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A Grand, Long, Complete Tale of
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By FRANEK RICEARDS.
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There was evidently something very interesting going on

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Joke of the Season,

i A, ba hat”
Hurry Wharton, the captain of the Demove Form
at Grrewiriars, gave a growl
He was sitting in his study, No. 1 in the Remove

passage at Gueyiriars, driving his pen over the foolscap at
oxpress speed. He had a French imposition to get through
before afternoon school, and he had twenty-five lines yet to
do. The sound of incesannt outburstz of laughter and chuck-
ling in the passnge outside interrupted hine.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He, he, ho!™

“My bhat®”

¥ Bhow it fo me, Bnoopl”

“Ha, ha, hal” '

Mo, 2343,

Copyright ia the Unlted Stafes of Amrarics.

And it was quite impossible to
grind out “ Henriade ™ at express spoed with that noise going
on just ouiside the study deor. Havey Wharton tried to
close his cars to the laughing and ejaculating, and to write
as if hoe could not hear 1t, but the result was not one that
was likely to please Monsiour Charpentier, the French
master at Ern}'?ria.rs. And Wharton wanted those lines to
pass muster, for it was the last day of the term, and he di:
not want fo have the impet. to do over again after school.
The last evening of the term could be better spent than in
writing out weary lines from the * Henriade™

“Ha, ka, ha!”

“It's genuine !

“Twelve.and-six ™

“[lo, he, he!”

That “he, he, he"

in the Remove passage.

was Snoop's ill-natured cackle
August 3rd, 1213,
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Harry Whartont grunted angrily, The last lines on his
paper ran thus:

“On voyait danz Parns la discorde—ha, ha!

Excitant aux combatz—he, he, he, he!l”

Lvidently that would not do! Harry Wharton threw
down_his pen, 6“1119*!':1 up, and ran te the study door and
fore it open. Outside, in the Remwove passage, a group of
Juniors were standing by the wirdow around Snoop, the
sheak of the Form, who held a little slip of coloured paste-
board in his hand. The juniors were n-]?]nughing jesousty,
as if over a most excellent joke. Snoop, indeed, scemed to
E& almost in hysterics, Wharton shouted from his study
OOr

“Bhut up, you asses! VYou're zpoiling my mmpot. Go
and c¢ackle somewhere elze.”

'+HE|, i':l-ll-, hﬂrE”

“Ile, he, he!”

“Come and have a squint at 1¥, Wharton,"” said Billy
Bunter. *“ 1t's funny! Ha, ha, hal”

“The joke of the season!"” grinned Balsover.

“He, he, hel" cackled Sroop.

“What on earth 15 1£7" demanded Wharton, his curiosity
cxocifed, and forgefting his impeot. for the moment. * What
have you got theve, Sacopey ¥

Sncop beld it up,

It was an oblong slip of cardboard, with printing and
writing on it; and Wharton uttered an exclamation of
surprise,

“1s it & pawn-ticket 7

"“Yes. Ha, ha, ha I”

“Well, I don't quite ses the joke,” zaid ITarry., * Have
rou been pawning vour Sunday toppér or your best bage
to raise cash for the holidays ™

“No, I haven't,”” =aid Sncup, turning
companions burst inte a howl of lauzhter.
belong to me, you ass’’

“ What are you doing with it, then?”

“I picked 1t up.”

“Vou don't mean to say it belongs to o Greyiriars chap IV
gshked Wharton,

“Ha, ha! Ne! That's the joke"

“What do vou mean?’ demandoed Wharton, " You'd
boiter give that thing back to ifs owner, and shut up, I
don’t sop rr.n;.'llling to cackle aboul, anyway."

Y% don't know the joke !V grinnmf SBnoop. " It belongs
to a master.”

‘Flats !

“ 1t dees—honear bright."”

" Lot you know about honour bright,” prowled Wharton.
“ Do you mean to say that a master here has been raising
the wind at Unele's in Courtficld ™

Vi -T-'E'Elll

“1i’'s Mossoo ! howled Bolsover major.

“ Monsieur Charpentier !

¥

“ My hat ™

Thé crowd of fellows burst inte ancther loud cackle. Thera
seemed to them 1o be sormnething Jeresistibly comic in the
fact that a pawn-ticket was in the possession of Monsicur
Charpentier, thoe IFrench master.

“We all know that he's rotten poor,” remarked Dolsover
major, “ but I never thought he had come down to this.”

“ 1t say, you fellows, I think it’s disgraccful!™ said Billy
Bunrar.

Y Hotien!” said Trever, “Chap whe's so poor oughin't
to be here.  What would the Head say iir he knew, I
wonder 1

* Back him, meost likele.”

“Jolly pood thing, too?

" Yes:, rather.”

. “Bure, and soma of the chaps savs he sinds his salary
nome to ms people in Franee,” said Micky Degmond. © Sura,
if that’s thrue, he's a good little nman ‘intirely, and it's 2
shame to poke fun at him.™

red, as his
“ It doesn't

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“SPOOFING THE SCHOOL”

Wharton's brows contracted.

" It's a rotten, caddish thing to chuekle over, 1f Mossoo's
in hard luck,” he said. * It's just like you, SBnoop. It'a
perfeetly well known that Mossoo has to send money home
to somewhere in France—you were gassing the other day
about spying on him when he was getting & money-order at
the post-office.”

“I wasn'{ sprr,fing on him,” snarled SBnoop. “ I happenced
to zee him '

*“Yes, you happen to sec o lobt of things other fellows
don't happen to see,” retorted Wharton scornfully; * and
if Moasoo dropped this ticket, you ought to have given it
back to him as soon as you found i, and said nothing.”

“(Oh, rata!” said 8nocop. “It's too pood a joke to keep.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“We'll send him a picture-posteard with three brass balls
on it,"” grinned Bolsover major.

"I'fﬂ_, a, ha!”

"What are you going to de with that ticket, Bnoopl!”
asked Wharton sharply.

Snoop ehuckled.

“I'm going to give it back to Mossoo, of course. T saw
him drop it from his walstecoat-pocket mn the Close, 0 I
know it's his property, thotgh it hasn't got his real name
on it. We have a French lesson thiz afterncon, and I'm
going to hand it back to him before all the class. That
will make him look small. He, he, hel”

he junidrs roared.

Wharton made an angry gesture, ]

"“Logl here, Bnoop, that's a rctten, caddish thing to do.
I suppose n Greyfriars masier oughtn't to go to a pawn-
broker's. But you don't know what may be the reason; and
the poor chap can't help being hard up, anyway. Least
said sconest mended. I—" . :

“* Oh, you're going to preach, as usual!" said Bnoop, with
a sneer. I owe Mossoo one lor giving mo fifly lines
yesterdny, anyway. Besides, 1t will be the joke of the
season.  dJust faney his face when I hand 1t back to him
beforo all the class.™

“*Ha, ha, hal™

" Logk herc

A bell rang.

“There's goes the bell!” exclaimed Dolsover
H'm off.”

And there was a general scattering of the juniors. Harry
Wharton stood undecided. He did not in the least approve
of Bnoop’s idea of a joke, and he was sorry for the little
Fronchman. Monsicur éharpnntier, in spite of some
peculiar Tlittle ways, was a very kind-hearted hitle
gentleman, and the better fellows in the Remove liked him.

But it was too late to interfere now. Snoop wasz gono,
with the rest. Harry Wharton, with a wrinkle in his brow,
turned back into his study, and gathered up what he had
done of his imposition, and he took it with him to the Form-
TOOIM.

" began Wharton.

major.

e )

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Yery Rough on Mossoo,

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, found bis

class very slack that afternoon.

1t was the last afternoon of the fterm; on the

morrow  the school was breaking wup for the

midsummer holidays.  There was no preparation that

evening; and most of the fellows considered that it would

have been belter if there haod beon no lessons in the after-
noon, either,

But on_the lasi day of the term Mr. Quelch was not hard
with his Form.

Even Billy Benter's construing was allhwed to pass.

It was natural that the fellows shouki be thinking of the
coming holidays, and that school work should seem to them
as rood as over and done with. o

But o good many of the Removites were thinking of some-
thing else beside the coming vacation. Bolsover major and
Snoop & Co. were thinking of the intended jape upon the

French master, . _

Snoop had the pawn-ticket in his pocket, and he had a grin
upon his face. It was the kind of joke that appealed very
much to the meanest fellow in the Remove,

When Mr. Quelch left the Form-room, anq the Remove
came under the charge of Monsienr Charpentier, there was
& goneral movement of interest. . . .

fossoo, as the juniors called him, came in with his usual
benign smile, though there was more gravity than usual in
his face. The prospect of the holidays did not seem to be
causing him much pleasure—or perhaps he had missed the
lost ticket. : , ‘

“ Bon jour, mon garcons,’” said Monsieur Charpentier,

Pieass order your copy of ““Tha Magnct”
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The first article Lord Mauleverer picked up was a palr of striped, highly-coloured trousers such as are worn

by nigger minstrels,
brought away the wrong pair of bags, Mossoo,"
crimson.

In his amazement he held them in the alr,

“ My hat!” sald Johnny Bull, *yon've

* Zat is all right!" gasped Monsleur Charpentier, turning
“Zey are mine ! "

{See Chapter 5.}

rubbing his hands, *° Zis is zo last day of ze term, but T hape
zat you not forget all zat you learn vile zit you are m ze
holiday, n'est ce pas?’’

“ Certainly net, sir,” saud Bob Cherry, “I'm going to
teke o French grammar to the scaside with me, zir."

Some of the juniors chuckled. Bob Cherry might take a
Fropeh prammar to the seaside with him, but he was not
likely to open it there. )

Monsieur Charpentior smiled bonignly.

“ Zat is quite right, Sherry—quite right, I hope. teo,
zab vou not forget zaf boautiful poem, ze Henriade., Now 1
zink vou hava lines from o Henriade to zhow me, Vharton?

“T'mi sorry, sir; 1 haven't been able to finish them,” said
Harry, handing in his paper.

‘v Zat is all mght, As it 35 ze last day of ze term, ve say
no more about cet,” said Monsieur Charpentier, *° L zink
V::t-”is it, Snoop? It 15 zat vou have someézing to say to
e

* Yes, sir,” said Bnoop

“ Bay if, zen, mon garcon.”

“1 think vou have lost something, sir.”

@ Rar "

Monsienr Charpentier turned pink.

“ Have vou lost something, =ir?"

“ 1t is true; 1 lose somezing viz my pocket, n'est ce pas®”
said the French master. “ Is it zat you have found Lim,
Snoop?" i ] .

Snoop held up the pawn-ticket in full sight of the clazs,
““ Is that it, =ie?”

For a moment Monsieur Charpentier did not reply.
Tae Macner Liopany.—No. 234,
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Heo stood overwhelmed with shame at this utter exposure 1m
the eyes of the whole Remove.

Muny of the fellows felt sorry for him as they saw the
¢colour coming and going in lhis cheeks, and the water coming
into his eyes. g

‘There was a long and painful silence. o

“ Oui, oui,” said J-f‘:!dn:-r.n:si&*m: Charpentier at last: ' oni, oui,
I zink zat is my property, Snoop. You have find him?"

* Yeos, sir,” said Snoop. ;

“ How do you know =zat it is mine, zen, a8 my name 15 not
written zere?” asked the French master quietly.

i I_.I__-r-r

“ 1 zink zat you see him fall from ze pocket, Snoop?”

Y Woep-en, sir”

“Vy not give him to me at vunee, zen?”

Snoop was silent. ] ]

“1 zink zat you keep him back Lo give him to me now,
because zat would be very unpleasant for me, n'est ce past

Snoop did not reply.

The little Frenchman stepped towards him and took the
ticket, and slipped it into his pocket, There was a quiet
dignity about him that abashed even the callous Snoop.

‘“ T zink zat you have been very insblent to your master,
Snoop, in acting in zis way,” said Monsieur Charpentier,
“ But I not pumsh vou; I leave you to zink over it, and 1
hope zab you fecl sorry vou have insult s master who vish
always to ke kind to you. You inay sit down,”

Snoop sat dowa. . .

Bob Cherry jumped wp. His fice was very red, and his
eyvas wero gleamiag.

Please order your copy of “The Magnat™
L'brary In acdvanoa.
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“ May I speak a moment, sir?"" he exclaimed,

* Certainly, Sherry." :

“ 1 want to tell you that the Remove don’t hold with 3noo
in playinz & dirty votten trick: like that, sr” said Be
Cherry, his eyes flaming indignation ot the unfertunate sneak
of the Remove. '*He's o dicty cudd, siv, and o rotter, and
it would serve him vight if you licked him "

* Hear, hear!” shouted Frank Nugent.

* Begad, yaas!” said Lord Mauleverer,
rotten cutsider, you know.”

Snoop turned crimson, . .

“ Yes, sir,”’ exclaimed Mark Linley, the Lancashire lad.
“ Don’t think that the rest of us had anything to do with
it, sir. The fellow iz a cad.” ;

Tho tears came into Monsieur Charpentier’s eyes.

| zank you; I zank yow, mos garcons,” he exclaimed.
“ 1t make me feel very happy zat you speak go viz ma. I
forgive Snoop, snd I iopé zat e learn to have ze kinder
heart. Zat is all. Now ve have zo lesson.”

Znoop sat with a bitter sneer on his face.

But the rest of the Remove—even those whe had backed
up Sneop in his little joke—put on theiv very best behaviour,
touched by the way the little Frenchiman had taken the matter.
Only Snoop, and Bolsover major, and Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, were unrepentant, and secking a
chance of giving further trouble.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Catches it.

ONSIEUR CHARPENTILR found the preater park of

class extragrdinarily altcoiive, conswlering that it

was the last day of terin. ke passed over Snoop

carefully. In spite of his kind heart and bis forgiving

tefaper, the little Frenchman could not helpy feeling indignant,

and just now he felt that he could not speuk to Bneop. The

ﬂ.nﬁa!lr. of the Remove sat leoking savese and sullen, Vernon-
Smith touched his *elbow and wﬁis]wm{! to him,

Snoop chuckled in nse. ; :

“ You must nok = in ze lesson, Smeet,"” said Monsiene
Charpentier mildly. "1 zink zat I ask you to zive u lectle
attention to ze lesson, Smect.”

Y Yes, siv,” said Vernon-Smith.

“You will o on, Bmeet—2"

* Cerlainly, sie”

Vernon-Smith turned cheerfully Dack to the opening page,
and commenced.

“Ja chante—"

“ Exeuse," said Monsieur Charpentier, ' ¥You begin again;
I zink vou sall go on vers Bull he leave off.™

“ ¥es, sir; but I should ke to 2o over these beautliful
lines, siv, and ask you if T have them right, siv,” said the
Bounder, ;

Monsieur Charpentier beamed. The Heoriade was his
[zvourite poem—he was & little penlleman of verv quiet and
orderly tastes—and any praise of that long-winded poetical
history of Henun Quatre was certain to touch the ngzht spot.

‘Zat s all vight, Smeet,” he said. ' You conrinue. I
am very please zat you admire zat grand poem. Continueg,
continuez.”

Vernon-3mith continued.

_!ils most schoolboys konow, ' zat grand poem ™ commences
with : :

“ Je chante ca heros qui regna sur la France,

Lt par droit do conquete of par droit de nalssanee.™

Which, being interpreted, means:

* 1 sing the hero who reigned over France, boih by right
of conquest and right of birth.”

But Vernon-S5mith had planned a litkle variation, The
Boemove listened with breathless amazement as he ratiled off
the lines he had substituted for Voltaire's, and httle Monsieur
Charpeintier’s face became scarlet.

“Jo chante ce bon maitre qui vint de'la France,

Et vendit le montre pour paver lcs frais de vaeance.”

Veroon-3mith's French was worse than that which old
Chaucer has described 28 ** the French of Stratford-by-Bow.”
But though the French was bad, and the lines did not zecan,
the meaning wes clear enouph:

“* I gine the pood mazter who camoe from France,

And sold his watch to pay the expenses of the vacation™

There was & buzz in the class.

The nerve shown by the Bourder of Gureyfriars in thus
“eheeking " the master to his face was simpdy astounding.

Probablv even the Bounder would not have ventured upon
guch o jolke if it had not been the lazt cday of the term.

“ Btop!” gasped Monsiour Charpentier,

£ YE‘E»; ﬁi.h”

* Vat is zat zat you say, Smeet?”’

“Jo¢ chante ce bon maitre who came—I mear gqui—""

id Etu.p11.

“ Cortainly, siv”

Tre Magrer Lisrary.—No. 234.

“ The fellow is a

# You rotter I murmured Frank Nugent.

it Smnat] Smeet! You are insolent! Stand out hefore
za class |
id ?ﬂﬂp Hil‘-"

Vernon-8mith stood out before the elass, with an im-
partinent smile upon his face. There was & chuckle from
some of the fellows. .

Monsieur Charpentier stood befors the Bounder, his face
crimzon, and his features working with emotion.

“ Is it zat you make a shoke!” he gasped. * ¥ou make a
ghoke because Bnoop he show you zat ticket, n'est ce pas?’’

“ Really, sir—"

T ;En]{ zat you deserve great punishment; Smeet,” said
Monsieur Charpenticr, cholting. *“ You know zat I not like
to punish ze¢ boye2 on ze last day of ze termy, but you are
very sheeky, very insolent! You are a bad bay, Smeet 1"

’ﬂm little Frenchman choked.

Vernon-8mith winked at Snoop. His hard nature was far
from uoderstanding the emotion the little Frenchman showed.

“I try to make my class respect me!” gasped Monsieur
Charpentier. **In my coun it is not ze disgrace to ze
honest man zat he is poor. But I zink—I zink—"

He broke off. -

The little gentleman’s emotion was too much for him
and he burst into tears, and covered his face with hia hands
and rushed from the Form-room.

There was n babel of exclamations at once:

“ Bmith, you ead—"

‘' Ha, ha, ha "

f:Fan-:y ﬂ]d";fﬂﬂm blubbing !"

word !

“The blubfulness of the esteemed Mossoo is terrific!”
murmured Hurres Jamset Ham Singh, * But the cadfulness
of the esteemed Smith——"' ]

“You rotter ' roared Bob Cherry, jumping up from his
place and rushing at the Bounder. * ¥ou ought to be
thrashed !

Vernon-Bmith shrugged his shoulders.

““What's the matter with the old fathead ?"' he exclaimed.
“It was only & joke, anyway. I mever thought he'd turn
the waterworks on !

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“TIt's a rottéen shame to rag him !” gaid Harry Wharton,
frowning. * He's never done anything to us. You wouldn't
dare to rag Quelch. It's taling advantagn of poor old
Mossco being soft.”

Vernon-Bmith sneered.

“0h, I expected you to preach I he said.

Wharton's eyes fashed.

“T'lL jolly well do something imore than preach!” he
exclaimed. *“I'll jolly well give you a licking for baiting
Mossoo I

And he rushed at the Bounder.

In a moment they were grappling, and fighting furtously.
The Bounder might be a cad, but he had plenty of pluck.
Bob Cherry caught the cane from the Form-master’s deck,

“Lend a hand " he roared,

MNugent and Johnny Dull and Mark Linley lent a hand.
Vernon-Smith, in the gEasp of many hands, was lung across
a desk, and held there. Then Bob Cherry made the cano

sing in the air.
s %:et ma gol" yelled the Bounder. *I'll fight any of
you !
“* Thiz isn’t o fight—it's a punishment "’ said Bob Cherry.
Thwack !
The Bounder yelled. He was held face downwards on the

desk by the angry juniors, and he had no chance. He had
to tako his punishment. But he velled to his friends:

“ Help ! lsover | Bnoop! Rescuel”
_ Snoop did not move; he was not likely to. Belsover major
jumped up.

“ Let him alone ! he shouted.

Thwack |

ik Yﬂw !ll‘

“You mind your own business, Bolsaver!" said Bob
Cherry: “If you want a fight to finish the form with, Il
meet you in the gym., or Vernon-8mith, either! But just
now I'm going to lick this cad]”

Thwaek !

“Ow! Ow!

Thwack, thwaeclk, thwaek |

“Oh! aroch! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Vernon-8mith steapeled desperately, There was evidently
no rescue for him. Ogilvy and Morgan and Penfold and
Tom DBrown and Bulstrode and Lord Mauleverer and half
n dozen more [fellows had gathered round to help Harry
Wharton & Co. if needed. Bolsover major sat down again.

Thwacl, thwack, thwack !

“Ow, ow, ow! Yow! Leggo!”

“ Malke it a dozen, Bob I

Thwael !
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“ Yarcoop "

The Form-room door opened, and Mr. Quelch looked im,
amazed, dumbiounded by the scene in the Formi-room.

“What—what—what——"" he gasped.

“Oh, wy hat!™

“ Quelehy '™

“Cave!” .

The Bounder of Greyfriars, dishevelled and enraged,
struggled from the hands of the raggers.

“ What does this mean?” thundered Mr. Quelch.

