawing tha
ground, steod there—wuiting, and e livericd coachman was
bowing most respectially h;;ium the youih in Bilous

IHere, my

T

THE SECOND CHAPTE:.
Something New in New Doys.

ORD MAULEVERER drew out a gold watch, of which
the cuse sparkled and glitterad with dimionds. He
lanced &t it, and then east a severc glance at the couch-
L

* retors.™

“ Yoz, my lovd.™

“ Yoo are two minotes and a half late.”

“I'm zorry, ny lord.” .

“ Yes, Peters, 1 have no doubt that you arce sorry, for it ia
o very sevious matter, I have been kept waiting twe and a
half minutes, and was thrown inte a great state of alarm. I
feared that something might Fave gone wrong with the
sIrangements, and that I might have had to wulle to Grey-
friers ™

“Oh, my lord——"

1 will cgense you, Peters, but vou must never allow any-
thing of this sort to happen again "

* Mo, my Jord.”

“ Where have you been, Peters?”

1 haited the norses at the Ralway Arms, my lord.”

“ And himzelf, teo,” murmured Bob Cherry. ’

“Very well, Pelers, wo will gay ne more about it,” said
Lord Mauleverer, with a wave of his gloved hand, “ T will
overloolk it this time, but you must be more carciul in the
future-—tnusir more careful.”

H Yer, my lord.”

“0Oh, my lord!" murmured Dob Cherry. " Never knew
there were so many blessed lords outside the House of Lords,
1 say, Harry, this will be an acquisition for Greyiriary, I
wonder what Form the unage is guing inteJ"

* Ask bim.™

“Py Jove, g0 I will 1

Dok Cherry wallied scross the pavement to Lord
Maulevercr. . _

“7 think you said vou were going to Groyfriars? he re-
marked.

“ Yoz, certminly. What?"

“ What Form are you going mto?"

“The Lower Fourth, 1 u:t@srﬂtanil."lsatd Lord Mawleverer
politely, 1 think it 15 called svmething clse at Greylriars,
hat I don’t remember, ™

“The Remove?™

“ Yes, quit¢ su—that's it.”

“aly hat! Wo belong to the Remowve, you sce,” Dob
Cherry explained. ]

“Tpdecd! Then I am very pleased to mcot you,” said his
lordship, holding ovt his hand. ** My name’s Mauleverer.™

Bob was o little taken akback. 1le had expected plenty of
swanl [rom Lord Mauleverer, and the frank manner sor-
prised him. DBut he grasped the hand, giving it a big grip,
.1:11:1 leaving some very visible mariks upon the lavender-kid
glove,
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you're o dead man! Mark mny words, | am desperate!

“Tremble ! sald Hillg Bunter, making a threatening motion with the pipe. * The pressure of my finger and
| Your money or your life!”
schoolboy millionaire, *No!" thundered the fat junlor. *“Your money!™

“My—my hat!™ gasped the

= -

* My name’s Chorey,” he said—" Bob Cherry i This chup
is Harry Wharton !V

“Glad to meet you,” said Lord Maulevercr
can give vou a lift to Greyiriars.”

Wharton and Dob Cherry exchangad glances, They hal
been going to hive the crazy old station hack home, and the
difference between that and the handzome coach of Lord
Mauleverer was tremendons.  The seftly-cushioned and shady
interior of his lordship's coach appealed very much to the
dusty juniors.

“{'ﬂu'm pwhully good ' =zaid Wharton, * Bud we're waik-
ing for some fellows here.™
"+ T ean take them, too”

“ There ara four of them.  YWould you have room

“0Oh, you could ¢ram in, you kaoew. if you don't mind.”
anid Lord Mauleverer. I am gomng outside, so it wouid
UI'.[‘}' be six of yvou.” _

“It's jolly good of vou,” said Bob Cherry.
the chaps. Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™

Four juniors of the Greyiviars Remove were coming dows
the streot. Thay were John DBull, Frank Nugeni, Mark
Linlev, and Fisher T. Fish, the Amcrican. They stopped and
egtared at the elegant coach and the four handsoma horses
in blank. astonishiment.

ol Cherry grinned.

“Prav allow me to prasent Johnny Bull, Fishy Fish,
Franky Nugent, and Marky,” le said. * Lord Maulaverer!
Know cone ancther!"

““ My hat!"

Tue Macrer Lirrany.—No, 184,
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“ Pray neeept a lift in my carriage to Greylriers," eaid
Lord Mauleverar., * I shall be most honoured.  Peters, open
the door.”

“Ves, my lovd™

T'he man stood witn immovable face whiie the dusty juniors
—dusty and tired from an altcrncon’s roaming in the wocds
and hy the seashore—piled on te the coach,

“Quite comiv? asked Lord Mauleverer, locking round
at the juniors.

“ Guite, thanks" said Harry Wharton.

“0h, I'm going to drive.”

“What 17

““I'm going to drive " cxplained his lordship.

“H'm!"

“ Ahem ™

“Oh!™

[is lordship did not scem to observe the dubious cxelama-
tions. ke mounted to the coachman’s seat and took the
reins and the whip,  The juniors on the coach looked ot
ona another very doubtfully. Lord Mauleverer was cortainly
a very polits and good-natured fcllow, but he did not strike
ithem at all as being the kind of feilow toc manage four Lorees,

His lordship leoked down from his seat.
“ Poters !

“Yes, my Jlord?"

“¥ou will get to Greyiriars somehow to take charge of
the carriage after I have driven there.

“Yes, my lord.”
ORDER EARLY!

“Dut you—"

=
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Bob Cherry turned his head to look at Lord Mauloverer.
“I say, Mauleveror I he esclaimed., ' FHold on '™
“What ! What ™

"We're not tired of Life," Bob Cherry explained, " We've
ot to play a cricket mateh with Higheliffe and do several
othey things before we kiclk the bucket. The road to Grey-
EF'":H rs is jolly hilly, Would you mind fetting tae coachman

rive 7

Lord Mauleverer laughed.

“ My dear chap, 1 am a safe driver—ain't I, Peters "

* Yes, mny lord.”

*You've zeen me drive six-in-hand, haven't vou, Peters?™

“Yes, my lord.”

“ There, you hear what Peters says, my young friend "
eald his loprdship.

Bob Cherry snorted.

" Well, I believe the man’s got to the end of his voeabu-
lary, and can't say mnything clse if he wanted to!" ha
raplted. ' As for being your young friend, I'm as old as
you are!"

Crrack !

The horses started.

“My hat! Hold on! I say—""

But the coach-and-four were going! Bob Choerry mado a
comical grimace at his companions,

“&'s neck or nothing now,"” he remarked. ** We'ra in for
it! 1 only hope he won’t bresk nll cur necks!"

“My hat! I hope not!™

Wharton called out. ;

" Mauleverer,” he exclaimed,
b 17

The new junior laughed,

"My boxes are coming on,” he replied. ‘I never travel
with luggage. TFeters, you will tip the porter. Give him a
sovereign.'

" ¥es, my lord."”

" A soversign [ gasped John Bull, “ My hat!”

Then the juniors were silent. The new boy surprisod
them more and more; but the carrisge was now pathering
such spked that tha chisf question that interested them was
whether they would srrive at Greyfriars with braken bones
BT nod.

“you've forgolten your

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Arrives in Style,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had cause for alarm. Lord
Mauleverer, when he was on the ground, had seemed
the quietest of fellows, and almost too tired to live.
But on the driver's box he was a different person

altogether. Jehu of old, who was known for his furious
driving, would have loocked upon Lord Maulaverer as a
promising disciple if he had scen him handling the ribbons.

The coach-and-four dashed down the old High Street of
Friardale. The street was old and c¢rooked and bumpy,
and not at all the place for such a race. But Lord
Mauleverer, sitting balt upright, reins in hand, did not seem
to think of that at all. He was thinking only of potting
as much speed out of the horses as pﬂﬂ&ihﬁ:.

Tho team dashed down the old streot in fine style.

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

He waved a fat hand in menace,

“Btap "' he shouted.

Lord Mauleverar did not even look at him. He dreve
right on, and Mr. Tozer jumped back to the path faster
than he had left it.

" My heye ! gasped Mre Tozer.

The next moment tho coach-and-four had Bashed past him.

Harry Wharton & Co. sat holding on.  The vehicls
bumped from side to side, and the horses’ hoofs struch
sparks from the stunes in tho road.

* M-m-miy hat "' gasped Bob Cherry. * This is ripping ¥

“I puess it's & giddy civeus,” said Fisher 7. Fish.

“Well, & chap can only dic once,” said Mark Linley,
laughing. * That's one comfort.”

Lump, bump!

Shouts rose on all sides as the team dashed on.

Buch w sight was zcldom, or, rather, never seen in the
village of Friavdale, and tho villagers clustered to deors
and windows at the clatter of the hoofs, Boyvs shouted and
waved their hands and eaps, chickens and dozz flew out
of the way with loud protests. ;

The wheel caught into a barrow, and hurled it fAying,
depositing its contents in the gutter, and the morchant to
whom that barrow belonged steod in the middle of iho
streat and looked nfter the Oying coach and said things.

The juniors were zoon enthusiastic. It was clear by this
time that Lord Mauloverer could drive. <
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He was about ns reckless as a driver could possibly be,
but he knew how to handle lis team, and he handled them
wonderfully. He seemed to have a wrist of iron.

“Bplend:d 1" shouted Bob Cherry. " Go it

“Pila it on, Mauly I

“ 1"t on the speed !™

“Huarrgh 1"

Crash! Crash!

A baker's cart went staggering, and erashed upon tha
pavemant. There was a roar from the baker as his loaves
were distributed in the road.

* Hurrah ' roared Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

They wera out of the village by now, and careering slong
the country road in the direction of Greylriars. The horses
were still gathering speed, and the pace by this time had

come terrific. i

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

" Hurrah 1"’

"o ik, Mauoleverer I

His lordship did oot need bidding to “go it." He
1] “.._El.nt ¥ itl..

Clatter, clatter, clatter! Bump, bump !

A waggon came lumbering round a bend in the lene.
There wae o yell of warning from the juniors. It seemed
that a collision was inevitable. But Lord Mauleverer
handled his team in the most masterly way. They swept by
the wagiron with about an inch to spare, and the off wheels
slid over into the ditch by the side of tho road. The juniors
caught their breath, but the danger was over as scon as
it had arigen. The impetus of the coacl carried it on, and
dragped it szafely to the road osgpain, and it tore on
unharmed.

“M-m-my word ! muttered Nugent., " My word! What
an czoape M

“ Hurrah 1"

“Pile it on, Mauly !

Clatter, clatter—hbunp !

A pgrey fower rose imto view over the frees. Down the
road the grey old etone gatewsy of Greyfriars was visiblo,
Wharton shouted to the vouthful Johu:

“Haold on! That's Greyfriars |*

“What! What!"

“That's Greviriars "

T Oh, good !

“ Blacken down!” yelled John DBull. “You can't prance
up to Greyfriars in that style! Dack-pedal, you ass!’

Lord Mauleverer did not reply. Thes whip eracked, and
the team lesped forward at o greater speed than ever.
The Jltlﬂlr.hra looked &t one another in consternation. It
was ¢lear that Lord Mauleverer meant to take them right
up to Greyfriars at a gallep. What the Head would say to
juniors arriving at the achool in that manner they could not
EuCss,

Clatter, clatter! Thump! Bump!

Right up to the gates of Greyfriars and in at the broad
drive the team went at the pallop, and Gosling, the school
porter, jumped back, and staggered into the doorway of
hig lodge in amazement.

“The mad young ass !” gasped Bob Cherry. * He means
to take us right up to the house like this. My word! This
beats the drive Inky minor gave us when he wrecked usz in
the lane, My hat! Here's the Head ™

The coach-and-four careering up the drive had drawn
attention from all Greyfriars. There were crowds of
fellows, seniors and juniors, in the Close, coming in from the
playing-tields. Mr. Quelch, the master of the ove, was
chatting with Mr. Prout, of the Fifth, under the elms, and
the Head was visible in the doorway of the School House.
Fe was staring blankly at the oncoming team,
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Shouts roze on all sides:

“Wha 1s 1t 7"

“What's the game "

“There’ll be an acoident !"*

“Ten to ono they como & muehker '

“Ten thousand to one, I think!” gasped Hob Cherry,
clinging to the eide of the coach. * Who'd have thought
that sleepy young ass would wake up like this? My hat !V

Clatter, clatter, clatter!

With really wonderful skill, Lord Mauleverer tooled the
team to a halt just outside the School House, and the horaes,
snorting and foaming, stood covered with sweat.

Ilis lordship jumped lightly down, and raised his silk hat
to Dr. Locke.

Tha animation had died out of his face, and he was the
calm, placid fellow agein whom the juniors had met at the
?_taitdiﬂn, His bow to the Head was a2 model for a Chester-
ield.

“ Dr. Locke, I presume,” he said gracefully. *' Pray allow
me to introduce myself. My name is Mauleverer—Lord
Mauleverer I

—-— e

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Bolsover Backs Down.,
DR. LOCEE gasped.

“ Lord Mauleverer " he exclaimed.
“Yes, gir.” o

~ ., " What—what_do you mean by arriving at Grey-
friars in this fashion, Mauleverer i

His lordship looked surprised.

L .ﬁnjthing wrong, sir?’ !

“Wrong ! exclaamed the Head warmly. “Do you think
that is & proper style for a junior schoolboy to arrive—
duzhing up to the house in & coach-and-four? Whet do you
mean by it, sir§™

“ Borry, sir, it's only my way,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“T'm sure [ didn't mean to do anythin’ to displesse you,
sir. 1t's only my way. .

“ Then you w;iTl kindly discontinue ways of this sort while
vou ure at Greyiriars,” said the Head., *How doee this
coach come here at all "

“I=1 drove it, sir.," ) .

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

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

The doctor eould 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 have s much money to waste,
Lord Mauleverer ¥

“0Oh, it didn't cost much, sir!"” said Lord Mauloverer
negligently., * Not more than twenty pounds altogether,
proabably. Peters knows."

“"Dear me! And what iz to become of it now I

““ Paters will take 1t away.™

“Dear me! Then vou had better ask Gosling to take
charge of it until Peters arrives. You are a most extra-
ordinary b-ujf e

“ Yes, sir.”

The Head re-entercd the house. Gosling had followed the
turn-out up to the house in great amazement. Harry
Wharton & Co. had dismounted from tho coach. The Grey:
frinrs fellows wero thronging round.

Lord Mauleverer seem to. ho unconscious of having
cansed any undue excitement. He looked round In o ]tmg'uia
way, and nodded to Gosling.

“* Aro you the porter here?’ he azked. )

“Which I ham ! zaid Gosling, “ And wol I says is this
‘ere—theso 'ere goings hon 13 dangerous, I says."

“Tako charge of my horvses till my coachman arvives.”

Gosling nearly collapsed. He had never recelved an order
like that from a junior schoolboy before.

“ Which ' he gasped.

“You heard what T zaid. Take charge of the coach-and-
four, and deliver them to my man Peters when ho comes,™
said Lord Mauleverer erisply. * Take this for your trouble.™

He thrust snmrthin%" that crispetd and rostled into ihoe
school porter's hand,  Gosling stared at it, and stared again,
hardly able to crodit his oves,
prounds,

YO y—my=—my heye!” raspad Gosling.

Lord Mauloeverer turned away, Evidently he saw nothine
unusital himself 1n his action, sling gasped and gasped.
But bo did not et go-the banknote. After satisfying him-
solf that 1t was a good one, he stowed it awny into his
pocket. Then he led the horses away, still in o state of preat
astonistnnent.

“My hat!” murmured MHarry Wharton. **What sort of
a fizh have we caughe this time? 1've nover scen a chap
of fifteen handing out fivers like that before.”

“1 guess not! He must be rolling in quds,” zaid Fisher
T, Fishi. “1 suppose he's really a lord
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““ Oh, that's right enough!” .

“1 guess I like him,’’ suidd Fisher T. Fiah,
vory nice about him. Deon't you think sof"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“¥eos, to an American—his title,” he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" - ; ] —

“Y guess I'm goine to improve his acquaintance,”” said
Tisher T, Fish. *“It will sound well in letters to home, and
make them sit up in New York—some!™

Fisher T. Fish was not the only fellow who wanted to
improve the acquaintance of tho new boy. A fellow who
could hand out in a tip to a porter az much money as made
a whole term’s pocket-inoney to many of the junicrs was
evidently a fellow whose acquaintance was worth cultivating.

Guite a crowd of fellows gathered round Lord Mauleverer,
asking him questions in a manner far more civil and obliging
than was customary with a new boy. After 2ll, as Skinner
vetnarked, & lord was a lord, and cash was cash—two pio-
positions that were guite incontrovertible.

“ 3o you are Dord Mauleverer?' spid Bulstrode.

Tho new boy nodded.

* Yes. Quite so—what!” . .

“ Hope you had a pood journey down,” soid Skinnor.

*Thank you, excellens.”

“What Form are you coming into?”

“1 hope you'll be in my study.”

“There's room for Lord Mauleverer in mine

" Aro yvou in the Hemove, my lord?” asked Encop.

4 ?Es‘!?

* Hurrah I ) _

His lordship beamcd upon the Roemovitea, e was
evidently pleased at the weleome extended to him by his
Form-fellows. . :

“Thank you very much!” he exelaimed, ;i"nu are very
nice indeed! I am sure I shall like Greyfviars.™

“T'm sure Greviriars will like wou?” said Skinner un-
blushingly, *“Is vour lordship hungry? It would be a
pleasure to stand your lordshio a feed.” ) ]

“0Oh, he's coming to fecd in iy study,” said Ogilvy
“There's room in my study for a new chap, and I'm going
to ask Quelchy to put Mauleverer in”

“1 guezs he's coming inte mine.” .

“ Here, clear off, all of you!" said a loud and bullying
yoice. ‘*Lord Mauleverer is going to be in my study, This
way, Mauleverer”

It was Bolsover of the Remove. Tolsover was the bully
of the Form. Although he was & ncw boy himself at Grey-
friars, Bolsover was casily coek of the walk in the Lower
Fourth, and even boys in the Upper Forms did not care
to gquarrel with him. Ho was pid enough and big ¢enovgh to
be in the Fifth, and he took the most umscrupulous ad-
vantage of his size and strength. Bulstrode looked at him
with gleaming eyes as ho spoke. DBulstrode had been the
birgrest fellow in the Remove til] Bolsover came, and ha was
captain of tha Form, but Bolsover had walked over the
Form-vaptain as casily as over everybody else. And when
Bolsover laid olaim to the now boy he did not doubt for a
moment that he would be able to make his claim good. And
a study-mate who could shell out five-pound notes would
have been very valuable to Bolsover. -

Bolsover dropped his hand familiarly wnon Mauleverer's
shoulder. Ho did not troubls to be civil to anybody very
often, but he meant to be quite polite to his lordship,
Unfortumately, his varicry of politencss was not appreciated
by Lord Mauleverer. ]

is lordship glanced at the large hand on his shoulder,
and then glanced at the big, heavy face of Bolsaver,

“ Come on, kid," said Balsover; * I'll show you the way.”

“Where ' asked Lord Mauleveret.

“To my study.”

“ PBut I'm not going to be in your study. I don't know
!.-'ﬁu."

“ My name's Bolsover™ "

“Thank vou! Please tako your hand off my shoulder,

“What®" roared Dolsover.

“Take yvour hand aff my shounlder, please™ )

Bolsover staved at the new boy.  ITe found some difficulty
in believing his ears. Surely he, Bolsover, the bully of the
Remove, was not really being spoken 1o in this cool,
nonchalant way by a new bov whom he could have knocked
into & cocked hat with one hand! :

“What??' he gasped at last. ¥ What did you =ay?"

“HKindly remove your hand [rom my shoulder™

There was a chuckle from the juniors. There was not a
follow in the Remove who was not pleased to see Bolsover
taken down. The bully cast a fieree plance round at the
Removites, and then fixed his eyves with a deadly look upon
Lord Mauleverer.

“ 3o you don't want to como into roy study ' he asked.

ORDER EARLY!

“ Bumething
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“Trank year, no!?

"Why not™’

“I don't quite hke your looks, Dolsover, snd your
manners don't Dlease me, cither.”

* HFa, ka, ha®” roared Bob Cherry.

Bolsover was almast purple with rage. e took his hand
fram the new boy’s shoulder. and pushed back his cuffs,

TN give you such a licking that vour mother wouldn's
know you if she saw you within a week or two!™ he said.
“ ¥You swanking cad—"

Harr;f Whearion intﬂr]gmmd.

“Hold on, Bolsover!”

The Bemove bully locked at kim [uriously,

“Are you going to interfere here®” he shouted.

Y ¥es,™ said Wharton determninedly, * You're not going
ta pile on a new kid who's not much more than hall your
size. Chuck it!"

“I'mr gvear to lich him ™

" You re net!

“Who's moing to stop me?”

Y Well, T think there ars enough of us here to stop you,”
said Harry Wharion scornfully,. " It's ne good your re-
El‘ﬂelm?‘. that_you can lick any fcllow in the R._FTT!T,]'I.'-E','—'-WI_"
inow that, But you won't bully fellows az you like because
of that, If yvou lay a Bager on Lord Mauleverer vou'll zot
bumped-—=hard '

“Yee, rather!” said Bulstrode., *“And Pl lend & hand in
daing 1"

And_ there waz a shout from all the Removites. No one
wanted Lord Manleverer to be licked. His kindness and
pood-nature moved Harry Wharton & Co. in his favour,
and hiz evident wealth was not without its effest wnon the
rest. Dolsover gritted his teeth, but he saw thai it would
net de. Bix or seven juniors wero already preparing to
collar him. 1t was evident that he would not be allowed
to lay sacrilegious hands upon the Greyfriars millionaire,

Ha stepped back, his face dark with rage.

“Thank you very muech, Whartan ! mir]FImrul Mauleverer.
“1 have a great objection to being leked, and I could not
possibly fght that great beasi.”™

* Ha, ha, ha!'

Y Lord  Mauwleverer!” It was Mr
" Kindly follow mio to my study.”

And the new bov followed the master of the Remove,

Quelch's  voice.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Great Reguest.

E. QUELCH looked scratinisingly at the nmew boy as

Lord Mauleverer stood before lum. His lordship

stood in an easy attitude, evidently not in the least

afraid of the Form-master, and vet at the same finme

pot in the least assuming. He was something new in tha

viperience of the Remove-master, and Mr. Quelch was
nuturally intorested in him.

" You seem to have some manners and customs very un-
usual in a junior, Lord Mauleverer,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Yer sie. It's only my way, sip”

" Vou must try to be more like the ethers while you ara
at Grevfriars.  You seem to me to have far oo much
monoey, '’

“ Oy, no, sir!”

“ What allowance does your father make you?

*1 have no father, sir.”

“Oh! I am sorry! Your gusrdians, then?™

“1I'm allowed as much as I like, s

“ What ¥

“1t was in the will, sir, My guardians have to give me
all the money 1 want, sir,” said Lord Mautoverer, " Therp's
plenty of it. When the coal was discovered on the Maulcverer
estate it made us quite rich, Our family used to have oniy
about ity or sixty thousand a year——m>"

“Only 1" gasped Mr, Quelch,

“ Now we have about half a million 2 vear, and mogt of
that is aceumulating during my minority,” Lord Mauleversr
ruplained, *se I can alford to have a wood allowance, sir,
1 wention it to show you that I ecan afford ir, sir, not to
swar:k. 1 am sure you will not form a wrong opinion of
me.

* At the same time, it 13 necessary to be careful with
one’s woney,”” said My Queleh: ** though, under the circum-
stances, I suppose you ean afford to spend very ireelv. But
vou should never waste money.”

* (h, 1 never do, sir!”