“IE—if you please, sie—=""

““ Where is Monsieur Charpentier !

"He's pone out, =ir

“Tell me what has happened, Wharton ?"

Wharton hesitated u moment. o

“ Bomebody was cheely to Mossoo, air,” he said, *and—
and he wont out. We thought we ought to keep discipline
in the Form-room, sir.”

“O0h!" Mr. Quelch almost gasped. ' Is this what wou
call discipline? But I think I understand, Whartaon, and {
have not the slightest doubt that the punizhumient has been
wall placed. Go back to your seats !"

The Remove resumed their seats.  Vernen-8mith sat

uivering with rage, and squirming mest uncomiortably
ram side to utﬂ.&. It was ten minutes or more before the
French-master réturned, locking very pale, but composed at
last, and the lesson finished very guietly.

Vernon Bmith gave the chums of the Remove a look like
a demon as he passed out of the Form-rootn.

*“VYou can come over into the gym., if you like!" Harry
Wharton said disdainfully.
But the Bounder did not hke.

— - —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Last reed,
" UCK up with those herrings, Franky !
B “ MNearl

done,” said Frank Nugent, turning a
“ You

erimson face from the fire in No. 1 Study, *
The fellows will be here in a

make the tea!
minute."’

* Right-ho !"" gaid Harry Wharton.

It was very warm in No. 1 Study. The sur of July was
blazing in the Close outside, and there was a fire in the
study to cook for tea. It was f.;ﬂinlg to be an cxtra special
tea, to celebrate the last day of the term. De:zides bacon
rashers and new-laid egys, there were horrings which Nugent
was grilling, and & huge cake, and jam-tarts galore.

The window was wide open to let in the breeze from the
Close, and the door was wide open to allow it to pass through
and ecol the study. And it wafted a delightiul odour of
cooking herrings out into the Hemove passage.

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull presented themselves in the
doorway, with their beat smiles on.

i Too early 7'’ asked Bob.

““MNot at all. Lay the table !" said Wharton.
“Ha, ha! Good Egg i _
And Bob Cherry and Johony Bull Isid the table. Mark

Linley came slong the pamu?‘e and looked in.

“Pime ! said Harry Whartan. “Come in, Marky!
Where's Mauly ?"

“ Boagad, hera T am, my dear fellow!”

And Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Romove, lounged
elegantly in. . : T

rank Nugont dished yp the herrings. The six juniors sat
down to ten round the table. There wans not too much rcom,
but there was a gorgeous spread, and that was the chief thing
at & junior brew.

“ Last day of the term ! gaid Bob Cherry sentimontally.
lessed if I'm quite glad to be going sway, after all '
“Wo've Pi.aaad many jolly daye here," said Nugent.
“Good " gsid Johnny Bull, who was very unsentimenta'

“ And now pass the herrings!"

‘“Hera you arael' —

“1 want—"" gaid Lord Mauleverer, in his leisurely way.

" Hallo, hallo, halla! What do you want, Mauly '

" Herrings 1"' asked Nugent.

#No. I want—" :

“ Another rasher?"

“Begad, no! I—"

“ Eggs for Mauly,"” said Harry Wharton,

“Haold on! Mo, thanks! I want all you fellows—"

“Have you become a blessed cannibal?’ asked Bob
Cherry.

g | ?-:"B.Fll'- all you fellows to come down to my place for the
vac,, or durinﬁ the vac.," said Lord Mauleverer. * Do let a
follow speak !

* (Oh, they're all comin

“T'm going home," sai

‘Rata!"” said Bob .
home for the holidays with me,
come home with you "'

Mark laughed. G :

“I'm afraid-you wouldn't enjoy it,”" he said,

“ Wsll, vou come with me, then, ass!”
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Mavk sniled and shook his head. The Lancashire lad
was at Creyfriars on a scholarshup, which he had won by
grit and hard work. DBut the other fellows, though they had
never seen his home, knew that it was very poor. ark
Linley could not nsk a fellow hoine for the holidays, and that
was the reason why he very seldom secepted an invitation
from anybody else. Ounce or twice he had been persuaded
into it, but only once or twice.

* Begad, you know, you've got to come with me, you know,
my dear fellows ! said Lord Mauvleverer, 1 can give you
some shootin’® and swimmnin’, you know, and you <an provent
mao from pettin' bored to extinetion in the vac., you koow."

“Ha, ha, ha ' .

“I'm thinkin" of having a ericket weelt, too, and that will
kecp you lively.”

“Well, that's & pood wheeee,” sauid Harry Wharton.
"“That's the best of gb«*ing a riddy millionaire and rolling 1o
money, I think I shall come.’

“ Bamo here," said Trank Nugent. )

*“30 will T if Marky will, and heaps of thanks' said Bob
Cherry. “ Do you chaps koow the grest date that occurs
fi tho vac, ¥

“ VYou needn't say ‘Oh! Jike that,'"" said Boh Cherry.
“ Aurust Bank Holiday is o gorgeous date. Everybody who
is anybody has & pood time, then. T'm thinking of gong to
some particularly lively scaside resort, and r]|J=|.'|.r11'l__l; a good
tinte, just like a common or garden person.’

Mark Linley smiled. .

“TPhen I can come with you if you like," he said. T shall
have a day at Blackpool on Bank Holidsy, anyway.” =

“ Hurray 1" )

“ Py Jove, that's a vipping idea!? exclaimed Lord Moul-
everer, with glistening eyes. ' You [ellows all come and stay
with me, and we'll all po to DBlackpool for the holiday on—
when did you say it was?'

" First Mconday in August.” .

“ Begad! Good! 1've heard of Bank Holiday before I

“Go hon!™

“I have, really, you know. All the banks are closed on
Dank Holiday,” seid Lord Mauleverer, with the air of a
fellow imparth some intoresting and very novel information.

‘* Ha, ha, ha !

Y It's true, you fellows, I shouldn't wonder if that's why
they call it ilunk Holiday," ssid Lord Mauleverer. **Thore
must bo some reason.”

“fa, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry alapped his lordship on the bacls, )

“ Mauly, old man, you're simply erammed up with know-
ledge,” ho said. * How do you get to know thess things?’

*Oh, a chap picks up a lot of tipe about things by kerping
his eyes open,’”” said Lord Mauleverer modestly,  “1'm a
rather abscrvant chap, you know., That's all”

‘“ Know anything more about Bank Holideysi" asked
Wharton, laughing. .

* Clertainly, There are three or four in a year—or five—
I wouldn't certain of the number,”

“Ha, ha, hal"

““ And—and people go on holidays, then, you know.
Excursion trains, and—and things,"” said Lord Mauleverer,
railier vaguely. * Of course, I don't claim to know much
about it. Fellow only knows what he happens to pick up,
of course. DBut I'm almost certain there’s a Bank Holiday
in Aupgust, so—""

“Hu, hao, ba! I'm quite certain about it,” shricked Bok
Chercy, “ and on August Dank Holiday we're going in o
gung to Blackpool. arky is & Lancashire ohap, 20 he will
be able to show us the ropes, end guide us round the band
atand.’

*“ Hear, hear !

“I suy, you fellows—" ) .

A pair of big spectecles glimmered in at the deorway.
Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, blinked in at the
chums rather doubtfully.

**Ha, ha, he ! roared Bob Cherry. 1 thought the smeil
of the herrings would bring him along.”

“ Oh, really, Cherry!™

“Como in, Tubby " said Harry Wharton, “Tt's the last
day of the term, snd we're overflowing with the milk of
human kindness, and we can stand even you.”

“ (Oh, really o

“ Pile in, Bunter! Don't atand on ceremony.”

Hilly Bunter was not likely to do that. He took o scal at
the table and started, and he was most industrious,

“Made all your arrangements for tho vae., Billy?" nskod
Nugent, with a grin,

Tully Bunter looked up with his mouth fall of herring.
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“Yen, I'm going to stay with o titled friend of mine,’”” he
bumbled. I expect to have an absolutely ripping time.
Borry I can't ask any of you fellows to come: but my friend
is a ."{}it particular, and—"

“ What 1 :

“ Otherwise, I'd be delichted. Pass tho tea, please.”

" Vou fellows will all come down with me to-morrow when
wa bresk up, then?” said Lord Mauleverer. " 1I'll scnd a
wire to my uncle,”

“ Wes, rather!” ]

Billy Bunter pricked up his ears.

“ Eh, what's that?”" ho exclaimed. “T'll come with plea-
sure, Mauly 1"

“Rats ! said Boh Cherry. You're booked
for tha vac.” :

“0Oh, T could get out of that, for the sake of a chap I hke
as much as I like Mauly !"* said the fat junior hurriedly.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

Y Couldn’t think of it,” he said.  *I wouldn’t come between
you and your friend for worlds.”

“1—TI could throw him over, Mauly."

- Impossible, dear boy !

 But, I—T say—" .

Tho juniors roared with laughter. Billy Bunter's unfor-
tunate habit of swanking had put him into an awkward posi-
tion. Lord Mauleverer cither conld not or would not vnder-
stand, and the fat junior did not succeed in extracting an im-
vitation from his fordshin. And the Owl of the Remove had
to console himsclf with rashers and egps, and herrings and
i.‘n.kﬂt and jam-tarts, which he did very thoroughly, at ald
LR

“You won't!

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
04t for the Holidays!

HE next morning Greyiriavs broke up for the midsummer
holidays,
It was & glorious morning, and the Greyiriars fellows
wWaerd in iﬁﬂt Epﬂ'itﬂq- . i

Brake after brake rolled away to the station laden with
merry juniors, and even the stately seniors looked merry,

Fellows who had not spoken to onz another for wecks shook
hands, or thumped cach other on the back, as they parted for
tho long vacution,

Coker, of the Fifth, whose chief business at Greyfriaes
gaemed ko be to sit heavily on the Remove, shook hands ail
round with Harry Wharton & Co,

Templo, Debney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, were very
friendly, too.

Everybody scemed to be in tho highest spirits and on his
best possiblo behaviour,

When the brake came For the Lower Fourth, the Remove
crammed thomselves into i, a great deal like savdines in a tin.

As Hurree Jamset Bam -Singh remarked, the eramfulnsss
was terrifio,

They rolled down to the railway-station In great style.

They passed Trumper & Co., of Courtficld School, on the
voad, and instead of the usuwal chipping, they gave the Court-
field fellows a cheer, and Trumper & Co. waved their caps in
Tt

Masters and boys crowded on the leng platform at Friar-
dule Station.

Harry Wharton & Co. secured a carriape, and tumbled into
it, and cheerfully held the door shut against new-comers.

Loder and Curne, of the 8Sixth, came up to the door, and
Bob Cherry grinned cheerfully at them through the window.

“No room "' he remarked sweetly,

Loder scowled.

“There are scats in there!” he said angrily,
can go two to a seat!”

Bob Cherry shook his head.

U Cun't bo did!” he veplied.  * Besides, you couldn’t travel
in this carviagze, anywuy, Loder,”

“Why couldn’t 19 voaved the bully 'of the Sixth.

“ Al animals have to ro in the gusvd's van, [t's one of
the rewulations of the ratlwoy,” Bob Cherry explained.

“ ITa, ha, ha !

Loder dragged at the handle of the door, The juniors in-
sicle held 1t ?I.I..".-t-, and Loder pasacd on down the trein at lasg,
with many threats of whae he would do next e,

*Any more honourable room, my worthy chums™ asked
Foveee Jamset lam 8Bingh, coming up with Wun Lung, the
Crhinee, and Tom Brown,

**Heaps!" said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

And the door wus vpened, and the three juniors eclam-
broved in.

{lurree Bingh and Wun Lung were going with Tom Brown,
tha New Zealand junior, to speid the helidey with Brown's
unels in Devonshive. But Harewy Wharton & Co. were glad
Gt their company till it was necessavy to change trains. Billy
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Bunter came along the platform, and blinked into the
crowded carriage.

“1 say, you fellows—™

) if{omﬁ further along,” said Bob Cherry. ** There's nine of
us here,

**I'd rather come in there, Cherry, if you don't mind.”

“But I do!" said Bob cheerfully.

* Oh, really—"

** Better buck up, Bunter; the train’s poing to start™

* Oh, dear!” gasped Dunter,

And he rollid along the platform in scarch of another
carriage. Frank Nugent looked at his watch.

‘Tmrm doesn't start yet,” he said. “%Another five minutes.”

T didn't say it was starting now,” said Bob Cherry, “1I
said it was going to start, and so it is} It's net going to
vemain hore all day, I suppose,”

- Ha, ha, ha "

Bolsaver major and Vernon-Smith ecame down the plat-
form. Bolsover grasped the handles of the carriage. Alrthe
carriages were pretty full by this time, though & rood man
Greyfrlars fellows had gono off by earlier trains, and a goos
many ‘vers following by later ones.

“We're coming in there !’ prowlad Bolsover

“ Your mistake I said Nugent. * You'ro not ™

“Lemmo open that door [

(4] E‘ t-ﬂ- !:I!

“I'll jolly well—->

:' {‘!I;um rats 1"

‘ Wait till next term 1" roared Bolsover, " I'll knock you
ig]i% ;ﬁg}kﬂd hat when I come back to Greyfriars, Frank

s '%‘?h::.nlm!” :

' You=—you=—yon——"

‘:H}a, ha, hal”

*Oh, come on!” said Vernon-Smith. ** Let's get into tha
carriage with Loder. We can got up a little g‘ima of nap
lo paza away ihe time.”

AR

1ce, dear boys, I don’t think 1" murmured Bob O 2
“ Hello, hallo, hallo] Ilere’s Mossoo ' S

Munsieur Charpentier ¢ame along, with an umbrella under
hi= left arm and 2 big bag in his right hand. The porter
was snutting the train doors now, and the little Frenchman
was greatly excited.
|'“E{Lﬂ B he axclaimed. I zink I lose

AU .

Bob Cherry waved his hand from the window.

“This way, Mossoo!"

* Zanks—zanks 1"

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Nugent. * That will make ten
of us, to say nothing of the bag !ﬁ i

“ Never mind; must be polite to foreigners,” snid Bob
Cherey. = “*What price the entente cordiale? Jump in,
Mossoo! Chuck us that hag !

Bob Cherry pushed the door open, and stood ready to
receive the big bag, It was very big and very heavy, and
Monsicur Charpentier did not find 1t easy to throw it in.
siut ke mavsged it at last, and the big bag came hurtline
zt Bab Cherry, who caught it on his chest. lgn:-h Cherry g'm%
2 roar, and rolled over, and the bag crashed on the floor of
the carringe. The lock burst open, and the contents of the
bag came streaming out.

“The giddy bag's

“I1 loss zo train.

“My hat!” eoxecloimoed Wharton.
burst 1"

“The burstfulness is terrific 1™

* Never mind. Jump in, Mossoo 1"
- Bob Cherry put out a hand to help the little Frenchman
in. The porter was trying to shut the door, and little
Mossoo was jerked in just in time, The door slammed
behind him, and he fell, gasping, among the legs of the
crowded juniors.

The engine shricked, and the train moved,

“Wa're off 1" roaved Bob Cherry,

“Huorrah 1

“Ciel! Moo diew! My bag!”

“All right, Mossoo,” said Harri*z Wharton; **wa'll pick
}]qiill;h:“?hmgﬂ Make recom for Mossoo to sit down, "you

W !

“[lere yvou are, Mossoo 1V

“Bogad " exelaimed Lord Mauleverer  What on
o s S { the article

¢ was picaing up some of the articles to restors then

the burst ‘:l:a ; %hc first article he picked up was a pm‘g tn?
striped, highly-coloured trousers, such as are worn by
nizwor mingivels.  In his amazoment he held them in the air

Monsicur Charpentier furned erimson. The juniors stnrmzll
at 3;11:? g-i":rgr:-uus bags in blank amazement.

Bl k! You've brousht away th n
Hassﬂg ' exclaimed Jnhnny‘?Buﬂq ey look
Colier uses for his minstrel ghows, ™

bagpape,
* They look like thgnghfga
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“Begad!" said Lord Mauleverer, * we've taken our tickets you know, and we're bound to go. Awfully sorry if we

ingommeode you in any way,” ‘Erb stared in amazement,

“ Blessed If we ala't got a to!l in the kerrldge,’” he

sald In great admiration. * Begad, we have! Say that over again, your lordship!™ (See Chapter 7.)

"

“ Zat 1s all right; gasped Monsieur Charpentier. * Zoy are

mina.”

(R4 {:}h !II

“ By Jove !

“ Zat 13 all serene. Pack zem in ze bay, je vous pric.™

The juniors, astonished as they were, made no further
remark on the subject. Monsieur Charpentier was evidently
very much confused. They had never suspected the litile
Frenchman of indulging. an such frivolous amuscments as
amakeur theatricals, but it was evident now that Monsieur
Charpentier did something in that line. In addition to the
weird bags, there was a gaudy swallow-tailed coat, and an
opora-hat, and a spotted neckcloth, and a little case which
evidently contained make-up.

“Woll, my only respected Unecle Sam " murmured Bob
Cherry. ** I?a.ncy Mossoo geing in for this sort of thing!
This beats popping his watch!™

Buat he did not say 0 aloud.

The bag was rofastened, and carefully stacked away on the
rack. onsicur Charpentier was given a corner secat and
space enough to sit in it, the jumiors being ronziderabl
crowded in the rest of the carriage. Dut they did not mindbi
The more the morrier, as Bob Cherry remarked, and it
was all in the day's play

Morzieur Charpentier proved to be an acguisition in the
long railway journey. Ilo told the junicrs stories of his
natlve country as tho train rushed on through the smiling
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landscape, and was, in fact, a very jolly travelling com.

anion. They wore quite sorry when he changed traims al
disappeared with his mysterious bag. The next te change
were Hurree Singh and Wun Lung and Tom Brown, am:d
the Co. gave them a parting yell which woke every echo of
the station.

And then Harry Wharton & Co. rolled on contentedly
towards Lord Mauleverer’s home, where they were to spend
the first doya of the vacation, till Bank Holiday drew thewn
to the lively delights of Dlackpool.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Excurslon,

ORD MAULEVERER, in his home at Manleverar Tiall,
was the same fellow whom the juniors knew at Grey-
friars—kind, casy, simple, and unaffected. DBub
surrcundings were startlingly different. The great

Hall, with its imposing Elizabethan facade, fronted great
sirctches of park and woodland, and as far as the oyc could
reach frotn the great terrace the land was within ihe
borders of the Mauleverer cstate. At Greyfriars Lord
Mauleverer had a study in the Remove passage, and
frequently fagged for Wingate, of the Siath. At the Hall
he had an cndless number of vast apartmenis at his disposal,
and his own privete guarters oceupicd more space than the
whole Remove passage at Greyiriars,  And instead of

Pioase crdar your copy of "' The Magnot”
Library In advanco,



8  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY %™~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY. "{N&

fagging for another fellow, he had a fag himself—DBob

Eh&rrg rsisﬂnﬁ in calling his valet his fag. Mauleverer,
indeed, dispensed with hizs valet whenever he could; hut
Joseph had a sense of duty which prevented him from

l:-'eu'nji.:l wholly dispensed with. Joseph was a faithful servant,
and had a great idea of the dignity of the Mauleverers, which
he expected his lordship to live up to. Mauleverer froquently
disappointed him. Indecd, his vouthful IcrrdshiF more than
onge joined with the other juniors in playing little pranks
upon Joseph, and was the inventor of a booby-trap which
caught the stately butler unawares, and made a terrific smash
in the imposing dining-room.

That it was a fifie thing to bo a millionaire was very
evident. Motor-cars of all sizes were in the parage at Lord
Meulever's order, snd he always had & dozen horses to chooso
from. Great magnates of the county were wonderfully civii
to Lord Mauleverer. An{{'thing that a boy could wish for
was his for the asking, and yot his tostes were simple, and ho
never showed the slightest snapicion of side.  He could enjoy
himself thoroughly, and he liked to see the other fellows
enjoy themselves—and they did.

When Joseph learned that Lord Mauleverer was going to
Blackpool on Bank Ioliday, he almost wept. When he
discovered that Lord Mauleverer had taken a set of third-
clasa excursion tickets for himsclf and his friends, he almost
fainted. Lord Mauleverer seemed o enjoy his dismay,
Joseph so far forgot his strict travung os to venture upon a
mild expostulation with his lordship. and in return Lord
Mauleverer offered to buy him a ticket, too, and take him
along ss & friend—an offer whiel Jozewh, with a becoming
sense of his dignity oz Lord Mauleverser's valet, declined.

The chums of Greyfriars made all theiv arrangements for
the first Monday in Auvegust. They had to rise at an
uncarthly hour, and one of Lord Mauleverer's cars was to
whiz them up to Birmingham to toke tho excursion train for
the North. When they ﬁeft the car they wonld say good-
bya to respectability, in the opinion of Jozeph, the valet.
After that, they would disappear into the cvowd of exeur-
sionists and Lh-:-mugh]y enjn{ themselves,

They_went to bed early the previous night and slept like
tops. It was six o'clock that Joseph woke them up, with a
lugubrious face. Joseph was evidently sufloring severely.