“I saw you give the porter five pounds as a tip.”

“Well, sir, he's a poor man, and it will be useful to him.™

““Ahem! And the cxpense of bringing a coach-and-four
down 19 teet you at the station here "

AN good for rrade, sie”
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“Ahein! T wmlerstand that you are zroing into my Form,
Lovd Mauleverer,” said the master of the Remove. **Dr,
Locke has also mmeniioned to mo that vou are to have a study
io yoursell in tho Remove passawe ' .

“Yes, vire My Uncle Harey told me he woold arvange it
for me if he could. He is my guaedian, ¥You see, siv, T havo
Hl‘t{:ﬂ]i.;':“tﬂﬂel‘i, and I want to furnish my guarters to =uit
myeslf,

““Ahem! Vou will have the new sindy, No. 15, that has
been added _at the end of the Remove passage,” said Mr.
Queleh, " You may have your things taken into it, and
¥ouar box imo the Reoemove domnilory, have some work
1o do now, and =0 yon may xo. I shall see you again later.
No. 15 s your :-}Iillf}r'.“

* Thank you, s "'

vord Maowleverer guitted the Ferm-master’s study. Mr
Quelch shiook his head very dublously. He was evidently
a fittle doubtful as to Lovd Mauleverer's future at Grey-
irinrs,  Llowever, he dismissed the matter from his mind,
an% tnll-:ing up his pen began to write,

ap !

“Uomo m!" spid My, Quelch.

Oigilvy, of the Remove, entered.  Mr. Queleh fixed hiz oyes
upatt him aceoss his table,

The junivr stopped, hesitated, and hlushed.

“Wein, Ogilvy,” said Mr. Quelch, " what is it

“ I vou Pli‘:&ﬂi’.", gir——""

“lro on !

[iI"I_i:ﬂ

“ Yoo have something to ask of me, Ogilvy? Is that it "

Li EFES, $i|".“

“Then kindly come to the point at once, Qgilvy,” said
Mr;j Quelch, "My time is of value, and I have a great deal
T do.”

D“_IHEHI, sir! It is about the new boy, sir,” stammered
ilvy

‘Indeed ! Lord Mauleverer #"

“¥es, siv. He's a nice chap, sir, and I—I've taken a great
{.gmﬁ}r to him, sir, and—and I should like him in my study,
i,

“WVery good! T am glad Lord Mauleverer has made such
an excellent impression upon you, Ogilvy,” raid Mr. Quelch,
with s note of sarcasm in his voice. * But his study is
alrcady decided upon.  Close the door after you,”

Ogilvy closed the door aiter him. Five minutes later there
was another tap on the door, and in response to Mr. Quelch’s
somewhat iart invitation to enter, Skinner came in.

Bkinner was not blushing ; Skinner seldom blushed, though
he hl.-a.cl pleaty to blush for if he had troubl:d to call it to
min.

“If wou please, ai ** he began.

“Well, 2hinner, what iz %"

“There’s 2 new boy just come, sip—""

Y Lord Mauleverer: Yes?”

“He's a vory nice chap, sir, and he looks rather as if he
wants somebody to look after him o bit—very quiet and
mild, sir. I was thinking rm might put him into my
stud%. and I could look after ham, sir,” sald Skinner.

" That 15 very kind of you, Bkirner,”

“¥es, sir. I want to be kind to the now kid., Ho docsn't
soem really to be quite up to a school like this, and I want
to protect lum, sic.”” i

“Abem!  Lord Mauleverer’s study is alrendy arranged.
You may po. Skinoer.”

“If you please, sir——1"

" Closg the door after you™

Bkinner departed o stopped in the
teeth, llo knew perfectly well that the
seen right throngh him,

Mr. Quelch took up his pen agam. But he was not suffered
to work for very long in peace. There was a tap at the
iloor again, and Mr 511{:]&3 rapprd out the words ** Come
in " as il they were iwo bullets that he was discharging at
an inveder.

It was Hazeldene, of the Remove, this time. Hazeldene
was more hesitating than Skinner had been. The clear, steady
gaze of the Form-master seemed to disconcart him.

“Well, Hazeldene, what is it 7" asked Mre. Quelch, although
he hardly necded o ask the quesuca. He knew very well
what it was before Hazeldene D{lt‘.‘ﬂﬂd his mouth to speak.

YT want to ask a favour, sir’

“Yon may ask i

“There is a new chap hore to-day.”

“ Lord Maulevercr—yes™

“*I should like hir to come inte my study, sir, if possible.
ilc’s such a—a nice chap, that I've taken a faney to him,
gir, and I want to Jook after him o bit*”

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

“ Lord Mauloverer 1s indeed fortunate in the impression ha
has succeaded in making upon the Remove,” he said. ** You
are not the first whe has wanted to have Lord Mauleveror

assage o grit his
ernove-master had
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\ Bolsover waiched the schoolboy millionaire with a grin upon his face. [t was very amusing indeed to the i

butly of the Remove to have bis boots cleaned by a lord.

laced in his study, Hazeldene, and 1 dare say you will not
the last. Lord Mauleverer's quarters are already fixed.
You may go.” Y ;

And Hazeldene went, e Quelch, breathung rather hard
through his noae, took up his pen again. The pen seratehed
on the paper, and the Romove-master, immersed in his
work, forgot Lord Maeuleverer and the juniors who were so
anxious to look after him, and taxe him to their hewrts, so
to speak. But before ten minutes had elapsed, the inevitable
M]iiicame at the door again

My, Quelch snorted this time., Ho fixed a glare upon the
door as he rapped out “ Come inn!"" which would certainly
lrave scarcd the junivr who enfermd if he had beon able to
see it., But he wasn't; for the new-comer was Billy Bunter,
the Owl of the Remeove, so called on aceoant of his short
sight and the big spectacles ho wore, which gave his fat
face & peenliarly owl-hike expressinn,  Bunter blinked at the
Form-master with an ingratiating smile, all unconscious of
the thunder upon Mr. Quelch’s brow,

“Tf you please, sir——"" Legan Bunter,

“ Bunter ! You want Lord Mauleverer in your study, I
suppose? Is that it™"

Y Weg, gir,’’ zaid Bunter. I don't know how vou gurssod,
sir. You sce, siv, 1 have a study to myself. It's a small
ane, but thera's plenty of veom for twe. and [ wonldn't mind
crowding a bit for the sake of a follovs T like. I'm on very
churminy terms with Lord Mauleverer, sir, 2md he would be
as pleased as mysell, siv, If you put him in the study wirh
me, In fact, he told moe, almost with tears in his eyes, how

Tur Maiagwrr Linrany.—No. 184.
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much he would like it, sir. If you would put him in my
staedy, sic, I—"

Bunter 1M

“Yes, airi?

1 do not behieve vou have told me the trath™

“Oh, sir!”

“Tn any case, Lord Mauwleverer's astudy is  arranged
Bunter, tﬁt{! this pen, and this sheet of paper, and wite as
I dictate,™ ]

“Yo-os, sir,” said Bunter, in emazement.

“ Silence ! Write !

¥ oepeps, 80" A

“ Lord Mauleverer will secupy Study No. 15 in the Remove
passage,” dictated BMr. Qllt‘!t"ﬁ,

“Oh, sie!™

“ Give me thoe pen.”’

Bunter handed Mr, Quelch the pen, and the Form-mastier
signed the paper. Then he blotted it, and handed it to
Bupter. The fat junior took it, and hlinked at it ;

“¥ou will pin that paper up on the notice-board in the
hall, and draw the attention of the rest of the Howmove to
it," =aid Mr. CQuelcle.

YO, really, sir

Y You mway o, Dunter™

* But, sip——"

Mr. Quelel Jaid his hand upen a ruler, and Billy Bunter
left his study in a great huery, and & few minutes later tho
notiee was pianed up on the board. There wers no more
visitors to Mre. Queleh’s study that afternoon.

ORDER EARLY!

“ Pul, sir—"
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THE SIXTH CHAPTCR.
A Little Lugdage.

" ALLO, hallo, hallo !*?
“Greab Scott !
“Only lock ™

There was reason to look, and the juniors locked,
F'DL_II‘ vehicles were wending their way up the dvive, zod
cach of them was well loden with trunks, boxes, packages,
and cascs.

“ What on earth is it ?" ITarey Wharton exelaiined. * There
can’t be a dozen new fellows coming all at onee, sarely, ab
thiz time in the term ™

“Ha, ha, hat" roared DBob Cherey suddenly.

“What is it, Bob?"

“Ha, ha, ha! It's the property of our feiend Mauly.

“ Mauloverer 7

“*¥eos, rather!

“ Phew 1’

My waord 1

“Mauleverer ! Where's Maunleverer? Mauly ! Maaly ™

Lord Mauleverev's nume liad already been ent down te
Meuly by most of the jumiors, Bob Cherry had promised
to call him Mauleverer on Sundays, but supgested that Mauly
was good enough for week-davz, He came to the call, and
looked out of the doorwar at the approaching carge with
a nod of appraval,

::"ﬁ« hat? What? Yes, they're my traps™ ;

You don’t mean to say that all those things belong to
you?" excloimed Nugent.

“ Yes, indeed. 1 hed to have =y personal belongings with
me, your know.™

* But—Lut—but——""

“I've brought on a few thines, too.”

“Only a few! My hat!"

The vehicies halted, and began to unlead, There were six
men in charge of the consignment, and there were lurking
amitles upon their faces, A fat man in livery eame up the
eteps and saluted Lord Mauloverer with greet respoct.

“ Bring them in, James,” said his lovdship.

“Yes, my lord ™

And the boxes were brought in.

Man after man came stagpeving up the steps with hoxes,
or trunks, or gun-cases, or hat-bexes, or parcels of books,
snd a bicyele, and a motor-bike.

There was plenty of space inside the big entrance of Greoy-
friavs, but the property of Lord Mauloverer made a very
big demand apon it

oxes wore piled on all sides.

The bumping of the boxes brought Mr. Queleh out of his
study after a time. The last of the consignment had just
been deposited in the hall, and the vehizles wore wondings
away towards the gates again,

The Remove-master stared at the piles of lugeape, and
rubbed his eyes, and stored again.  He thought for a moment
that he was dreaming.

“What doos this mean?” he cxclaimed. “ How did all
this lugeare come liore

“Tt's miae, if rou please, sie,™ said Lord Mauleverer.

“Youra " ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

Inxoctly, s, Quite =o'

“Yours! All tlhiz lugpage is vours?*

“¥ee, siv. I haven't brought very much, az I feared thero
might be some lack of accommodation in the school' =ard
btz lordship innecently.

Mr. Quelch gazped.

U Not much " he exelaimed.,  * You do not call this much !
Doy, there is enouzh here for & whole Form, T should think.
You cannot possibly keep all this luggage st Greyfriarvs.
It is impossible.”

O, dear!” sawd his lordship,

“Call—call Gosling, some of wvou, and tell him to pack
sll thiz away somoewhere,” said Me. Quelch., ¥ The hall
connot boe lumbered up in this way.  This {8 most—most
extraordinary .’

And Mr. Quelch retreated into his study again, leaving
Cosling to deal with the luggage. Gosling rubbed hiz chin
.58 he surveyed the lpitns of boxes, The five-pound note had
imbued Gosling with o great respect and admiration for his
Iﬁrdshtg}‘ but those bexes seemed too big an order altopether.

“1 s'pose they can be packed away in the box-rooms, sir,”
=zid Gosling—*'1 mecan, my lovd, of course. Bat wot [ says
iz this 'ere, "ow am I to get them hupstaivs? T says. You
want a Goliath on this "ere job, my lord.”

“Oh, we'll help ! said Bolsover.

Y Thank yon kindly, Master Rolsover,” said Gosling, look-
ing suspiciously at the bully of the Remove. I don't know
as vou <an ‘elp. Wot I says iz this 'ere—""

W h, come on, Gossy, start!” =said Bolzover. “I'Il lend
you a hand with tha bizgest one, for a beginning.”

“Wot I zava jg—""

“T'm sure it's very kind of you, Beolsover,” aaid Lord
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Mzuloverer. %1 would help mysclf, but I always avoid
oxertion; it's my way. Pray take the boxes up, Goshng.

Gosling snorted a little, and bent over one of the largest
trunks. He suceceded in lifting it, with Dolsuver's assistance,
and the burly junior helped him carry it u]p the stairs. The
juniors sto ]cucnl-:inr on and grinning. They had a fecling
that semething would happen to that box before :l'.._rmc]}w.i,
the top of the stairs; and th"? WETH 1‘Ig|1t. Something did !

e, 'old on ! maid Gosling, as he mounted the four-
teenih or fifteenth stair.  “ Youw're o pulling of the hox,
Master Bolsover !

]}ils,m*-uihr 1¢huc1-:l::~d. G :

“1'in Lielping vou, Gossy. :

0wt "fim lﬁig’t ' You nea rly made nic fall that time™

“Rteit! Go on!”

“ Look 'cre, you let go—"

“Hallo! It's poing?’ exclaimed Bolsover.
{(ioszx I'*

He had given the bip trunk a heavy shove, #t the samo
time letting go. Gosiing had to let go, too, to save himself
from heing hurled downstaies

The box slid to the stairs

Bumn! Bump! Bomn! : .

From stair to stair it crashed with a fercific din, rolling
down, and rolling over the whole lenpgth of the stuircase.

“Hy hove!” pasped (roslmp.

“Taook out!” roared Harry Wharton, “ Clear the way!”

The juniors cvowded back from the foot of the staircase.

Bump! DBumn»! Crash! 3

The trunk carcered wildly down the stairs, erashed into the
hall, and buvst open. A sea of shirts and socks and othev
artieles of apparel fooded the hall, There was a yell of
langhter from the junors,

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Y Oh, dear! pgasped Lord Mauleverer.

The terrific crashing had alarmed the whole House. The
Head himself come dewn the passage from his study, and he
stood looking at the scere in amazement.

“ Extraordinary ! he cxclaimed. ** Dear me!
What hes happewed #°

“ It's only Maunleverer's Ingpape, sir,” gaid Harry Wharton,
choking back his merriment.

* Biess my soul! Is 2l that luggage Maulevever's? Gos-
ling, it is very careless of you to zllow that box to full.””

“Ow! Mepster Bolsover was "clping me, sir. Wot I says
1z this 'ero-—-="

“ Accidents will happen, sir,”” said Balsover blandly. * The
box was very heavy, siv, and Gosling couldn’t quite manago
it, thengh I &id my hest to help him.”

“ Amazin’ ! said Lord Mauleverern.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“1 do not see anvthing to laugh at in thiz aceident,” said
the Head, with a puzzled look. “Silence! Bovs, colleet up
uli -those things, please, ot once. Gosling, vou had better get
the gardener to help you. This is most—most extraordinary.™

The Head locked at ILord Mauleverer and was about to
speak, but he checked himself. Ierhaps he realised that it
was uscless.

He vetired to hiz study; and for the next hour or twe
Gosling and the gardener were cngaged in conveyving Lord
Mauleverer's luggoge to the most aceessible box-room and
stacking it away theve. Meanwhile, Lord Mauleverer was
shown the way to the school tuckshop by some olliging
juniors, who feared that he might be badly in need of re-
froshment after his journey down.

*T.ook out,

What 13 1t ?

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Whole Hog.

1 OU'IRE awi'ly kind, all of you!"” said Lord Mauleverer.
Y L | Eupc you will all join me in a little feed, Will
vou a

Wounld they?

As one man the Remove mavched with Lord Mauleverer
irio the school shop. The shop was not very large, but the
juniors crammed themselves in with great skill. DBut oven
with the best of managoment there were many left outside.
Billy Bunter, of course, succecded in getting a front place,
On an occasion like that the Owl of the Remove was not
likeiy to be left out.

Mrz. Mimble came oubt of her little parlour, with somo
alarm in her face, as the juniors crowded 1n; perhaps with
some fear of a raid. There was a general shout to greet her,

“ Buck up, Mrs. Mimble !

" Ladle it ont!"

“Pray allow me to introduce my friend Mauly,” said Bob
Cherry. " He's rolling in quids-—meost disgustingly wealthy—
beata even John Bull hollow! Mast valuable person for you
to krow, Mrs. Mimble”
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“T7a, ha, ha!"

1 want to stand a little foed,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“ Lemme see! Don't push, yeu fellows—I never conkd stand
being pushed.’ .

“Somoe of them can't get in,' said Harry Wharton,
laurhing,

“‘The grub can be passed out,” said Billy Dunter,  “ Don't
shove! It spoils a feed, to be shoved. Cun 1 begin on the
tarts, Manly '

“Yos, certainly ! CQuite so!”

o i, vou fellows!™

“Hand out the jam-tarts. Mrs. Mimble ™

“Donghnuts for mae—to begin'?

“T'Il have cake—"

“Pincapples here——

' Chocolates, please—

“Pie int
“HMa, ha, hon ™
" Please—please don’t be in such a hurry " pasped Mrs,

Eh ]
(1]

Mirinbla. ““I shall never be able to keep azn account. Deary
e .”
““Oh, never mind that,” drawled Lord Mauleverer. * Sup-

PE%EE]]:'I i?’he the whole atock—that would be simpler.”
“T will take the whole stock, dear madam. What is the
value of the whole stock—ocatables and drinkables™’
Mrs. Mimhble smiled.
“ It would be fifty pounds, young gentleman.™

o ’Feriigumd g

Lord Mauleverer took out a handsome little Russia-leather
F‘Jﬂl.'ki'_t--iﬁ.}(}k. openad 1, and extracted a3 wad of banknotes
The juniors locked on breathiessiy. There were wealthy
fellows at Greyfriars. Johnny Bull of the Remove had once
been in possession_of a large sum of money, and had spent
it right royally. Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of Greyiriars,
was the son of a millionaire, and he made a great display
of wealth. Jonides of the Sixth, the Greek, was generally
supposed to be rolling in money. DBut certainly nnhﬂ{lg at
Greyfriars had ever seen cash in quantities like this before
The juniors gazed almost in awe at the wad of banknotes.

*Irifty, I think wou said, madam?’ gaid his lerdship.

" ¥es!" gasped Mrs. Mimble.

“You are quite sure that is sufficient?”

£i TE'EE.’.

* Very well, then”

Lord Mauleverer counted out five notes for ten pounds
each and laid them, crisping and rustling, on the counter.
Mrs. Mimble took them up with fingers that positively
trembled.

" Now, kids,” said his lordship, * pile in !’

And the Lids piled in—with a vengeance.

Mrs. Mimble's stoele was raded, and it was handed out as
fast as hands could hand it, the good dame herself lending
every ald.

It was amazing to sce how quickly shelves were barved, and
jars and dishes emptied. Good things were passed out to
tho fellows outside the shop. The nows of t]lm stupentous
feed soon spread, and fellews arrived from all guarters to
lend a hand.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “ This 13 something like!
I say, Mauly, lend me o million ;":nnunds, will you? I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order to-morrow.'

“Ha, ha, hn !"’

“ Oh, really, Clerry—"" began Bunter.

“Hand over the jam—the whole jar, please!”

“Marts hera!l Tarts!"'

¥ Tom-pulfal”

“ Lemonade !

" Ginger-beer [V

o 1"

“1 pucss you're a regular duck, Mauly ™ suid Fishoer T
Fish. “I've scen some fecds over there, but I guess this
prances off with the whole biscuit factory.”

“ Yeou, rvatherl”

H Huorrvay 1"

Lord Mauleverer stood looking on  with a guiet and
cheorful smile.  He ate very lLittle himself, theuwsh IBilly
Bunter genorously wrged him not te spure the grali Billy
Bunter himself was doing wonders, Dunter could always he
rolicd upon to play up on an occasion like this.  And he
played up manfully. The way Bunter travelled through the
eatables was simply o marvel,

Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of GL‘D}f:'Em':ﬁ, leoked in
at the tuckshap door and stared,

CWhat's moing on here®’ he exclained.

“ Feeding,” suid Bob Cherry,

:H&u, ha, hal” ot raidine fhe <l

DML TO—Y 00 Ter Tt Fal0ins re shop, are Vosar, vou youn
aweens P! asked the captain of the school, quri:]u':]g_} j £

“Ha, ha! No; it's Mauly's treat,”

L MﬂUI}'iﬁ !n

“ Lovd Maouleveror's! “I'his 15 Lord Mauleverer, of that ilk
—olt dearest fricawl” sond Freonk Naogeat. " We all love
him like a brothe:s.”
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“11a, ha, ha!™

“Ho has bought up the shop—"*

“Jiought up the shop?* zasped Wingate,

“NYes Fifty qud!™

“ Fifty pounds?’ 3

“That’s the fgure—it's m:t.lﬁt‘:%-; to Maunly! He's rolling
in quidlets,” said Bol Cherry, " Ha exudes bankpotes at
gvery pore of the skin’

*“1a, ha, ha " .

Wingate walked awary in a state of great astenishinent.
Two or three seniors pushed their way into the shop, elbow-
ine the juniors out of the way.

Loder and Carne of the Sixth tapped Lord Manleverer
on the shoulder in the friendliest pessible way. The two
black shoop of Greyiriars wors gonornhly J'iujmn‘:r:n'l:‘.lus-. Thaoy
both had good allowances, but their hittle excursions to the
Cross Keys and their littic Autterz on the races veduced thom
to 8 chropie state of hard-up. Dead certs, aftor the manner
of dead certs, turned cut to be cerlaintios only for the book-
makers, as a rule. Loder and Carne belonged to the Sixth,
but they would have chummed up with a fag in the Second
Form if Ire had had a pocket-book full of banknotes.

Lord Mauleverer smiled cheerfully at them.

“Will you have something ¥ he asked politely.

“ Thanks, I will " said Loder. ** Ahem—ginger-beer.”

“Same for me" said Carne. " 5o you're el Maul-
everer.”

“Yes, that's my name”

: .Enu"n:: the chap who arrived in a eoach-and-four?”

es.'”

“J_c:'t&;fl glad to sce you!" said Loder. “What Form are

ou in?

Yo The Bemove.”

“H'm! Rather rourh on you to be stuck amonpg those
kida ! said Loder. “ But I'vc no doubt you'll make friends
in the Upper Forms. Would you care to give mo 4 look in
this evening? I'm Loder of the Sixth."

“You're awf'ly kind. Everybody’s awfully jolly to me!”
said his lordship. ; T

“ Well, give me a look in when this celebration i1s over,”
said Loder. * Come on, Carne.”

The two seniors left tfw tuckshop. They did not care very
much for ginger-besr unless it had something stronger in it.

In the Close they paused to lock at one another.

L ¥ word "' said Loder. ** What is this for a hitle bit of
luck '

““* Gorgeous!” said Carne, ; =

"“That chap is Lord Mauleverer, 2 giddy nobioman in ki
own richt, and the richest in England,” said Loder. ' I've
heard about him. They woere always rich, and when the coal
was discovered on the Mauleverer estate they became million-
aires.  I'va heard that thiz chap will have five hundred
thousnnd » year when he comes of age."”

“ Great Seott!”

“ Worth cultivating—hey ¥’

“ Well, rather!” grinned Carne

“We onght to look after him a bit,” said Loder. ™ As T'm
a prefect, T chall be abile to do bim lets of little favours. 1
dara zay he would like to learn how to play nap—Ifor sover-
plans—hey?”

W hat-Tin 1M

Ard the black shesp of the Bixth walked away fecling very
pleased witle their new prospects.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Faithiul Friends,

o ATIT.Y
“ Where's Mauly ™
“ Mauleverer ™

“Yuns!"" raid his lordship, coming out of the tuckshop.
“ Yans! What s 16?"

H ZBoemething's come for you," satd Tomple, of the Upper
Fourth, ' e van with Liberty's name on 41"
“ By ol yon knoew, that's the furnituro!’

“ The what?’

* The furmiture i

“ TTalle, halle, halle ™ exelaimed Pob Chorrey.
having Purmiture sent down, are you, Mauly

*Quite s I have to furnish my own study,” said Load
Mauvleverer. I gave Liberty's the order Thev've undoer-
tuken it. T cuppose I had betler see the man.’”

Lord Mauleverer wallied over towards the Schonl ITonze
A crowd followed at bis heels. TE seemmed s if the Gray-
frinrs fellows didn't want to lose sight of his lordship for
a ot Cortainly no new boy had ever miade suzh a

sionsation 1n thoe school before.
3
ORDER EARLY!

“Be you'ro
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A preat van had drawn up before the House, Tt was laden
To the voof. A man with a pencil bohind hiz ear tounched
his gold-hraided enpr 1o Lord Mavleverer,

“Shsll we put the things in now, my loed ¥V

“Yans, ot onee,” said Lovd Mauleverer. " Eamebody
show this geutleman where my study is. Is there o page
or scineithing liove?”

OOk, Tl do 6! said Skinner,  * This way, sir.

Tlee foreman was esnducted to the study.  Big boxes were
unpilied from the van,  Cavefully-packed furnitore was caviied
imn t-r:l'l{!ﬂ-i'i:r’, Lialf (;t'{'_".'."l,'inl'ﬁ b rpeacd !«I,nr'ill‘,.[ ab Hae ;Lﬁh‘::'l:i:—'.itlng
sight. Loord Mauleverer covtamly intepded Lo *f o lomeself
down welll™ as Bob Cherry expressad it
 Bilks aad welvet: and satins and ecostlv rogs made the
unsor: gas) as they zaw thoem corrvied e, Dord Magleverer's
furnishings secmd really e suitable for o Reval puloce
than for o junior stady at a pullic school.  Mr. Quelch
Inoked out of his study onea and then closed the door sgain,
He did not say o word ;) be folt quite unequal to dealing with
the Earl of Mauleverer

“ Aren't you moing fo keep sn eye an them, Mauly?”
askedd Boby Cherry, as the new junior strolled out into the
Close with bis hauds in his svousers-pochots,

Lord Mauleverer shook his head

1 leave 1t ontively to them,' he rnlr]"ﬂ:l. “71 don't know
anything abond it, vou know. Never inlorfere with a worl-
man—that's my way, vou know. '

' Jolly expensive way, I shoulld think.”

“Nob et oall! They're doing the whale thing for two
hundred and ffty pounds ™

[y E.'-l?”

“ My Lot

IEF]];-’ Bunter. who hoard Lis lavdship's remnrk, steod with
his mowth wide open, as of he found it nnpossible to shat
i, Two hundred and Gfty paunds for furnishing o junior
study was somoething quite new.

“Oh, 1 osay ! gasped Dunter,
tay, Lord Mawleverer, I—I o

" Yot

" I've- got something rather 1mportant to say to vou"
kil _nlllﬂ'l}'l‘_— sinkimg his voice, CIE you wouldn™ neind
walking with e a few minutes

Ol cortainly I . .

You see” Dunter explained,  I'm expecting a postal-
n-rdf!* this evening—owing to some delay in the posh, it
husn’t come yet, and I'm being put to some inconvenience,”
H"‘ That's hard cheese,” said Lord Mauleverer sympathetis

¥

(11

11 say, you [ellows! I

Fes, isn't it? The postal-order is for a pound-—I mean
two pounds. Do you think you coull manage to lend me
the two pounds, and have the posial-order when it eomes? It
would really be cashing it in advance, that's all, you see.”

* Oh, certainly ™ )
.1 say, thal's very decent of you!" gasped Tunter, wish-
ing he bad named 1 lavger sum. ** T—T suy, now I come to
think of it. the postal-onler was fo be for three pounds. Tt's
from n titled friend of wine, vou know.”

"Veory wood?”

Ll Mauleverer fook out his purse

“TIl teke it in 2 banknote, o vou don’t mind,” ssil

Buntce,

]]j*:v lardship smilad.
:. Thoere are no banknotes for throe peounds™ he said
I—1 said five poands, didn'L 1Y pasped Bunter.
Y oNo: you saul three
LN B H
I—1 meant five. It was really a cheque T was cupedlinge,
nol a postal-order.  1If you could make it five—-=""

" Certaindy ™

Billy Bunter could scarcely beliove his oves as the new
Loy landed him o erisp Bver,  The fot janior's little vound
oyes sectied to bulge out behind his big, round specracles.

The banknotes rustled in his fat fogers.  Bot Dentor was
I'qehnj:: niore regret than sutisfaction.  Tle could have kicked
himself | It dawned upon him that he wicht bave had ten
Just as casily 23 five.

Y I-T say, Mauleverer ! ho pasped " 1—T made s listle
mistake. It was really ton pounds, you know—T mean twenl,
It was twenty pounds that I was expecking tomipght.  Could
you make it twenty ¥
. ;r"rr.:u fut fraud " suid HFarey Wharton, coming up in time

ou're nob expecting twopence ! liow dave yon fey b
rob Mauleverer in this way ! ) S
1: Begad I'" said his ]ﬂi"dﬁhi!'}l.
Oh, really, Wharton—"
“Cut off "'
i
Look here, Wharton, yout mumd your own baznsv,  Taod
Mauleverer can advance me twenty poumds on oy postal-
order—I mean my cheque, if he likos, -—
Wharton raised his boot, amd Bunter vetreated,
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H Peast!” he gaszped.

Harry made o motion fowavds bisn, ard be fled. Lo
Mauleverer looked after hon, and then [ooked at Hlarey
Whartorn.

“Was that a fiver vou banded hiun " ashoed Flarry.

Y ¥ ane !l

" In advaneo upon a postal-order, 1 suppose?”

“ Yaasl”

Wharton lnugpled.

VL, the postalarder won't come, and voun won't ioe
the liver again. That’s an old game with Buntee™

* But he promised it this evening, dear boy.”

"You'll pot 1o know Bunter in time"

" Begad U7 ozadd his leedship, evidently aetonished,

" Hallo, my lowd,”” said Coker, of the Fifth, caming up
with Potter and Blondell and Bland of Fhe saoie Poro
“1lalle! Glad to see you,'

Lowd Mauleverer lookad at hum.

“Thanks very much ! he =ail

“We've an the Fifth,” Coker cxplmined,
We want vou to come to tea in onr study.”

“Mhanks; T've had my tea, you know.”

“ Well, come and have & ehat,” saicd Cokev.  * Look here,
ibosn't every day that & fazx in the Bemove iz pskod into a
Fifch-Form stody, 1 can tell von ™

I awlully kind of youl" said Lord Mauleveres

* Woell, come on !

Y Hverybaly's awlully jolly to me.”

“Oh, vou're such a nice chap, you know, Come on,™
Coker, passing s arm throueh Lord Mauleverer's.

* Here, hold on!”  exclaimed Ogilvy, of the Remove,
" You're not zoing to collar our new chap.  Ile’s in the
Hemove 1

“Gel away, you fag !’

“ats! lle belongs to uz! Don't vou, Mauly:"™

“Ob, cortmly ! osard Loed Mouleverer, looking a lidle
puzeled Y Quite so, begad

*He's eoming o my study,” smid Coker,

“Rafs! IIs 1sn't!l”

“ Cret away !

“Cret away vours=elH !
| M Uloze round,”™ said Coleer fo lus friends. * We're taking
tiiny In

“1w Coker

s el

“*Youwre Jolly well not going to take him b, said
Chrifw oy,

“* Let b aleme ' roaraed Balstrade.

“ Yok our new kid alane 1™

Y Hameds off 17

“ Mauly's stavine wilh ust”

“ Yoes, rathee !

“ Siick to Lilme I

Tasrdl Mouleverer looked  Twwiklorod GRIRT ATy the varinus

elaimants. Coker fook e by one arm, and Pocter by the
aother, 'o walk lime oftf. i Jordship was going, but the
Lesnovites oid not mean to et him o, There was a rash,
and Ehnlvy fastened upon Colior, aned Russell prasped Patter,
anel Skinner and Stots seized wpon lds lovdship,

P 0w ! gaspoed Lovd Mauleverer, ™ Help !

“ o, ha, ba '

Y Stick to bhim ™

Coker & Co. tried to pneh the new junior off.  Tond Mal-
everer was =weph off the groend, and eareied besiily awav
in the snidst of ihe Fidth-Formers,  The Bemovites olosed
romepiel imon ceowel, amd collared his lovdship wherever thew
el Bkinner got hold of one ankla, and Frank Nagent of
anocier, and Johin Ball grasped bhim vound the waist, ot
Coaker had an arm, otter another ovng, and Blundel! Ladd
lhis oollar.

bre thee midst of the competitors, Lovd Mauleverer
aned zasped beeathlessly,

COwe-pw ! Help! Let o go! Beend! Oh!™

Y Brmg huo aleng ! reaved Colern

T Wareol '

* Blck o him " velled Jobin Bull,

* Hurrah T

* Ha, ha, lia!™

o —ow ! -”r:*||'| P %o ) "j"'n_rl.'.'la L

The Removites weee o grenter numbers, The Fifth-Forners
were rirhed off their Teot, and they yvollod over on the Erotnd
Lowd Mauwleverer vollinge with them. I

The Kemovites collaved the gasping nobleman, and rashed
hon te the house.  1is |-t‘.|r1'].~:]:i'l- had only o verv faint dea
by this time as to whether e was on his head or his hecls
alive or dead. :

“We've gob Bim 17 yelled Nogent,

“ Hurrah I

" Bring him aleng !'

I guess we take the cake!”

Hurran for us?!"

Lord Manleverer was rashed into tha IToase.

Yow !t

ctvpg ool

L=t

In the

i 1 a ]
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midst of a triumphant crowd of Removites, he was carried o s

up the staivs. Coker & Co. rushed in pursuit, but the siair- EVERY tbt K magﬂtt 'E:;r
case wos craramed with Removites, and Lord Mauleverer TUESDAY, LIREARY. .
wad conveved safely to the Remove paszage. -— - -

At the end of the passage the Fifth-Formers had to stop.
Into the sacred precinets of the Remove quarters they could
not venture. 1t would have fared hard with them if they
Iaat.’i penetrated there, when the Remove were on the war-
patlh.

Lord Maunleveraer stagpered to his faet. .

His collar and tie were torn out, his hat was gone, s
jacket was ripped up the back, his trouscrs torn in sevaral

luces. He was red and perspiring and dusty, and utterly

awildered.

Bob Cherry patted him on the back

* It's all right, Mauly——"

L1} D“, E"

“We'll look after you!"

fiL Ei:'}_'{ﬂd [I:

“You're safe now !

“B-b-b-beped

B‘ﬁ{iﬂ‘czlla thoze Fifth-Form bounders off the landing "' zaid |! A Wonderful !I'gl\

ulstrode.

There waa a rush, and Coker & Co. were driven off yelling. F

Lord Mauleverer was safe among his friendz; but probably JI N Ew STG R Y !

at that moment he echood the wish of the ancient gentleman, | \

whose prayer was that he might be saved from his friends. f of an astounding A

; invention starts in "
THE “CEM” LIBRARY |
No Rags.
hﬁiﬁ};h}‘faULET’ERER was quite glad to gof to bed that OUT THIS THURSDAY.
He had had an exciting time during hiz first day at

Grexfriars, and he confided to Harry Wharton that he
was beastly tired, by gad! And he found a general desirs
an the part of the Remove that he should be comfartable.

A suggestion from Bolsover that ha ehould be put through
n courso of ragging, as a pew boy, met with great dis-
favour, and Bolsover, bully as he was, did not venture to
boegin anyihing of the kind. Even Snoop would have backed
up againat kim at sach o time,

Lord Mauleverer hed made a great impreezion upon all
the Remove. Some of them liked him beecaunse he was roll-
ng in money: and some because he was a nobleman: but
most of them beeause he was 8 good-natured, generous
follow, with no “swank™ about him. As Frank Nugent
remarked, a cerfain amount of swank could be allowed for
in a fellow whe was hath o lord and a millionaire; but there |
was nothing of the kind about Mauleverer. Certainly he ap- G
peared to regord the universe as a place speciaily designe:l

for him fo dwell in, but that was natural enouzh under tia
ciToumatanees,
“ T say, Mauleverer, T suppose you'd like a hetowater th:;ﬂd

This New Tale of

Lattle, wouldn’t you !’ Billy Bunter sugpgested. 3
Breathless Adventure

Bunter was determined to be obliging to his lordship, and
that was the only service he could think of rendering.

Lord Mauleverer stared at the fat junior. As it was a Beneath the Waves
hot summer’s night, there did not seem to be any pressing : :
nead for a hot-water bottle. . i 15 entﬂled
“Thanks, very much—no ! he said. “It's awl'ly good of } (1
o - DEEP
“Oh, I'd do more thin that for a fellow I lika!" said H N
Bunter. * Would you ¢care 10 have an extra pillow?"” A f}.-"-' 79 - i
/ SEA GOLD!”
“ By the way, that postal-order of mine hasn't come,” said : A\
Bunter., *°I suppose it will be all right if I hand it to you a" "'x.
in the mornmg I’ \ " B‘? - /|

¥ Exactly: quite so.! ;

“1 an expecting two postal-orders, as a matter of ahsoloto
fact,” Bunter went on, in a confiddential tone. “ Both are for t
five pounds, Would vour mind advancing me the cash for |
the other one as well? I- Ow! Yow! Leggo! COh,
really, Bulstrode—-"

¢ Chuack it 1" said Bulstrode.

“Yow! Ow! Leggo my ear!

“ Then ring off the postal-orders,” eaid Dulstrede, frown-
ing. “You've had a fiver out of Mauleverer, and that's
enough. Chuek it !

“ Look here, 1f Mauleveror [ilies to advance me meney on
my postal-orders— Ow !

A pillow whizzed through the air, ard canght Bunter on
the chest. Fle sat down on his bed with great viclonce, aod
grunted.

He jumped up in a fary.

*“Who threw that pillow ! he roared.

7 <id,” =aid Bob Cherry,

:: %1{! You do at on purpose ! yelled Dunter.

£,
“ Dh—er—all right I" said Bunfer. * Never mind.”
*Ha, ha, ha "
(Continned on the next page.}
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Billy Bunter growled and turned in. Loder came in the
dormitory to see lighis out for the juniors, and he came
beside Lord Mauleverer's bed to epeak to him very civilly.

“ ¥You didn't come to my study this evening, Mauleverer,”
he satd.

"Ec: sorry,’” eaid his lordship. * They wouldn’'t let me
come. "’

Loder frowned.

“ Who wouldn’t 7"

" We wouldn’t,” said Harry Wharton, locking out of bed
gt the prefect. *“ We know jolly well what you want
Mauleverer for, and you're not going to do it.”

“"Hear, hear I said John Buall.

“8o you're taking it upon yourself to interfere with me,
ars you?' said Loder, gritting his teeth. * Now, look here,
you're not to interfera with Lord Mauleverer again, any of
you. Because he's a quiet and easy-going chap, I'm not
going to have him bullied. You undersztand that?”

“Oh, it's all right!” said Lord Manleverer. 1 wanted
to etay with my own Form, you know, It's all right, Loder
Thank you very much, but I don't think I had better come.”

“Rot!" said Loder, * I'll see you to-morrow, Mauleverer,
and we'll have a talk about it.  It's very rough on vou to be
shoved in among these young hooligans, and I'll do my hest
to"make you comfortable.”

“But I nm quite comiortable, thank you.”

“Neonsonse ! I'm gpoing to look after you.”

“ Everybody's awiully jolly to me, I must say,” zaid his
lordship gratefully; “ but—""

YT eee you to-morrow,’” sald Leder. * Goodnight I

“Good-night 1"

The prefect put out the lights and left the dormitory.
Bolsover sat up in bed.

“Lock here, you fellows,”” he began. ' In my last school
new Lids were always put through it. We used to toss "om
i Blankels, and make "em run the gauntlet. I don’t see why
Lord Mauleverer should be lot offl because he'e a lord.”

“Rats " sard Harry Wharton. “ It isn't because he's a
lord. He's & decent chap, and has treated us all very
decently. Let him alone.’”

“1 think he ought to be put through if,"" said Bolsover
obstinately.

Bolsover had made one attempt, in the first place, to ap-
Erﬂprmi‘ﬂ his lordship, but Lord Mauleverer did not like

um, and showed that with his vsual frankness. And 28 it
was impossible to get on chummy terms with Lord Muul-
everer, Bolsover had made a virtue of necessity, and deter-
mined to take up the attitude of sturdy independence, like
a fellow who cared nothing nbout money or titles. And he
was prepared to show his rugged independence of character
by ragring the earl on every possible occasion.

Y RBats!" said a dozen voices.

Bolsover laughed! sneeringly.

“ Blessed if I ever saw such a rotien eet of tuft-hunters ™
ha exclaimed. " YVou're all erawling up to the cad because
he's got & handle to his name !

“ Bosh 1"

“ Beems to me you began by crawling up to him,” Ogilvy
ramarked. *'I think I remember that you wanted him in
vour study, Holsover”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“That was only becausa I was going to put him throuzh
it, and teach him not to swank,” eaid Bolsover.

0 Riﬂ b 1

“ Piffie 1"

(£ Elﬂt !.J:‘

* Faith, and that's too stoep, Boleover darling 1™

“Loalk here,” said Bolsover, *"you can crawl up io ithe
titled cad as much as you like, but I'm not going to join in
it. I'm mnot a toft-hunter. I'm going to keep the young
bounder in his place.”

“ Y¥ou're not going to rag him,” said Harry Wharton,

Y Who's going to stop me "’ demanded Boisover fercely.

“0h, we'll all lend a hand in that ! szid Bob Cherry
checrfully. *It's only natural that Mauly shouldn’t like
you. You're a bully and a bounder—"

“What 1"

* And you're not going to pumsh him for not liking bullies
and hounders. It's simply a proof of pood toste on his
part.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“If vou begin any ragping we'll pile on vou, and tie you
down fo your bed,” said Bob Cherry; *and it's no gocd
repeating that you could lick any one of us, We know that
already. And I expect you will get licked yourself in a
week or two. I'm going into training for that very pur-

ge."’!

The bully of the Remove gave a scofing laugh.

“Much good it will do you. T'll knock you sky high.'

“Well, we'll zee,” szaid Bob Cherry. ""I'll give you a

Tae MaioneT Linrary.—No. 184.
YHIS PAST AGAINST HIM!"”
A Splembdd New Complete Schopl Tale fn

THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY D~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "g{¥

chance to iry it next week. I warn you that P'm coming an
very strong Now, go to sleep like a good boy, and don't
jaw, and keep your uncle awake I

Bolsover snorted, but he took Bob Cherry's advice. Lord
Mauleverer had become too popular for even Boliover to
rag him, and the bully had ne liking for the prospeci of
bemng tied down to his bed till morning.

o Lord Maouleverer passed hiz first night at Greyiriars,
sleeping soumdly, undisturbed, and awoke fresh and cheerful
at the clang of the rizing-bell in the morning.

Sy ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry is Ton Obliging,

LANG, elang!
Lord Mauleverer sat up in bed.

Harry Wharton & Co., always early risers, were
already turning out. Billy Bunter was still snoring,
and some of the juniors had pulled the sheets over their
heads to shut out the sound of the rising-bell, in order to
snaich a few more minutes of repose. Harry Wharton
looked round, and caught the eve of Mauleverer, and smiled
a.ndTnﬂddE{].

“Time to get up ! he said.

His Jﬂl‘ff_ahﬁ:- y&'E'ned,

“You rise early here, begad ! he remarked.

Y It's seven,” said Harry, with a smile. “ What time o
vou usnally get up at home " *

“Oh, about nine !

*Well, you blessed slaclker ! said Bob Cherry.
learn better habits here. Do you still feel slespy ¥

“Well, a little.”

“1 «don’'t mind helping you to wake up, as vou're a new
chap,” said Dob Cherry. *“1've got a good way. I squeeze
a sponge down vour neck, you know, and-—"

* Thanks very much,” said his lordship hastily. *““I don't
I think I can get up all right.”

" You'll

feel ro sleepy as all that.

And Lord Mauleverer hopped out of bed quite actively.
Bob Cherry grinned, and turned to his washing again, slop-
ping cold waler over his sturdy limbs with a reclless ie-
regar for all juniors within splashing distance.

Lord Mauleverer stood in his silken pyjamas, and vawned
and stretched himself. He looked up and dewn the dormi-
tory as if in search of something.

*Laooking for anything ! asked Nugent,

“Where's my hot water?”

“¥Your what?'

“*My hot water.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Maunleverar looked puzaled.

“1 don't see anything to cackle at,"" he remarked.
“ Hasn't the hot water been brought up yet? And my hip-
bath, too.”?

““Ha, ha, ha !’

" Really, you know—"*

“We don't have hot water and hip-baths here,” Harry
Wharton explaincd, leoghing ™ qou want a hot bath,
i{m go down to the bath-rooms—they re on the next floor—

ut there are generally o few dozen fellows waiting their
turn, unless you're very early. You have to get up belorn
riging-holl if you want a chanee at {ubber

“ h, yvou don't say o !”’

“Yes 1 do. But we generally take our morning baths
here-—sponge bathe, you know, tn cold water.”

“ Oh, dear !" ; :

“Yeou'll soon got used to it,"" zard Bob Cherry. " If you
like, I'll show vou how to hepin. Now, first of all, you 0l
the sponge with water—so."

Y aas""

““Then you mop it over you like that—1

“Yarooh !’

“Rub it round the neck like that—""

* Grooh I

“ And over the chest—so !I”

“Yown [

“Ha, ha, ha "’ . .

“Yarooh! You're welting my pvijamas through ! gasped
his lordship. * Yow ! Thoth-thanlk you very much, but ston
it. Ow ™

‘Al
said Bob Cherry zolemnly.

““Ha, ha. ha ™ .

Lord Mauleverer stripped off his dripping pyjamas.  Then
e had the sponge bath, and felt all the better for it
Billy Bunter was still snoring, and he continued to do so
until Bob Cherry squeezed a sponge over his face. Then ths
fat junior jumped up, snorting.

“Ow! CGroo! Yow! What's that?”

You ought to have taken vour pyjamas off first,”
“We always do.”’

THIS WEEK'S “GEM” LIBRARY., ruc test Ritaimentof dnew adventure scors



“Water,”" said Bob Cherry blandly. *' I suppose it comes
& bit of a shock to you to get water on vour face.”

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—yow! 3Stop it!
Yow!™

And DBunter rolled out of bed. He pgroped for his
?'»Det.nu'lm. antd put them on, and blinked furiously at Bab

therry, Then he caught sigi'xt of Lord Mauleverer, and the
scowl died from his fat [ace, and & most ingratiating grin
replaced it. . ]

“Oh, good-morning, my lord!™ he exclaimed.
Tour !mr&ahip slept well ¥’

“Quite well, thank yvou very much !" gaid his lnrds-hil'.-.

“I hope you weren't disturbed during the night,” said
Bunier, with great solicitude for Lord Mauleverer's comfort.

“ Not abk all! Onece or twice I thought I heard a row going
Gn.k E]}at"a all,” said Lord Maulevercr. ' Dut I never quite
woke, "

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry
snormg.’”’

“0h, really, Cherry 1™

“Y¥You'll gel used to it in time,” said Bob. "It comes a
bit rough at first. First time I slept here I thought a wild
bull had got into the dorm.”