“Up with you, my dear fellows®" said Lord Mauleverer,
leoking into the room in which the Famous Four and Marlk
Linley slept in o row of boeds, preferring to dig that way.
“It's time for brekker."

“ And a beautiful day 1" said Frank Nugent, lpoking out
of the window,

“ Ripping ! said Iiarry Wharton.

** Iz breakfast rcady, Joseph?”

.I'“ Rfudy wihen your lordship descends,” said Joseph, with
dignity.

ﬁﬂmd old Joe !

Joseph j!un':ped.

“ Yaur lordship ! ho remonstrated focbly.

Lord. Maulevorar dug him gontly in tho ribs.

“ Choer up, Joe, and minﬁ there’s plenty of tommy for
brekker 1"

The juniors dressed themsclves gleefully that morning.
The dawn gave promise of a splendid day, and if the
weathor was fine there was certain to bo a terrific crowd at
Blackpool. And they liked the prosneet. The breakfast was
amnle, and would have satizfied even Billy Bunter if he
had been there.

And when breakfass was over the big car came snorting
rounid to the drive, and the Greyfriars juniors went out to
survey it. There was a suspicion of a grin on the face of
the stately chauffenr.

* You've put in the luncli-basket, Joe 7™ aslked his lordship.

“"Yea my lord.”

““You haven't forgotten the ginrer-boor ™

“No, my lord.”

“Where's my tin whistle "

I T dhd not know that vour lordship required a tin whistle,”
sald the unhappy Josoph.

“How ean T be a Bank Heoliday bounder without a tin
whistle ! demand Lovd Mauleverer, in astonizhment. " Bring
me my whistle and my hat.”

Joseph obeyed.  Tiut Lord Maslevever was not satisfed.
He stuck the tin whistle into his pocket, and surveved the
shiny topper with distinet disapproval,

“Take that away ™ ho said.

Joseph coughed.

“¥You're lordship's 'at,’”” he said.

“1 want a strawyard.”

LR Gh !FF

Lotd Mauleverer put his straw-hat on the back of Lis head.
Joseph turned away to hide his agitation. 1ITe had & vague
fecling that the House of Lords, the British Conztitution, and
the Empire generally, werd in danger.
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Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“¥You fellows ready?’ he asked.

“ What-o I

“Pila in, then.”

“'Ear, 'ear "’ said Bob Cherry, dropping his H's for the
especial benehi of Joseph and the chauifeur,

*Ha, ha, ha!"

The half-dozen juniors crowded into the car.

Toot-toot |

The big car swung down the avenue,

Toot-taot 1
. “"Buck up!" said the schoolboy earl. “We've got to pet
into the station in time. There's bound to be a crowd, Get
a move on, Thompson.’

‘:Jaekmn, my lord,” ecoughed the chaunfeur,

* Exactly ; I meant—er—Johnson,” said his lordship, who
had a weakness for forgetting names. ** Buzz off.”

" Yes, my lord.”

* Make her romp " said his lordship. _** But don’t run over
anybody if you can help it, Robinson. Frightful bother stop-
ping for injured pedestrians.”

The chauffeur chuckled, and made her * romp.” ,

The car spun along the deserted roads in the keen morning
air_at a speed which would cerfainly have resulted in fines
if there had been any police-traps in the vicinity.

The juniors enjoyed the spin immensely.

“ Hurrah I shouted Bob Cherry, waving his straw-has,
“This is ripping! Let her go!”

“Thompson 18 & careful driver,” seid Lord Mauleverer.
* There's no danger. We're going to the first stop north ot
Birmingham, to catch the excursion train there, We shall
have lots of time."”

" Good egg!” ] _

As the car rushed on, under the brightening sun, the roads
became more lively, and the juniors found great atnusement
in chipping ﬁant:ng CF"B]IEJEE whom they passed on the road.

ften enough, as cyclists, they had said things when & big
car went thundering by and leaving a cloud of dust and a
smell of petrol behind it. But circumstances were changed
now, and the point of view changed with them. To angry
ql_luenea from cyclists as to whether they wanted all the road,
they re]phe.& cheerfully that they did, and rushed on leaving
the cyclists speechless with rage. One exasperated wheelman
pedalled furiously in pursuit, with a loudly-declared intention
of altering the cast of somebody’s features, and he hung
behind the car for n-e.&.rlf' a mile, his face getting redder and
redder with exertion, till he looked like a particularly highly-
tinted beetroot. But he was dropped behind af ri'ast* the
juniors giving him a parting yell. :

“Wea'ra beginning the day well!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
**I1f somebody, doeen’t break our necks for our choek, we
uught to have a good time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“There's tha stationl™

The car clacked down in the town. They were in ample
time for the train. Outside the railway-station were excur-
sionista palore in the bright sunshine. Folk from far and
near were pouring in to catch tha excursion train, which was
to stop there to pick up passengers. The place was too far
from Meauleverer Hall for Lord Mauleverer to be Known
there: and the ear was received with catealls sz it swooped
up. But the Greyfriars juniors did not mind. They yelled
back with much enthusiaam.

Tho ear stopped, and they tumbled out. Mark Linley
toolt charge of the lunch-basket, it being understood that it

would not be possible to get food on the train, The chauffeur
touched hia cap.

“ Buzz off, Williamas,” seid Lord Mauleverar.
car back here to-night, and waib for us.”

“¥eoz, my lord.”

“And take m holiday to-day,” said Lord Mauleverer,
cheerfully handing a five-pound note to the chauffour. “*It's
Bank Holiday to-day. Ihd you know?"’

“ ¥es, my lord," grinned the chauffeur.

“ Wondorfully intelligent chap, that driver of mine,” said
Lord Mauleverer, as the car buzzed off. I forget his name:
but he's a very clever chap., I don’t suppose he'll damage
that car at all to-day,”

““Are you going to let him have the car out?' gasped
Harry Wharton.

1 dare say he’ll take it out.
up: I rather like that car.™

“ You—you ass! It must be worth a thousand pounds.™

“Yapra; I chouldn’t wonder! But Higginson ia very
careful."

And Lord Maunleverer & Co. pushed their way through the
crowd into the railway-station.

“ Bring tho

I hopo ho won't smash it
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THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Off to Blackpool,
HE platiorm was crowded.
rowded was hardly the word; it was erammed.
All eportz and conditions of people in holiday attire

. wera there—men with wives and families, men without
wives or families; youths with eigarettes in their mouths, and
youths without cigarettes. :

The Greyfriars juniora kept tuiggﬁhar. not an casy thin
in the pushing, swaring crowd. But good humour reigoe
supreme,

n the erowd, as in all Bank Holiday erowds, there were a
few hooligans, who rushed and pushed from a mistaken
genge of humour: but the crowd as a whole was cheerful and
kind and orderly, as Bank Holiday erowds always are.

There was a rush and a sway when the train was signalled.

It came in—and it was seen at once that there were already
& good many passengers on board. They leaned oul of the
windows, and waved their hands and their hats, and yelled.

“Begad " said Lord Mauleverer. " It will be a squeeze.”

* Looks like t!" grinned Bob Cherry,

“More the mermer,” sad Harry Wharton, laughing.
“Eeep close, and don't let those bounders shove us back ™

A group of young men in gay neckeloths and bowler-hats
were standing eclose to the juniors, and—probably having
taken offence at their clean nfﬂthna—had been shoving them
a great deal. The leader of that cheerful band was a young
man, with a fine complete set of blue pimples upon hiz face,
and & cheap eigarctte in his mouth. He was addressed by his
ecompanions as “ "Erb [ which was probably a contraction of
Herbert. . "Erb was evidently in the gayest of humours, and
he entertained his companions with a zeries of humorous
remarks concerning the persomal appearsncs of the Grey-
friara & Co. But the juniors only grinned good-humeouradly,
and refused to be drawn into a row.

“"Git be'ind me, ole pals,” said "Erbk, asz the train came
buzzing in, “ and shove.”

“* Wotlto, "Evh !

And as the train stopped, the voung men shoved for 6
The jumors shoved, too, and they succeeded in ﬁ'et-t.ing &
ch}"rggﬁ-d&u};’ﬂpan. From inside rose voices in shrill protest,

wll up!

“ Ain"t room for a beadle.”

“ G out !

“ Call the guard I

¥ Horder there '

Harry Wharton & Co. were rushed into the carriage,
whether thoy liked it or not, by the stream behind., All six
of the juniors crammed in, and 'Erbk, with a furious face,
followed them.

“YVou git out, youu kids """ he roared.

“ Dh, vou go and eat coke " zaid Bob Cheery cheerfully.

“1 says io yer, git out!"

“ And I says to ver, rats!” said Bob.

 Ha, ha, hal”

“ Ain't nomore room ‘ere, ole pals,” said "Erb, as his com.
rades strove to sgueeze in; “ain't reom for a Ov. Gt into
tne next, and call to me if there's room.”

And *Eib’s followers abeying, "Erb closed the door, and
held it fast peainst all Further atiacks from eutside.

Ag a matter of fact, the earrisge had been only half-
full when the ocoupants had yelled that it was full up; and
a3 it was & third-class carriage there were five zcats vacant.
The six juniors took possession of them; and "Krb stood by
tha door holding it.

The occupants of the carriage were iwo gentlemen and
threo ladies, two of the latter in shawls, and a very sporting-
leoking gentleman, who was evidently going to Blackpeol,
seckink what he might devour. *Erb favoured them with a
gein and a wink, . . ) )

S Ain't room for no more in this "ere kerridge, lidies," he
remarked.

“ Ain't room for you, if you come to that,” remarked cro
of tha ladies. ] o .

“You're right, Maria " said her friend.

“ And 'o ean't come in on his pood looks, anyway, Clava.”

“ Not much he can® 1" said Clara. :

“ There ain’t any more good looks wanted in this earringe,”
said 'Erb gallantly. *‘ There's enough “ere already.”

This polite reply from "Erb so thawed the two ladies Lhat
they smiled upon 'Erb at once, and good feeling was estab-
lizhed for the jouwrncey.

There was a shriek from the engine, 2 chorus of yells from
the porters, a roar from the o¢rpwd of disapnointed
cxcursionists left on the platform, who bhad to wair for the
next 4rain; and the train started.

“Wo're orf!" said "Erb. )

“ And your friends in the other kerridges, ole man," said
Miza Maria’s young man sympathetically.

“Vez: that's wot comes of kids shovin’
where they ain't asked,” said *Erb, with
glance at Lord Mauleverer & Co

“ Begad,” saxd Lord DMauleverer, * we've
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tickets, you know, and we're bound to go. Awilully eorry
if we incommode you in any way.’
‘Trb etared. )
“ Blessed if we ain't got & toff in the kerridge,' he said,
in great admirstion. © Begad, we 'ave! Say that over

uull

agin, your lordship.” :

Lord Mauleverer lookéd surprised.

“ Begad ! How did you know I was Lord Mauleverer?”
he asked.

"Erb roared.

'H’s o lord I'” he shrieked. *Oh, my "at! Oh, my heyo!
A real live lord! "Ark at his cheek! Are all the othera
lords, too, your lordship®”

“ No,” said Mauleverer simply. .

“Dooks, I suppose!” said Krb, with & heavy sarcasm
that made Miss Maria and Miss Clara and their young men
shriek.

“ Markises, at least,” zaid Missa Marin's young man,

“We're schoolboye, going to Blackpool to have a jl:tl:s
day,” said Bob Cherry, with perfect good humour, “a
if that chap wants to sit down we'll inzke o little room for
hine."'

“Thank vou kindly,” said 'Erb. “If his lordship will
make = little room——""

“ With pleasuve, my dear fellow,'"” said Lord Mauleverer.

Room was made for *Erb, and fﬁ? sat down, and winked
at the younp ladies opposite. 'Erb intended to have a little
fun with this youthinl cxcursionist whe bad the colossal check
to pretond to bo o lord. : :

“'Ow did you leaye your lordship's father, the deok?”
he inguired.

““Fla, he, he!"

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“I think you are impertinent,” he said, after a pause. ik |
don’t want to have to punch your head.’

“ Punch my "ead !’ said 'Erb. “Oh, my lord! "It 2 man
FOur lar._'l;-.hip'ls own size, and let little fellows like me alone.

““ He, he, he!" i

 Horder, horder!” said the sporting gentleman in the
corner. **Wot's the good of ragging? Wol's the odds so
long as you're appy? 1 was thinking mysclf of a little
rame to puss away the time”

The sporting gontleman had taken s much.used pack of
cards from his pocket, and was shufling them on iz knee.

“I'm your man,” said ’Erb. “"Apenny nap.

“'HEre you are!” said the sporting gentleman.

Blizs Maria’s youung mwan and Miss Clara's young man
jomed in the game, and nap was soon going strong, and
"Hrb's remrarks grew more and more cmphatic as his hal_f-
pennies were trzosferred to the sporting  gentleman's
pockets. L. .

The sporting gentleman gave the juniors & kindly glance.

“ ke to jain in?" he inquired eifably.

“ Not for money !’]’ said l] are E;Nhartﬁn.

The sporting pentloman lawghed. )

“Lihﬁp to pﬁzyg for nute, I E-%II}[]UEG?“ he said. “ Well, 1
'spose 1t takes all sorts to make o world, and that ain't my
sort."’ ;

i« Mor mine, neither,” said *Erb, with a sniff.

Gut 'Erb soon withdrew from the game, declaring thal
he wanted what money he had left to expend in the joys
of Blackpool. Miss Maria’s young man looked very hard
at the sporling gentleman, as 1f suspecting thet he had soine
hidden way of aiding the fickle goddess Fortune, and with-
drew sullily: and Miss Clara's young man followed his
example. The sporting gentleman yawned and put away
his cards. L.

But he evidently had a bungry eye upon the juniors

They were well dressed, and he could see that they had
monay in their pockets .

And he wanted some of it. It was perhape very natural;
for the sporting gentleman was one of those gentlemen to
whein work had never appealed. . ‘ )

“Wot price a little game fo pass the time?’ };n': 5;{:(,1.
“Z3ort of guessing competition, yeu know. Look “erc!

Heo spread a soied newspaper over,the knees of his t.l;!fr-ui.:
trousers, and placed three thiwbles upon it in a row. Then
he produced a pea from his waisleout pocket. .

“ Wow, T wonder which of you pents eould guess which
thimble thiz pea pocs under,” he remarked. ™ It's jest a
simple conjuring trick, you know."

‘Trbh winked. .

Miss IM:L;ia.’i voung man glggled.
man snifled.

1t was I:rau;,- clear that the three of them had heard of
peas and thimbles before, and were too old birds to be caught
with such simple chafl.

But Lerd Mauleverer looked on with great interest. It
gaomed to him a very simple thing. and be had nul the

9
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shightest doubt that he could iell guite casily which thimble

¢ péa wais under. P

*zuess "’ snid the eporting gontleman invitingly.

“The nuddle one !" said Lord Mauleverer promptly. He
was quite certain that he had secn the sporting gentleman
place the pen under the middia thimbla of the three.

The 'sporting gentleman lifted the thimble, and the space
below was empty.

Lord Mauloverer stared,

“Well 1" he ejaculated. ** Begad !

"Try agin!" gaid 'Erb, with a grin,

The sporting gentleman went through  the trick again.
‘This time Locd Mauleverer casily spotted the right thimble,
?t{ld the sporting gentleman looked dismayed as he named

" You're a cute roung gent,' he said admiringly. * 'Taint
many young gents as can spot thia trick, when ii's done by
me, Captain Pointer, Try again!”

** Quite easy, I think,” caid Lord Mauleverer.
“Try agein!” persisted the sporting gentlerman.
“All serenc ™

Lord Mauleverer tried again, .and correctly named the
thimble.

“Oh, it's no good tr
Pointer, in disgust, *
as I am,”

:: Never tried it before,” said Lord Maulcverer.

Well, try again, and we'll see.” :

The sporting gentleman manipulated the thimbles once
more, and Lord Mauleverer dpﬂinigeﬂ to the middle one.

. It's under that,” ho said positively.

Bet you it sin’t!” said the sporting gentleman,

“DBut I saw you puf it there, my dear fellow.”

¥ What'll you bet on. it?”

“1 musn't bet,” nx?lnmﬂd Lord Mauleverer., “It's not
permitted at my school.”

The sporting gentleman chuekled.

“ Any df you gents like to bet on it ¥* he asked.

I:I'“:r fear ! zaid Bob Cherry promptly,

« It w-::u}l& be robbing you, if we did,” said Johnny Bull,
The pea’s under the middle thimble right enough®
HIH tell you wot I'll do,”” said Captain Pointer, with the

air of a man making a generous offer, “ I'll lay you five bob

‘0 & shilling that it ain’t.”

: No, thanks.” . -

G gﬁthubi:ttﬁ a copper!” exclaimed the captain.

::Rgan*tbﬁwant to,” m?::ied Harry Wharton.

s sport, satd the sportin ntleman
reproachiully, P “ &

. The juniors shook their heads. But "Erb, with a chuckle,
came to the rescue.

“I'll take yer-on that, he said,

IThu sporting geotleman gave him a far from amisble
glance,

“ No, you won't,"” he said. “I'm torkin’ to these young
gents. I'm ﬂdpen to bet them five bob to a copper thet the
pea gin't under that thimble. Now, take the offer, young
gents. If yow're right, five bob will come in ‘andy te you
st Blackpool; or you can give it to the fust beppar you
meet. You'll meet some.”

Lord Mauleverer hesitated, The sporting gentleman was
eo much in earncst about it, that the schoolboy millionaire
did not like to say him nay. And, after all, he was not
bound to take the money, if he didn't want to.

“All serenc,” he said.

" ¥You take me?"

“ ¥aas,"

“ Put down the copper, then, and I'll put down the five
shiners,"” said the sporting gentloman.

Lord Mauleverer laid down & penny with a smile, and the
sporting gentleman placed five chillings beside it. Thon he
turned up the t.himi:lln. His face was o study as he saw the
pea reposing beneath it

“I'm gitting cluiney 1 me old age,”” ke gaid, with a sich.
;‘!"Erg you are, young gent, you ‘ave won the shiners. Take

en,”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head,

“Thanks, ne,” ne said. “I don't want to take your
maoney, s’

“When I loses, I pays,” said Captain Pointer decided!y.
“You take it! DBless you, it ain’t nothing to me. U've come
into two thousand quid from my uncle in Australia, and the
money ain't nothing.'”

*But I—I don’t hike——

HTaka if, sir—take it; voun've wen itV

Lord Mauleverer unwirllingl toclk the meney, inwardly
determining to hand it to the i;:r&‘t. necessitons person he mel
when he stepped cut of the train. 'Erb cnuckled. The
aporting gentleman gave him an implering wink, aud 'Erb
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ing with you, I see,” said Captain
ou're ms well up in this ere gnme

subsided into silence and the enjoyment of & farthing
cigaretto,

““ I knew where it wes, vou know,”’ said Lord Mauleverer.
“I'm rather & sharp chap, you know, and the game’s easy
enough for anybody to guess, I should think, begad ["

“You couldn’t do it apain,” said the eporting gentleman,
with & shake of the head.

“T think I could,” laughed the schoolboy earl.

i WEH, tl',ﬁ" !1-:

““Not for money,” said Harry Wharton quickly.
‘be an ass, Mauly. It's pambling.” :

““You let the young gent alone,” said Captain Pointer, with
a rather unpleasant look. “I s'pose he's old enough to know
hiz way about, ain’t he '

“ Look here,’ began Nugent.

“It's all right,” said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully. “ T don't
mind! It's only & pame, you chaps, yvou know."”

And the sporting gentleman manipulated the pea and the
-thin}b‘.ﬁs once more, Lord Mauleverer watching him very
carefully,

“ Don't

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Buys Experlence,

APTAIN POINTER placed the three thimbles in a row.
Lord Mauleverer spotted the laft-hand thimble at once,
with absolute certainty. When he pointed to that

~ thimble, 'Erb seemed to be near a fit of choking, and
Miss Maria’s young man giggled. Lord Mauleverer was &
little annoyed.

‘““That’s the thimble ! ho exclaimed.

“Wot'll you put on it 7" asked the :.P-urt-mg pentleman,

“Oh, nothing! I don’t want to bet.”
* Well, I'll tell you what I'll do,” said the ﬂpeﬂinﬁ gentle-
man. ‘*I don’t believe in betting; I've lost "undreds by it,
and I'm against it. But jest for the fum of the thing we'll
lay down a quid apiece, and the who wins is to give the
money to the 'Ome for Lerst Cats, in Blackpool It's o
:-'ﬂrgi:iemwmg institootion, and it can do with a ‘elping
S I14 .