Bill unter snorted, and washed himself.  Although he
started later than most of the others, he generally finished
first. The reason was that he washed by giving his fat face
a dab in the middle with a sponge. Having done that, in a
very gingerly manner, the fat junior hnstiﬁr towelled it, as
if he feared that the cold water and soap might have some
in_jén*imm effect upon his skin.

ob Cherry, having shown Lord Mauleverer how to sponge
bath, and having awakencd Billy Bunter, looked round for
fresh worlds to conquer. There was still one fellow in bed.
It was Carlton, popularly supposed to be the laziest boy
in the Form, not even excepting Billy Dunter. Bunter was
lazy, certainly, but Carlion had reduced slacking to a fine
Bt

He looked warily at Bob Cherry as the latter approached
with a dripping sponge in his hand.

“Cheese it!" he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry grinned.

“I haven't started vet,” he said.

“ Tiuzz off "' said Carlton. ** I want just two minutes more,
then I shall have just time to dress before I rush down, and
— Yarooh!” . .

Clarlton rolled cut of bed, with a wet sponge dangling
round his neck. He bumped an the flaor, and jumped up, and
rushed at Bob Cherry. In & moment they were locked in a
deadly embraco, as a novelist would say.

“ Here, hold on " gi-:!.ﬁp{'d Bob Charry. I was only being
ubijpijng, you know, like poor old Alonzo—"

“ You—you silly ass!"

dil {'}!_I !Il

Bob Cherry went down with a bump, and Carlton sat
astride of him,

“(ziva mo that sponge, Bunter!” he roared.

“ Certainly, Carlton,”” said Dunter, willingly enough.
“Here you are! Here's some soap, too ab the sponge
round his neck and in hia collar, and jam the soap into his
mouth. Jam some of it into his eyes, too. It will smart.”

“ You—vyou toad!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Some into his nose, too,' sand Bunter. It makes you
feel ratten to have soap in your nose. Go for the boast!
Shall I stamp on his legst"

“Yow! Yarooh!"

Clarlton mopped the sponge over Dob's face, and soaped Liim
well over, and slid the eake of scap down lia back to linish.
As Bob was fully dressed, 6 was not nice. But he strugsied
in vain. When the slacker of the Remove did exert him-
self he was very strong, and he had the advantage. Dt ha
did not take Duntes's adviee aboul Bob's eyves and nose g
mouth, He soaped him weli over instead.

“Yarcoh!" gasped Bob, ““8Btop ! Chuck it! Ow!
Blessed if ['ll ever try to be obliging again. Yarooh!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Phere ! gasped Cariton.
will vou make it pax?”’

“Yow! No! I'll smash you!™

“TIs it pax®”

ST pulverise you!™

U Give me some morve scap, Dunter

“ LCertainly M

“Oh! gasped Bob Cherry., ¥ Yow!
Pax !"

“Good!"

Carlton rose to his fect, and Bob stapgered up.  If he had
not made it pax he would certainly have visited summary
vengeance upon the grinning jumor.  As it was, vengoance
was barred,  Bob wildly tore off his collar and tie, and proped
frantically down his back for the soap. Carlion turned to his
bed a&gain. and calmy got in.

My hat!" exelaimed Harey Wharton.
gpotng to bed again!™
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I'm getting up!

“r ]'Il.'.'l-I'.rEl

** That was Dunter

“1 think that will do. Now,

I'll malke it pax!

“If he isn"t
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“I've still got two minutes, if I hurry over washing,”
said Carlton.

“T shall be down by the time Cherry 15 anyway.”

And the slacker of the Remove wus right. Bob had plenty
to do. Cariton and Bob Uhvrrf were the last two down, and
Bob was still looking extremely red and wrathful when the
BRemove went in to breakfast.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
His Lordship Proposes a Llitie Runl

L IGHCLIFFE have scratched,” said Harry Wharion, as
the Remove came out of the Form-room after morn-
my lessons,
b Cherr’y runted. :

“ They knew they'd be licked,” he said.

“ They say Ponsonby's seedy I : o

“Well, they could play some other skipper, I suppose.

“And Monson and Vavasour are seedy, too—all got bad
colds.*’

Y Piffe : : , i

“Waoll, I think it's piffle, toe.” said Harry Wharton. The
beat us once, but they know they've not likely to repeat it
supposs they want to make the giddy glory last as long a2
possible. What are you going to do, Bulstrode?” _

Bulstrode was captain of the Hemove, and cricket skipper.
He was looking very annoyed. It was certainly the worst
of bad form for Higheliffe to serateh the match on the vers
day. Even if their cxplanation was true, and Llu:;; had threa
mon ill, there was no great reason why they should not have
played substitutes. It would have been more sportsmaniike
to risk a licking than to cut the match so late. Dut ihe
Highc'!il'fn fellows had never been sportsmen. .

““Oh, they can scratch if thoy like,” said Bulstrode, with
a snort. f*ve a jolly good mind to scratch the fixture alto-
srother, and wipe them off the slate. Th-:;:.r‘rq’a set of cads,
wnyway, end always up to some rotten gaiie.

“ That's true enough.” ] : 3

< gtill, we can got up a match with the Upper Fourth this
afternoon,” s=id Bulstrade; ¥ or, if we want something Lively,
we could run out and have a row with the Courtfield fellows."

“Paith, and that's a good ides intirely,” said Micky
Desmond.

* Parhaps!"® soid Lord Mauleverer. ;

"I"him was attention at once for hiﬂ lordship.
that he was going to suyggest something.

* Hallo, ha?l{:r, Lfmllu " suid Bob Cherry. " Have you got
2 suggestion to make for the afternoon, my sont

“Yaops, It is a half-heliday, mn't it?’ ]

“ Yes, every Wednesday and Saturday is a half-holiduy
hera™

“Good! What would you fellows say to u run in a car.”

“ A motor-car ¥’ asked Nugent.

“ Yaas." .

“ ¥ou don't mean to say that you've gob o mobtor-car in
your luggage?' demanded John Bull,

Lard %r[au!evurw laughed. . ‘

“(3h, no; but motors can be bad in Convifield. There's a
big garage thece. I inquired about it before I came heve,
you see, I'm fond of motoring, and I can drive a car.

“idy hat! Well, you can drive & four-in-hand, at all
events,” said Harry Wharton, * but you'd have to have a
chauffeur, you koow." ] i

“ ¥aas, I should have one with me. What do you say to a
big touring car to hold six or cight, and a long run in the
country,”’ Lord Mauleverer sugpested. “ We could tuke
lunch-baskets. I will order them from Courthicld.”

“My dear chuﬁ, runs in the country m 'ig-lg touring cars ars
rather beyond the means of juniors,” said Harry Wharton
langhing. )

“0Oh, that's all right,
The whaola thing could be dene for about fifty pounds,
his lordship.

“ Tifey rats!™ . i ] ] .

“1 guess it’s a good idea,” said Fisher T. Fish. ™ You
can put me down for a acat in the car, my lord duke.”

Harry Wharton shook his head. -

“ Wo're not going to sponge on you, Mauleverer,” he said,
“ You've stood a big feed, since you came, and that's enough.
But we can't hoave vou standing treat all the time. It's not
cricket."”

Lord Mauleverer looked disappointed. )

“T don't look at it like that,”™ he said. “I've lots of tin.
You see, I want to go myaell, and naturally I don't want {o
go alone”

#Woll, that’s so, I suppose.”

“71 should like you fellows to come, but I don’t want to
stick you for a share of the exes. You couldn't stand o,
could youl!™ )

“ Rather not,”” sz2id Frank Nugent, laughing,

It was clear

I want to stand treat, you know.
" suid
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“Well, Tet this be my treat,” suid Lord Mauleverer. It
will really be & favour to me. You soe, 1 shall enjoy 16 much
more with & party of yoen feilows along.”™

44 B“t 1t

"I wish you'd say yes'

" Well, if you put it like that, we'll come,” sand Wharton.

“Of course, we should be delighted. Only

" That's a!l right, then, I'll inake a list of the names, and
wire to Courtfield for a car to hold the lot of us,” said Loid
Mauleverer He took out o gold peneil,  ** Wharten, Cherry,
1"'! ent, Bulstrode, Fish, Bull, Desmond, and myself—thai’s
eight. should like that chap Linley to come, too. Where
18 The!

“ Marky I shouted Bob Cherry.

The Lancashire lad came towards them with a smile.

“ What 18 it?"’ he asked.

“ Lord Mauleverer's getting up a moloving-party this after
noon, and you're coming,” Bob Cherry explained.

Mark hesitated.

“Thank you very much,” he said. * But I've goi to work.
You ses, I've got to pet ready for the exam.”

“{Oh, blow the exam.” waid Bob Chorry, *and bust the
Greck! Hang the mathematics, and shoot the French and

German, You're coming !™

“But 1 say, Bob——"

“That's settled, then:; he's coming, Mauly,” said Bob
Cherry. " IMut his name down,™

Lord Mauleverer looked inquiringly at Linley, and the
Lu:ncashrre lad nodded and laughed.

‘ Thonks,” he said. " I'll come, and bust the Gresle and
blow the exam. I don't pet a chance of a motor run every

dtb‘}’. i

*Oh, good '

And Lord Mauleverer added the Lancashire lad’s name to
the list. Then he wrote out a telegram. DBy the time hae
had finished it, it numbeved about forty words, That was an
item which apparently escaped Lord Mauleverer's attention.

I”H buzz down to the post-office on my bike and take
that,” said Frank Nugent. * The car will be here after
dinner.”

i ":-i]!'l. E'.'C"ﬂ'd 1

In ten minutes the telegram was sent. Before that time
all Greyiriars knew of the fresh departure on the part of
his lordship, end discussed it with great interest. The fact
that it would cost * cm_!?r fifty pounds®™ or =0 made the
juniors gasp. Lord Mauvieverer was certainly living up to
the reputation he had already won at Greyfriars,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
S5 How It Was Done.

Zip—zip—azip !

ere was a shout from the juniors crowded in front

of the Bchool House. Half Greyfriarz had been waiting

for the arrival of his lordship's car. It came swinging up
the drive.

“Here sho is!”

" Huarray !"

His Lordship & Co. were ready.
down and touched his cap.

“Lord Mauleverer ' he
psied.

“That's right,” said his
lordship. * Theo lunch-baskets
ure in the car?"

“Yes, my lord."”

“Oh, good! It's a hand-
some  car, too!” said Lord
Mauleverer, with a glance
at the big Daimler. ™ We
shall have a good rum, you

A chauffeur jumped

Next Tuesday :

“The Placker!”

“Wea have a relinble chauffeur,” said Bob Cherry. " Wa
shail be guite safe, sir.”

* Ah, yes! DBut——" ] . )

“T hope there is no objection to our poing, sir?"™ zpid
Harry Wharton, anx iously.

“ Well—er—mno,”" said the Head hesitatingly. ™ Dur—hut
surely this is & very expensive amuscntent, Mauleverer ¥V

“Oh, no, sir,” =aid the viscount negligently. “T'm
coing to do the whole bizney under hfty, sir.”

“ Tifty shillings ¥

“ Akem ! Pounds, aic”

“I'o you mean to say, boy, that you have the weans to
spend fifty pounds upon an afternoon’s amuscinent I the
Head exelpimed, in amazement.

“*Yaas, sir.”

“ Dear me! I—I shall reslly have {o speak to your
ruardian, Mauleverer ! It 15 not really rizght for a boy fo
have so much money to spend !

Y We—we may go, sir P’ asked Lord Mauleverer anxicusly.

“{h, ves, certainly.”

Lord Mauleverer & Co. piled
chanffear togled it out of the pates.

The Head stoed gazing after it with o very dubious ex-
pression upon hiz face. He entered the house, and stopped
to speak to Mr. Quelch. The Remove-mester had been look-
ing out at the car.

‘This iz extraordinary, Mr. Queleh 1" said the Head.

" Indeed it iz, sir”’

‘It iz enough to ruin & boy's character to have so much
money to spend.”’

Mr. Quelch nodded.

“I have thought so myself, Dr. Locke, and I was going
to speck fo vou about it,” he said. " Dut it ccrtainly
appears that Lord Mauleverer spends his money in a very
genercus and harmless way. There 12 no sign of any
vicious tastes on hiz part.”’

* But they might casily arise, Mr. Quelch, considering the
amount of attention and fattery he must recetve, under tho
circumstances.”

“ Quite true, sir.”

“71 shall speak to Sir Harry Braithwarte about it," said
the Head. “I shall write to him at once on the subject.
It is my dutlz,'.“

And the IHead went into his study, skill looking very
dubious and thousghtful

Meanwhile, the juniors were out on the road, and the ecar
was buzzing along in fne style. Lord Mauleverer had told
tho chauffeur to “let her rvip," and she was accordingiy

into the car, and the

ripping. ) ) . )
Most boys enjoy a rapid run, either in a car or a horse
vehicle. Speed alone appeals to the imagination. Tao

whiz along the road at top speed, and wateh houses and
trees fashing by, was keen delight to Harry Wharton & Ce,,
who were no exceptions to the general rule.

“Me hat! This is rippmg "' Wharton exclaimed, az his
gtraw hat wasz blown off and sailed by him on the end of its
cord,

" Gorgeous !’

“] guess it's 0K 1" “Mauly, you're a brick!™
said Bob Cherry, slapping
=====7] the new junior on the back.

“You're an  acguisition !
You're a treasure! You're
A corn in Egypt, as old Inky
used to say.’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Mauleverer smiled
contentedly. He had a simple
and kind nature, and the
sight of happy faces round him
was sufficient to make him

oy

feilows. Pile in® happy. Cerizinly, boundless
i',eihem b . WeR th‘;: could not have been

t wazs the woll-known ‘ mn pttar. hands than
cough of the Head.  The A splendid, long, complete school tale ) i, 7.

juniors raised their cape re-
spectiully as Dr. Lotke camae
up. The Head looked in
amazement at ths big tour-
ing car.

“Iear mel!”  he  gaid.
“ Whoee—whose is this car¥"

“I've hired it, sir, for the
citernoon,” ssid Lord Maul-

‘By FRANK

of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.

PR T

The ground flew under the
fect of +the juniors—or,
rather, under the wheels of
the ecar. Mile after mils
raced by. They had passed
Higheliffe College, they
whizzed through Courtfield,
they came out on the coast
road, and dashed along in

i

oy

RICHARDS.

Bverer, gight of the sea for t
“ Goodness gracious! What Please order your copy of The “MAGNET” Library d':gata,m}e, Then m't?;' Hrf}?u
for 7" hills, and through a deep
“For & little run ip the in advance. Price One Penny. wood, with bz,  green

country, sir.”
dd Dh ] But_bu.b___‘li T.,—._,—._.....u—-q.,.-

branches shadowing the car ae
it followed the road.

The Magrer LieRaRy.—No. 1584, -
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The speclal train moved out of the station, The schoolboy milllonaire kissed his hand from the window at the

enraged and disappointed Highclifflans. That action gave the finishing touch te- the wrath of Highcliife,

They shook their fists after the train, and stamped on the platform, and raved ; and the speclal train disappeared
down the line, leaving them so occupied, and Lord Mauleverer was gone on his Journey to London,

“ (Oh, it’s ripping ! said Nugent.

T Rtunning !

They stopped in the heart of the wood, where o bridge ran
agver a stream, to hove their tea. They camped under the
big trees, and boiled water to make tea, and John DBull
poached epgs In a [rying-pan over a spint-stove,

* How far are we from Greviriars " Wharton ashked.

“Thirty miles,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“ Thirty miles! By Jove!”

“And we haven’t come straight—we've been round ! said
MNuogent. * My word, this beats biking, my sons!”

“Yos, rother!™

The luncheon-baskets were well supplied.
four af them, and they had cost thirty shillings cach., Lord
Mauleverer did not de things by halves, evidently. Tisher
T. Fish watched John Bull poaching the eggs, and grunted,

1 puess you don't know how to do that ! he remacled.

Johin Bull snorted.

“T've done a ot of cooking over there,” said Fisher T.
Fish. " T guess you'd better leave the cookery bizney to me,
iny son it

H Rats 1M

“1 gness——'

“Well, vou can handle it if you like,” ecsid John Bull,

Tue Macner Ligrany.—No. 184,
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with & yawn., " It's jolly hot for cookjng, anyway. Dou’t
hurn all the eggs.” :

“1 guess I shall do it pretty slick 1" )

And Fisher T. Fish started. Fish had an idea firmly fixed
in his mind that all things were better done ' over there,”
by which term he meant the great United States. And of
all the slick persons in the slick States, Fisher T. Fish
regarded himseli as the very slickest.™ : :

%nly, ns a matter of fact, Fisher T. Fizh ﬁnerm]y failed
in everything that he attempted to do when he was showing
how things were done ““over there.”  And so hiz demonstra-
tionz were not, as a rule, very convineing.

“Lemme sce, how do you break these egge?” he
murmured.

John Bull grinned. .

“ How do you do it over there?" he questioned.

**Ha, ha, {na!” i i

The juniors grinned, and all stood rowund n a circle lo
=R Fi!ﬂimr T. Fish at work. . .

The American junior cracked an egg against the side of
the fryving.pan, and the contents of the shell dropped into
the grass. There was a yell of laughter. Then he cracked
another, and gave a8 wild howl as the volk shot up his sleeve.

“Ow! Groo!”
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The juniors roared.

* Botter let Johnny Bull do it,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“I guess I can broak egga!"” said Fisher T. Fish,
ﬂbs‘r.mately, a5 he picked up tg: bag. b l— Oh, iny

ward !
Crash! The bag slipped from his hand, and there wes a
general smash. ¢ juniors shricked.

“Ha ha, ha ™

“¥ou can break ocgpgs, and no nmustake ™ yelied Rob

rry. * You've broken the giddy lot now! Ha, ha, ha!®
wy F“Hﬂ'—”

:: ﬁ::ﬂrr 1{:'.; ‘em i.]DH[". Fiahy."

! I guess I can poach eggs!”

And Fisher T. Fish started un o fresh bag. He broke the
cgga in turn, and succeeded in getting about Lalf of them
into the frywng-pan—in a sticky mass, with all the yolis
broken. Then he jammed the frying-pan on the spirit-stove.
He was looking very red aud flustered by this time.

“I—1 say,"” he murmurcd, “do you—er—do you stir this
stuff over here 7

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

*XYus, you're supposed to stir it with a spade,”” Dob Cherry
said sweatly.

(1] I Eqﬂs“":—"‘"

“roit, Fishy ! Tt's getting on frst chop.”

Figher T. Fizh looked puzzied.

21 guess it docan’t seom to be cosking very fast,” he said.
‘They were cooking tast enough whea you were doing it
Johnny Bull"

John Bull roared.

“ Perhaps that was because I had the stove alight,”” ke
raplied.

“ Great snakes!”

Fisher T. Fish jerked the pan off the spirit sicve. The
methylated spirit had expired, and the stove was out—a fect
that had boen apparent to everybody cxeopting Wisher T.
Fish all the time,

The juniors yelled with lawghter as Fish glared ar the
stove. The American jumior gave a snert, and swomped
inethylated spirit into the stove, and lighted it. There was a
rush and a roar of fame, and the jusaer iumped back.

“f (reo-whiz !

“You ass!" reared John Bull
your eyes and your hair!
it alone ¥’

““I guess I can handle a spirit-stove as wel] as ony son of
John Bull," retorted the American obstinately.

He jammed the fryving-pan down on the Haring, rvaring
stove. The cges bogan to cook mow, wity a vengeunce. The
sticky mass in the ﬁ‘,}'fng*;}an aputtered end buzzed &nd Lo
American junior stirred it with his pochot-knife, There was
scon a very strong smell of burning.

“I guoss that’s done,' azid Fisher . Fish.

; “Ir guess it ia!” yelled Bob Cherry. "1 guess it's dense
orlt’”

“0h, it'sall 0. K

“ Faith, and is it & pancake yo've bean making ¥ azhked
Micky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It certainly looked like a pancake, when Fisher T Fish
turned it out—rather underdone on top, but considerably over-
done underneati, to make matters equal. The American
junior appeared aguite satislied with his performaunce.

“Whe's going to have some poached egp ¥ he asked.

There was a chorus of declining

“ 1 guess it's all right. Won't you guys have some 7
don't often get a chanee to eat poached oggs like this”

“Ha, ha! Very sildom—and we don't jump ob such
chances, either,” grinned Bob Cherry.

““1 guess I'm going to eat it myseli, then.
thing when 1 see it—some.””

o E'ile in, then.' .

And Fisher T. Fish started on his poached ogzs. He pulied
8 most ;IJ-eCu]mr face ag the first mouthial. but the eyes of the
other fellows were upon him, and e would not admit that he
did not hke it. He chewed away valorcusly, and tricd to
work up an 1:::'[}“"55{&!1 of enjovment upen his features.

o at!” grnnned Bob Cherry, “Is it nuwe?™

“ Mat at all burnt "

“ Naope.™

““ Ha. ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish took a sccond mouthfal. But that was teo
much even for him. He jumped up spluttering, And amid
roara of laughter from the juniors, re sputtered out the tasty
morsel, and hurled the cggy pancake into the river."”

““]1 guess I can poach eqgs all serene,” he remarked, * But
-ag[gla a.h:x:t the same in this cvuntry as they are over these,
And—

Tue Macrner Linrary.—No. 184.
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. * ¥oua might have burnt
You silly ass! Why don't you lez

Yaou

I know a good

W ON

" Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 guess—--""

“Ha, ha, ha!™ ; :

And the roars of laughter were so loud that Fisher T. Fish
had to give up guessing

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPYER.
The Road Hogs.
= [ME'S up.” said Nugent. looking at his watch. i
It was time for the return Lord Mauleverer in-
tended to take in & wide sweop of country in the
verurn journsy. The juniors crowded into the car,
and Lord Mawleverer sat at the steerimg-wheel, the chaufeur
by his side. Lord Mauleverer was to drive the car home.

Even after the experience with the coach-and-four, the
juniors wors a little doubtful of his lordship's powers in

andling a bigy car; but they were scon rveassured. Lord
Mauloverer drove splendidly, and his sleepy look dropped
From him like a cloal: when he sat with the stecring-wlwei in
his hauds. The car started, and zip-zipped away in fine style,

The juniors chatted, and sang sometimes, and shouted 1n
sheer high spirits, as the wind rang past thelr ears. )

Up and down the slopes, under big trees and between high
hedges and widely-stretched green fields, the car ran ramdly
QI

They drew near o Greviriars at last, as the sun was sinking
in the west over the snoulder of the DBlack Pike.

“Thera's Higheliffe,” suid Bob Cherry, with o nod towards
a red-beick tower ihat rose into view in the distance over the
troes,

My hat! And there are the Highelifians " exclaimed
Harry Wharton, a muzuze or two later, “Look out,
Mauleverer ! . _

The big Daimler had swent past the gates of Highelille
Clollege, and was rusning on towards 5t. Jim's, when 2
lghter car, with four fellows in it, came sweeping round a
corner towards them, on the wrong side of the road.

The juniors knew the occupoznts of the car at cnce.

They were Porsonby, Vavasour, Monson and Gadsby, of
iha Fourth Form at Eisheliffe; and the man at the stecring-
whee! was very like Gudsby in face—Uadsby major, an old
Highcliffian, who sometimes came down to see his brother—
and who recklessly led the Hizaciife jumiors mro ways that
were not good for them. Gadsby majer had evidently been
locking upon the wine when it was red, to judge by the way
he drove. He was tcaring along at top EI'JE!l‘E'dg. a dangerous
thing to do in a nerrow late, where the road was barely wide
anough for two large vehicles to pass one another in safety.
And he camo l‘ﬂunﬁ the corner with a reckless sweep, that
hrought his light Napic: on toe wrong side of the road, wml
without oven sounding his horn.

“The madman ! gasped ]‘_.ﬂl'rd Maulevera..

hi juniors sprang up in their seats, -

A collision zeemed ineviczbly  And Gadsbry major, who
ciiler had not seen the danger ¢t who was too excited to
think about it, did not even put on his brakes.