“ Begad, that's not a bad idea,” said Lord Mauleverer; * if
you can afford to give away sovercigns to charity—"

“I'vo got plenty of quids, don't you worry,” said Captsin
Pointor. “*'Sides my pension for serving in South Africa,
I've got 2 legacy from my uncle in New %m]and."

* Australy, it was afore,” said *Erb humorously.

The spurlu;g“ gentleman q]ared at him.

“Ain't ik tho same ! he demanded. " If you've got
anythin' to say agin my uncle, young man, vou'd batter say
it out fair and square like a man.”

The sporting gentleman was at least two sizes larger than
'Erb, and that humorous voung gentleman became quite sub-
dued at the suggestion.

“(Oh, that’s all right I he seid.

* Don't you interrupt, then,” said the sporting gentleman
truculently. - ;

“1 don't want to interrupt, ss I knows on,” suid ‘Erb.

“ Well, don’t then.”

*Evb lighted another cigarette, thus putting an extra strain
of nearly a farthing upon his financial resources. The sport-
ing gentleman laid down a lﬂ;ﬂtﬂmug sovereign upon the
sotled nowspaper. Naturally, sovereign did not ring upon
the newspaper; but it iz extremely doubtful if it would have
rung anywhere. Lord Mauleverer laid down a sovereign
beside it, and the sporting gentleman’s cyes glistened.

# Now, choose your thimble,” he said,

“ Thao one on the left

13 B‘LI.T-D‘?”

“Yaag."

“Turn it up yourself, with your own 'and,"” said the sport-
irg gentleman. “I want.it to be clear that there ain't any
trick about thiz "ere.’

S ertainly.”

Lord Mauleverer turned up the thimblea.

To his amazement, the space beneath was empty.

“ Bogad 1" he ejaculated.

The zporting gentleman chuckled.

‘“ The quickness of the "and deceives the heye,” he ex-
lained. * YWou've lost that quid, young gent, and the 'Omo
or Lost Cats has won it.”

And the sporting gentleman transferred the sovereign to his
waistcont-pocket, doubtless only temporarily, until he found s
favourable opportunity for transferring it to the funds of th:t
charitable instibution.

Lord Mauleverer was looking amazed.

“Well, T was sure—" he murmured.

“Try again ! said the sporting gentleman invitingly., *It's
all in the cause of charity, you know."

“Don’t, Mauly, you ass!" whispered Harry Wharton,
“It's all spoof; 1t's just gambling, and nothine els:*
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The GreyIlars Junlors looked at ome another blankly, and one name leaped to thelr Hps, * Mossoo!” Thelittle |

 r————_

| Frenchman had not observed the faces of the Juniors amid the sea of iaces that surrounded him. He was not

looking in their direction; but the juniors knew him and watched in amazement !

{See Chapler 13.}

Lord Mzuleverer shook his head.

“1f the meney goes to charity—""he began.

“ Doy yeu think it will §**

“ Yane: he gaid so,"” said Lord Mauleverer simply.

“* You—you 233 " mwmured Bob Cherry.

“T1's all rizht, my doar fellow. 1 shall be right thia time.”

The Greviriars juniors gave one another E{ﬁ[m]:!'::‘-iﬂ laoks.
They were not experienced, certainly, in the ways of railway
sharpers, but they felt pretty certain that the gentleman with
the thimbles was simply a swindler, and that he was journey-
ing to Blackpool simply for the purpese of picking wp gulls in
the train going. And certainly the enierprisimg goentleman
had nevar lishted upon o richer prey than Lord Mauleverer,
The schoolboy carl’s trusting and unsuspicious nature made
him an casy vietim ; and his comrades did not want to appear
too much in the light of Mentors taking care of him.  Even
the kind and pentle Mauleverer would have resented being
taken care of by fellows no older than himself

The young earl, too, was getting interested in the ' game,”
and & little exgited. When the sporting gentleman ect the
thimblet out again in an inviting row, Lord Mauleverer was
very keen to pick out the thimble that the pea was under
Fic pointed it out with his slim forefinger, amd the railway
sharper laid dewn a sovereign. Lord Mauleverer laid down
one boside it 3

“MTyrn it up " said Captain Fomter.

Lord Maulevearer turnad is ap.

No poa was visiblo,

“ Begad !

“ Another quid for the Cat’s "Ome ™ zaid "Erb.

Tho aporting gentleman frowned at him. . 1

“ Ves, for the Cat's 'Ome!” he said, slipping it into his
pockel.  © And a mest deservin’ charity, too.”
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“ Begad 1" said Lord Mauleverer. ' It's amazin', you know.
I counld havo sworn—""'

“Well, "ave another try."

Mext time Lord Mauleverer was soceessful, but as no mones
had been put down this time, his suceess was not worth very
much to him. By this time his lordship was very exeited, and
he necded no urging from the sporting gentleman to draw
him on, He laid down sovorcign after sovereign, which dis-
appeared one after another into the pockets of the sporting
pontleman.

When he had come to the end of his sovereigns—which wzs
not until he had parted with twenty of them—he pulled out
a pocket-haok to extract a bankpote from it

Captain Pointer's eyes fairly danced.

But he was dnemed to disappointment this time.,

ITarry Wharton & Co. had been on the point of interferonce
sorag time, and now they chipped in.

“Put that away !" said Bob Cherry,

“ Roally, my dear fellow—""

“You're not going to be swindled any move—""

“ Bwindled 1" rearcd the sporting gentloman threatenmingly.

Y Yes,'" siid Boh, looking him fearlessly in the eyes. “If
yvou play that rotien irick in the caniage ngain, we'll keep
vou here when the train stops, and send for a policemon™

The sporting gentleman chanezed colour.

Policemen ang he were on the worst of terms professionaliv.

“Tf the young rent docsn't want to keop on—"" e said.

“ My dear fellows——"" szid Lord Aauleverer.

“You're an ass, Maunly,'” said Jehnny Ball, “and we're
not going to sce you done any more.’”

'Erb chuckled. Miss Maria's young man and Miss Clava’s
voung man were grinning hugely, Lovd Mauleverer turned
pirk, and allowed the subicct te drop.  He realised dimly

Plaasa ardar yvour copy of "' The Magnet"
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that ke had been * done,” though he did not quite see how.
The sporting gentleman stepped out of the train when it
stopped again, and changed carringes, doubtless with a view
to securing other victims further along the train. .
" The exeursion train rushed on through the :-LurmE morning.

“Bepad ! said Lord Maulever, at last. * I believe I've
baen an ass, you fellows."

Bob Cherry grinned.

“* Hag that only just cocurred to you ™ he asked.

"I suppose there was soma trick about it 7" said his lovd-
eaip thoughtfully,

“ I suppose there was ! orirned Johnny Bull

 Btill, if the money goos to the Cut's Home—-""

“He, ha, ha 1"’

“ Really, you know 4

““Haz, ha, hat"

Miss Maria’s young man rose.

“* Nearly in,'” he said.

The juniors had lunched from the ample basket brousht by
Lord Mauleverer, and the basket was left in the carviage,

Thie train stopped.

A big, crowded station stretched away before them, and
from _the distance came the strains of & bend.

“firo we are!” said "Erb,

JAnd he jumped out, and went along the train in scarch of
his friends,

Harry Wharton & Co. alighted.

““What station’s this, Marky 7" sai s X
fan b e ¥ 1" said Bob Cherry You've
Mark Linley smiled,
" Central Station ™" he said.
“And where's tho seat”
m“ﬁ?ﬁmﬂy under your nose,” said Mark, laughing.

And in a few minuntes more they were on thoe sands,

" Come

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

In Merry Blackpool,

BLAﬂKP{}GL was glorious under a blazing sun.

.t’uilt.hnt great peet, Lewis L';er'ii. has expressed if:
2 %08 was wot as wek ~ould be,
The sands were dry us dry,
They could not see a cloud becausn
No cloud was in the sky!™

The erowd was cnormous. Blackpool wos swoarming, The
railway-station was swarming, the town was swarming, the
piers were swarnung, ithe sands wore swarming, and the sca
was swarming.

“* Good many peopls here,” said Johnny Bull, with o grin.

“ Begad, yaas!™

Mark Linley's cyes were sparkline.  The Lancashire lad
was breathing his native aiv again.  His heart was lieht, and
his face had lost the seriousness that it usually wore ai Groy-
friors. -Mark 'Linll:q,;; the seholarship boy, was usually grave
biyond h_.s years; but the gravity was pone from hizs faco
now. With his straw hat c¢n the back of his head, snd a
cheery grin on his face, he loaked as MOrry a3 nn}-ﬂudv en
the wide sands of Dlackpoaol. )

Strains of music from the bands floaicd over the sliore,
aniid a buzz of voicos in many tonwues, The various aecents
af the northern counties, and of Szotlund and Ireland, mingled
there with the snappy diaisct of the cockney fvomm down
south, and foreign toneues, too, wers not wanting,

As they emerged from the erowd, and made their way

d”‘.‘.”-:{thﬁ lztﬁl_f:h. Johnny Bull uttered o sudden exelamation.
My hat!

" Somebody you know?? asked Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha! Yes rather”

Johnny Bull van towards a Vetle gentleman, who started at
the sizht of him. The Greyfriars juniors uttered an exclama-
rion fawrcether,

* Mosson 1"
‘ 'I::;r was Monsiewr Charpentier, the French master of Groy-
s4'1 o,

The little Frenchman scemed swepeised to see thom, and
thay were cortainly surprissd to see him.  They had been
cnider the impresston that Monsionr Charpenticr spent lis
vacations on the other side of the Channel. in la holle Francoe.
But evidently he had given the fameuns Noithern waterine-
placo o turn this time, T

The juniors raizcd theiv hats to Monsieur Charpentics, and
Maonsicur Charpentior raised his shiny silk-hat in return.

Yet there was little delizht mineled with the surprise in
his face. There was a slightly furtive expression as of a man
who has been caught.

T Zo pleasurg of seeing vou herve,” exclaimed Monsicur
Gl}:’sr rentier, *and it is also ze great sucprise.”

H‘n a're here for the day, sir,” said Harry Wharton,

Zat is also viz me,” said Mansicur Charpentier,

“IL i1z
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Mark Linlev smiled. Like & loyal Lancastrian, he had a
very strong belief that the air was decidedly better at Black-
pool than in Monsieur Charpentier's native land. But he did
not say so io the little Frenchman.

" Fancy meeting vou, sir,’”” said Lord Mauleverer. ** Having
a good time, sir?’

* I zink ze time is very good.”

Harry Wharton & Co. comprehended that the Frenchman
was, somchow, put out at having met them, though they
could not guess why., They raised their hats again, and bade
him fureweil, ard Monsicur Charpentier, with a graceful bow,
disappeared into tho erowd.

The juniors strolled on.

* Mossoo looked like a cat caught in the larder,” grinned
Bob Cherry. " Blessed if T know why., No harm in his
having a day -at Blackpool that I can see”

* Begad, no!”

“Jolly good idea of his'" said Mark Linley. * But per-
haps he thinks it's a bit frivelous for a master at a school.
Good many schoolmasters come here, though ™

* Might bo thinking of that rotten pewn-ticket bizney,” said
Harry Wharton., * Bnoop ought to be ragged bald-headed
for ﬁrmgm it on him az he Jid.”

“Yes, rather”

I wonder if there are any other Greyfriars chaps here?”
!‘Ea.i_ld Frank Nugent. *Trever is a Lancashire fellow, I

eheve.™

o Ié:l'.ight’ find the Bounder,” said Johnny Bull.

“ Groo!” )

“* Ho and Bolsover wero saying something about Blackpool
the day we broke up at Gereyiriars, I remember.”

“ Well, Blackpool's big cnough for all of us,” said Mark
Linlcy, smiling.” ** Where shall we go first?”

“It’s ripping just to bask in the sun,” said Bob Cherry,
drawing in a deep breath of the pure, ozone-laden air.

"“"Yes; but we're going to do the whole ag:ldf place in
onc day,” remarked Nugent. “As Marky is a Blackpudlian—
or, anyway, & Lancastrian—he ought to be the puide, and
show us the ropes. What have you got on view, Marky '

Linley laughed.

“ There's the prom.,” he said. " Upper Walk, Lower
Walk, or Middle Walk. Three piers, each of them the best
in the place, and the finest in the world."

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“Then there's the Tower, and the Big Wheel—"

" Hurray !™

"*The Palace, and the Winter Gardens——"

* Bravo !

** And dozens more,’' said Mark Linley.
steamer across to Douglas, in the Isle of
time, That's aripping place, but we sha'n’t have time to-
day. I suggest beginmng with the Tower.”

Y Lexd on, Maedulf ™

And Mavk Linley began with the Tower.

That graceful ercetion, the pride of the Blackpudlian heart,
was the cenire of an enormous crowd. There were great
numbers waiting for an ascent, and the Greyfriars juniors
took their turns at the turnstiles, and went into the lift. The
lift. bore them comfortably to the top.

“ Bee anything from here?' Bob é‘herr}f asked,

Mark smiled.

“ ¥ra, you can seo the sea, and the shore—"

“Go hon!”

““And as far as Preston when the weather’s clear, on one
siile, and the Isle of Man on the other.”
“I've

“ Preston,” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully.
heard of Proston.”

** Mot really ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, in astonishment.

His lordzhip nodded.

“Yaas, [ have. It's where the pana come [rom,”

“The whatt”

“ Pans 1"

“Is Preston famous for pans, Marky?”

‘*Ha, ha, ha! I don™t know."

*T'm sure I've heard of Preston pans,” said Lord Maul-
everer, shaking his head. " We had it in the history lesson
one day, I remember. 1 can't remember more than that
abaut 5, but 1t was somcthing about Prince Charlie and
Preston pans.”

Bav Cherry roarcd.

“Hu, ha, ha ! Prestonpans is o place, fathead, where there
was a battle or something.”
1] WILE I.‘t. Tn

“Oh " said his lordship.
**Ha, ha, ha!l”
“¥ou can seo all over the Fylde from here,” said Mavk
Linley, as they stepped out of the Lift,
“ The which 7" asked Bob Cherry,
*The Fylde.”
"“YWhat's that—a theatre ™

Ze air is so pood as In my native

~

1F

“You ean get a
. when you have
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“fa, ha! No, it's a district. "This part of Laneashire i3
called the [ylde,” Mark Linley explained. “Come on, and
have a look I" _ . _

Thoe Tower was swarming with people. The day was beau-
tifully clear, and the view from the top of the tower was
wonderful.  Away in the sea were steamers and sailing-ships,
and boats galore. Away over the waters, Mark Linley

ointed out a cloud which he declared was the lsle of Man.

erhaps it wes.  But more clearly were to be scen  the
Cumberland hills to the Noeth, and the mountains of Wales
o the south.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exelaimed PBob Cherry suddenly.
““Here weo are again!’ .

Two juniors, in white Panama hats, smoking cigarettes,
camo into view, They were Bolsover major and Vernon-
Bmith of tho Remove ab Greyvirviars, Doth of them were
wonderfully ' got up.” Evidently they were out for enjoy-
rment, and were not particuiar what kind of enjoyment it
waz, They had flowers in their jackels, cigareties in their
mouths, and sticks under their arms, and with their Panama
gats pc;"cked on the sides of their heads they looked decidedly

oggish,

‘g%a'nc]; meeting yvou ! exelaimed Bob Chevry.  * Just mot
Mossoo, down on the beach, and now we run into you."

NVernon-Bmith smiled dizagrecably.

" Well, now vou can run out of us again!™ he said.

Bob frowned,

4 Blessed if we want your company, if it comes to that,™
he said. * We're not ansions to be seen with a couple of
silly voung asses smoking, Why don’t you chuck those fags
-_31-'-"::3' and have some chocolate instead? You know you liko
it hotter.*!

“*(h, shat np ™' growled Bolsover major.

T We've come hore to have a giddf time,”” soid the Bounder
loftily. **Wa're having it, too, ain't we, Bolsover 1"’

“We are,” grinned Bolsover,

" You'll be giddier than wou want to be, soon, if you don't
chuck smoking,” said Frank Nugent, laughing. :

“Pooh! I've got some cigars in my pocket,” =aid the
Bounder. “ We're going to have o good time. Ne rotten
prefects here o worry wa™

“The cigars will worry you worse than the prefects, I
imagine,”

“Ratsl”

Vernon-Smith tock a handsome eigar-caze from his pocket
and opened it. Inside were 2 row of Havana cigars, with
gold and red labels—good cigars enough, bub decidedly
dangerous for youths of Lfteen. In sheer bravado the
Bounder took out ono,

“ Have 2 cigar, Bolsovoer " he aslked.

Bolsover hesitated.

1 think T'Il finish the faez," he said.

“Oh, try o Larranaga [ :

Bolsover flushed as he cought thie grinning glances of
Harry Wharton & Co., and throwing away his unfinished
cig{;urette zsplected o cigar.

‘ Light I” he said.

" Better not let a bobby see vou,'” said Nagent, chuckling.
“You ain't old enough to smoke in public without being
taken by the collar, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!l"

Vernon-Smith sneered, and struck & match.

#Give us & hight,” said Bolsover.

“ Here you are” ) ]

Balsaver lighted up, and Vernon-Binith followed his
example. They puoffed away with a preat appearance of
enjoyment, blowing out clouds of really fragrant smoke.
The chums of the Remove grinned.

“ You'll be zorry for that soon,” said Harry Wharton,
“ We'll pick vour bodies up as we come back.”

“¥a, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, go and cat coke ! growled the Bounder.

The chums of the Remove strolled on.  Vernon-Smith and
Bolsover sat down to look at the sea and enjoy their
Larranago cigara.

FHarry Wharton & Co strolled about the tower. Tt was
ten minutes later when they came back past the two Grey-
friars bounders. Bolsover was not smcking now. His
half-Anished ﬂi%‘ar lay before him. and hiz head was
bowed, and a ghastly colour was in his face. Vernon-Smith
still had his eigar in his mouth, and his teeth were tightly
clenched upon 1t, as if in desperation.

“ Having a good time " asked Dol Cherey cheerfully.

Vernon-Bmith removed his cigar.

“Get away I’ he growled.,

“ Ain't you enjoying vourself #* _

“ Lomme slone " murmurced the Bounder huskily.

“ You all right, Bolsover "

“Grool”

“ Feeling ripping '

HDw I .

“ Get up and run about a hit.
said Johnny Bull,

“0Oh—oh! Ah!"
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Bolsover stared at them with glassy eyes. He could not
gepeak, Ho eould not move—or, rather, he dared not; he
knew what would happen if he did. The chums of the
Bemove regarded him with great commissration.

* Don't chip the eilly asses,” said Harry Wharton, ¥ 8hall
I see if I can get you eome cold water, Bolsover, old man "

Bolsover proaned.

“ Gerraway ' he murmuored faintly.

“Oh, all right.”

Bolsover twitched all over, and made a movement. Then
the catastrophe came. The chums of the Remove strolled on,
leaving the doggish youth in the grip of worse than sca-
sickness,

When they desconded from the tower, Bolspver and
Vernon-Smith were still there, with faces the colour of chalk,
and suffering bitter anguish. Beb Cherry burst into a
chucklo as they went down. )

“Well, if that’s huvinr gldﬁr time,” he remarked, “a
steady time will do for me !

““Ha, ha, ha!" ;

And the juniors plunged once more into thoe throng on the
sands, The smooth water tempted them, and thare wera
facilities galore for bathers. Soon they were disporting
themselves in the blua waters, enjoying themaelves to their
heart’s content, while the two black sheep of the Remove
were slowly and painfully recovering from the giddy time
they had had. Harry Wharton & Co's time was, perhaps,
not quite so giddy, but it was cortainly & grest deal more
enjovable.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Very Glddy Time,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came out of the sea, wilth
ravenous appetites.  Mark Linley was again called
upon for his services as guide.

Anywhere where we can %'ﬂ a meal before we
porish 177 aslied Bob Cherry pathetically.

Mark leupghed.

“ Heaps of places, and it depends upon the kind of meal
you want,” he sad.

“Oh, 1t's Maunly's treat, so we'll have the best.”

t“ila, ha, ha!"

" Yaas'" said Lord Mauleveror: *let's have something
degunt, for goodness’ sake. Chap told me vou could pgot a
decent lunch here for five bob: buot I think we'd bettor have
o good square meal—T'm hungry.”

“Vou cen got a pood square meal for o good deal loss

that five bob, if you want te,”” said Marck, laughing. * But
there are places to suit millionaires as well.”
“ That's what we want!” said Lord Mauleverer., * Lead

on!"

“JTwad on, m
vou!"” smd Bo
Buntor "

“ There's the restaurant—yonder.”

“Good cgr ! Buck up !

And Mark bucked up. IF was a vory handsome
restaurant ha led them into, where they were accom-
modated at & nies little table by themselves, with a most
courteous waiter to nttend to their necds. There was a big
fern on their right, and past that ancther table, where two
Greylriars fellows were already sitting— Vernon-8mith and
Bolsover, The Greyiriars fellows seemed fated to run across
one another that day.