Lord Mavlevercr turned his car towards the hedge, as the
oy possible way of avoiding a terrible catastrophe.

The Napier come rushing on, and there was a grinding
crazi !

Crash! Gerrond!

A wheel had caught. DBut 10or Lord Mauleverer's prompt
action, the curs would have smashed cach other to splinters.
As it was, a wheel had collided, and the lighter car was
whiried round and Aung acress the voad The g Dannler
stond it better.  Lord Maualeversr had jammed an ins brakes;
the car erashed along tho ledge, and stopped.  The juniors
were stiraggiing o a heap in the car; but they were not
thrown out, nor was the ear overturned.

The Highclifle feflows had fared worse,

Their car was on its side, and all four of them weore in a
divrsy ditch that fowed beside the road on that side; perliaps,
E:at't'.m:it-ﬂj' for them, 1t waz a ducking. butb it had saved thear
Ter Lt

Gadsby major was sitting in the diteh, with his head out,
looking complotely stupelied, .

Lord Maaleverer jumped down, with his chauffeur, hoth
very much shakon, bat unburt. Harry Wharion & Co. piled
out of the car, breathleas and shaken up.

“ Anvbody hurt ¥ his lordship exclained anxiously.

“Na! I'in all right.”

O puess I'm Q. K7

“ AN serene Mauly.” :

“We might sll have been Lilled if you had been a second
later, Mauly,” said DBob Cherry. * You were splendid 1

% as rather IV

Lord Mauleverer ran agross to the overturnod ear. Harry
Wharton & Co. fellowed hiw, and the llighclifhuns wera
dragred out of the diel, They stocd shuking the mud and
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water from thewr clothes, and uttering furious exclamations.
Although the sccident was wholly and solely the fault of their
drivar, they appeared to regavd 14 as a snecial injury directed
st them by the Greyinars fellows.

"'t’?ﬂll idiots " rooared Ponsonby
up - . .
“You dangerous young fools ! said Gadsby major. * How
dare you let 2 boy of fifteen drive & car?"

"“(h, cheesa it 1" said Harry Wharton sharnly. * You were
driving on the wrong side, vou wera n:ing twice the speed
Emit, and vou dide’t sound vour horn ou'll have to pay for
the damega to Mavleverer's car.™

Ve -1 Fuess S.-I'_'I‘“ ; ;

““* A= for you chaps, you've got off cheaply with 2 ducking,
'In.;r'ir_h a fool like that “at the steering-wheel,” said Wharton

luntiy.

Gadsby major turned red with rage.

* ¥ou young whelp—"

“Oh, shut up!” =aid Harry. " You've no right to drvive
a car if you can't keap sober. And these chaps deserve more
than they've got—the beanders ! This is the bad cold that all
three of you had—Ponsonby, Vavasour. and Monsen! You
seratehed the ericket-mateh because Gadshy major came down

“ You ought to be locked

to take vou out in hiz car—and told vs & varn about 1t. This
jolly well serves you right.”

'I;fle Highelifiang were zilent. They had nothing to say:
they were too clearly bowled gut for that. HEven Ponzonby

Inoked a little ashamed of himself.

(adsby major was still swearing. That wasg ene of the little
ways in which that fushionable youpg man wasg instrocting his
young brother and the smart sct of Higheliffe

" Whe's going to pay for this damage ' he demanded.

“ My deer fellow,” drawled Lord Mauleverer, " you were
to blame, and vou will have to do the best you ean.  There 15
considerable damage done to my car. Tshall have to walk the
rest of the way to Greyiviers. You are 2 road hog, and a
clumsy ass, by gad 1™

" Look here ! shouted Gadsby major, tauking a step towards
the earl.

“ Hold on I"* gaid Harry Wharton. * If vou Jay a finger on
Alauleverer, we'll put you headfirst inte the aitch, and the
sthers aftor you.”

And Gadsby major thought better of it. The Greviriarg
juniors looked at their own car; the wheel was too badly
damaged for them to proveed.

“ That ass cught o be mede o pay for that,”’ said Wharton,
frowning.

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“0Oh, I shall pay ! he satd. It 15 nothing; but the real
timublu tz that we shall have to walk to Greyfrines! Oh,
dear I

THE FOLURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Black But Not Comely.

R. LOCKE steppcd inbs Mr. Quelch’s studr on the fol-
lawing day. e had aletter in his hand, and a thought-
ful expression apon his face,

A reply frem Lord Mauleverer's gunardian, sir®™
ashked the Remove-master, as he piaced a chair for the Hlead.
Dy, Locke nodded.

*“Yes, A most peecliar letter. Listen.”
1 wiil, with great interest.”
The Head read the letter aloud:

“fDear Dr. Locke,—1 thank youa for veur letter, and for
ihe opinion you have kindly expressed. I do not agree with
it, 1 have carefully watched iy nephew's character, and
T think there ia too firm a foundation of honesty and good-
ness n it for him te be in any danger of being lod astray
by bad associates, He avolds them of his own accord, and
without any adviee from others, As for the bad effect of
unittuited pocket-money upon a bov, I grant thao it would
be true In most cases, but not in Mm.ﬁr-vr:mr's. He uses
his money only for gpood and kind ends, and a little ex-
travagance 15 permissible in the heir to hall a million a
yvear. I frmly believe that in case of any necessity my
nephew would show that his carclessness and extravagaoco
would drop from him like a cloak, and ho would buuﬁi g
like the littlo man that he 1s. Poverty is not likely to come
to hin, but I have long been turning over in my mind a
plan for putting him to the test to salisfy many of his
fricnds and relations who had cexoressed tho same doubts,
When this has been done I think vou will bo satisfied. It
would bo difficult, under the terms of his father’s will, to
keep him zhort of pocket-money, bur when I have applied
the test I havoe mentioned I think you will admit that it is
quito safe to trust him in every way.—With kind regards,

“4tHargy Drairawazr. ™

Y That i3 very curtous,” said Mr. Queleh. "1 have ob-
served the boy since he has been placed in my Form, and
I musk confess that he sirikes me as he appears to do his
uncle. He is o genuinely good lad, though ho has some
fastidions ways which can easily be forgiven under the
circumstances,”
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" Biy Harry does not say what the test 13,"" iho Head
remarked thoughtfully., = Well, I have done my ducy in
expreszing my opinion, and we shdll see”

And ha left the Form-master’s study.

Lord Mauleversr was in the hatl as ho passed down
new Removite was talking to Skinner of the Remove.

““Dear me! he said. * Yes, 1 know they'ro joily nice
whito mice, but it’s extraordinary that you should have
iriven a guinea cach for them." . - "

“¥ou can have them for half that,” said Skinner. I
know veu will be kind to them ; that's why L want you Lo
havo them.”

* Bkinner 1™ :

The [Head's voice made Skinner Jump.

“Yo-e-os sir!” he gasped. He had not scen tho [Tead
coming, or he would certainly not have offered Lord
Mauleverer that remarkable bargain at that precise moment.

“ Are you trying to swindlo Mauleverer, Skinner! do-
manded the Head, knitting his brows.

(O, osirl”

“Then what do you mean?’ ;

“J—T was having a Little joke with him, su;,l” starnmered
Skinner. ** Of course, sir, 1t was only a joke”

“You had better not indulge in any little ].DEFH-T of that
kind in the future, Skinner,” said the Head. " You may
go. but T have an eye on you."”

“ Ye-ca, sir.” 1 _

And the Head passed on frowningly. Skinner walked
away, and Lord Mauleverer, looking o little puzzled, went
towards the stairs. Bolsover met him there, and linked
arms with his lordship. Lord Mauleverer was far frgm
wishing to link arms with the bully of the Remove, but
I had no choice in the matter, for Bolsover was nearly twice
his size, and Bolsover was determined.

“ Hallo 1" said Bolsover, with a genial manner *hnﬁﬁhﬂwlgq
that he meant to make Hallo!

Tha

himself very unpleasant.
Just the chap I was looking for”

¥

“ Really, my dear fellow—— ]
“T've been li_ﬂr a walk in the lane.)’ DBolsover explained.

“ My boots have got fearfully dirty. Doots here cleans them
ﬂnly}rﬂma ® du}r.g 1f they get dirty again we have to look
aftor themy ourselvos.’ -

‘* Really! Oh, dear! T don't think I could possibly look

after my boots.’”

““ No nead. What you've got to do is to !;::ak after mine,”
eaid Rolsover, with & grin. ** Como_along. s
“Oh, dear! What do you mean, Bolsover?

“ You're going to clean my boots—that's what I mean !
“ Impossible I i
“ Ha, hal We'll seo about that!

“ Wy dear fellow—"

i Aty you going to welk, or shall I carry you 1 askeod
vers genially.

Efﬂiﬁdﬂ Miulem?cr looked at him, and then looked round

for help. DBut thers was none at hand. Ho decided to aw_;]allf.

In a fow minutes they were in tho boot-room, whero
Troiter daily negotiated some hundreds of boots. 'lrotters
appliances were ready to hand, and Belsover pointed them
out to Lord Mauleverer, and then kicked off his boots.

Hia lordship gazed at them helplessly.

“I—I can't. you know!” he gasped,

*Tima you 1~|e11a¢r:'.w.r{],'d thmig.‘l']

“ But, you see, my dear feliow—

# [Jha,pywhn can't clean his own bools aug.htn*t to be
allowed to live;! said Bolsover. ™ Nothing Egradmg in
it, looked at tho right way—my way! Ha, hal

“(Oh, no; certainly not! 1f 1 conmsidered that thero was
anything degrading in cleaning boots, 1 should certainly
not ailow Trotter to clean mine,” said his lordship simply.
T should be more degraded in making him do it ‘i;h:m by
in doing it. Dut you seo that T don't know h::-wl—-—

“1'l} show youn,” grinned Bolswover, ;'If will take you
down & peg or two, which is a very i thing for a g!i'.!t.!j"
lord. ':(];u stick the boot on your left paw—so—and take
the blacking-brush in your right paw—so—and buzz away
ot it. 1f you don’t dao it I'l} take the blacking tin and smudge
it over your face and hair—see? You can make your choico

about tho matter.”

“ Really, you know—-"" 1 o

“Oh, go ahead! I can’t waste time over it

And Lord Mauleverer, with many misgivings, started.

Bolzover stood and watehed him with a grin upon his face.
Tt was very amusing indecd to tho bully of the Remove to
have his boots cleaned by a lord.

Mauleverer brushed away industriously. _

Bolsover's boots were very dirty, and required = lot of
brushing, and the new jumor panted with exertion, Ho was
not used to exerting himself. ;

“ Naw pub tho blacking on,” said Bolsover.
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“Oh, certainly! DBut—"

““And then rub away—hard.”

“ Yoyevory well "

Thy unfortunate Earl of Mauleverer rubbed away—hard.
A voico was heard from the distance—the powerful voice of
Boy Cherry.

" Mauleverer! Mauly! Where are you? Why don't yon
como down to the cricket, you bounder? Mauly—Mauly !

“Here I am!” called out Lord Mauleverer,

U Sbhut up ! hissed Bolsover fiercely,

But it was too late.

There wus a tramp of fect outside, and Bob Cherry, with
Bulstrode and Harry Wharton, looked inte the boot-room in
GrnaEanLent,

" Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ¢ The
:Im]gle lord is cleaning his Loots !

W They are Bolaover's boots,” explained Lord Mauleverer.
#L'm 30 sarry to keep i{m waiting, but Bolsover insisied."

*Oh, he insisted, did he?" zaid Cherry, with an angry

lint in his eyes. “Bo you are fagging Mauly, are vou,

Isover, after what we've told you?”

“LUll do as I like!™ blustered Bolsover.

You jolly well won't " said Harry Wharton, * We've
warned you to let Mauleverer alone, and if you won't do it
you'll have & giddy lesson. Collar him!™

“ What-ho "

The three juniors ran at the bully of the Form. Bolzover
put up his hands, but he was dragged over in a moment,
an::l bumped on the floor,

‘Now hold him,"” gasped Bob Cherry, “while I put the
blacking on 1"

:'}Yla. l'rm. hia !’[;1 _—

*Yow " roar ver. *“Stop it! Oh! Ooocht”

Bob Cherry had taken the h]agﬂng-hrush, thrust it inte
tho blacking, and was putting the latter on Bolsover’s face
with & liboral hand. Wharton and Bulstrode held the bully
of the Remove pinned down by main foree during the opera-
tion,  Bolsover struggled fiercely, but ho struggled in vain,

u%‘ﬁr! ﬂ'[{h! _':}:,,:,h!nh

* Botter keep yourr mouth shui!” grinned D FEY.

B Gm]; .’;II; g d Tob Cherry

“There, I warned you! You wouldn't have
your mouth if you had kept it shut. Shut up!™

" Groo—ooooch 1M

fi }Iﬂ.. hﬂ. ha !FF

Bolsover's {ace soon elosely resembled that of a Contral
African negro. His oyes glared out furicusly from his
blackened countenance, Lord Mauloverer losked on with a
grin.

;‘%hp.re} "' eaid B-D;!] ]E'I&m'ry, “Will that do?"

‘You haven't polis it vet!" grinned Bulstrode.

“Good! Give me the hru.gh!” =

Bob Cherry polished the blackened countenance. Dolzover
roared and struggled. His features were pretty roughly
bandled in the process of blacking and shining.

Bob Cherry desisted at last, gasping with the exertion,

“There " he exclaimed. "Igthink that will do!"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bulstrods. I think it will ¢

*“What do you think, Wharton ™

“Oh, ripping ™

:‘ Er'hatﬂr.lfi :Fiirq i-:hl‘nh, Mauvleverer?® 5

‘Begad, I think it’s stunning!™ said Lord Mauleverer.

“\What do you think, I}n!mwg'?" i

£ .“}w !”

" That’s not an intelligible answer. I insist upon knowing
whether you think it is quite satisfactory.”

“Ow! Yaw! Yah! qGrm!"

“Then I'll go on with it—-"

“Yarooh! Leava off ! Yow!"

:‘%? “j al%{right, T’:;mni" & i

*Ow ow | aE—yos | . yoal h ™

“Veory well, If you're s.atiﬁﬁﬂ!,}I am.”

And Bob Cherry ross from his task.
reloazed, and he sprang up furiously, and elenched his fsts.
Harry Wharton looked at him steadily.

“Heep your wool on!" he said. * Mind, for twe pins
we'd give you another dose, and worse! You'd better ba
carcful, T think, Bolsover!

Bolsover thought so, too. He stood quivering with raga
while the chums of the Hemove walked out of the room with
Lord Mauleveror. The latter was chuckhng.

“I don't think the ead will rag you again in 3 hurry,”
Bob Cherry vemarked, slipping his arm  throurh Lord
Mauleverer's. ' Now come down to the ericket.”

Bolsover did not leave the boot-room immediately. There
were no facilities for washing there, and he did not care to
venturo out with his foce in that state. But there was ne
help for it, and he made up hiz mind to it at last.

Hea peared round the door, to make sure that the passagre
was clear, and then bolted. He mada for the stairs to reach
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got any in

Bolsover was

a bath-room, and mot Fisher T. Fish. The American junior
stared at him blankly. .

“(Great snakes! There's a blessed nigwer in the school I
he exclaimed. **I'm not having niggers hersal (et out,
yvou black coon ™ ,

Biff | Bolsover's fist bowled the American over, and he
sprawled on the stairs, and the blackened bully rushed up.

“PBoy! Who—what are you? What—""

It was Mr. Quelch. Bolsover, in his hurry, had almost
rushed inte him. The Remove-master stared at hun in
amazoement.

““ A negro—here! Why—what Oh! T perceive that
you have blacked vour face! Ah! It is Bolsover!” said Mr.
Quelch, recognising the bully of the Remove by his size
£ how dare you play a trick like this upon me!”

Polsover was too envaged to speak clearly. He stammered,
or, rather, jabbered, waving his hands excitedly. Me.
Quelech enught him by the shoulder and shook him,

“ Bolsover! This is disgraceful! A boy in the Becond
Form would be azshamed of playing such a silly prank as
blacking his face and going about the house in such a statel

“.-im;]I nli-:m gfgm's-:lf at once "

“ And bring two hundred lines to my study before bed-
time,” said the Remove-master sternly., *“Not a2 word!
You are a disgrace to your Form! Not & word, I say! Go
.-'.I.I'.l*l:] Iclean 'u}m':alelf at once 1™

£f GUI-!I!

And Mr. Quelch sailed on, with rustling gown.  And
Bolsover, bursting with rage, tore off to a bath-room, where
for the next quarter of an hour ke was very busy,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter the Burglar.

ORD MAULEVERER took the russia-leather pocket.
book from his jacket, and ploged it under the pitlow
on his bed. Tt was hiz usual habit when he turned in,
Even ho was not careless enough to lpave & wad of

bavknotes lying about. _ )

Billy Bunier sat on his bed, taking his boots off, and he
blinked through his big spectacles at the new junior. The
sicht of the pocket-book secmed to dazzle Bunter.

T say, Mauly—"" he begun.

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“ Would you mind ealling me Mauleverer 7 he ashod.

“ h, really, Mauly!
you know.” . .

“1 don't like it,” said his lordship.

“ But Bob Cherry ecalls you Mauly—and Wharten

“Yaas,'” said his lordstop., * Bul Wharion 15 Wharton,
and Cherry 15 Cherry, and you are—DBunfer, begad "'

“Ob really, Mauly! Look Lere, what I was going to
gay i1z, 1'm oxpecting a postal-order to-morrow morniug,
ur[r]Ii! you {*i'r;rmll to advanee me five pounds——"

“1 don't !

“ Look here, you've got plenty of money, Mauly—-

" Heaps ! .

“Then why can't you lend me five quid ™ ,

“1'd give it to you if you asked, and told the truth,” said
hiz lordship. * Put you've broken your promises. You
were telling whoppers about expecting chegues and postal-
orders. 1 can't stand liars. I don't want to have aunything
more bo do with you.”

“ Oh, really, Mauly——""

“ Ploase shut up ! i

Runter blinked angrily and shut wp. He had, in fact,
killed the poose that was E;reparml te lay golden eges. le
turned in, grunting angrily. He had another idea in his
mind for goiming dpﬁsﬂi-a-ail}n of Lord Mauleverer’s money—-
a rather wild and reckless scheme, bub which he thought
would probably answer with a simple youth like Lord
Mauleverer. :

The Remeove went to bed, and Loder turnced the lighta
out. Loder was laoking very annoyed and cress. Lo
Mauleverer had steadily remained away from hiz enticios
company. The black shecp of the Sixth had waited in vain
for a chance to introduce him to the noble game of poker,
and to inthmte him into the mysteries of nap for sovercigns
Loder and Carne felt that they had been defranded, al
they were very much annoyed. Loder would willingly have
expressed his feclings by spanking his lordship there and
then; but he knew that the whole Bemove would pile on
himg if he did. Lord Mauleverer was by this time casily the
most popular fellow in the Forn,

or rotired from the dermitory with a frowning brow,
and several voices ealled out—after the lights wers out—

TI'm treating vou as an old friend,

L3
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little romtacks in reference to s well-known pavsuits. The
juniors knew far more of the procecdings of the bluek sheep
of the Sixth than the masters died,

1= it nap or banker fonight, Loder 7

“Put nosov. on for me epch way, old bov™

Loder slavmmed the deor, and the Removitos chnghiesl,

Dilly Bunter was o heavy gleoper as a rale. e could Fall
asleen the moment he got into bed, and remain asleep Gl be
was drapeed aut by violeaee, however lony o o N :.!.tr:'-'_t'l|-
Pt this particular eveniog he vemaimed awake, |i‘Ei‘11JlrIE
hiz gpeetacles on, and blinking throurh them inte the dark-
ness of the dovnntary.

Billy Thuter had a dendly purpose in his mind,

He waited fill ali the Remove were fast asleep,  Talf-past
eleven had chimed out, and the chime had a hollow echio in
the slecpmg school

Then the fae junicr pat a fat leg out of bed. The other
fat lee followed 1, and then the fat Removite hoosell,

Threugh the hizh windows of the dornutory the moontizht
steenmed in, and it revenled Billy Dunter dimly. The fat
junior groped under hiz pillow, and tosk out what appeared
1o bz a roll of bBlack crape. e unratled it and adjusted it
upon his plonp face, and it was revealed as o crape mask,

Bunter's aspect changed conziderably when the erape mask
was adjusted over his [at features. It certainly gave lam a
fearsome look in the moonlight.

Another grope, and he extracted an old tobacco-pipe.
With the stem protruding from his hand, it was quite easy,
in the darknoss, to mistake it for the barrel of a sinall pistal,

Bunter gpave n soft prunt of satisinetion, and stepped on
tiptee towards Lord Mauleverer's bed,

His lordship was fast asleep. )

He Iny upon his side, breathing steadily, the placid slecp
of the just. Billy Bunter stopped ot his best and gave him
a rentle shake.

ol Mauleverer’s eyes apened at onee.

“What?" he murmured.

“Wake up!"” said Billy Bunter, in a deep and thriliing
voice, =T mean, awalke I

*h

" Awalke "

W .whar ?™

R oup T

Lord Mauleverer sat up in bod.
mupsked face in horeor and alorm.

Billy Bunter ievelled the tebacco-pipe at him.,

“Ilands w7 he sakd.

“YWhat*"

“Your money or your ife !’

“YWhat-=what ¥"

“Premble ' osaid Billy Bunfer, making a threatening
maotien with the tobaceo-pipe. * One pressure of oy linger,
and you are a dead mon ! Mark my words, I am desperate !
Your money or vour e ™

Oy —ry bt 7

U No--vour ey

I3aff !

" ¥arvoop 1"

The midnight raider stapgered forward as a pillow canght
hin an the back of the bhead, amd he plunged wiklly and
helplessly sy Mauleverer’s bad,  The toebacco-pipe
elattered on the Oesr. The pillow had been hurled by Bob
Cherry, who was silting up o few beds away, cod grinning,

Lord Muuleverer gave o yell as Bunler fefl sprowlivg npon
fria bed; but he had presence of mind and pleady of pluck,
aned he greasped the fab barglar ionediately.

v wot him 1 he shoated,  Help !

Bunter stregolod  fescely, Ihaat thee e
stronger than Bunlee, awd much more active,
grimly,

v et B
dropped his postol !

ITe gazed at the black-

¥

j'“ Hh”" Wik 5
e haeld on

“Tle's a borelar! I
Ielp e to catmury by

Toin j_".“!w_l'u"-il,
Cotne on !

ol B 1
“ATa, hay, Ba ! eearved Bob Chesey,
“"Yow! lawguoo!”

Bunter drasged fieveely o) Lard dauleoverer, who refased
1o led o He rolbed owd of bed after Boaster, and the it
qunior fell to the leor, and Mualeveser Bell npon b, There
was @t alarmed vell feom (e bargiar,

“Ow ! Mind ey glas=es 7

“lrear e ! gasped his lordzhip,

!'IE" ]iil.{t FELAR Y A S ]]“."ill"il UI— il I'Hil.",'.le.'l"‘ EI:I l.’!:t:‘-.'-il"'.-i IH;"l-I;H'l_""_ ﬂ[!ll
ecertamnly he nover expected o boareiar oo g=k Bon (o mind his
;:]-IIFH"E- i the madst of o odewdly stemeerlie

“Ha, ha, ha!? shreicked Bob Cherry .
It's Bontor !

“What—what !

“It's Bonter! T knew his volee when he was Jow inige
you,” rearcd DBob. Y 11's one of lus litle zanws, Dou'l gquile
kill him."

“ Dear me !

Lord Mauleverer roze fo lus foel and eeleased Dunter,
The Owl of the Reynove lay gousping breathloss]y,

Aaotme of the jumora had candle-eneds ul;ighl. now, il IIL._-:,-
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5V, Che “IRagner™  one,

gathored round DBunter. The ecrape mask had been torn
aziiey, ad was hanging from one of Bunter's ears, and tle
Fat Junion’s crnmson cod perspiving face was revealed,

Y Bunber !

Y What's the Titdle gamet™

1T thought he wos 2 burglar !’ gaspod Lovd Maul-
evTerer. “He cectainly  levelled something at me, and
demandod my money or my hife

“Ow! It was ouly a j.j-joke!” U Can't
you t-take a jj-joke?”

Wharton jerled him to his feet with a heavy hand.

*You yvounge sconmndvel ' e sand. " You coan ocall it n
jole, Let if vow bad scared Maunleverer into giving you Ins
moncy I think you would have carried the joke on!™

TOh, really, Whin rton———"

Y Anyway, we don't want jokes of this sort in the Remove
dorm., and overy chap who is out of bed bad beticr give
you a spank.”

0wl Ohw—ow—owp i

‘“Ja, ha, hal™

Y Qrood opp !

The Hemovites caupght on fa {le wlea at once. Fvery
tellow who was out of bed bestowed o ringing spank apon the
Owl of the Remove, awd a great many more tumbled out of
Lied in hot haste for tho I PR, I'E:irll:..r Bunter ronred and
wriggled, but there was no eseape for b, and he had fo
go through with it. VWhen the castigotion was Grished, he
crawled tato bed.

Rxit Iiek Tuepin ! said Nugent cheerfully.  * And the
next time yon start the midnight raiding bizeey, Buunier,
vou'll gor it in the weck IV

Billy DBunter ocnly groaned. e was not likely 1o =i up
in business as a midnight raider again.

gaspedd Buntor.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Special

u FLEGRAM for Mauly " smd Bob Cherey,
“ Mauly—Mauly ! Come hither!"
Lord Mauleverer eame hither, with a grin, The
telegraph messenger was waiting, with the telegram
in his hand.

“Yaor Lord Maunleverer, please,”™ he said.

“ Thank you, my lad.”

Lord Mauleverer opened the telegram.  Billy Bunier
hovered very near himm. Bunter knew that money ecould be
despatehed by Lelegranh, and that, to Bunter, was ithe only

essible reason why anybady should eend o telegram. I
ord Maowloverer was to receive a remittance from the post-
ifice, Bunter mepnt to be on the seenc,

BBt tho expression upon the boy's face showed that it
wns not o communication of thai sort. His handsome, ki
face became snddenly startled and troubled, and his fingers
elosed more tichtly upon the telogram.

“DBad news? askad Wharton, with 2 concerned look.

It was only when they saw Lovd Mauleveror looking
troubled that the joniors realised bhow muach they bad come
to like the good-nanfured new boy.

“I don’t know,” said Lord AMaaleverer slowly, * This is
from my uncle’s lawyers, Messrs, Have & Hoolat, I' read
it to vou fellows, and you can tell me what you think of it.”

And Lord Manleverer read out the telegram :

* Lord Mauleverer, Greviviars College,—Berious news re
vour financial position. Fear terrible losses.  Your unele
abisent.  Tlease come 2t once. Very urgent,”

The juniors looked grave enogh,

Lord Manleverer fardly secmed fo realise the import of
the messare; bui the juniors, as they listened, renlized it
clearly cnonglr.

I il sodicators sand soomoeh, if was prctiy cort ain that they
megtivt more; aml ik leoked as if the millionaire schoolbay
Wil I'IIiIIf"IZL

Fioamed !

Uhat was bho thonght that camo indo most monds, and it
bl varous elivcis upon the different  fellows, Belsaver
lnnghed, Bnonp sneered, But most of the fellowz lonked
serions and sympathetie. Thosa who had cliomemed up most
with Lomd Mauleverer, realiscd thae 1t waz a2 time to show
that il was not bis meoney thead jed atiracted them to i,
Wharfon touche:d oo on the shonbilor,

“ Buck up, old chap,”™ he said. It miave’t Booas bad as it
soundds, I den't sco how all your money could lave gone,
oithies."

“ Half a mallicn a year, Tt wonld take a long {iine o blaw
the captinl, T should thiak,” John Boll remmarked.

“ Yeow, rather.”

 DBot you must o ab onee, as the lawver zayvs,™ saad HHareey
Wharton, “ Beuter irot alonz and ask the Head's permis-

ORDER EARLY!
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" Yes, I suppose I'd better.”

" Better send an answer fArst,” said John Bull

““Yos, yes, I lorgot that, ad 1"

Lord Mauleverer seribbled guwn a8 reply, and honded it
1o tha i{!—lfrg-mphab:}j, with a .ﬁ-ﬂ‘-‘ﬂl’{&igl’l. M'ha lm:,r loaked ot
s s-::'.'!!',\a-ggn_

"1 haven't dhange, sir,” ho zaid.

* Keep the change, please,” said Lord Mauleverer,

Aund he walked awav with Havry Wharton, It was not
easy to alter old habitz, and Lord Mauleverer was dfkely o
continues to give soversiyns away 50 long as he had any left.

I}, Locke looked at his lord=hip’s telegram, and gave per-
mizzion at ones for him to leave the scheol for as lonz as
WS I!-EI-E‘H"-&;{. Lovd Manleverer loft the study, and sent
Trotser to tell Gosling to met a trap veady. It did oot occur
to hum to walk to the station. Pt Gosling was only too
ready to oblize his lorddhip in any way,

“ iy the way, whai about a tramn™ asked Harry Wharton.
“It’s a aquarter to nino now, and there won't bo any up-
traing teifl half-past.”™

"~ Beoad P

“You'll have to wait——"'

Y Can's hs done! I'vo gok to rot there.'

"1 puess you can't hool it o London,” zaid Fisher T, Fish.

*1 must have a 3E|-euiu3 train, '

* A=—a—a which?

" A special train, Trotter can go down fo the station on
somebody’s bike and wire for one. They will manage it for
me, 1 assure you™

*I—I dara say they will,™ E;}aspa;l Wharton ; " but—but my
dear dliap, think of the cost.

“Oh, never mind that !’

“ But if you've lost monay——""

“Time enough to ecconomise when [ know I've lost it,”
said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully. * It can’t all be gona.
Besides, I can’t imapine myself ﬁard up. I expect it will be
all rigcht. Troiter 1™

And Trotber was despatched. He cams scorching back on
the bike a little later, with the news that all was arranged.

Gosling brought the trap round: Quite a crowd of juniors
aszembled round 1o zea t?aeum off, Mr. Quelch allowing his
olass a brief liberty for the purpose. Mr. Quelch, though he
had seen many things to disapprove of in Lord Maulevarer's
manners and customs, could not help hiking the lad, and he
was very sorry to hear the bad news, and very wi]ling that
his lordship should leave Greyiriars with the comfortable ini-
pression that he was well liked there, and had the sympathy
of his Form-fellows. The juniors raised a cheer as the trap
drove off, and Lord Mauleverer waved his hand; and Harry
Wharton & Co, returncd to the class-room, thinking more of
Lord Mauleverer and his new trouble than of their lessons
{or the morning.

The trap bowled down the lape in the summer's morning.
and a more mistanthropic person than Lord Mauvleverer would
have been cheered by vight sun and the fresh breess, and
the preen trees and fields. They dashed into Friardale, and
l.ord Mauleverer descended at the station with a cheerful
face. Even if the bad news was irue, it was not necossary
to be mizerable yet, was what he thought.

Gosling grinned expectantly for his tip. He had learned
1o expeet large tips from Leord Mauleverer, The new junior
did not fail him. He totsed the school porter a sovereipn,
and walked into the station.

Tho stationmaster bowod almost to the ground before the
vouthfnl nobleman., A fellow who was not only a lovd, but
a mullionaire in addition, and who could alfford special trains
when he waried to go up to town, was surely worthy of any
stationmastar’s oecpest respect.

“Is my train ready ' nsked his lordshin,

“Ves, my lord! Quite ready, my loed,” eaid Mr. Punce
* All ready, my lord! Would your lovdsmip care to bhave a
lunch-hasket placed in your lordship's carviage ™

“Yaas., [ don't suppoze I shall feel hunzry, but I might.
Yaas, pleaze™

“Yery mood, my lord!
your locdship®"?

" Nighing else, thanks very much.”

» “Yes, my lord! This way, my lord. Jones, don't push
that trolloy near hia lordship, you fool?! "his way, my lord !™

And Lord Mauleverer was ushered upon the platform.

Tho special was waiting.

Lord Mauloverer was corducted to his carriage.  There was
a shout from tho station entrance, and a crowd of fellows
CELIThES Fﬂ'l_l'fl.!lj{ HPU‘I'I "'-]:I{} I]iﬂt.rﬂl'rll.. T]H..’:!l' AN H'IL'I':'t.].'n' il'l.
crickating Hannels, and some of thew carmied big bags. Tl
Mauloverer glanced at them, and among them recognised
(ocdsby, and Ponsonby, and Vavasour, and Monson, They
waore evidently a party from Higholilfe Soheol.

<00y, I otold vou there was a train!"’ exclaimed Ponsanby,
“It's all rieht. IF there's an op-train, it stops ab (Theswedd,
and we'ra all right, and woe shall ba 1n time for the maidch.”
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Is there anything alse T can do for

“0Oh, good ! exclaimed Vavasour.

“ Horry, ntlomen,” said the station-master, who was
closine l}‘mrgel{nul-eremr’s door with his own sugust hands—
“sorry, bnt this iz a special !

“* What!"

“It's a special train,'

“ But—but—hut——" ! : i

“ It's Lord Mauleverer’s train, gentlemen. Right, guard !

“Mauleverer!' yelled Ponsonby. *'That Greyinars
bounder ! Yoz, there he s grinning in thq window !
Mauleverer, wa're going by this truin, You're going to stop
at Cheswold, do you hear?”

“Right away!

“Tumble in!" yelled Gadsby.

“ Heave him out !

“ Stand back theve, gentlemen 1™ :

Tho special train moved ont of the station. T.ord Maul-
everer kizsad his hand from the window at the enraged and
dizappointed Higholifians.

That action gave the finishing touch to the wrath of High.
clife. Thev shook their Aas after the train, and stamped
on the platform, and raved; and the special train disappeared
down the line, leaving them so oceupied, and Lord
Muuleverer was pone on Ihz journey to Lendon,

A savage and discontented crowd of ericketers poured out
of the station, to seek someo other method of comveyance to
their destination, and to vow terrifie vows of vengeance upon
Grrayfriars and all whoe dwelt theremn!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Yanished Milllons.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. waited with keen anxiety for
the return of Lord Mauleverer. They took & very deep
intarest in the fortunes 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 to lose his monay—and
that was what the lawyer's telrgram meant, if # meant any

thing, And the chums of the Remove were very concerned
tor him. When morning lessons were over they looked out

for Lord Mauleverer, but it was not till after dinner thoet he
ap :
hen he was seen ak the school gates, there was a peneval
rush to greet him. He looked tired, and a little worn, and
nis dusty boots indicated that he had walked from the station.
The jnniors surrounded him at once with cager 1nquirias.

“ What's }.ha news‘?”

* What's happened "

“(Zet it off your chest, Mauly, old boy!"

**Is all the tin gone!?"

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

" ¥aas,” he replied laconically.

“* Great Scott !’

“It's true, then!™

“ Yaas it's true,' sald Lord Mauleverer. * Tho mines
have failed—the company busted—there are liabilities to tho
full amount of the assots, as the lawyer says, and I've got
nothing left but the clothes I stand up in.”

“I'm sorry, old chap.™

“It's hard cheese.™

‘ Poor old Mauly.™

““ Vass, it's rather hard cheese,” azreed hiz lordship.
“ The worsk of it 15, that my poor eold uncle, Bir Harry
Braithwayt, has lost all his tin in the same business, and has
gone quite steny, too. don't quite comprehend how s
comes about, but the lawyers de, 1 suppose; and old Me.
Have says that it 15 g0, | suprose he knows'"

“ Have you zeen vour uncle?

“Wo; he's laid up with the goul at present. T dare sey
he's been rather knockedl over by this, vou know."”
“Yeou don't seem to be wmuch koocked over,™

Wharton, in wonder.

“Well, you see. I'm thinking of my vnele chiefly," said
Lord Mauteverer. *"I'm young and strong, and he's old and
gouty, and he will have a fearfully rough time.”

* What are you going to do?"”

Lord Mauleverer laughed = little,

“There's only one thing to do; leave sohool, and work,™

HWark 1" echoed the juniors.

They could not imagine Lord Maulaverer working,

His lordship nodded ealinly. He had evidently thought out
tha whole matter already. ]

“Yaas! I can't stay here without any money. The foes
are paid for this term, but it's no good banging on; and
there's my uncle, too. He will be sold ep. His very honse
will have to go. 1 shall have to look after him."'

The ooolness and courage with which the boy spo
most of the juniors,

said Harry

| ke touched
Harry folt lus eyes mosten. Lord
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Maunleverar seemed the very last fellow in the world to face
the battla of life—the least of all cquipped for the strugple—
and, perhaps, he felt that himself. ﬁut he was grit all
throwgh, and he did nor complain, and he did net shrink
from the inevitalbla, e had thought out his problem, and
he was prepared to face the music.

Wharten zhpped his avin through Lord Maulevered's,

“Tt's vetten hard on von,” he said, “fand vou're a plucky
kid. Most fellows would be bowled right over by this.”

VU Well, it's not much fme}d being bowled over, s 1t said
hiz lordship. ** After all, I've pot health and stremeth, and
I've had a good tune. I've oiien thourht that every chap
ought really to work for his living, you know; and I've got
to now, at all events. I'd better go and ree the Head.”

And T.ord Manleverer went to szoo IDv. Looke, to acquaint
hire with biz plane, and ne left the crowd in a buzz with the
news,

It was soon all over Greyfriars.

Never lad the zehonsl had sech o topic of intorest. From
the youngest fag to the head of the Sinth, it was dizcussed
and discussed again,

The effect was different upan different fellowsz. Loder and
Carne wero very pleased that they had net succecded in
taking up Lord Mauwleverer, Coker & Co. found that they
tad no special hankering after his socicty. SBnoop snceringly
said that, az a matter of fact, he had nover fully helisved in
the millions all alonz, and he was glad that the fellow had
been shown up in his true colovrs,  Billy Bunter was of
omnion that Lovd Mauleverer was little short of an imposior,
and ought to ba kicked ont of any decent school.

But it was pood to see that most of the fellows mllied round
Lord Mauleveror in his misfortune,

He had been kindness and generosity itself while he waz a
millionaive, and mow that he had fallen upon evil tgnes,
cverybody—wha was anvbody—wanted 'to help him,

Tlhe Remove, with a [ew excepsions, bhke Skinner and
Bnocp and Vernon-SBmath, decided that they were gong to
back up old Muuly. KExactly how -thev were to baek him
up was nob defined. But the wizh to do it was something,
and tha general atmosphere of kindness and friendship must
have been comforting to the unforfunate junior.

Ho came out of the Head's study, looking very prave and
composcd.

"The Head ithinks I'd better stay here over to-day, at all
cvents,” he zaid. “ He wantz (o hear [rom my uncle before I
leave school. I suppose he's right™

”Uh._?g.'cra," sail Wharton. " There may be a chanco
yahm——

Ford Mauleverer shook his Liead,

* Not much chance. The lawyer was quite clear about
that. He said that everyihing would have to mo—only that
the money [ have in my personal possession could be saved,
if T chose—as well as my peesonal propecrty—Ubike, and motor-
ke, and the things i my study, yvon krow., Of course, 1
teld hom that if the debts had fo be paid, I should give up
everything.'

“You're not called upon to do that,” said DBulstrode.
“"Have you gob muech money 5

“About a hundred pounds, I think.”

v Ph'E-"'"'F ph

“I'm going to send it off by repisterced letter to my uncle,
to do as he thinks Gt with it," said Lord Mauleverer. “If it
i=n't wanted to scttle debts, if will make a bit of & nest-eze for
the poor old box. I want to write him a letter, too, Lo tell
him what 1 think about the matier. Blessed if T know what
to sav. You chaps can help me # you hilen.”

* Come ioto the common-room,” said Harrey.

The chums of th: Remove gathered round Lord Mauleverer
af the table in the junier common-room. en and paper were
placed before the junior, and he gnawod the handle of the
por,

** Dear Uncle Haroey,” he began.

Then he gnawed the pen again.

" You see,” he remarked, it was partly v guardian’s
fault that the investments were so risky, I supooss the noar
nld chup’s petting old, and 1sn't so caveful sz he wus; but
I don't want to reproach him. That would bs rotten,
wouldn’t it

= I think yon're taking it vory well,™ said Wharton, * Maost
chaps, I think, wouald be pretty wild zhout it

“I know I should be,” said Bulstrode,

t Well, at's not much good getting wild with the old boy,™
saicd Lord Mauleverer. ™ It wouldn't bring tho money back
again, and would only make him focl rotten—and T expoct he
foels rotton enovpgh about it already,™

“Well, yes, thuat's so'
ttimél Mauleverer knitted his brows thoughtfully, and startod
at lust,

" Dear Unele Harvy,—I've scen My, Have, and know all
sbout it mow. DI'm all right! Don’t worry! suppose it
-t:.-nul-tln t ho hi:lpl:-dhund I know you've always done the bost
you could for me,

. .q_'1~hn|-,=§1 ,.Hﬁ{-h:.r g?m!‘rr I"ﬂnli lfut;levl;:-mr explained to the
1UnI0Ls. ¢ clearly hasn't done the best 1 e i
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done the best he could, and so that's a diplomatic way of
putting ik, don’t vou think soi"”

“Good " said Dlarry, with o smile.

E-ﬂrd Mauleverer’s pen travelled on again,

‘I enclosa the tin I have by me. If it isn’t necded to pay
the debts, keep it in hand in case you want it. I shall be
all right, as I am going to sell my things, and they will
fetch in a great deal of tin, I expect. { am going to take
in the * Daily Mail,’ and look for & situation now, and I
hopo soon to be in waork, and to be able to keep up some
sort of a place, where you will be able to live with me. Of
course, wo shall have to stick together, and face this. I hope
you'ra not worrying about having lost the money, beeause

‘'m sure it couldn’t be helped, and it doesn’t knock me
over at all. Dr. Locke thinks I'd bettor not leave $ill to-
morrow, but then I shall come straight to you, and 1 hope
you will be well enough to sec me. 1 hope you are keeping
your peckor up, Se no more at present from your loving
nephew, Maulevorer.''

* Think that's all right 7" asked his lordship, looking round
anxionsly. T never was much of & fst at letter-writing.”

I think it's ripping,” eaid Bob Cherry. "It will make
your uncle [eal much better when he gots 16, T should think.”

“ It will make him jolly proud to have a nephew like you,
I think,” said Wharton.

* Oh, deaw it mild!"” Lord Mauleversr went through his
pockets, and took out a doren loose soversigns and half-
sovereigns, and extracted a buneh of banknotes from the
pocket-book, “ Good! 1've gpot a hundred and twenty guid
altogether. Tt will come in jolly wseful for nunky. I ex-
pect I shall raise another hundred when I sell my things.”

He crammed the money into an envelope with the lotter,
and roga from the table,

“I shall have to go down to the post-office and register
this,"” he remaovked,

“ Why not send Trotter with it?’

“Well, 1 ean't afford any wmore tips, nnd it's outside his
duty,” said Lord Mauleverer, wivh a shoke of the head, **I
don’t want to impose on him.

And Lord Mauleverer walked down to the post-office him.
solf with the letter, but not alone. A dozen or move of the
Removites walked with him to keep him company. As Bob
Cherry remarked, it was best to keep him ocoupied, so that
he wouldn't have time to brood over his losses. Not that
Lord Maulevercr showed the faintest disposition to brood.
He had taken a wonderfully practical view of the situation.

He bought & ““Daily Mail” in Friavdale, after despatch-
ing the letter, and oceupied himself, as he walked back to
the school, in looking over the columns of *° Situations
Vacant.”

The juniors, as they saw him so engaged, did not know
whother they wanted more to laugh or to cry. Lord Maul-
everer looking for a situation was something they could not
really accustom thomsalves to at all,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Foor Mauly!

ORD MAULEVERER turned up to afterncon classcs as
wsual, Mr. Queleh would willimgly have excused him,
uander the circumstances; but his lordship did not want
to be excusad, and, indeed, it would not have been good

for him to be wlle. The more e had to fill his mind just
then, the better it was for him. He went through hiz work
that afternoon in a quiet, thoughtful, and calm way that
amazed the jumiors, and brought him meny an approving
glance from the Forn-mastee. The blow that had {allen
upen him brought out al]l the best qualities in his nature, that
much was clear.

After lessons, Lord Mauleverer proceeded to inspect his
property, There was certainly cnough of it to fetch o good
price, if sold to advantage. Bome bargain-hunters at Cgre}'-
friars had already cast an eye upen it. Bkinner had offored
hiz lordship a pound for his bicyele. As it had eost twonty
suincas, and was practically new, Bkinner did not stand to
lnze by that offer. But the offer was not accepted. Lord
Mauleverer did not know mwuch about business, but he knew
a httle too much for that. Walker of the Bixth offered to
tako his motor-bike off his hands for five pounds, to be paid
i manthly instalments—another offer that was declined with
thanks. JTonides of the Sixth looked inte his study, and
offered ton pounds for his clock, his carpet, and his curtaina,
He went away without them,

" ¥ou sce, the blessed elock alone cost thirty guineas, and
it ouzht to feteh somothing,” Lord Mauleverer explained to
his friends. ** Everybody's awfully jolly to me, but they
don’t understand the value of things, 1 suppose.™

Harry Wharton laughed
21
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“1 rather think they do—only too well,” he replied. 1
wish we could afford to buy up the things at cost price; bot
of courae, we can’t!  You'd Letter have a dealer down, and
do the best you can with hum.™

“ Yauay, tlmt's 2 good 1dea’’

“ Botter como and have tea now,” zaid Bob Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer glonced ab his watch.

“ Mot time web,” he saih. **Toa in Hall is at siz™

“You'ra jolly well not poing to have vea tin Hall” said
Bob Cherry warmly. " What on curth do rou wane with
weak tea and doorsteps®

“I'm not going to feed In the stody any more.
afford 1t

“Groak snakes! T guess ihad’s o change for Manly™

“It's better to take the thine senstbly, and etk uzed to
it," spid Loed Mauwleverer, auetly. ™ 1 think 1've boen a
bit extravazant, but that's all over now, 'm geing to be
jolly carcfel, ! shall need to. 1 doa’t expect fo gob more
than Ofteen Lol 2 weok to slarvl with, o my lirst sifuation

“Yeou'll comoe and have tea in our study, thovgh,” siid
Harry Wharton.

Lovd Manleverer hesitated,

" Lonk hore, you fellaws, I'm not going to sponge on vou,
becanse T'yve come o mucker,” he exelaimed. =1 draw the
lino at that.”

* Rata! You've stocd us enouch fecds. I should think.”
sai] Bob Cherry wrathfully., “If you say another woud I'H
biff youw.'

Apnd zo0 Lond Maunleverer had tea with the chums of the
Homove, and they stood az handsome a fred as their com-
bined funds would permit,

Loder and Carne met the chums of the Remave as they
came down aller tea.  They siepped to spexk to Lornd
Mauloveror. There was a bitter sneer on Loder’s faco.

“8Bo the blessed millions have vanished,” he remarked.

Y Youus' siid Lord Mauleveror.

“And you're as poor as a church mouse?”’

dE Yﬂﬂ-ﬂ.”

1 wondoer if the millions ever existed at all™ sneered
Carne. "My opinion is that wou wore a rotten young
swanker, and putting on side zll the time.”

“That's my idea, boo," said Loder.