Harry Wharton & Co. nodded to the two, but Dolsover
and Vernon-Smith ignored them. They were both leoking
o little sickly still—the result of their adventure with the
Larranagn cigars—and apparently they atteibuted theis
sufferings to the chums of ithe Remove,

The same waiter fooked aiter both partics. Lord Maul.
eversr gave his orders in the simplest manner, letting the
waiter %)ring" cverything he c¢hose te bring, and by that
method he eccured, certainly, a ripping lunch, which did
not err on the side of cheapness.

Vernon-Smith was mnore particular, and it pleasad him to
call away the waiter whencver the lotter was busy ot
Wharton's table. )

The waiter, either not specially caring for the way Vernon-
Smith ordered him about, ov per{;ar}a thinking that the larger
the party the larger the tip, certainly gave more of his
attention to Harry Wharton & Co. than to Vernon-Emith
and his companion. The place was erowded with customess,
and there was plenty for him 1o do, pnd Varnon-Smith's
autocratic requiterments were out of order, so to speak. The
Bounder of Groyfriars rapped savagely on the table.”

“ Waiter 1"

o Yey, sir.”’

“ VWhy don't you come 3

“ Yes, sir.”

son, or I shall take a bite out of one of
Cherry., “ L feel as hangry as Billy

13
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" Come here !

“ Yas, sir. 'Arf a minute, sir.™

“Leave our giddy waiter alone, Smithy!” said Bob
Cherry indignantly. * Can't you see he's carving a f{owl
for us ?'" .

“ Blow your fowl!" said Vernon-Bmith,
F'ra waiting 77

“Well, if vou're waiting, what do you waui the waiter
ﬁr?’:rashed Bob Cherry. ““If you can wait, let him wait

T,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

% Waiter I" roared Vernon-Simith, exasperated.

“ Yo, sie”

“I'll complain to your manager !”

¥ Yes, sir.”

“You lazy bounder——"

“ Yes, sir.”

[ £ 1'1 I'_I'It__-"',,

‘** ¥es, air.”

The waiter went at last. Vernon-B8mith scowled at him,

“*¥ou won't get any tip from me ! he said.

“Thank you, sir " said the waiter, who had guessed that
before. * Very good, sir! What can I do for you, sir®”

“I want something to drink ! growled Vernoo -8mith.
“Have you got any champagne ¥’

The waiter jumped. He had been acenstomed fo all soris
und conditions of visitors to the liveliest seaside resort in
the North, but he had never had champagne ordered by a
boy under ffteen before.

* Ye-c-pss, sir,” he stanumcred.

“ Well, bring it ¥

“What brand, sir?"

* Heidsieck 1" growled Vermon-Smith.

The waitor hesitated. .

“ Wall, why don’t you go?” roared the Bounder.

“ Would you mind paying for the champagne, sir ¥

“ Do you think I'm not Ezniug to pay you, you dwmmy !V

*Yeesir; I mean, it will be fifteen shillings, siv.”

Veornon-Smith opened a fat pocket-book, amd took out a
wad of banknotes. The waiter's oyes opened wide at the sight
of them, and hiz manner involuntarily became more respect-
ful. The sbn of Bamuel Smith, the millionaire, was alwavs
very well provided with money, and on this especial oceasion
hﬂ.'seemedp to bo rolling it it. Vernon-Smith did not ““"5
his wenlth so gracefully ns Lord Mauleverer. Ho delighte
in showing it about; and just now ho was keen to oulshine
tho party at tho next table

He detached s ﬁvegwund note from five or six others in
the gocket—bmkr and fluttered it down upen the table.

“ hanga that!™ ha said,

" ¥ ossir 1™

The waiter picked up the fiver and vanished. )

“My only hat!"” murmured Bob Cherry. *' SBmithy's Eﬂmﬂi
strong. Cigara and champagne! The unspeakablo ass! He'l
make himself ill."

“Vaas, bogad!™

Harry Wharton looked o littie serious.

“1 suppose we c¢an't interfere,” he
said. “It's really no b:anﬂ}' of ours.
though I hate to see n Greyfriars chap
making such a silly ass of himself. 1§
those blessed chumps drink champagne,
they'll f&t sq)mfl:'sr.’

“ And they'll get chucked out.””

“ Tho fatheads!™

But thers was evidently nothing that
the Famous Four could do in the

“Can't you sec
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“Oh, go and eat coke !” : .

And Vernon-Smith drank. Bolaover sipped his glass. Tha
Bounder was used to champagne, voung as he was; but
Bolsover major was not.  And he was very nervous of that
glass of creamy fuid, though he would not have admitted it

“Drink up !’ said the Dounder.

“All serene,’” said Boliover major.
thirsty.” ] . ]

“ Ha, ha, ha ! Champagne isn't for thivet, you ass! Drink

“I'm not wvery

.
Al vight. But—" _

“Oh, if you're afvaid of if, let it alone!” snecered the
Bounder. ) .

Bolsover major Aushed angrily, and drained his glass,

T can stand it as well as you can,” he said.

“PBet you you can't,” said Vernon-Smith coolly. ** My

ater alwavs gave me champsgne when T was a nipper, and
]f ceuld drink him under tﬁﬂ table before I was fourteen.
Fill my glass again, waiter."

“¥essir."

“ And fill my friend's”

“ ¥eesir."

“ And bring me another bottle”

Vernon-Smith lung down a sovereign,

o %nuther fowl heove, waiter!” called out Lovd Maulevever,

id qusi.i-;!}

The waiter scemed more devoted to Vernon-Smith now
than to the other party. The Dounder could, as he said,
stand the wine-he secmed to have a head of iron, for that
matter. DBut he was growing fushed with it, and in a staie
to hand out lLiberal tips, Tlgm:u waiter probably had one eye
cn the sovereigys he hed given the Bounder i chango for the
five-pound nofe,

“ You haven't touched your stuff, Dolsover,” said Vernon-
Smith presontly. is second glass was ecmpry.

* All in good time,” said the bully of ithe Remove, a littlo
thickly.

i {J}{ drink up; here comes the second bottle !

* Look here———"

* Be a man, old chap.”

Bolsover major drank the champagne. A film seemed fo
comne over his eyes as he did so, and he set down the glass
so clumsily that it crashed on his plate and broke. nern
was a4 giggle from somewhere. Bolsover major stared stupidly
at hiz broken glass,

“* Hallo " he said.

“It’s all right,” said Vernon-SBmith to the waiter.
can charge for it. And I'm going to give you a good tip
if vou logk after us.”’ )

" Yessir.”’

“Open that bottle.”

* Yesair."

** Have a littlg more, Bolsaver®”

* Certainly,” stammered Bolsover, to whom the great room,
and tho tables, and the diners, and the
ferns wora now circling like forms in a
dance. ** Pour it out! Here's to you !

“He's getting squiffy "' murmured
Bob Cherry. ' Oh, the ass!”

*' The Bounder's doing it on purpose,”
said Ilarry Wharton, between his tceeth,
“It's the kind of thing that amuses him.
Eolsover wouldn't be such an ass if he
were left alone.”

“ Let's get over and bump him,’” said
Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Yeou

matter. If the waiter chose to serve “That wouldn't do here," he ssid.
champagne to the reckless young black- “I'd like to. But we don't want to be
guards, it was his business and theirs, booted out. It will be bad enough to
and not Harry Wharton & Co.'s. see them going.”

The waiter was a long time bringing
the champagne. Perhaps he had spent
some time in making sure that the five-
pound note was o good one. Dot it
camo ab last, and the pop as it opened
made a pood many people tura their
heads. he wine creamed into the
pglasses, and Vernon-Smith, with a
sneering glance towards Harry Wharton
& Co., took up hia glass by the stem.

“You fellowa over there like o
drink 7" he called aut.

“ No, thanks."

* Bpooney asses!” said the Dounder
contemptuounsly. “ But I suppose you
couldi’t stand it."

“ You can’t stand it, for that matter,”
sail Nugent. " Why don’t you let it
alone, and not play the giddy goat®”

“ Begad, yaas, deah boy !
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“ Yuas, begad!”

“You'ro not drinking, Perey, old
utan,” said the Dounder, watching the
vacant face of his companion with mali-
crous amuscment. Vernon-Smith had a
peenling nature; and he was the kind
of fellow whaom it i1s better to have for
an ceemy than o friend.

“Fill up, then,” said Bolsover. *“ Fill
my glass, waiter, vou rotter!  Why
don't wou fill my glass, you skulking
chump **

*The waiter’'s pone,”" said Vernon-
Smith; “and your glass is full™

Fs it "

“Can't you see, vou ass?"

# -1 den’t scem to sce very clearly,™
saidd Bolsover major, blinking at him
in & guecr, bewildered way. ' Where's
my zlass?"
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Lord Mauleverer soon fell into the ;piril'. of the thing. He danced well, and the crowd roared, and "Erb played
his mouth-organ till it seemed as if he could mot l*t%vhel &;1 {}unﬁe ol breath left In him.
- £151un.

Bob Cherry,

“My hat!" ejaculated

o it Mauly!™

Vernon-Bmith guided his hand to it

“ There you are!'' he said.

Bolsover took hold of the new glass with a shaking hand.
Tle lifted it, and his hand swayed, and the champagne
ceeamed over into hiz plate, and swamped his viands.

“ Clumsy ass ' said the Bounder.

Crash ! .

The giass fell from Bolsover major’s nerveless hand, and
was smashed into a hundred picces on the foor.

Bolsover major started in stupid astonishmoent.

““What's that?" he muttered thickly.

“ That's your glass,” said Vernon-Bmith, with a chuckie.
“ You've dropped it.”

“ Dropped it,” repeated Bolsover.

“Yes. Can't you see?”’ . o

“Who says I've dropped it?" demanded Boisover, raising
his voice, and evidently hardly conscious now of what he was
saving or doing.

*1 do, you ass . )

“ Then yow're a liar '’ said Belsover deliberately.
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Vernon-Smith laughed.

“ Bring ancther plate, waiter,” he said. " Take that glass
away. DBring me another bottle of champagne.”

The waiter coughed. i ]

1 think your friend as ad enough, gir,”’ he said.

The Bounder smffcd.

*1 can sa¢ that,” he replied.
me."’

“We've run out of Heidsieck, sir”

“Bring me some Moet Chandon, then” _

“I'm afraid we've run out of champagne sltogether, sir”

Tt was protty clear that the waiter meant that he wounld
sorve no more.  Yernon-Smith scowled. i

““Pour out whai's left, and bring me some coffee,” ne
said, " and a couple of cigars.™

“ Yessir."

“Buck up, Bolsover. ¥You're all right, ain™t yon?” =aid
Vernon-Smuth, watehing his friend with great amusement.

Bolsover major was sitting bolt upright on his side of the
table, with a strange vacant look upon his flushed face. His
eves were wide open, and fixed upon the Bounder. 2

2

“Tt's not for him, it's lor
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“ Are you thers, Smithy?" he asked, afier & long pause.

“ Fos, I'm bere,” chuckled the Bounder. :

“Which of you is you, them?" demunded Bolsover, with
great %m'it A

The Bounder roared. aee

“Blessed if 1 can't see two of you?' said Doelsover, wita

ceat amazement. 1 didn't know you had a brother just
ke you, Smithy.”

0T haven't, you ass!” chuckled the Bounder.

“Then, who's that chap sicting beside you?
like as two peas.”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

“[Te's laughing. too, just the same as you are ! said
Bolsover, in nstonizshment, © I—I—my only hat!”

“What's the matter now?’

4 Weoap still, can't youl”

“ERT

“ Keep still. You'll
and round like a giddy deevizh,” said
“ Tﬁ"lnr%_'tf‘ can't yoiu keep stall?”

“Ha, ha, ha!t”

“0Oh, shut up!” said Dolsover angrily. “ And tell that
other chap to shut up, too! I'm not going to have the pair
of you cackline at me "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bolsover major Bushed furiowsly and made a lunge across
the table at one of the lauzhiug fuces—fovtunctely, the
one that was not there!

Vernon Smith started back. He had intended to amuse
himself by making Bolsover intoxicated, and he had sue-
cceded ; but he ﬂig not want the joke to go too far at his
awn expense. But he remembered now thut the bully of
the Remove had a very unpleasant tomper when it was
avoused, and it was very probable that the drink would
have the effect of rousing it in its most unpleasant aspect.

“ Here, shut up, ofd man!" he said. * ¥ou're making
people stare at us. Keop quiet, there's a good clm{:.”

“Who's staring at me?"" demanded Bolsover, losking round
offensively, *“1'd like to see him! I'll alter the shape of his
face for him!"

Bolsover major's veice was raised, and it was heard at a
good distanee, and people turned ronnd and stared in earnest
now. The bully of the Hemove did not cven see it; all the
faces to him were in a wild whirl now.

You're as

ive mo a headache, spinning round
Bolsaver crossly.

But Vernon-Smith began to look anxious. He did not.

want to go out of the place “ on his neck.”

“It's all right, old chap!” he said
walter,"

IFra it i, sir,” said the waiter, who had got it ready.
He was extremely anxions to get rid of his visitors. He was

uite aware that he ought not to have served the boys with
champagne, and he did net want trouble to follow.

Vernon-Smith threw dewn another five-pound nete.

Bolsover major ealmed down a little and sat staring
stupidly about him. The waiter brought the change, and,
alter a keen look at Vernon-Smith's face, gave him the
cpange covreciky. )

Vernon-Smith tossed him a five-ghilling-piece.

“Thank you, sir!’" said the warer,

“ Bolsover, old man, come on”™

‘lEh ?!I

“ Come on!™

“ Who ave you?' demanded Dolsover in the most offensive
manner.

“I'm yonr old pal,” said Vernon-Smith, grinning. ** Come
on. old man! Lend me a hand with him, waiter.

1] 1’{"&5“" Eﬂ )

Ard the Bounder of Creyfriavs and the waiter betwoen
them raised Bolsover major to his feek.

“ Bring my bill,

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,
Rolsover Gets Excited,

ATRY WHARTON & (0. looked anxiously on from
their table. They had fnished their lunch, and were
enjoyine their coflee, and fecling as right as rain.
But the two © bounders™ who had come to Dlackpool
ko have a middy iime were not quite so happy.

Vernon-Smith, in spite of his capacity for strong drink,
was fecling the offects of the champagne; and there wos no
doubl that Bolsover major wos helplessly, hopelessly intoxi-
eatod. He had deunk cnouzh of the patent lhguer to
mtoxicate a man—and he was a boy, and unused to it

The big, burly fellow was raised from his scet by the
combined efiorts of the waiter and Vernon-Smith, and stood
very unsteadily upon his legs. It seemed to Bolsover major
that he was alttempting roller-skating for the fivst time, so
stranpely did his feet seem bo desire to travel away in
difficrent directions.

it Come on, Perey, old man!” urged Vernon-Smith.
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“ Whur going™ murmured Bolsover.

“ Dut on the front.”

“T don't wanter go out on front.” : :

“We'll have & stroll on the prom., and it will set you
as right as o trivet.”

“Don’t wanter go strell on prom.” .

“Wall, we'll go wherever you like, old man ! said Vernon-
Smith. * But come onl” .

“1 wanter go home!” said DBolsover, with a vague,
wrelched feeling in tlie midst of his abasement that home
wus the best place for him.

“All right, you shall go home,”
pacifically.

“Whur's homei" ;

# Only just round the corner,” said the Bounder. “T'll
have you there in a jiffy. Lean on my arm, That's right !”

Fiu:rlmwri |E:u‘¢1- leaned on h%s aém and]hung there heavily,
aied turned b deep, inguiring lock upon him.

“Who you?!" he d:ell?mnclc& re

“I'm vour old pal, you know."

“You ain't " . .

“for goodness' sake, get him out!” said the waiter
anxiously.

; Bnlimrc-r major caught the words, and turned upon lun
ivrcely.

“ You talking to me?” he roared.

The waiter backed away. o Y

“Nao, sir! Certainly not, sir! Oh, not a bit, gir] Oh, no!

“ You'd better not " said Bolsover truculently.

“ Certainly mot, sirl”’ . |
| N E’Im not standing any of your rot!” said the Remove bully
thickly.

“ Oh, sir! No, sir! This way, sic!” ]

“T'm not going that way !’ said Bolsover, developing a
suddent obstinacy., * That ain't the way homel I'm going
the other way ™ )

‘1‘ Come on!” said Vernon-Smith.
[lll.ln !H|

i Old pal!” said DBolsover, with a sudden access of affec-
tic:tn. 'E; Thﬂt*s righ’! You're my old pal, and I'm your old
pak. rrigh’ 1™ :

And he threw his orms sbout Vernon-Smith’s neck and
wopt.

““ My only summer bonnet!” murmured Bob Chervy. “If
the siily ass only knew what an exhibition he was making of
himself! The awiul ass!" .

“Let's go and lend him a hand,” said Wharton.

“ He'll row with us if we do.”

“*Chanee it "'

“(bh, all right!"” . .

The Cireviriars juniors had finished, and they paid theair
bill, and left the table. ‘They surrounded Bolsover major,
and by persuasion and pushing they got him out of the
restaurant, into the garden attacked to it looking on the sen.

Vernon-5mith was glad enough of their he}p. Bolsover
major in his present state was a little too much for him,

he unhapps wretch sank down upon a bench in the
parden under 8 tree and stared stupidly about him.

Wharton turned & fDerce look upon the Bounder of
GGroyiriars, .

“;fnu‘w: done this, you cad!” he muttered between his
teath.

Vernon-Smith shrugkgeﬂ hiz shoulders.

“ He shouldn't drink if he can’t stand it,” he said.
stand it all right.”

I guppose vou were born a blackguard, and he wasn't.”

i Eﬂga:il, yaas!"

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Vernon-Bmith, “If you're
so jolly fond of him, you can take charge of him if you like.
He's not much vse to me.”
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Wharton's eyes biazed. .

“Do you mean to say that you want to desert him, after
getting iim into that state?” he demanded ficreely.

“Well, I can’t propel him round the town like that.,™

Bolsover blinked at him.

“What's that?" he said. " Where's my old pal?

** Oh, here I am ! growled the Bounder, )

“You're mot my old pal!” said Bolsover, putting his
crimson face rclose to Vernon-Smith's and staring at him.
“"¥You're Bunter !

“ Oh, you ass "’

“ What are you doing here, Bunter®

“I'm not Bunter, you fatheed!™ shricked Vernon-8mith.

“ Who are you, then?’

“I'm Vernon-Smith I'*

“It's a I-iE !il

The chums of the Remove could not help grinning. There
was samethinz comie as well a3 horrible in the spectacle.

 You're Coker said Bolsover, with intoxicated delibera-
tion. * You're Coker of the Tifth; and I tell vou plainly
I'm not having any of yvour cheek! You hesr me?”

“¥ez, I hear you, you fool I'" growled the Bounder.

“Who you calling a fool, Coker?’ demanded Bolsover.
“I'll jolly well lick you for that! I don’t care if you're in

“the Fifth! Not much!”

And with anrprising agility the bully of the Remove made
¢ sudden rush at Vernon-Smith, clasped him round the neck
with his left arm, and began to punch him unmercifully.

The Bounder of Greyfriars yelled.

“Ow! Btop it! Dra _ginmfif! (e 1

“T'll give you something to remember me by, Coker, now
we'rg poing 1 said Bolsover, evidently under the impression
that he was at Greyiriars, and that the school had not yet

broken up for the holidays. “I’ll smash you! I'll—
Take that! And that! And that!”

“Ow! Ow! Helpl"

Biff! Biff! D}

Vernon-8mith's head was in chancery, and he strupgled
furiously to escape from the %rnsp aof the infurinted bully
of the Itemove, and the rain of blows that erashed upon his
fzce and head. Tut Bolsover clung to him fiercely, hammer-
ing away for all he was worth.

““Ha, ha, ha'’ roared Bob Cherry. “ You got him like
tkat, and now you can face the music, Bmithy! Serve you
jolly well right ¥

" ¥Yaas, begad [

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! Draggimoft " spluttered Vernon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it, Bolsover!”

“Yaroooh! Help!™

Vernon-Smith dragged himself away at last, and Bolsover
lost his balance and fell with a crash on the gravel path
Leside the bench. He made one effort to rige, and sank
lack apain, and rolled over and went to sleep. : ;

Vernon-Smith stood dabbing his face furiously with his
handkerchief. He had had a very rough hammering, and
there was a crimson stream from his nose, which stained his
hendkerchief a deep red as he dabbed away.

The chums of the Remove roared with laughter. They
were concerned about Bolsover, but they did not feel any
sympathy for the Bounder of Greyfriars. He had only
recelved what he deserved, or, rather, less than he deserved.

* Ha, ha, ha ! roared the juniors.

Vernon-8mith scowled at them blackly.

“You rotters!” he howled. “ Hang you!
Ow! My noze!”

“ Ha, ha, ha !

“The drunken brute! He can look after himself, any-
way !”