Lord Mauvlevorer Aushed,

“I'm sorry you should think =20,” he said. It isn't the
case. I never meant to put on any side. If I did I'm sorry.”
“¥ou never did!™ exclaimed Harry Wharton. *And
Leder and Carna don't think so, and they don't believe
swhat thoy're saying, either. Thev're a pair of ghastiy cads.”

““ Hear, hear " shotted Bob Cherry.

The two seniors turned furiously upon Wharton. Harry
clenched his fists, and looked at themn with Hashing eyes.

“Yes, you can come on, if you like!" ho cxclaimed. * For
iwo pins we'd collar you and bump you, though you're in
the Sixth, you rotten cads!"

“ By Goorps, I'll—""

_ " You'll shut up, Loder.” Tt was Wingate's voice breaking
i, *I heard what you said, snd it was votten caddish. It's
like vou to hit a fellow when bhe's down., I Lelieve vou were
keen enough to take Mauloverer up a day or two ago.”

Loder gritted his tecth.

“Mind your own business, Wingate, I—I—"

“(Oh, get out!” said the Greyfriars captain contemptuonsly,
You make me sick! And if you say another of your rotten
things ta Maulevorer, I'll invite you into the gyvm. to have
the gloves on.  Seat!”

And the eads of the Sixth “ scatted.” They did not care
to enter into an argument with Wingate, The eaptain of
Greyirinrs dropped his hand upon Lord Mauleverer's
shoulder.

“You're a plucky kid!” he said. ' All the decont follows
here are sorry for what's hnppﬂwd. and yon mnstn’t take any
notice of the others. You're taking thiz wonderfully well.
Your people ﬂugﬁlt te ba proud of yan®

Y That's just ke Wingate,” zaid Bob Charvy, as the Grey-
friave captain walked sway, " You can always depend on old
Wingate to back a chap up when he's down. As for Loder,
he's 8 worm.”

* Y '8kuse me, young gontlomen, ™

It was Gosling. Gosling held his hat in his hands, and
bowed almost reverentially before Lord Mauleverer, The
uniors looker at him with unusaally kindly eves. Gosling
wad doubticss hoard of hiz lordship’s misfortune, and had
vome {o express his respectiul sympathy,

“'8kuze me, my lord ! I posted that leider for you voester-
day, and vou told me to put a stamp on it.”

“ Begad, so I did,™ sakl his loedship,  and T never paid you

I can’t

Lc

for the stamp. I'm pglad you reminded me, Gossyv., What?
Here's a penny'’
He laid o ponny in Gosling'a hard palm.  The porter locked

at 1, and looked at Lord Mauleverer, and then locked at the
PENNY ALain.
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“Ho™ he remarked.

1t was o penny stamp, wasn't i, Gossy ™ asked Ilarry
Wharton,

“ Yes' said Gosling.

“Well, there’s your ponny,™

“ Ho!" said Gesling., * Wol I says i3 this "ere—the voung
frenbs ave saying that Lovd Mauleveror ain’t any money loft.
Wot I says 15 his "erge———""

“ My dear old ehap,” said Lord Mauvleverer kindly. “ It's
all right. Anything U've given you iz yours; that's all right.
Don't worry about that™

Gosling stured.

1 oam’t worrying about that,” he said, with a wonderful
Iack of respect in his manner now, ** Wot I says is thiz 'eve;
it's "ot work in this weather goin® and postin® letters, That'a
wot I says. And it ain’t in my regler dooty, postin’ lotters
for Junior boys: I can tell you that, my lord. That's wot I
says |

Lovd Mauleverer looked at him.  He did not seem {o
understand that Gosling was demanding a tip in spite of his
altered fortones. The juniors glared at Gosling.

* ¥ou horrid old worm ! satd Bob Cherry, 1 think
vou've had enough out of Mauly! Did you ever got a fiver
for a tip from anybody else?

* Woi I says is ihis 'ere—"

U 1s all might,” said Mauleverer, and he dropped a shil-
1||1g' mto the porter's hand. “ Theve you are. I'm sorry I
can't afford to make it move.”

Gosling grunted. He was havdly satisfied with a shilling,
But tho juniors were hardly satistied, either—with Gosling.
They showed their dissatisfaction in a practical way. At &
sign from Harry Wharton, they laid hold of Gosling. The
portar was whirled out of the doorway.

“0Oh!” he roared. *° Legeo! Yah! Oh!™

“ Kick him out!”

And Gosling was kicked out. The shilling rolled away into
2 drain, and Gosling rolled on the drive. gIn picked himself
up, snorting—but he did not venture into the House apain.
He had had enough.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Great News.

* AULY, old boy—"
“ Wans, my dear fellow.™

# ¥our uncle's here.”

The Remove had come ont of the Form-room after second
lesson in the morning. Ouiside, on the drive, steod a big,
handsome FLLAT. car, with a chauffour standing beside it
Lord Mauleverer looked out at the car.

“Beogad! That's Sir Harry's ear!”’ he exclaimed.

““He's here!"” said Bob Cherry. ™ Trotter's just told me
that he's shown Bir Hurry Braithwoayt in to the Head.”

Lord Mauleverer looked pazaled.

“TIt's jolly queer, his coming down in the car,” he re
marked. * T should have thought that the car would have
been taken, I'm anxious to ses him."™

Thero was an exclamation in tho pussage. Lord Mauleverer
turned round, as = ruddy-faced portly pgentleman came
towards lim with the Head. Lord Mauleverer ran towarda
the ruddy gentleman.

* Unecle Hurry !

The old gentleman grasped his nephew by both hands, and
shook them as if he would never be tired, Thero wero tears
ghstening on lis evelashes. :

“ Unele, it's all rvight! I'm jolly glad to see you!’ said
Lord Mauleverer. ** Don't let it worry you! We shall pull
throurh somehow.” .

“ My dear boy, there is nothing to pull through,” said Sir
Harry.

The baronet tonk a letter from his pocket, and drew a
hundle of banknetes from it.  He passed them to Lord
Mauleverer

“ Thero iz the money you sent me,” he ssd,  * The letter
I shall keep—and I shall never part with it. I shall keep it
to shew to anyone who darves to breathe a word of detraction
in connection with my dear nephew—the bravest and
pluckiest lad in England.”

“ But—but 2

“I have explained to the Head," said Sir Harrv, " He
has told me how well you have stend this trinl—thougl; [
knew it well enough from your letter, and Ffrom what
Mr. Have told me. You must forgive me, my boy.”

“ Forzive you, uncle! I know you couldn’s heﬂ}——-”

“1 mean, forgive me for thiz little deception,” zaid tha
baronet. ** I am asha.ned of it pow:=but 1t was not io satisiy
myself that I did b, I knew what vou were like, mif bay ;
I knew you had a character that nothing could spoil. But
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many people had said—friends end relations, you understand
—that petting and spoiling and too much money would roin
yvour character, Even Dr. Locke had doubts about it—and I
made Mr. Have arvange this litile plan to show them that
they were wrong.™

“ Uncle! What little plan®’ .

“ 1 did not intend Mr. Have to tell you anything that was
not true, but I lelt it to him to arranee,” sald Sir Harry., "I
suppese he did hiz best. You were to be given the impres-
sion that all the money in the famly was gone, so that all
could see how vou would bear the loss.  And all have seen
it, my dear lad.”

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

* Then it isn't truo—DMauly hasn't lost his money, and he
isn't to leave Greyfriays, sie?”

Sir Harvry shook his head.

“MNol Lord Mauleverer ha: not lost a penny—-""

“ Uncla 1

“ Not a perny—and if you knew more of business, lad, vou
would know that your fortune could not be swept sway in
that manner,” said the baronet, with a smile. "' It was a
little plan to prove that you were real grit, lad—and I'm sure
you wil! [orgive it."

Lord Mauleverer's face was very bright,

“ Then we're not roined, uncle '

“ Not a bit of it

“ Ha, ha. ha!"

Sir Harry was stll shaking lis nepbew's hands. He let
them go at last, and then Dr. Locke shook hands with the
junior.

* 1 did not knew the faets of the case until your uncle
ﬁx;:-imn-:d them to me this |:J.'Jr1:1i|1g," he said, ¢ congratu-
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late you, Mauleverer, both on your good fortune and on the
prooi you have given of a  stcady, brave, and noble
character.’’

* 0Oh, sic!™” )

* Boys of the Remeve, vou should be proud of your Forms-
fellow ! said tlie Head. .

“We are, sir—we are!”  exclaimed DBob CUherry.
“ Hurrah '

* Hip, hip, hureah ™

Lord Mauleverer burst into a happy laugh.

“ Qh, it's ripping, by gad!" he exclaimed. * As—as I'm
not poor after all, we'll have a feed to ::f]ehra.t:} this—a really
rippin&; feed, and Sir Harry shall join uws—won't you,
uncle '

The baronct langhed.

“ Yes, cortainly!” ke exclaimed.
pleasure.’”

“ Hurrah I'?

“Come on, my dear fellows,” said Lord Mauleverer.
o Fﬁ:" mi'.a.l?:t-; it a stunning fecd—worthy of the oceasion!”

urrah ! .

And they came on—in erawds.  And g stunning feed it

was—waorthy of the Schoalboy Millionaire !
THE EKID.
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(«“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adveuntures of Ferrers Lord, Milllonaire, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurstan,
By SIIDNIEYEY IDEEIW.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Farrers Lovd, the famous mualti-millionaire and inventor,
sturtles the world by entering the lists against Professor
Hugley, the celebrated American scientist, who iz about to
start in scarch of the North Pole in his wonderful airship
the Cloud King. Lord snnounces his intention of starting
for the Pole at the same time in his mysterious submarine
tho Lord of the Deep, and makes a match of it with the
professor for the piraptic sum of a million pounds! The
preliminaries are settled, und two judges are appeinted—one
to travel on board each of the two strange competing craft.
Forrers Lord i3 accompanicd by all hiz old friends on tha
Lord of tho Ileop, including Ching-Lung and Rupert
Thurston ; while IProfessor Hugley hazs a Cuben named
Paratra with him. Paraira, who 15 & thorough-paced rascal,
docs his best to put Ferrers Lord out of the race, sending
him, among ether things, a present of peisoned wine. By &
lucky chance, however, Lord discovars the plot, and all goes
well on board the Lerd of the Desp.  Among the crew on
the famous submarine iz an Eskimo, named Gan-Waga,
who i3 in charge of the sledge dogs. He incurs the wrath
of the seaman Prout, who kuocks him down in the middle of
his dogs.

(Now po on with the story,
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Gan-Waga Takes a Lesson in the Noble Art of Seif-Defence
—The Vanqulzshing of Thomas Prout,

The Eskimo rubbed his hairy chest tenderly, and stared
about him in disgusted amaze.

“Bad ‘nough,” he grunted—**much bad! I
danec ! What you go so for, huak ¥

“To fight ! roared Proat.

' Then that fight, burk " murmured Gan-Waga, placing
his ¢lenched fist close to Prout’s nose.
i:r:::I ]'I;L?::':lllrﬁl! it 151" roarcd the steersman. * Wherc was yer

rn

“ British mans fight s0, hunk? T British mans, and I
fight so. Good 'nough How you say it? Ouch!™

He gave Prout such a stinging box on the ear that it
sounded like a thunderclap., The force of it sent the sturdy
steersman staggering across the wheelhouse He had not the
slightest chance of warding off the blow, for it was so utterly
uncxpected.

Wisely enough, Gan-Waga did ret wait for the conse-
qucnees. Calling to the dogs, he dived headlong overboard,
followed by the pack. His grinning head appeared in the
centee of the pack, and, placing th  tip of lis thumb ko his
Imsc, he spread out his Angers moc' sngly towards the whec!l-
10USC.

The laughter of Thursten and Ching-Lung was as im-

ORDER EARLY!
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moderate as the wrath of Prout. They clutched the wheei,
and screamed.

Half deafened, Prout dashed across the decl, shaki '
ﬂﬂtsfr“' th]e Eﬁkfﬂﬁu. " - » shaking his

“"You haythin!? h2 yelled. “ You ecowardly Iy £
Blackguard, }cume out ﬂ% it selly, wiiy-taced

v Butterful [ lisped Gan-Waga.

EE Gﬂm[,!l ﬂut- !!F

“Boon!” prunted the Eskimo, * Like it much !”

Prout hurled a bucket at him. and Gan-Waga disappeared,
A moment later his grinning face appeared on the other side

of the vessel,
 Butterful I'" he gurgled. ““Me like fight like a Dritish
Hoo,

mans! Ouech! Me tickle him good ‘nough, hunk?
hoo, hoo !

There was 8 good deal of the bulldog in Tom Prout. No
ong in the forecastle. where boxing was the favourite sport,
could stand np to Tom Prout. He did not feel vindictive
agninat the Eikimo but h. had his reputation to uphold.
He felt that unless he did something prompily he would be
chafled unmercifully. and the roars of laughter from the
wheelhouse did nothing to soothe him.

“ Will you come out?” he roared again.

Once more (ran-Waga's thumb went insultiagly to his littls
snuk nose,

“Then, by hokey,” sereamed Prout, © I'll feteh ver !

" Gad, Ghl:l’ng.“ laughed Thurston, * he’s going in!::’

Prout took a flying leap, and disuppearcd amongzt a ¢ oud
of spray.

Lymyg lazily on hizs back, like s basking seal, Gan-Wag:
awaited the attack, The dogs had streamed round the sceen
1 zearch of thowr mastor.

The sicersinan ruse quite close to tre Eskimo. He was a
powerful swimmer, and he churned hinelf along with over-
urm siroles.

As far as Rupert could see, Gan-Waga did not move hand
or foot, and vel he glided away just as fast as Prout
advanced, Then his pace slackenod

“He's got him 1" velled Maddock excitedl:, as the steerz.
man's fist roze above the Eskimo's head.

“And Ganny’s got him, too ! chuckled Ching-Lung.

Prout’s fists buth tell at once, bLut they only struck the
WaLCT,

Gan-Waga's scal-covered heel shot up, and descended
heavily on Frout s head. The other heel followed it, and the
Eekimo's fist began o play the kettlo-drum on the stecrs-
man's faco.

Prout was beginning to think he was fighting a whaole
army, He neve: got a blow in. for he never saw Gan-Wagza
aﬁrall, He turned end began i paddle frantically for the
ahip.

Bobbing up mysteriously and unexpeciedly cvery instant,
the Fskimo added blow after blow,

“ Butterful I he gurgled, giving Prout’s noze a painful
tweak. * Me like British mans hgot! Good "nough! Hoo,
hoo, hoao !’

“Chuek it gasped Prout. “1I giver in! Ow ™

“Ouch I murmured Gan-Wagsa, tapping the steersman
under the chin. * Me like it 'neugh! Come 'long !

He clutched Prout’s ankle, dragging the stecrsinan under
water.

Cheking and gasping, Proubt came to the surface, and
daghed the water out of his snarking eves

The Iskimo had gamed tae Jhip, and was dancing up and
down, brandishing his fists, while Ching-Lung, Thurston, and
Maddack screamod themsclves into convulsions.

“ British man fight butterful ! grinned Gan-Waga,
look drowning! Not want him drown! Hi, i, 311"

Prout was syrrounded by the dogs. Snatehing up ihe
great whip, the Eskimo eracked it, uttered a piercing \-.-Lif.r.lr,
El1dhpﬂinted to Prout. Two of the forcmost dogs turned

ac

“ Murder I"* yelled the steersman. “Cali 'em off I

“Hi, yi, vi! Yi, yi, yi!1"’" bellowed Gan-Waga.

Prout splashed madly with hiz arma and legs, trving to
drive the dogs away. Jt was useless. Their white teeth closed
upon the collar of his shirt. Whether his head was abhove or
nnder water secmed a matter of utber indifference to his
caninre rescuers.  Almos| stifled, his face the colour of a
heetroot, and his' body as limp as a plece oo scaked rilibon,
he reached the gangway, and crawled abourd.

“Rum " he moaned, gazing fishily about him,.
you, Den ¥

U Yes," fittered Maddock.

 Then mehbe you'll tell me what T've been deang ?"

" Well,Y said Maddock, with a selemn wink at Ching-Lung,
“1 shouldn't like to venlurc an opinion Afreid yer might
tlink me rude. I should call it playing the giddy goat it I
was axed. What would ver cave for in the way of light
vefreshments? A nice tender stomach-pump, ¢h, or a
sgueczo through the mangle? I'm at yer sarvice!"
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* Goua 'nough 1”7

“ Ho

“J= that
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Prout wiped the water from his fery beard staved at Gan
Waga, who was eating sue:, and, withous a word, plunged
below to think it over.

Solemnly Ching-Loung tool: a tin whistle from hia pocket,
and perched on the port rail. Pathetically he played the sad
and touching tune, the words of which are:

* Down went M'Ginty to the bottom of the sea,

Dressed in hus best Sunday clothes

He must find it jolly wet, for he hasn't come back vot;

And f.:ll?,}' say that his ghost goes wand'ring round thae
coast,

Dressed in those best Bunday clothes™

Wiping the tears away from s eves, Ching-Lung put
away the wlistle, and, touching Gan-Waga on the shouldsr,
pointed to the sca. Not a l‘.:}rﬁ was spoken, but they joiced
hands. Then they piunged together over the side.

A Iau%i't sounded at Rupert's elbow, and, turning, he saw
Ferrers Lovd, who was leaning over the rail,

“My dear Van Witter,” he drawled, a3 the Yankee
emorged from the wheelhouse, ““lock there!™

Gan-Waga, grinning like a shark, was floating about
twenty vards from the ship. On ms chest squatted Ching-
Lung, again fingering the whistle to the tune of the daleful
tragedy of M'Ginty and his best Sunday suit.

Prout Interviews a Musiclan with a Revolver—The Transs
latlon of the Iascriptlon—A Bout with Folls—* Help |
Hﬁiﬂ:“

Fervers Lood was, to all appearsnces, in no hurey, The
most powerful glazs [siled to reveal any trace of Professor
Huley's airship, the Cloud King. It was o busy morning as
the vessel lay like a log, her docks awash. DBales of =cal and
beoar sking wers unpacked, and Yo-Wang, the tuilor, and lie
assistants, measured the crew for thoeir fues

A -lew distant sails were sighted, and the smole of a few
stearn-trawlera showed far away towards the coast of Iccland.

The millionaire was absent from the lunch-table, and Ching-
Lung and Gan-Wags spent most of the time in the =va,
splashing and gambolling like a brace of dacks.

Carpenters and smiths worked at sledges, and Griezer, the
CGierman purser, made an Inventory of the stores.

“ Well,” drawled Van Witter, placing his fcet on the table,
and blinking at Thurston throuzh a cloud of cigar-smoke,
““who is he, anyhow "

“Who 1y who anyhow }"

“ Why, this Ferrers Lord !

“T give it up,” said Pupert, smiling.

The Yankee looked incredulous.

H Now, sir,” he drawled, "1 reckon to size m;'mlf up as
a genileman, and a gentleman docsn’t go asking for in-
Formation when he guvssus folks don't want to %i.ﬂ.' it. Con-
sider I never made that remark. I'm dumb on ghat pomnt.”’

* Dut I assure you that I'm in carnest,” answered Thurston.
“ Ferrers Lord s my friend, and sven more. T koow he is
tremendously wealthy, but I am quite az ignorant s3 vou as
rogards everything else. Whe he 1, where his wealth comes
from, who his father was-—everything, in fact, 15 as much a
mystery to me as it s to you '

“Bure?’ drawled the amazed yachisman

“ouite positive.”

b Then we'll leave it at that, shall we? Anvhow. whoever
e is, he's got o very pretty taste in eigars  These weren't
bought for a cent under o dollar a picce. Than s for another
cup of that exceliont eoffee.  When dn we start moving 27

A sound of rusking water answered him as the tanks [lled.
Thea came the steady cthrob, Hhob of the engines of the
Lard of the Deep, as, propelled by her serews sho movad
northward at n depth of twelio fathoms, Van Witter had
alveady tuken the reckoning.

“She knows how to travel,” he drawled  * We ought to
strike the fivst ice in three days. There's something tascinal.
ing in traveiling undec the sca sn tha fasldon, only oue
mizses the scenory,  Strikes me it resembles being corked up
i ﬁ bottle too much. I say, that Chinese youth is a queer
card.”

- d as gold,” sad Thurstea, sipping his eofloe,
“ There he 8. _ :

The mourniul strains of a tir whistle came from without,
Some other musician joined Inm on some other instrament
which bore a strong resemblance to a puper-and-comb.

The notes grew fainter as Thurston looked out. Jlo
caught a 5iimpaa of Ching-Lung sicting =1 a keg, discoursinge
swaet melody, while the Esk.mo solemnly worked his pigtatl
in imitation of the hindle ot 8 barrel-orgas.

“ Look hers," cried Rapert, “atop thalt hideous row, for
goodness' sake! What the dickens are you doing "

“ Plaving pletty musices,” lisped Ching-Lung.
teachee Gan, He likee it. Eh, Gan?”

“ 1 don't khow 't

EE B[E
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l The huge aeronef forged ahead in the teeth of the shrieking gale.
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“ Butterful "' gurgled Gan-Waga.  “ Only row not good
noush "

“He meanee nolt loudee
Lung. “ Waniee somet'ing mole chop.chop noisy.
hghtee, Gan. Tly this lille tlampetee.™

Ching-Lung wrggled slightly, and shook his left leg. Inch
Fv inch he drageed out a long coach-horn of brass, ulmost
foar feet in length,

Gan-Waga's little eves sparkled with mingled delight and
avo.

“ Great Beott, Ching,” gasped Rupert, " you're not gomg
to blow that? You'll rouse the ship!”

* Dida't know it bad gone to bye-bye,” murmnred Ching-
Lang., " Good glacious me, if vou noe lkee mssicos, vou
tiotee off home! We allec lightee, vou Eket. Comes long,
my hlubbeibitel, and don’ talkee to dat iucde man 1™

upert cloged the door with a lavgh as (zan-Waga, clutch-
ine the horn, stalked proudiy after Ching-Lung.

Tohe prince had been improving their acquaintencechip, and
he was Gan-Waga's 1dol already.  His jugghing tricks and
his skill ag a swirnmer had absclutely dazeled the Eskione.
They wore friendz al once,

“Wow, you flat face,”™ saild Ching-Lung, in his pidgin
Enelish, "me teachee you to play a selenade.”

" Good mough," gurgled (Gan-Waga, * What, & lemanade ?
Mo know him. Geo fzz-pop, =o0! In a Datile !

Ching-Lang tittered as he peeped inta the dark foreenstlo.

“No; that's lemonade,” he explained. " You dlinkes st
A selenade a lubly music. You playee it te jeople when dey
nsleepes. ey gettee up and shy blicks at you: Oh. no! ey
geltes Up and’ lub you to death, and shyee butie! at von™

At the thought of butter Gan-Wagza smacked his lips

Ching-Lung held up & warning finger,

Toe Maerer Linnany.—No. 184,
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A stertorous breathing came from the bunk in which Proug
lay sleeping, sweetly dreaming, after a long night's work.

“ Come Tong,” he whispered, * When you selenade people
it 12 not de customes to letee dem knowes where you are.”

On account of the increased stores carried by the vessel, the
accommeodation of the foreeastle was somewhat cramped. A
xind of open loft had been built to hold the lockere and sea-
cheets, reached by a stout ladder. The ladder was screwed to
tha floor, and Ching-Lung, knecling down, procesded to
remove the screws

“Upea you po, Gan, and begin to blow when I sayeo
“thlee.” And kecnee on blowing, no mattel what dey sayee

“Good ‘nough! T get Lutter?™

“ By the tonee,” szid Ching-Lung.  ** Waitee till I say
“thice.”

Gan-Wara mounicl and sat down among the lockers.
Then, in the davkucess, Ching-Lung shouldered the ladder and
carsicd it away.

“*Thiee ™ he whispered.  * Don’t stopee fol nolthing !

1= head vanished, amnd he locked the door.

Gan-Wara blew a hoarse blast like the dying shrick of »
forharn.

%]‘H‘H_‘ was & yell and o thud, and Prout relled out of the
hinmmock, imagining that the Lovd of the Deep had ron
nahore,

“Christophor Columbus I he gasped, clutching his bald

hend, ' Cheisto—--""
Breery ! Souwsezh! Brepr!
Prout peerved wildly into the darkness, but could see

nothing,

Can-Wara was blowing havd enough to burst his checks.
[To paused for a sevond, cxpecting af least a pound of butter
io be thrown at him; boi, as none was forthcoming, he

began again,
ORDER EARLY!
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Zizgn ! Biezzz! PBrrrzz! DBrrorer! :

The steersman wildly tore at his beard, and erawled on his
hands and bknees to the door. To his hdrror, it would not
open,

“If it ain't a ghost,” he said, “*it's Ching-Lung "

Prout was as startled as any man would be under the
circumstances, but he rose with a look of determination in his
u};‘:'u- Creeping forward, he felt for the ladder. It was not
there, and he winked to himself. Then he struck a match.

“The blubberbiter, by jingo!" he yelled.

Gan-Waga's eyes were quite hidden hf his distended cheeks,
He thought he was gelting on splendidly.

Prout put the match to the wick of a candle, put kis hands
an hiz hips, and surveyved the musician.

Onee more Gan-Waga paused for the butter to be showerad
upon him,

“ My aswate ha'ythin’ frisnd,” eoned Tom, in
honeyed accents, * what are you doin® vp there "

" Lemonade—good "nough ! gurgled Gan-Waga.

* Lemonade '™ murmured the steersman. Are you certain
itk 1sn't ginger-ale? My untootored Eskimo, come down bo
these 'ere loving arms  I'm a hard-workin’ man, and can't
alford to loozse my beauty sleap, Come, darhn’—come !

Gan-Waga had rogained his breath, and, remembering
Ching-Lung's advice, attacked the coach-horn amain.

“* Kindness being wasted,” " muttered Prout, “' we must
usé force,” as the lady said when she got the coal-hemmer to
the winkle that refused to come out for a pin! Come down,
doarest "'
h'Th Eskimo's jaw dropped.

1ETE.

“Comin” good 'mough!” he gabbled.
shoot ! Comin' mighty queek—so 1™

He fell like & ball into & hammock, bounced out of it, and
rolled to tho ground, the hern clattering aftor him.

“ Butterful 1" grinned Prout.  * 8it down there, darlin'!
Columbus, you ain’t Jﬁﬂt a collar on! There you are!”

With one twist of hia powerful wrists he buckled the horn
round Gan-Waga's neck

The skimo kept his stony gaze fizxed on to the revalver.
He had good cause to dmaj gmarms-. In the old davs the
Russian seal-huntors were no less than butchers and piratos,
who glovied in shooting down the Eskimos and burning their
howses of moss and Arvetie willow.

" No shoot—no shoot I

“MNot if you're good,” prinned Prout.
here? Waes it Ching-Lung ¥

Gan-Wayga nodded, his face ghastly with fear.

“Hum!" pgrunted the steorsman. **That's a different
thing. In course, I love the moosic. I'm. very pleased. I'm
%urel.” Thank "o very much—very much indeed! Good-

yo !

ITe wrung the delighted Rskimo's hand warmly, and
scrambled into his hammaock. He felt sure that the prince
was outside, and that, finding that something had rone wron
he would unfasten the door.

Mor was he deceived. The door rielded to Gan-Waga's
]!ﬁuc}it, and, only too glad to escape, the Eskimo departed

stily.

“ Mow, what's the game, T wondoer 7 thonght Prout, throw-
ing his boot at the candle, “I'll have to talk it over with
Ben. No, yer Royal *Ighness, you ain't goin' to have it all
yer own way this v'yage. Wé've "ad some, thank ‘e, If me
an' Ben an' Joe can’t turn the tables—why, call me a—a—a—
oh, call mo a blessed wazwork dummy, wi' glass heves and
tow whiskers ™

In five minutes he was asleap.

Ching-Lung came to the conclusion that the serenade had
not been f‘étlit-ﬂ g suceess. Heo sympathised with Gan-Woga,
who [ooked quite crestfallen, and impressed upon him that
Prout war not a musical man, hen he won the Eskimo's
itﬂmﬂ gratitude by presenting him with the twisted cooch-

ormn.

Highly delighted, Gan-Waga ropaired to the swimming-

hath, settled himself comfortably in six feek of water, and
verpetrated horrible growls and squeaks through the after
HOUT,
.  When the gong sounded for dinner, Ferrers Lord was still
adzent.  He did not appear until aftor coffee had been
rorved.  Thurston and Van Witker had gone to the billiard-
saloon, and Ching-Lung was keeping himself in form by
Juggling with two champagne-bottles, a bunch of grapes, and
n cup.  These ill-assorted articles vanished inta his amazingly
capacions pockets as the firm, brisk step of Ferrers Lovd
gounded in the passage, and Ching-Lung proetended to be
absorbed in the pages of a novel.

“Playing your pranks again, I see,” s=aid the millionaire,
with a smile.

“Eh?’ inquited Ching-Lung innocently. * Yes, it i3 an
exciting book, of course. I've just got to the place whaere the
skeleton climbs the drain-pipe, and appears before the villain

Tur Maerwer Lisrary.—No, 184.
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A revoelver was pointed at

““ No shoot—no

“Who zent you

Ea

just in tivie to prevent the hero being stabbed with a skewer,

Ves, it is exeiting—quite creepy, in fact. Is my hair on
end "
His pigtail rose erect, and began to wobble violently.

“ My doar Ching,” said Ferrers Lord, * be sensiblo. T have
been hard at work. I have deciphered the inscription on the
jar.”

J “What 1" eried Ching-Lung excitedly.
vou siy

“7 have!
will serve.”

“ But the language—how on carth did you manage it ?"

Fervers Loed placed the metal jar on the tahle, and smpped
the end of a sigar.

It was difficult,”” he said lanly; " and once I though! it
impossible, I had a craze onece for antiguities. Dy
antiquities I do net mean things o few hundred years old,
but thousands. I dabbled in hiﬂmgh'frhiﬂﬂ. Sanscrit, Hunes,
Kaptic, Azter, and Assyrian relica. tr Asayrics, you kpow,
usually wrote on bricks.”

“Then, I suppose,” ssid Ching-Lung, “that the Assvrian
]genth!mzm who wanted a lbrary had to build a row of
wuses? ot seriously, Lord, if you love me, don't be so voun-
foundedly learned. ﬂ&ng your Runes, Sanscril, and Koptie,
or I shall be longing for one of those Assyrian bricks to shy
at you. Thank goodness I'm not a scholar! Read me the
riddle and never mind how you worried it out.”

 Listen, then.'

Ferrers Lord glanced at the paper,

“*To the unknown finder,” " he read, * ‘grecting from the
land of the [our suns. If ye, ob, unkirown ones, can pass fhe
great white barrier, welcome will ye be among us. That ye
exist, men like ouvrselves, we nre assured; for have we not
hero the bones of a great canoc—aye, and the bones of somo
of ve, also, who died mm her? TFain would we know ve,
strangers, and joy to welcome ye. Come, then, if ye dare,
and the rods guard ye safely aeross the iev wilderncss to the
latwl of the four suns.' "

Y Whew ! whistled Ching-Lung. ** Anything elsa?''

“Only the words “graven by Jal, the smith,’ and a
number,”” said Fereers Lord. Ti:'ljl.ﬁ 13 ﬁt}:uethihg definite, at
least, We are on the brink of a wonderful discovery, Ching.
I did not think myself capable of fecling half so much execite-
ment. At least, we will do our utmost to accept the kind
invitation from the land of the four sunsg?’

“ What luxury ! said Ching-Lung. ““Just tmzgine, four
suns! If we could cart one or two of them away with us,
and float as the London Sunbght Supply Company, we'd
make our fortunes. Aren't youn gomng to tell Thurston ¥

“Not vet. I have been studving all the recent Palar
charts. We shall pass Jan Maven on Thursdary at noon, if all
roes well. The extreme limit of the e in this direction is
just zouth of Teeland, but we shall find Little below the sevents-
third parallel just now. It will blow to.night.”

" From the north or sonth?"" asked Ching-Lung.

“ From the north.  There was that greenish hase in the
sy at noon, which is always a cortain sign. Move thon that,
the few birds T saw were fiying landwards. Unless the pro-
fessor can fiv high eacugh, he will travel back towawrds Favoa
almost as quick as he left ik, That will be providential, for
we need a little time, It may be weeks before we discover
the channel. Come, down with the foilz, and let me foel
your wrists.'

Ho pushed back the table, and Ching-Lung took down a
pair of foils,

41 unsed to flatber myself that T was the mateh of any
man,” crawlied Fervors Lovd, as stecl censsod steel, ' until
I had 2 bout with Paraira, at Tarrah. Well done! A protty
lunre, but yer spoiled it by a clumsy recoverv. 1 touched
yvou then, That Cuban 15 2 master, It waz a pointless draw
between ws. DBah! A pink over the hesrt, Ching: so con-
siler yourself dead. T told the Cuban that T would practisze
more regnlarly, and try him again. But the foils will bae
pointed then,”™ he added, below his breath, ** Well done
amain ! You—you ¥

The foil fell clatitering to the ground. The button of Chinge-
Tung's weapon had merely grazed the willionaive’s weist,

bt blood was oozing from it slowly. Ferrers Lord recloed
like a drunken man.
bottle 1" he panted.

“The bottle—the
breast-pocket ! Quek ! Oh, the—the—-"
He swaved, his Ince ashen and lifeless,
Ching Lung's cry of fear went ringing through 1lLe ship.
¥ He ! "elp L )
e ennght the limp and tottering wmillionawre before ho
eould fall, his own face as white as that of a corpss,

ANSWERS

H Deciphered it

My translation may not be guite perfect, but it

“In—in my—
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A Midnight Alarm—Ths Death of Prefessor

Hugley,

The inventor of the Cloud Eing was uneasy. The sun had

uwg down amid a breathless calm. A fog covered the sea,

ut it Jay so low that the atmosphere arcund the ship was
perfectly clear. Bhe seemed as she moved slowly forward
to be {loating on top of the fog.

Her pace was not more than four or five knoia, and every-
thing was working smoothly, Professor Hugley's confidence
in the wonderful machme e bad built seemed thoroughly
fustificd. Fe felt that the acronel was far from perfection,
wit that would eome in time

Georpe Stephenzon’s ™ Roeliet ™" was cortainly o locomotive,
and it 1s the father of the marvellous engines of to-day, with
their specd of sixty to
seventy miles an hour; but  |jaesg Y
it haz talen o thousand
braing and seventy vears of
thought and  labour to
make them what they are.

Professor Huzley moved
nhout the Heek, watching
fan throbbing  acroplancs
2ud fans. Darkness had
come on swiftly, and he
tlid not ke the look of the
weather, He entered the
deckhonso,

“ What do vou think of
it. Bonoet ' he askad the
sfeprRInan.

Stormy. sir. TH11 Llow
Lard from the norih.*

Deanet was weatherwise,
and he knew the latitude.

I wucssed the same
thing,”  suid Hugley un-
castly. "It 18 unfortu-
nate.'

Do the other chap

gooid,” put in the stoors
man. " Wind won't male
any differonce to him, I've
seed 1t blow dead from the
north for a8 weelk abk a
streteh, but not this time of
the year ™

Professor Hu ple ¥
shrugged  his  shoulders.
Tho steersman’s informa-
was not cheering., Hugley
expected much  from  the
Clowd King, but he was not
papgming enough to
nunagine she counid make
much headway against the
gale. Perhaps, as is oiten
the cage, by rising to o n
higher altitude, he might
avold the storm, or even
find o current of air
moving forward.

“Here she comes, sip !V
cried the stecrsman.

The fog seomed to te
suddenly rent away, and a
fieree  squall  struck  the
Cloud King, making her
Etapoer.

The sea, calm as a sheet
of glass before, fossed up
its waves, and boiled like
o eauldeon.,

“Another thousand
Toet [ cricd Hugler.
" Quiclk, Bennet P?

The steersman dragped down a lever. The vessel quivered
with the throb of the engines. The suspensery fans whirted
with redoubled energy, and the Cloud King whirled upwards.

“ Are we moving ¥

“ Duclowards ! roared the steersman, above the pale.

“Put on every ounce, then '

Bennet pulled a secomd lever, giving the driving-serows
theiv utmost speed. Slowly the aeronel began to forpe
nhead, Hugley uttered o shout of triumph. The vesscl
cenld more than hold her own in the tecth of a gale. She
could make headway, if only a knot an hour.

Rain lashed across the deck in huge drops. Then, as if
by magie, the rain changed to whirling snow, They closed
the door of the wheelhouse, The vibration of the engines
was tromendous.

“Beg vour pardon, sir, but it ain't wise to keep this
pace. The storm ain't come yet, bui only a sgquall”

Hugley did not understand.
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" Waal, sir,™ i}xi)luin{rd the steersmaen, "ii's like a man
[m.-:hiug sgainst a door, yer sce, an’ paitin’ ail s weight
whind it.  That's just what we're a-doin’ againsl this wind.
MNow, supposc the door suddenly gives way, what happens?
‘The man falls through, and very likely gets hurt. It's the
sate thing exactly, e’

“You mean that the wind might drop af anv monent ¥

! That's 1t. With nothing o push at, an’ runnin’ like
mad, those ongines would rip thwniselves (o serap-iron.
Butier let her «rift south some 6ifty ailes than smash the

ship to bite, Bhall 1, 20 ¥

Hugley nedded, and the
specd was rodeced,
At once  the  acronef

began to drift, nese {0 the
witid, The air way full of
whirliing anow, Ten
NUBRICS  passged, awd  the
wimd el

CUWhint did T o4l yom,
sir 7 iTallp ¥

Y Wlhat's the maiter?”
pered Mugloy anxiously.

Brenmet was slaring ut the
Larometer.

* Bomethin’ wrong” he
sand  hoarsels, T We'lve
dropped =i handreed feet,
ated we're ot down fast,
Have we rippad o [ant™

It might be that

Wohite-faced, Hugley
rusiied oot, and stared up
at the whirring fans that
sustained the vessel as they
revelved on their upright
axles. They were intact;
but as lie stood ankle-deep
i snow he reglieed  the
miysbery.,

It was the weight of the
snow thai was deapging the
airzhip down.

He sounded the alorm.
Armod withh shovels and
brushes, the crow swarmaed
aver the deck to revove the
white earpet. Freed of the
lgad,  thw Clowd King
mouanted to ita former
altitucde, passing thruugh a
lnyoer of snow-laden clouds.
The stars shone placidly

The Wonderful Sub-
marine Motor=car on
the ocean bed.

above, but tho cold was

sorrible. "
“Aren't wvon pFoing

below, sir?  asked the

steerzman, a3 he wrapped
an extra snawl round his
Clicst.

* Sgon, Beonet. . I am
rather aoxious ' send
vou something to drink,

i 'all me at once if };.'nu don't
like the look of things !

“ Very good, sir.”’

Hugley was very re-
luckant to leave the deck,
but the intense cold was
unhearable. He was no
longer young, and his blood
was getting stagnant in his
veing, Swingiag bis arms fo warm bimself, ke went down
the jadder, )

Sir Clement Morwith, who was one of the umpires of the

reat race, had pone to bed., Time was beginning to hang

cavily on big hamis now that the first novelty was over.
Sir Clement was a thoerough Fnglish pentleman, and he liked
to choose his friends. And the company on board the Cloud
King did not please him.

In Hugley he found o gentleman and a scholar. but it wos
hardly pessible, after what had happencd af Tarreh Island,
that the Dbaronet could be more than merely civil to
Paraira. To have to lanch and dine wiith the Cuban, who
had practically accused him of being willing o sell the race,
was revoliting.

The giant negro, Esteban Gaechio, was worse.  Whalever
Eenpln may say. MNature has placed an impassible barrier

etween the black man and the white, Sir Clement was not
prejudiced 1o any way., Gacchio spoke and acted like a
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olished gentleman, could talli hall a dozen languages

uently, and converse on any topie. 3till, he was a negro,
and that was enougl. Had im known the men who were to
be his fellow-vovagers, Sir Clement would have hesitated
before consenting to act as judpge.

Gaechio and the Cuban were smoking and chatting when
Hugley entered the room. Two clectric stoves warmed the

air.

“Well, Senor Nat,” drawled Parairs, * you have
abandoned ws, it scems, of late. What! Are you going to
drinf 1"

Hugley was pouring whisky into a glass Irom a cut-glass
decanter. He seldom touched intoxicants. -

“Tt's for Dennet " he exclaimed. *f He needs something
in this terrible cold.'

The negro made a gesture.  Semoething clattered down.

“ What have you dropped, Hugley? It sounded like
money.

The professar turned. Then the negro reached over, and
dreopped a little stream of white powdoer into the glasa,
With a soft, hizssing sound it disselved, leaving the lLiguor
a3 bright and transparent as before.

“Why, it's a dollar ! zaid Paraira, picking up the siiver
coin. “* Here you are, camarado! What do vou zay if we
take a turn on deck and brave the eold 2V

“1 am quita agreeabla.”

They donaed heavy fur-lined coots, g']::l-'.'-i_'ﬁ, anrnd caps that
voverad their ears. When they emorged thoy saw the pro-
fessor and Bennet talking in the deckhouse.

“ It is cortainly cold,”” said Estebian Gaecchio, with an evil
laugh—"* quite eold encugh to freeze o man to death—ch?™

Paraira’s eves flashed and were fixed on the two figures
1t the wheelhouse.

Bonnet raised the glass to his lips.

“He iz dreinking ! snarled the Cuban.  “Caramba,
Estebian, you must do it, but not with the knife !

Gacchio laughed again.

“I do not take a sledgehammer to break an epeg!” he
anawered, ' IMe's coming ! Call him 1

“ Benor

“ Yes, Paraira "'

The professor walled towards theme—to his deom.

Pariara, the Judas, took him by the armn,

Giacchio, with his back against the stern rail, and a cigar
Lbetween his lips, was watching the steersman,

2y dear fellow,'” said the Cuban, T want to speak io
vou about the Englishman., He has a most deplorable lack
of taste! Here is Scnor Fsteban, formerly the idol of the
Spanish Courts and a_most talented gentleman, and yet the
baronet is hardly polite to him."”

“In fact, absolately frigid!™
presume he chjects to my
complexion "

He saw DBennct stagger
and fall. A choked cry
pealed across the decl.

“ What was that?" said
Hugley, starting.

He never spoke again.
Two grcat black hands
closed over his threst—
hands powerful enough to
strangle an ox. His
steugrles grow fainter and
fainter.  Gaechio  raised
the body above his head,
and hurled it away from
him. It fell like o stone,
and vapished into the dark

gaid the

negro. Y]

will ba as well to throw that tumbler everboard.
waste time, for they will notice something wrong 1™

Pariara hurried towards the deckhouze. Bennet lay in a
tumbled heap, stone dead, and the acroncl, with no steady-
ing hand on the wheel, waz Bapping round in an uneven
cirele like o wounded bird.

“ Prop him up ! growled Gaechio brutallv., * Ard leave
the door open. The frost will do what we want done ™

“Lome,” drawled Parisra o moment later, “and we'll
have an hour with the cards! A pity we cannot leave him
till the morning. DBut it would be madness to waste tne.
and keep on cruising about like this. I'll stroll to our dear
professor’s cabin fo wish him gm-d-night by-and-by ! There
will be some excitenient then.”

Laughing callously, they returned to the warm eabin, and
began to play ecarte.

H is all so simple!” laughed the Cuban, lighting a
cigarette.  “ Bennet has died of cold. and the poor pro-
fessor has walked in his sleep and fallens overbeord.
Naturally, I must take command. Your deal, T think "

Gacchio shuflled the cards, dealt them, and lazily picked
up his hand,

“ Being in command is excellent,” he said. baring his
white tecth. “SBapristi! How cold it is! I should not he
E“.T“S'*d to find two men frozen to death this weok. Yeou
will put both Hern and Crofty on duty, no doubt "

“* They must both go, senor, for they are not to be
trusted. But not in a week. Four deaths in one weel
might cause a mutiny. Let us do the thing quiatly.”

“Bah!” growled Esteban Gacchio. ** It all seems a wasie
of energf,-- Uaramba! 1 hate the very thought of ice and
snow ! If I had my way, I would turn the vessal south, and
begin the campaign. Ah, Gomez, my king wins again !

“ ¥You have nothing but luck! IHere, take the monoy! I
am just as eager to turn south as vou. camarado; but «
million pr:unds 13 not to be pielked up overy dav. A
besides, Estebion, we might kil two birds with the some
stone. North Polo expeditions generallv cost both moner
sl lives, Iven Ferrerz Lord might nol come Lack, He
might, oven, nover reach the Pole. Ide has a wealness
for fencing, and I took the liberts of tampering with his
foils. It was very simple. 1 filed a liftle jagred edge on the
button of each, and dipped them in poison. If there is an.
antidote to that poison, I do not know i !

Gacehio looked at his companion admiringlv.

“ I presume o serateh would mean death ¥

“Yes, senor. I doctored the wine with it: and how that
fiend of a man escaped I do not know, You win again.
Estoban! I have lost cocugh! And, {"aramba, why zhoull
we fleece each other, when the world is full of fut sheep
ready to be shorn?"

and,

He tossed the cards aside, leaning  back, rolled
another cigarette. The negro eressed his legs, and began to
stram a tune on a guitar.

Dan't

“You were saving some-
thing about orrers Lord
remaining ab the Pole,” he
remarked. “0f course. T
understand what vou mean,
my beloved Gomez, Thero
arc diffieultics in the way
even when we have got
rid of Hern and Crofton.
We can rely on all the
others oxeopt thiz English.

man.'
" SLACKER ! “If Ferrers Lord dies”
snaried  the Cuban, * it

Mext Tuesday's splen-
did story deals with a
fellow who has won for

muast  he an aceident!
Treath of my soul, lool how

' himzellf an unenviable accidents happen!  He ia
sereenn. of  clouds  below i m‘mjmﬁw at Greylriars foncl :nf sport, and perhops
them:. The murderers bent ; P
. L as a slacker of the first  he will go out after bLears
Iﬂl’“ﬂ?d ﬂ-il'ld I1h‘|'f"l'|:f"'|'l. water, When H-ﬂ.l’l‘}l" Pears Are f.:l Aangerous
Er?lnsll{ T.h‘:'. sen had Wharten and Co. take animals. Fsfohian AR
received ats victim. him in hand, however, he .|+ these  with  lead
proves himsell capableof o g :
achiwehmr:nts which are e
ast nishing. : 8, sl (ves, yes!
After the Tragedy — The npnt forget that Regi-  laughed the negro.
Plotters. serial, "'Dﬂ'fhi oa G'ﬂldk:" Plpm{ra‘s!- I'l':('EI.I'IEiIILg was
G BT : SR I T : ; starts o thus wetks pecicetly elear to hun, The
mu*r!l‘otgflll d'ﬁ:g' R, A\ e e “Gem” Library. bear with claws of lead
hoarsely “ He j'lm.l‘d[}’ ' ' T was a rifle and a concealed
I'j:'i.[!_l'.lt" 0 E-EIHI'LEE.” """"" ] A33A55101.
“TBah! I never perform

guch little matters as theso
clumaily "' answered the
negro. " By the way, it

fAnether grleindid, leng dnstal-
ment of thiv thrilling adrentura
perial next week., )
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