,ind Vernon-Smith Ewun%lnwﬂ:.-' savagely.

Harry Wharton grasped him by the shoulder, and whirled
him back. -

“ Let me alone !" velled the Boundey,

. P.lre you going to leave him there i demanded Wharton
starnly.

“ Do you think I'm going to carry him round the town in
that state i hooted the Bounder.

“You got him into that state™

“Oh, rots!"” ]

“ Are you going to desert him, you cad '’ exclaimed Frank
MNugent, with blazing cyes. ]

“T'm not going to worry about him.”

“Then you're a cur!”

“(Oh, go and eat coke!™

Vernon-Smith swung away.
friars juniors surrounded him.

“We ean't stop vou from deserting Bolsover,” said Harry
Wharton sternly, * We'll look after him, if you won’t!
Put we ean jolly well punizh you for such a eaddish trick,
and we're going to!”

“Begad! Yaas!”

“ Bump the ¢ad!”

“Yes, rather !’

Vernon-Smith made a wild rush to escape. But he had no
chance, The grasp of the junmiors was upon him, and he
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wag gripped and bumped upen the gravel. He yelled
furipusly, but his yells did not save him. He was bumped
again and again, and then rolled in the gravel, and when
ne escaped from the juniors’ hands he was in a sorry state.
Y Now, cut off, you rotten cad ! said Bab Cherry scorn-

fully. ** And if we come across you again, we'll give you
some more !

““Hang you—hang vou ali!”

““0Oh, buzz off I

And Vernon-Bmith, breathing venpeance, staggered away,
torn and dusty and dishevelled,

Harry Wharton & Co, returned to Bolsover major. He
was left upon their hands, and little as be deserved from
them, they felt that they could not desert a Greyfriars fellow
in such a plight.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
The Good Samaritan,
OLBSOVER was sleeping soundly.
B 1 What to do with him the chums of Greyfriars hardly
new.

Ho was not likely to recover consciousness for some
time, and when he did, he was not likely to be in a condition
to look after himself, _

It was, as Nugont roemarked, rather “ thick” to have tc
spend o considerabie part of their day’s outing looking after
the foolish fellow, after he had been deserted by his own
chum.

But the Removites felt that they could do nothing less.

Ta leave him in his present state was impossible,  He
would probably be taken in charge by a policeman, and taken
to the station, and his feelings when he awoke in the police.
station would be tertible, to say nothing of the disgrace and
the scene he would have with his father afterwards if Mr,
Eliulmver learned about it, as he would be pretty certain to

[+

The chums propped the inscensible junior up on the sent
and discussed what should be done. lsover's head uggﬂi
upon Wharton's shoulder, and he snored there heavily.

“ Lovely-locking votter, he is, I must say!” snid Bob
Cherrr. “I wonder what the Head would say if he could
see him now 1"

“It would be the sack for hin"

“ And sorve him right 1"

Y Begad, yaasl” ) ) ..

“Well, we've got to look after him,” said Harry. *"*We'll
take it in turns to stav here with the silly ase; no goaod
all of us wasting the afterncon. I'll take the first turn, and
one of you come back in an hour.”

“Well, that’s about the best we can do, I suppose,’
Johnny Bull, . .

i I’lf stay with him if vou like, Wharton,” said JMark
Linley. * You fellows are strapgera hers, and haven't seen
the place, and I can sce 1t as often as I lilke in the holidavs,
as I live un heee!™ e

“ No; fair play’s a jewel ! We'll take turns at it.

“ But T don’t mind a bit,” said Mark earnestly. ‘' T've got
my Xenophon in my pocket, and I can do some Greck while
I'm looking after him. I'd just as soen.”

The Lancashire lad was in carnest, and, after some demur,
the juniors agreed to let him have his way. Tt was arranged
that thev should go round the town, and return to the hotel

arden at five or six o'¢clock. They walked away, leaving the
ﬁaﬂcnsh ire lad alone with the insensible Bolsover.

Bolsover was found a comfortable shady place to sleep
under a tree, in the grass, and Mark Linley =at near him,
and took out his Xenophon, and contentedly did Greek while
he waited for Bolsover to come to himsell.

The hours slid away, while Linley followed the Ten Thow
sand in their wanderings up and down through the page:
of Xenophon. :

It was two hours before Bolsover major opened his eyes.

When he did, he lay bewildered, staring stupidly aboul
Him'l for some time, and finally he groaned and sat up

izzily. i

Mark"Linley closed his boolk at once, and came over to the
wretched junior.

Bolsover looked at ham dazedly.

“Where am 17" ke stuttered. :

“You're all right,” said Li]![ﬂf, “This i1s the hotel

acden—that's where you had your lunch, you know. You've
%mn asleep.”

“Where's Smith "

*““{h, he's gone !

“ Gone " muttered Bolsover.

“ No.”

“ Not coming back !
me in the lurch?"

“Well, yes; T suppose it amounts to that!”

¥

EalC

“It ho coming back "

Do you mean to say that he's left
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I'm thiesty " monned Bolsover. * My throat’s burning.
My head's aching frightfully, I think I had too much to
drink.” '

The Lanenshire Ind smiled slightly.

“1 think you had,” he assented. *‘Shall I get you some-
thing cool—s lemon-squash ¥

“' hanls '

Mark Linler brought the lemon.-squash from the hotel.
Bolsover major sipped it gladly. His throat was dry as
turning lime, or seemed g0, and his head throbbed and
throbbed. Dut the cool drink and the breezo from the sea
helped to revive him., i

“T've been a silly ase!™ he said,

“You have!" assented Dlarl.

*How ¢id you come here?' s

“Don't you remember? We were having a feed at the
noext table.”’ : :

*I mean, what are you doing here now? You didn't stay
to leok after me, did you?”

Mark nodded.

“What for?”’ askoed Bolsover.

Mark Linley laughed.

“Well, you weren’t in much of a state to look aflter
ourzelf,” he maid. “ ¥You would heve been in the lock-up
¥ this time."’

The Romove bully shuddered.

“Oh, I've been 8 fool "' he said. * DMy pater would have
made a row if he'd bheard of that. 1 was & fool to come
here with 8mithy at all. I might have had a ripping day
with my pater and my minor, young Hubert—they've gone
on a yacht., But [ wanted to play the giddy goat with the
BGounder.”

M" '1-‘f'c'|l. you've played it; no mistake about that! said
ark.

‘“* And the Bounder isn't coming back®"

“MNo; he's gone!” ;

“He didn’t want to be bothered with me, I supposei"
aslked Bolsover, his eves gleaming.

“I suppose not. Buat you were pretty rough on him,”
added Mark. * You mistook him for CUoker, of the Fifth,
and went for him, and his nose is nearly twice the proper size
by this tune, I fancy.”

Bolsover chuekled hoarsely.

“Berve him right, the cad! T was a fool to chum with
him! He served me rotten tricks befare; nobody ean depend
on him. I'Hl give the rotier a wide berth in the future!
But, oh, how my heod aches ™

“Come and have & wash and a cup of {ea,” said Mark
Linley; “that will buck you up.” He gave Bolsover a
helping hand to rise. * You'll feel better soon.*

g | ?e-:rl scasick,” sald Bolsover, “ and my head=—ch! T
feel as if a blessed steam-engine was goiog full pressure
inside my napper. Where are yvour friends ¥

“They're coming back for me,”

Mark helped the exhausted, aching bully of the Remove
to a seat in a tea-house in the garden. Tolsover dranic tea,
end it revived him, and then a wash in ecld water set him
almost right. But he still felt very heavy and languid, and he
sat down heavily ugl';un_ a bench overiocking the sea.

Mark Linley sat beside him, and as Bolsover did not scem
to be in a humour for talls, he took out his book again, The
bully of the Remove waiched him curiously.

“ You're a qiuer:r beggar, Linley !'" he said at last.

Mark smiled.

““ Thanks " he said.

* Precious few fellows would waste their afternoon looking
alter me, considering——""

“1'm not wasting it; I'm reading.™
“What's that—Creek ¥
“ Vs,

“ Groooh ! said Bolsover.

There was another long silenez.  Bolsover sat drinking in
acep draughts of the ozoneladen air from fhe Irizh Seq, and
feeling better every minute. Theve was & swarm of people in
the gardens and along the front. Blackpool was onjoving
itself. Btrangers had pourved into the town by the thousand—
or, rather, by the ten thousand. and the promenade, and
trams, and the piers, and the tower and the wintor pardens,
all were erowded, and the steamers on the blue sea churned
on amid flocks of plessurve-boats. It was o gay and
SR,

“Hallo, halle, hallo I"* exclaimed 2 cheory voice at last,

And Beb Cherry and the rest eame up, red of face and
very merry and g little tired, and veady for tea.

ANSWERS
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o EEL better, old man?" asked Harry Wharton.
Bolsover looked shamefacedly at the juniors,
“Yeae-es" he said, in a low voice., “I'm pretly

.nearly all right. It was jolly decent of Linley to
gticlkk to me, after that cad Smith Ioft me in the lareh.”

“ Oh, Marky's & real white man,” said Bob Cherry., ' Ha
does these things! I'm glad you've got over {:gr little
spree without getting locked up, It would have n & bit
of & shock to your pater to get & wire to come down here
an'c{l bail you {:uf.."

Ha, ha, ha!""
“ Oh, don't rub it in!" said Bolsover. *I know I've beon
a fool. But I never knew the beastly stuff would get into

a chap's head like that " .

* Come and have tea,” said Harry Wharton. * ¥ou won't
geo the Dounder again to-day, I expect. Would you like to
go round with us ¥’ )

“ Pleasure to us begad |" said Lord Maulovercer politely.

Dolsover flushed, .

“ You're inl;l}'i' good,” he said. * Of course I'd like to come
with you! T don't want to hang about & place alone, and I
certainly don’t want any more of Vernon-8mith, If T sec
;;ha,thca again, I shall punch his head for leaving me in the
urch,”

Bob Cherry chuckled. : _

“You've done s lhittle in that line already,” he said.
“ Bmithy’s nose was looking like a prize boctroot when we
passed him on the prom. half an hour ago. I say, this 3 a
ripping place. We've had a jolly time, Marky."”

“We've been an all the giddy piers, and up and down on
the trams, and looked in at the Zoo, and done the winter
gardens and the Palace,” said Frank Nugent. “ Plenty of
things hera to pass the time. It seems that there are going
t0 bo big things on the sands to-night, too—picrrot shows,
and so on.”

“Yes; they're worth secing "' said Mark,

“We'll joliy well soo them after toa."

The afternoon’s exploring had left the jumors very hungry.
Lord Mauloverer stood a princely tea, and -Bolsover joined
the party without anything further being said on the subject.
Dolzover’s manner was very subdued. He was not fecling
guite well yet, and, polite as the juniors were, he knew very
well that they must Eu} thinking of his conduct, .

By the timne the chums of Greyfriars had fnished their tea,
it was dusl, and Blackpool was beginning to be lighted up.

The juniors, in a merry mood, strolled down to the front.

The crowds were enormous.

The whole front was a blaze of electric-light, and the pices,
lighted up, blazed cut from the shadows of the sea,

In some plaoes it was difficult te walk for the crowd.

Strange noises filled the air—mouth-organs and tin whistles
secmed the favourite musical instruments, and many of the
promenaders depended upon their vocal organs, which were
powerful if not melodious.

“ Hallo, halls, halle !”” said Bob Cherry suddenly.
our friend IHerbert !

It was "lirh & Cn. again. "Erb & Co. were dancing in a
girele, and with them were . soveral vory brightly-dressed
young ladies, dancing with great spirit. "Erb was playing a
mouth-organ, and keeping very good time with that fear-
some instrument. The jumiors stopped fo wateh the dance,
28 did a crowd of other promensders. They recognised Miss
Maria and DMiss Clara, and their respective young men
among the devotees of Terpsichore, evidently enjoying them-
sclves finmensely.

‘Erk fimished his musical performance, and gasped for
broath. He caught sight of the juniors, and hailed them in
a voice which showed that 'Erb had not neglected the cup
that cheors daring the day.

“ 1 Tre yon are, me lord!” shouted "Erb.
(ome and jine the dunce, me lord!
yours truly "'

“ Begad ! ejaculated Lovd Mauleverer.

“ I1is lordship ! exclaimed Misa Maria,
come and give us a ‘op !

* (Oh, dear [' exclaimed Lord Maulevercr. c

He tried to back away in the crowd, but Miss Maria. who
was evidently in a state of great excitement, due partly to
the dancing and partly to the black bottle which "Erb passed
vround for rofreshment, would not let him escape.  Bhe laid
a powerful grasp upon the nstounded youth, and draggad
him into the Terpsichorean circle. . :

“OTpn woe are !’ she exclaimed gaily. *f Strilke up, 'Erb 1™

**Urray I”" said 'Erb.

“‘ o it, Maria I

“ Go it, me lord 1"

' Urray ! Op 1
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od Lord Mauleverer. ' I really—you sce

IIE J '!ﬂ
% you kuos gad! Oh, dear ! My dear young lady—

—don't you know
oh 1"

And he danced. - _

He had no choice in the matter, for Miss Maria was a
muscular young lady, and could have tossed Lord Mauleverer
over the heads of the erowd if she had liked, oo

The erowd spplanded uproaricusly. *Erb and his friends
scemed almost hysterical with delight, and the Greyfriars
juniors, who had not also joiued in the dance, joined in the
roar. Lord Mauleverer's face was a study at first; bui, as
it happened, he was a good dancer, and he fell into the spinit
of the thing. He danced well, and the crowd roared, and
'Erb played his mouth-organ till it seemed as if he could not
have an ounce of breath left in him, o i

“ My hat )"’ Bob Cherry ejaculated. *‘This is fun! Go it,
Mauly !

“ Put her through !"

““ Hop it, Mauly " ]

“ Begad, don’t you know,” said Lord Mauleverer, as he
whirled past Harry Wharton with the light-footed Mu:.-m.,
*the young lady dances beautifully, you know ! Begad!l

[ 1] ED it !, =

“'Op i, Maral™

il Hﬂ; hl,. .h& !II ,

Miss Maria ceased at last from sheer exhaustion. She was
bubbling over with good humour and breathlessness. Lord
Mauleveror bowed gracefully to his partner. i
1 “Thank you very much, miss!" he said, raising hia straw

at. ]
“ Oh, ain't he a toff 1" said Miss Maria., *“ Where did you
get that volce !

111 Bﬁ d____n

" Ain't I told you ’e's a lord 1" shouted "Erb.
genta; 'is l;n}*dshl[: is goin’ to stand the drinks!”

&4 7 ﬂ.:i" -’ .

“ Indeed, I shall be very happy, dear fellows!" said
Lord Mauleverer. “Gnm;? o, ﬁggr ':::Fa! It's my treat!”
& Al:;d he was whirled fowards a refreshment buffet near at
and.
" 'Erh & Co. took advantage of the treat with great gusto.
The Greyfriars fellows drank lemonade, but 'Erb & Co.
drank something more potent than that; and we regret to
say Miss Maria followed their bad example.
: %}m two partiea parted on the best of terms, and the Grey-
friars juniors sauntered om, laughing. ‘

“ Well, it’s a jolly place, and no mistake,” said Bob Cherry,
“and I think Maria’s simply a duck. They're jolly nice
pti?ﬁle when you t to know Tem I

“Walk up,

ipping "' sal Hug%entl laughing. * This iz what comes
of Haufy being such a fascinating chap. Neobody wanted to
dance with me ! _ '
il HE, hﬁq h-ﬁ- !IJ

“* Oh, really, my dear follow,"” said Lord Mauleverer. "I
felt quite nervous at first, don't you know. Begad! By
Jove! Here's Bmith and Captain Pointer!”

Vernon-8mith was strolling along the lighted beach, with
the sporting gentleman who had talen so many sovereigns
from Lord Mauleverer in the train coming down. Vernon-
Smith had found & new friend; but his new friend was lilel
to make him pay for the privilege befors he had done wi

ham.

Bolsover clenched his hands at the sight of the Bounder.
Vernon-3mith affected not to see them, and Harry Wharton
put his arm through Bnlanve;"a, and dragged him on.

“ *Nuff rows for one day,” he said.

“Oh, all right "’ said Bolsover. “I'll leave punching his
head till we get back to Greyfriars!”

A flare of light, and the rai-tat-tat-a-tan of a drum, drew
the juniors’ attention to a pierrot show near the pier. A
large crowd was gathering round to see if, and the juniors
mingled with the onlookers. They sat down on the beach
with the rest. _ ]

“This will be worth seeing,” said Mark Linley. “It's a
pierrot company that comes to Bluck%ual regularly every
summer—the Masked Pierrots. One of them i3 a Frenchman,
and gives French songs and dances. I've never seen them
before, but they are well known."

““ Let’s see "em, by all means !’ said Johnny Bull,

The performance wes just beginning.

The good-natured crowd gave the pierrot troupe a cheer
befors they started, by way of encouraging them, There
wera five in the company, and they were all masked—a little
trick in the * profesh’ which was very successful when it
was first deviged. But even the simplest excursionist in the
Blackpool crowd by that time probably did not believe that
the maske concealed the well-known features of great society
people who were doing it for “ fun.” Tt was only too evident
that the pierrotz were doing it for money.

A little man, looking very bizarre with hizs ample pierrot
dress, and his chalked face half-covered by the mask, made
his bow to the audience. He looked an exact reproduction
of Canio in ' Pagliacei.” The Greyiriars juniors looked
at him, and, in spite of the concealment of the mask and the

MaiareET LinrAarRT.—No. 234,

A M Gomplats Sohocl Tals of
Harry ; & Do. naxt Tuesday :

“SPOOFING THE SCHOOL.”

| EVERY
TUE3DAY,

The “INagmet”

ONE ]
PENNY.

pierrot-dress, it seemed to thém thet there was something
slightly familiaxr about him. :

" Been that chap before, somewhere,” suid Bob Cherry.

“ Looks familiar to me,’" said Harry Wharton, with a

puzzled lock. * That's the French performer, I think—he
sings in broken English.”
“ Listen !"

A piang and a fiddle, played by two of the pierrcts, struck
up, and the little man bogan to sing in what the erowd took
to be a masterly imitation of tha broken HEnglish of a
TFrenchman imperfectly acquainted with the language, but
which the Greyfriars juniors, as soon as they heard it, knew
to be quite genuine. For they knew the voice, though the
had never heard it raised in song before. And theyv lovked
at one another with blank looks, end cne name leaped to
their lips at onee-—

¢ Mossoo |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mussoo's Secret,

o ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER!” murmured Horrd
- Wharton. “ My hat "
“ Mossoo, by gum I
“ Great Scott "

i By Eﬂ'd 1"

The little Frenchman had not observed the faces of the
juniors amid the sca of faces that surrounded him. He was
not looking in their direction. But the juniors kuoew him,
and they watched him in amazement.

B0 that was the secret! _

It was probably to pay his fare to Blackpool that the
French master lmg disposed of the watch to the pawnhroker
in Courtfield before the school broke up; and this was what
he was doing in Blackpool--working in & pierrot show !

he juniors simply pasped at the idea. .

They knew that the French-master's salary at Greyfriam
was not large, and that he had to help Fmr relatives in his
native country. Many [ellows at Greyiriars had suspected
that Mgnsicur Charpentier was very hard up indeed. His
shabby clothes had drawn many Enmrmﬁ expressions from
fellows like Snoop and Vernon-Smith. But that he raised
money by appearing as a Emrmt on the sands at Blackpool
—the Greyfriars fellows had certainly never dreamed of that,

Fisher T. Fish, the American junior at Greyfriars, had
told them stories of Amecrican college life—of under-
graduates who worked as farmhands and waiters in the
summer to pay their college fees in term time; but for a
master—even a Freach master—at an English school to raise
cash in this way was a little new o :

The juniors could only stare at him in astonishment.
Monsieur Charpentier—billed as Count do Montfort in large
letters in the show—sang on in his cracked woice to the

rest amusement of the sudience, and to the great wonder of

arry Wharton & Co,

His song described the adventures of a Frenchman who
came to see London; and it was quite a funny song, in the
queer dislect of Mossoo. The Frenchman illustrated the
song with a dance at the same time, to the squeaking of the
fiddla and the pong-pong of the much-tortured pisno.

“ %o day I come to London
Ze fog was in ze sky;
A pretiy %rl she look at me,
And vink za ozzer eye.

N'est-ce-pas i

“ JFai dit, * My name is Adolpha;
I've travelled from Pareo;
I love ze sharming Ingleesh moes,
So kummer-kummer-kummer longer me.’
N'eat-ce-pas?
Kummer-kummer-kummer-kummer longer me.”

The sight of their French master, executing the mosb
absurd antics and chanting such an utter absurdity, was too
much for the Greyiriars juniors. They burst into a vell of
laughter, in which the whole erowd joined. Bob Cherry
clapped hiz hands vigorously.

e it, mossoo "' he bawled.

““ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ Imperfect, indicative of aller, to go!” shrieked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" ~

“ Bhut lg.\, vou asses!" whispered Harry Wharton, n
alarm. “Don’'t lat him know we know him. Poor old
Mossoo waould simply writhe if he knew we knew.

“ guibﬁ right, begad ' said Lord Mauleverer.

“Borry I spoke,” murmured Bob Cherry.

Hao didn't hear.” “All serene!
19
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Monsieur Charpentier had not noticed the yells of tho
joniors emong so many other yells, When the noise sub-
tided, he started on the second verse, which detailed his
tdventurss with the charming English miss. It seemed that
e English miss did not turn out very charming in the end,
a3, after taking him for a ride on a motor-'bus, and a visit
£> & cinematograph, he found that she had suddenly de-
parted, and that his pocket-book and purse had departed
also, =0 that poor Adolphe had to get & job as a waiter in
order to pay his fare back to Paris. "But this want of
honesty on the part of the English miss did not shook the
audience; thoy laughed loudly at the misfortunes of the
unfortunate Adolphe in London.

Monsieur Charpenticr’s turn was very much applauded,
and the little Frenchman was bowing his thanks, when he
ﬁ?ugst sight of the -seven Greyfriars faces in a row in the

owd,

He gave a- wild jump.

His eyes almost started through his mask, and he stared
blankly at the g{unmrs, evidently ton overcome to keep his
pregence of mind.

Then, with a stifled exclamation, he rushed back behind
the canvas screen, and disappeared.

“He's scen us Y muttered Bob Cherry.

" Poor old Mosson I

He thinks we know him, too,” said Johnny Bull.

The crowd were clapping and shouting for the performer
t> come on again. The applause was so great that the
:ount de Montfort sm:gl; wd to appear. He eame into
tight again with trembling hands, and avoided looking
b :.‘E'ards the Greyfriars boys.

Blezzed if I don't know that chap ™ said a voice bohind
Ihe juniors. “T've scen him boforo somowhore, Pointer.”

It was Vernon-Smith's voice,

Harry Wharton locked'round. The Bounder and Captain
Pointer had joined the crowd behind them, and the Bounder
rag locking very curiously et the French performer as ho
bowed his acknowlodgments to the enthusiastic audicnce,

“Groat Seott ™ “L know
him "

* Whom do you think it 31" exclaimed Wharton.

The Bounder started. 3

#“Hallo! You here?" he exclaimed,

“ Looks like it, doesn't it?"

“ Well, don't speak to me." ‘ :

“I'm going to speak to you when I get you into & quiek
place, Bmithy," said Bolsover, between hiz teeth.

The Bounder looked at him with a sneer.

“Hallo! You'ro in the family now, are you? Got over

“Yps—-no thanks to you. I might have beon locked up
for all you cared,” said the bully of the Remove savagely.

Vernon-3mith shrugped his shoulders.

“1 can't be bothered with bhoobies,” he said, YE:H
should learn to take your cham. like a man, or leave it
alone. FPooh I

Bolsover gritted his teoth.

“1 know that chap,” said Vernon-Smith, as the Count de
Montfort went back into the booth. “It's old Charpy!
That's what he's down in Blackpool for to-day. hat !
Won't there be & cackle at Greyfriars when I tell the fellows
about scoing him doing pierrot bizney on the sands !

Wharton's eyes ploamed.

* You won't tell them !" he said.

The Bounder stared. .

" Why shouldn't I? It will be a good joke, I think: and
if the Hcad hears of it, Mossoo will get the push, ag sure as
B gun.

‘If you think 1t's Mossoo—""

“1 know it is "

“Then you're bound to hold your tongue. The poor old
chap can't help being hard up, and it would be caddish to
give him away.”

Vernon-83mith sncered,

“I'm jolly well going to have a closer lock at him after
tho show," he said, ** and make sure that it is Mossoo. Then

oxclaimed Vernon-Smith.

‘the cham, "’
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T'll let all Greyiriars knew, il enly to show you that you
can't dictate to me, Harry Wharton,” :

“ You rotten cad I

* Thanks I : o 1

“¥on worm ! said Bob Cherry witheringly.

The Bounder yawned. -

“ [.ot's ggt g bit further off, Pointer,”” he said. “I'd
rather not be seen with these hooligans, They belong to my
school, but I don't recognise them outside the school. A
fellow isn’t bound to do that.”

‘“Begad !" ejaculated Lord Maulaverer, ) )

Captain Pointer grinned, and moved away with his young
friend. Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged dismayed glances,

“ Rotten for Mossoo ! said Nugent, after o pause. *'It's
E:aatl:.r the Bounder recognising him. He won't hold his

ng-a.”

““(h, he's cad enough for anything ! said Johnay Bull.

“ Might bump him, and maeke him promize,” Bob Cherry
remarked.

“1 don't know whether he'd keep a promise bumped out
of him,"” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “It would be
asking a lot, wouldn't it."

" Begad, yaasl” o .

But the juniors could not help feeling worried in their
minds. They were all concerned for poor Monsicur
Charpentier, whom they liked very well. If his peculiar
mode of spending the vacation was known at Greyfriars, it
was certainly very probable that he would have to leave his

ost at the old school. And that would be o very heavy

ow to him. French-masters’ posts in good schools did not,
33 Bob Cherry remarked, grow on every bush; and they
znew how poor Monsieur Charpentier was, :

" Wa'll soe the show to a finish, and ses that Vernon-Smith
doesn't go in and speak to him,” said Harry Wharton de-
sidedly.  ** After all, unless he speaks to him face to face, ho
can’t say for certain that it’s Mossoo,”

“ Quite right."

“We'll do that,” =aid Bobh Cherry.
romes hosing about the Elacc, we'll bump him, as we did
before, and he'll clear off.”

“That's tha idea.”

And the juniors sat the show out; and when it was aver,
and the erowd dispersed in search of other amusements, they
did not depart. They locked round for Vernon-Smith; but
what they saw was a figure in a long coat over his picrrot
Jreas, hurrﬁn{.il towards them. It waz Monsgicur Charpenticr,
ind the mask hed been taken now from his chalked face.

—_—— e

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The End of a Great Day,

ARRY WHARTON & CO, raised their straw hags very
respectfully to the French master, In spite of the
comic pierrot dregs and the chalk, he was still their
French master. The little Frenchman was cvidently

labouring under great emotion,

““Mes garcons,” he said, ' you have stop here to speak
viz me, n'est-ce-pas.’”

““Well?' began Wharton hesitatingly. He did not wish to
tell the Fremchman what they were really waiting for.
Monsiour Charpentier ovidently did not lknow that Lho
Bounder had been among those who had secn him.

“It wos kind of you,” said Monsionr Charpentier., *°1
know zat you know me 1 see in your faces zat you have
mo recognise.”’

“Well, wo—we couldn't help i, sir,” said Bob Cherry
apologetically,

" Begad, nol” _

Tho Frenchman shook hiz head.

“1 not Blame you,” ho said. ** It is ze sccident. But it is
very unfortunate. Vat you zink now of your master?"”

“ It's not our business, sir,” said Frank Nugent.

Tha littlo Frenchman gesticulated.

* Helas, it is zat T need 26 money!” he said. “I not tell
all zo vorls, you understand; but in France I have ze old
fazzer and muzzer, and zey are in need. Ciel, it is not ze
great fortune zat vun make by teaching ze French at ze
school, vous savesz.”

“ I suppose not, sir.”

““1 come to zig,” said the Frenchman, with a gesture to-
wards the plerrot hooth. **In Paris I have sometimea sung
in 7o cafe-chantants, vous saver—a groat secerct. Zeon I wink
of zis in ze vacance. It is honest, and it amuse zo pzople; but
I losa all ze diﬁni.tg of my character, vous saver. It iz not
dignified—hein.

The juniors could not help smiling. Like many very little
men, Monsieur Charpenticr had a wonderful idea of his

ersonal dignity, and his fawourite attitude was Napoleonic.

o bo caught in a ridiculous garb, singing a ridiculous seng,
and dancing with ridiculous antics, was a great blow Lo him,

‘“*It's all right, sir,” said Bob Cherry comfortingly,  We're
not going to say anything sbout it, sir"”

* Not. & word, of course,’” said Johnuy Bull.

The little Frenchman's face brightened up.

"1f Verncn-Smith
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“1 know zat I can trust yoo, mes pareons’” he said, * You
ava ze pood boys. If it had been boys like zat Snoop or zat
Vernon-Smect, I say, ‘Do your vorst!® But viz ze noble
Eﬂm;ﬂg zit you are, I say, ‘Do me ze favour of not to men-

ion

* Right you are, sir.®*

" I%lcﬁ a E:.vnrd p

* Honour bright "

The littlo Frenchman clasped the hands of the juniors in
turn, and shook them very heartily.

“Zen I am no longer sorry zat I see you here,” ho ex-
claimed. "I am glad zat [ meet my young fricnds. Vat is
it zat you zink of ze performance ¥

Harry Wharton grinned. The French master wos ashamed
of the undignified manner in which he earned money during
the holidays; but he was not above the little vanity of wish-
ing to hear a favourable opinion on his pecformance, all the
HaInn.

*“1t was ripping, sir!"” said Harry.

o ':;;‘.ll,-lr:*'nvl.‘]i4:lf sir "

Y Gorgeous !

 First-chop, sir ™

The littlunﬁmn,::hmmr beamed and almost purred,

“1 zink zat I do him as an artist,”” he said. ' Zat is so,
Zerc are vays of doing zeze zings, n'est-ce-pas? Zerve are vays
and vays, and orzer vays, I zink zat 1 do zem in zo vay o
20 arbist.™

*You do, sir.,”

"“¥es, rathor,™

Begad, voas [

_ And Monsicur Charpenticer, very much pleased with “tha
juniors and with himself, shack hands “’il]l]] them all again,
and went back into the booth,

“Good old Froggy 1" murmured Bob Cherry.  * ITe doesn't
know that tho Bounder saw him: and it would have beon too
cruel to tell him,  We shall have to find some woay of keeping
Smithy's mouth shut.”

‘** Here he is," said Nugont quictly.

_ The Bounder, alone now, was coming towards them. The
juniors hurried to intercept him, having no doubt that he was
going to the hooth to seek a personal interview with Maonsicur
Charpentier.  The shows wero mostly over now, and the
peopla were streaming away towards the reilway-stations.
The long and merry doy was drawing to an cnd.  In a short
time the Frenchman and the rest of the pierrets would bo
gone, and the juniors had only to keep the Bounder off tho
grass, so to speak, till then.

They halted in il_ia path, and the Bounder halted, too.

" ¥You're not going on,” said Harry Whartan quictly,

He expected o fierce ouiburst in return from ihe Doundor;
but it did not come. In the glare of the electric lights, ho
observed that Vernon-8mith's face was very pale,

. “I=I don't want to,” said the Bounder. I wasn't think-
nﬁg -:-I‘”Mmm—hang him! 1 came back here to sce you
chaps,

 Looking for a thick car?” asked Bolsover suggestively,

Veornon-Smith did not answer him,

“ What on caorth did you wank to see us for?” demanded
Mark Linlev, in surprise,

I can't get home,'™
wi 'Wlmt ?n
“I've been robbed,™
* Robbed 1" exclaimed tho juniors, in a breath.

" Yes, and swindled, too!™ said the DBounder hitterly,
That enap you saw me with—I suppose you noticed him?™
** ¥ea, rather, Ho cheated Mauly in the train.’

“Ho got me into playing carvds,” said Vernon-Smith
bitterly. ° He cleared me out. I'd been deinking again, sud
I was excited, and—and he won every cent. And-—and he
wouldn’t give me back cven enough to pay my fave home,
And—and aftcr I'd left the cad, I found my watch was gone,
I'm pretty he had it.””

A %"‘?«' hat !

Y Well, T must say you'ro a giddy ass,' said Bob Cherry.
* It serves you righe, for being a gainbling blackgnard, thai's
my %mmn.”

“ixo on. Pila on o fellow when he's down!™ said the
Eounder bitterly.

Bob Cherry relentod at once.

“1I don't want to da that,” he said. “If you're in a hole,
I'm sorry. But you brought it all on yourself,”

“1 can't get :Lume,” said Fw Bounder, in a low voice.
“'T'vo been looking for you. wonr't o in and see FPronchy,
i you don't want me to. Hang him!- But—but 1 want one
of ¥ou to lend me a couple of pounds to ek home with.”

*Haven't you got a reburn ticket 77

““No, I came down first-class,” said the Bounder, with a
touch of his old arrogance. * I'm not an excursionist.”

Bob Cherry clinckled,

*“ Well, wo are,” he said,

£ 11

“We canie down on thivd-clasg
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ezoursion tickets, and they were quite good enough for us,
I dare say we could raise a eouple of guid, Smithy, but the
question i, are third-class bounders like us sufficiently aristo-
cratic for & moneylender’s son to borrow of?”

The Bounder winced. . :

“ You can lond it or not, as you like ! said Vernon-Smith
savagely, “I dare say I shall ‘be able to manage somchow.
Lots of people sloep on the beach here on fine nights.”

“¥ou con have the money, of course,” said Harry Whar-

gon. * We'll whack it up among us. You can eend it back
by post.”

“1'd rather mop up the beach with the cad!” growled
Bolsover.

“ Oh, rats!"” said Bob Cheery cheerfully.

'I'!ftc; money was raised, and Verncn-Smith hesitated as he
took 1t

“I'll send this back immediately I get home,” ho said.

“ Al gerene.”

“And—and, I say, I'm sorry for the way I spoke just
now,” said the Bounder, with a glimmer of good fecling that
the juniors had not expected of him. “I—1'd lLike to come
back” with you fellows, third class, if you'll have me, zo far
2% our ways are togpethor.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

*Come on, then'" ] )

“ Begad, it’s about time we got to the station!” said Lord
Mauleverer, looking et his watch. * Wu¢'ve got nons toc
much time for our train, deal boys.”

And the Greyfriars party made their way with the throng-
ing erowd towards the Central Railway Station.

he crowd was terrific. Thousands upon thousands of tired
but hapgz.r peaple wore thronging back to the railwayv-stations;
thousands more werc crowding into the innumerable boarding-
houses that form se large a proportion of Blackpool.

Wedged in the crowd; the junisrs had to keep pace with
the rest of the holidey-makers, antl advance into the station
by slow and steady degrees. The time booked for their return
train had long Pu when they found themselves at last on
the crammed platform. But the times for the trains were of
no moment now. The station officials were working like
bees to get the erowd off, despatching trein aftor frain,  As
fast as one was loaded up to overflowing, it rolled out of the
Eﬂatic-rl, and another appeared from nowhere to take its
pluce,

Traim after bram was Glled pnd dim[‘l;ﬂ.{:hﬁrj, amid roars and
shouts and yells, and the din of wouth-organs and whistles
and singing voices. Still the juniors were wedged in the
#pparently endless erowd, ’
ﬂi:‘ We won't go home till morming, I think,” gasped Bob

orTY.

* Looks like it, begad 1" zaid Lord Mauleverer. “ But il's
all in the day's play, dear boy.”

“Here's our train !” said Wharton.

They shoved forward, and had a chance at last. They
Elle-’.l into a carriage, and were followed in by a wild wave of

umantty. The carriage was vacked, and disappointed
trippers glared in and passed along, and yelled for more
troing o De puat on.

The carriage was intended to hold len, and there were
sixkeen in it when Bob Cherry succeeded in getting the door
shut, DBut the Greyfriars junmors were all together, and thes
ware off at Inst.

“My hat!? gasped Nugent, *Talk about sardines!™

“Tt's warm " said Johnoy Bull

“But we've had o ripping day 1™

“¥ez, rather! [HHurvah T

A gentleman in the eorner was playving a concertina.
Ancther gentleman wae }ﬂnying a tin whistle. Both played
very well; but as they played simultancously the effect was
not harmonious.

Buat it was all, as Lord Mauleverer had said, in the dav's
play. It was o merry and uproarious ending to o merry and
uproarious day.

The Doundcr sat silent as the train rushed on throuch the
night. Dut he was thinking. [le had to change trains
before Harry Wharton & Co. got out. Dolsover had been

Wwﬁ#
e o

i
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staying with him, and would have changed with him; Dut
he had declared his intention of going to an hotel rather
than going home with the Bounder, after his experiences in
Glackpool. And thereupon Lord Maouleverer had asked him
to come home to Mauleverer Hall for a day or twe, and
TBalsover had gladly accepted. Bolsover chatted with the
chums of the move with unosual cordiality as the fram
rushed on. ]

It slackened down at last. Vernon-Bmith made a move-
ment, and took down his coat from +he rack and put it on,

“T get_out here” he said. “I'm much obliged to you
fcllows. You've treated me very decently in helping me
to get home.”” ]

*"That’s all right, SBmithy.” i

“ But I mean 1t,"" said Vernon-Smith, * and if there's any-
thing I can do——""' .

“There is,”” Wharton said quietly. “ Give us your word
got to say anything about Mossoo at Greyfriars—not to give
him away there.”

The Bounder nodded. ]

Al serene! I won't say o word! Honour bright 1"

The train stopped, and the Bounder stepped out.

* Good-night, you fellows !

* Good-night, Smithy I

Tho train rushed on again. Most of the passongers were
asleep by this time, and the Greyiriars juniors followed
their example. Nugent leaned his head back on the par-
tition, and Bolsover leaned his on the windew, and Johnny
Bull and Mark Linley leaned on one snother, and dropped
into balmy elumber.

A sudden jerk of the train and a shouting voice wole
them up.

“ Walee up, you slackers!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“ Tumble out! They don't give you much time !

And the Greyfriars juniors bundled slecpily out of the
carriage. The fresh, keen air of might revived them, how.
over, As the train started agoin, o hend lerned out of a
window, and a hand waved, and o ravcous voice shouted :

“* Good-night, me lord !

It was the irrepressible "Erb. Lord Mauleverer raised liis
hat gracefully.

“ Good-night, dear boy " he called back.

And the train disappeared, earrying the prinning *Erb
away nto the night.

The Greyiriars jupiors walked out of the station, and they
found Johnson and the motor-car in readiness. Johnsoo
wolte up and touched his cap.

it ]{{f.-}!‘::.t vou waiting, Rubinson " asked Lord Mauleverer
sympathetically.

“Only an hour, &ir,” said the chanffeur,

“Tumble in, you fellowz! ¥You can let her rip on the
road, Robinson. There won't be anyone about at this tima
of night.”

“ Yos, my lord 1”7

And the chaulfour did let the car rip. The juniors enjoyed
the wild dash through the muidnight, under the clear stars,
and all too soon Mauleverer Hall appeared in sight. Very
happy and very tired, the Greylriars Jjumors went fo bed.

“ Good-night, my dear fellows!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“T hope you've had a good da_';-.”

“ First chop, Maoauly, my son !

And Lord Mauleverer turned in. The 1unim were net
long in getting to sleep. b Cherry was the last,

¢ Tolly 'E}].I].fﬂ, Blackpool, Wharton I e remarked.

“ Groo " ,

“We'll go there again!®

“Yaw-aw!™

# Bleepy, Nugent "'

¥ Groo !

“1 soy, Linleye—'

Bnoro |

And Bob Cherry chuglkled, and went to sleep himself.
And it wag late in the following moruning when the juniors
awoke, to discuss, with great enjoyment, their Bank Holiday
at Blackpool.
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THE STORY:OF- -THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT
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ROUND THE GLOBE!

Ferrers Lord, millionalre, and owner
of the Lord of (ke Deep,

Prioce Chlog«Lung, Adventurer, Conjurer and
Yentrilogquist,

Nathas Ggore, Jewel collecior,
and molil-miilonaire,
Ferrers Lord's terrlble rival

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.
“BY FOUL MEARS OB FAIR, PLL WIN.”

Malhan O

ore, millionaire and jswel-collector, clemched his hapds furionsly and raved like a madman on the deck of the liner Corometion,

He had started specially from America in order to be present at the sale-room in London where the costly dlamond, ** The World's Wonder,™

wat to be put up lor anction,
ko listenad, his lace came over deathly pale, and he

Wonder * privately. Mo bidders. Price nnknown.”’

A telagram for Mr. Gore,’ & volos rang
ave vent to a ferrible o
Il win yet,’* shriskad the man,

out thrn%gh {he darkness, The American was {old the message, En
oath. [

Ay
arehased * The World's

mumﬁunm t Y Ferrers Lord it

¥ foul means o¢ Iair, I'

“ THE WORLD'S WORDER.™
In the magpificent drawing-room of Ferrers Lord®s hounse in Park Lans was assembled & varied collection o! individumls. Fizst of all there

was the celebrated millionsire himself, and close to him sat Ching-Inng, & Chinaman, busily eng

e groat eogineer, way sipping tea, and Ruopert Thursio
askad tha latfor. Tha ongirs smilad.

The pricoloss gem passed from bhand to hand.
every Pacef,

n yawned in a chair,
‘* Money and fair words, B pez?t;’ Ite raplied.

A thousand fires borned in its crysial heart ; a thousand coloor
guess it wounld have been moze money sad less lair words i old Gore bad toroed up,’’ remarksd Ching-Luog sagely.

in making paper buoitorfies. Hal Honour,

“ How much did you pay for that greal dismond F'' prosently
“ By the woy, you have not seen it yet P ™

BYEE ﬂhmn;in:} leaped from

“I'LL TAKE TEE CHALLENGE 1"

The millionaire's house was wrapped in stlence.
ory broke from him. A man lay fase downwards on the daor.
* Ching—the diamond !** came in & hoarse wvoige. Cl
8 ::uaaau%a bad baan le#t hehind : * To Ferrers Lord,—HKzno
worst, I dely you, The sione is mine.—Ngthan Gore." The
bont bim down snd win back my dismond.**
gnbmarine vessel has bzen destroyed by NWathan Gore. He begi

tho other. Bafors the millionaire can eroas,

A Inint light shons Irom the drawing-room.
Thers was 4 ghastly
bing opened the drawer which ILord indiogted, bul thers was no diamond there. But
ng that you would not zall * Tha 'Wurf

millionaire rose to his feel.
Heo travels down io the cave whers the Lord of the Desp is hldﬂugj only
! ] ns the chase afior the diamond thisf, and
in a special train, taking with him & number of the c¢rew of the Lord of the Deep. mAany i

Gore. The rival jewcl-gollector, however, is on owe sids of a gorge, which is crossed by a light bridge, and Farrers Lord and
i his rival deziroys tha bridga.

Ching-Luon

pushed opsn the door, then 8
myon stain on his collar.

The man wes Ferrers Lovd,

d’s Wonder,” T bave tsken if, Do your
l'.:hmg-," I:lﬂ Fllli- 4.13!“
find that this wongderfal
es soross Germany into Eassia
delays they sncoeed in oearly overhauoling Nathan
his party are on
Forrars Lord decides to descend to the water and cross by raft. They

“T take the challang

Aliar

are just ahont to push off when, with a clatier of hools, s {roop of Bussian soldiers rosh down the hill and surroond the party.
{(Now go on with the story.)

A Blufl that Failed—A Terrible Swim,

“ Pall back, Ching,"” said the millionzire, his tones calm
and unruffled.

Hea sprang ashore, beckoning to the men to follow him, The
goldiera formed a ring round them. The fiery Barry had his
hand on his revolver. Lord folded his arms.

“Your business?”’

" Your passports,”” said the bearded officer. :

Lord handed the man his papers. They were couched in
the usual style:

“ Wa, Robert Arthur Talbot Gascoyne Cecil, Marquess of
Balisbury, Earl of Salisbury, Viscount Cranbourne, DBaron
Cecil, & Peer ¢f tho United Kinzdom of Great Britain and
Ircland, a Member of his Brtannic Majesty's Most Honour-
able Privy Council, Knizht of the Most Noble Ovder of the
Garter, etg., request and require, in the name of his Majesty,
all those whom it may concern to allow Ferrers Lord, Esq.,
Rupert Thorston, Esq., Harold Honour, Esq., and their ser-
vants, Thomas Prout, Benjamin Maddock, Barvy O'Rooney,
Gan-Waga, and Joseph Holmes (all British subjects), travel-
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A Qrand, Long, ‘Gomplate Behool Tale of
Karry Wharton & Co. next Tuasday ;

“SPOOFING THE SCHOGL.”

ling in Russia, to pass freely, without let or hindrenee, and
to affort them every protestion and assistence of which they
may stand in need.”

Tho officer smiled and bowed to Ching-Lung.

* YWours, your Highness?” he said politely.

Ching-Lung was known. Ferrers Lord bit his lip. -

"lcﬂis Highness travels as one of my attendants,” he zaa

u F
- Yg.ur Excalloney chooses his attendants from high places.™

““ That is no busincss of yours, captain.™

‘“ It is duty to dectzin even a prince, if he has no pess
port, Excelloney.”

Thurston was exannning the soldiers erifically. They wero
more like & gang of marauders than anything clee,

Suddenly the millionaire tock a step farward.

“ Ching,” he said in English, " get your horze ready to
pull off. This is a pretty blu. They haven't got a Govein-
ment mark on any of their trappings.” :
“ By Jupiter!’ put in Rupert. * I noticed that mysclt,"
Y Mot sogers?"” gasped Barry., ** The dirrthy thramons!™

Please order your copy of * ¥he Magnet”
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“ Pick your men," went on Ferrers Lord coolly. * Cover
thoem when I speak.”

Then he addressed the man in Russian,

“ You intend to arvest his Highness:"

“ Arrost, Excollency? Ah, no! Elr{;i' orders ara to take
him back to Prinsk until he reeeives his papers.”

“ And yon will do it ?'

“J must.*

“You are mistaken,”” said Ferrers Lovd., * Wow, lads!

Nioe rcvolvers Hashed as they were drawn, and every man
was covered.

**Ching,"” said the millionaire, "ﬁw understand Russion.
Will you kmm{ but firmly relisve these unwashed rogues of
any weapons they may posse:s? My sham officer, hold up
iour hands, or I will test whether your ragged uniform is

ullet-proof," 5

Thera was & volley of curses. They sat with their hands
up, and the way the Englishmen grinned did not soothe them.

ariy's prisoner made a clutch st his ket, and got a
thudding fist-blow on the ribs that knocked him over like
o skittle.

Ching only obtained two revolvers and cight rusty swords.
He ;l}ib: ed the swords into the woter.

“ Friend officer,” said Fuerrevs Lord,
pockets.” _

“ Cursa you, no, you English dag " )

“ Prout,” said the millionzire, ** wnhorse thizs gentleman.”

“ By force, sirf"”

“ Any way vou like.”

Praut ﬁnn&d as he doubled his great fist.

* Mr. Hooshan," he saud, ** I'm going to zive you a buster!
One—two—-""

Tho Itussian wisaly got dawn.

“ Bearch him, Prout.”

The man made no resistance. Prout handed the millionaire
a pocket-book erapmmed with English banknotes.

ervers Lord smiled, )

“* You may divide these among vou lads,"” he ssiil.
what Nathan Gors upaid then:.
horses and get aboard.”

The raft was pulled clesr, and the horses cut free. Ferveis
Lovd raised his eap mockingly to the enraged rascals on shove.
They rovoed and cursed like maniacs.

“Gand-bote ! said Dary, Blowing them kisses, *f Good-
boie, mu purty soger-bhoyz! Wo'll not forget yez whin we've
spindin’ the money.  Adoo, wloo, adoo! We can no longer
sthiy wid yex. Dedad, dinee w bit more, for (i luve to see
ut! De ¢areful wid yez hair, and don't be afther pullin' it
all out boy the roots!™ ]

Ching-Lung fired into the air. At once there was a wild
stampede,  His Hizhness lay down under the seil and kicked,
Buarey snapped down his trigger, and they van faster, leaving
their sorry horses behind them.

“Well, 'm jiggered,” said Joe, ' if thay sin't 1n & "urry!
They don’t seem to lilke your musie, Barry.”

Ol wager wan gintleman didn't care for the chunce Ol
slayed an his best vibs," grinned O'Mooney. “Isa't ut a
dhruma of bliss to faal yer fist go kerwsllop loike a dhrum?
Faith, 0i Juv Rooshia! I luv any place where yer fists don't
get sthiff for want o' usin'! Thomas, count out the chips."”

They grinned again. Thers was & hundred pounds to divide
between the five of them. Thé biters had been thoroughly
bitten. DBarvy kissed his thare, and then meanly obtained
Gan-Wage's in exchange for a jack-knife, worth about half-
a-crown. (ran did not understand the value of money, and
was quite satisfied with the deal.

The breeze was light, and the cluomsy reft moved very
slowly a5 they tupged at thoe sweeps

“ Our friend Gore is & resourceful man,” said Rupert, with
a chuckle.

"It 5 & case spoiled by meanness,' said Ferrers Lord,
amaling., ' I saw through it at once, and knew thut they were
not soldicrs, but some of the scum of Prinsk, mﬂsquemdins
in worn-out uniforms. Had they done whut they were pail
to do they might have taken us in. ad wo gone back to
Prinsk, Gove would have shown us hizs heels oy carried
it out too cheaply to bluff ws. All the same, thoe ides was

godad,

They all laughed.

“ What about poor little Clung's passport, sonny ™" asked
the prince.

“ My dear fellow, how could [ get one! VYou are not a
British subject, except at heart.”

“And vet I own n ripping estate there™

“I could not help it, Ching.” And thoe millienaire’sstern
eyes softened as he looked at his friend. ' The Government
cauld not help me, and the Chinese Ambassador flatly de-
clined. [ could not do without you, either."

“ I believa I'm going to causa trouble,” ssid Ching-Lung.
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“turn oubt your

“ 1t Is
Iitch on & couple moic

“ You will cause Ruseia trouble,” siid the millionaire
grimly, * if Russia plays any pranks with you.”

Barry and Joo m?i&varl rout and Maddock at the sweeps
When they were tired, Hal Honour and Fervers Lord took
their places. All at once a fresh, strong bureeze sprang up,
and the sail bellied.

** That's more hke it,"' said Ching-Lung.
going to get out und []!I.I&il."

(Gxan brizhtened up.

* Como 'long den, Chingy,” he said esgerly.
ful nice "'nourh for swim."

“I'm your man, whaleoil

They both undreszed.

“In with yaur tuppenny ! cried Ching-Lung.

Gan bent down. Ching-Lung sprang, and, touching the
Fekimo's back lightly witﬁ hiz toes, turned a splendid double
wontersault, and disappeared with hardly a splosh.

“ Follow de leader, oh ™' erowed Gan.

He followed. The water was very muddy. The men looked
baclk. Two heads a}l[:mred, and the owners of those heads
wera rubbing them for all they were worth.

“ What's up?"’ shouted Barry.

“ I'va knocked the back of my head into my egpine ! called
Ching-Lung mournfully.

w"ﬂ'w, ow, ow! I busted my brain-boxes!" wailed Gan-

Clig®

“ Down with the sail,” cricd Ferrers Lord, *for we'll be
aground "'

Hi: sweep had struck the bottom. A fierce gust struck
the sail and tore it away. The raft bumped snd grated and
came to & standstill, Gan and Ching, stifl rubbing their
heads, came splashing forward. The sweeps failed to move
the raft. Taking crﬂ'g boots and am-r:kjnﬁs, they entered the
water, and tugged and pushed until they were breathless.
But they could not get the raft afloat. :

YO, pipt!" eaid ‘hing—Lum{; * (b, '%]l{ﬂﬂ -pip 1™

hey locked at each other blankly. & -water ex-
rended for males on all sides. In parts the depth was great.
Tho raft waa their only hope .

* Try again,’" siid Ferrers Lord chearily.

Tha;e,]!r did their best, but failed. Then they began to laugh.

“Ut's all vory well to snigger 'and grin,” said Barry darkly,
“ hut what about me and Gan? Gan'll go firrst.” '

“ Me go where?" )

“ Yez'll be eaten,'” said Barry. * Yez are the fattest. Ship-
wrecked mariners allus kills the fattest frrst. They'll ate
voz, and thin they'll ate me!”

* ¥.y-yvo' ch-ch-ch-chaffin’I'"" stammered Gan, in horror.

““ Ax Joe, ax Tom, ax Maddock."

“ By holey, it's true " assented Prout.
rula to eat the fatbesi."

Gan gol into the water and swam for it. They howled to
him to come back, but he took no heed. Mis black head
grew smaller and smaller, until it vanished.

“ You shouldn't talk like that, Barry,”
* You've frightened him."

“* fats, Hu!" said Ching-Lung. * Don't worry about Gan.
What's important is the programme.”

It waz a dreary outlook. The raft was firmly fixed, and a
vaft that will carry nine men is 8 heavy craft. With the
exception of Barry, they wera all ma.f;niﬁu&nt. EWimmers.
Barry had impr-wez’i greatly, but he could not compare with
such water-rats as Prout, Maddock, and Jae.

“ What do you advise?" asked Ferrers Lovd. " T will listen
to any suggestion."

“ Could we split the raft in two?”

Honour answered Hupert's question with a shake of his
head, They had no tools. :

“* We might tear off a plank to hold O'Rooney,” he said.

* And swim for 1"’

“ That is all I can think of.”

Fervers Lord knitted his brows, The water was cold, and a

uall was coming up from the west. They could not stay
where they were. Luck seemed dead against them,

* Get your plank, then" ) ]

The mullionaire saw that his banknotes were safe in their
oilskin case. A beam was wrenohed free,

' Forward, lads!™ i

They sprang into the water, which barely reached their
knees, Barpy towing his plank behind him. For almost & mile
the water never deepened, All at once Thurston dropped out
of sight, and Prout followed him. They had reached the
deep at last.

A cold breeze was blowing, and dark clouds had gathered.
Rain began to fall.

Barry hooked one arm around the plank and struck out
with the other, while {}‘hmﬁ;Lyng, with the rope between his
teeth, took him in tow, Their testh soon began to chattor,
The storm hed gathered swiftly, and vivid flashes of lightning
strenked the sky, followed by the deafening rattle of thunder.

“1 was just

“ It butter-
Clet peeled.™

“It's always the

said Rupert.
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Ferrers Lord swam easily beside Honour.

“We shall be a sorry erowd when we strike solid ground,”
said tho engineer.

“I'm beginning to think se, Hal’ Thy millionaire’s voico
was slightly uneasy. * Had we known this storm was eoming
up we might have waited.”

* Until tho water rose and floated us off ¥

* Exactly. As you say, we shall ba a sorry crowd—
drenched, and without boots. I must lend Ching a hand.”

He took the rope himself. Joe, Maddock, and Prout swam
di:ugied]jf, but they were getting chilled.

" :111 man can’t swim in trousers, Tom,"” growled Maddeck.
o

fair drags you down.”
ey does, blow ’em!”’ answered the seaman.
much too 'of, neither, is it!"”

“ Well, it don’t make me perspire much,” said Ben. ** These
trousers are lickin' me. I'm goin' to blow a hit.”

Prout rolled over on his back, and the lightning flickered
on his red face. ]

“ Tired, Tommy!"” asked Ching-Lung.

“ Trousers, sir,” sighed Tom.

“ FPake "em off.™ .

“ Tt wouldn't be dacint,”” put in Barry. © Buch talk brings
tho blush to me maiden cheeﬁg’ )

“I°'11 bring the blush to yer maiden nose in a minute !
snupped Prout, who was cold, weary, and irritable, **It's
all very mice for you, Irish, travellin® on yer blessed private
vacht, wi' & tug to haul yer along. Try some work, and
sea how you likes it. Try swimmin’ for & bit.”

** Cheer #ﬁ)! Cheer up!” laughed Ching-Lung. ‘" Where's
your leg, Thomas? Hold still, there, and I'll jolly soon turn
vour long kicksies into bathing-drawers. I won't cut you.™

Ching took out a pair of scizsors and cut Frout's trouscra
round eight inches above the knee. He pulled off the use-
loss gégs; n;ld Prout felt the relief and lightness immediately.

[£8 t-t&!'.”

“ A sirht, sir. T can get along now.™

Maddock, Jde, and Barry went under the same operation.
Intervals of blue, glaring light wero followed by intervals
of ebony darkness. The engineer found bottom, and they
rosted almost breast-deep in water.

They were beginning to lose heart. Their hands and
foot wore like lumps ice, At every flash they strained
their eyes in vain for a ﬂmp-sa of the shore.

“ Hullo ! cried Ching-Lung. * What's that yonder "

He began to swim, A flash showed him that the -::bi)wt.
tims a post. Something caught his foot and dregged him
down,

“ & fence, by Jingo !’ he shouted. ‘' Come along!”

Tho upper rail of the submerged fence was only a few
inches under water. They perched themselves on it like a
vow of penguing, the rain lashing their backs. The millionaire

assed his Bask from hand to hand. No cne spoke for a
ong time. They shivered miserably.
, “Tv'ry cloud has a silver loinin’,’
ask.

“ How's that?? asked Ching-Lung. ]

“Bedad,” sighed Barry, “av we hadn't been_ wet this
rain wud have soaked us roight to the skin., Ut doesn’t
matter now, Iv'ry cloud has a silver loimin’, Oi begs te
repate.” .

“1 wish my shirt had a waterproof linin’)
sad voice of Maddock. ]

“ And I wish I"d got & smoke,” sighed the carpenter.

Ferrers Lord looked at his watch, which no immersion
could injure. s )

“It seerns madness fo start the Jads e.mmmmi BEAIN,
Hal,” he muttered, ““and yet they cannot stay here all
night., I will 1;-.1.-.11 on and try to get help.'’

Tt me goli”

“No;' I will go myself.”

“ A boatl" cried Ching-Lung,
and then yell!”? 3

Surcly they heard the sound of oara—the sweclest music
they had cver listened ol

‘"Poat, shoy!"” roared Thurston.

““ Ahoy, ahoy, shoy ! shouted Prout, Maddeck, and Joe.

A shout answered them.

“I0v Yoy, ‘o, ‘oy! Ya-ho-hoo-so-oo

“ Tt am't

sald Barry wearily ab

' moaned the

“ Hurrah, a boat! Listen,

!H‘

“That's Gan’s warble,” said Ching-Lung delightedly.
** Ahoy, Enrpu{set Ahoy, lard and fallow! Pip-pip!”
o hingy ! "oy, puppy-soup! "oy, piglail!

“*Ba all the powers! said Barry. * Oi must place tho
kiza of pace on that Eskimoo's fat mug and wreite a poem
in his honour! Oi'll call ut *Saved From the Say; or, Dud
They Get Their Tootsies Wet? Coo-ee, Gan! More power
to ver ilhaw; me bouncin' bhoy! Come along wid yez, and
be hugged I’

“T comin’." ; ;

“Where are Fez.? "Ow! Murthor! Mo loif's lift me !

A splash followed Bariy's yell. There had not been a
fash for some time, and the darkness was so intense that
it was impossible to see the boat. Barry found it, or 1t
found Barry. The nose struck him in the small of the
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back, and Barry dived below. He did not come up aetnally
smiling. A lantern gleamed om the grinning features of
Gan-Waga.

“You giddy Trojan ! eaid Ching-Lung. * Your hideous
old dial i good to see! Where did you get the boat ¥
““Ma pinch him, Chingy " chuckled the son of the North.

go swim-swam long ways. Den 1 spotees de boat, wid
an old whiskery chap in um. De ole chap fishin’ catches—-"

“ Catehin® fizhes, idiot "

“¥Yep, fatchin’ kitehes, Chingy. Me stick my "ead up and
say: “Ah-hoo! Tehak-kik-kik! Woosh I jes likes dat. Olo
whiskers holler like mad, and—heo, hoo, hoo!—-he flopses
in do water—ha, hal—and frog away—hon, hoo!= and den
I collar de boata. Wah, hah, hah, hah!"’

“ You'll swaller the boat if you don’t shut your face, shar
mouth,'" said Prout. * Close it, afore yer head breaks off
at the "hinges. Chuck barkin', can’t you?"” .

““ Dere some bread and cheeses and fishes aboard,” grianed
Gan; “and bald-'eaded Tommy not gete none.” )

“ Cheese did yez say ¥'? said Berry eagerly. “Gan, this
hearrt is thoine alene. Lit me place the kiss of pace upon
your honeyed lips, and press yer fat but manly forrm to
this luvvin buzzum. And thin let me put me molars into
that cheege, for, be the ghost of Jooliug Sneczer, Oi'm as
holler under me waisteoat as am impty bliler! Troth
0itl]l didicate me book of poems to yez in the follerin’ muslcai

VAT 3
“To Gan,

The small fat man,
01 didicate this buk.
For luk,
Whin 01 thousht 0i°d freeze,
The swate ould gont
" Brooght me some cheese,
I a stolen boat.
Buet Oi'd faal more frisky
Av the bhoy had bronght whizky.
Thin, blubber and gristle,
0i'd have wet me whistle!
(Signed) Barny O'Rooxey.”

Forrers Lord, Thurston, and ¥al Ilonour were already
in the boat. Barry’s original verses evoked a general lamygh,
The boat was well provisioned. The “owner of tho cralk
had made & good hawul of barbel. Barliel ia not a foothsome
fish, but they did not shy at 1t when they discovercd an
oil-stove., Joo cleaned a couple and put them on to bail
In tha light of the lantorn the bare legs of Frout, Maddeek,
Joa, and Barry shonoe white. They found a tin of tea, and
Ben took the oars. Barry gnawed a black loaf ravenously.

The storm-centre was movig away to the cast, The
rain stopped, and the moon rese dimly through tho clouds.

“ How's the barbel®™ asked Thurston anxiously.

“ (Zottin® along prime, sir,” said the cook.

“an’t we manage the tea, somehow, without waiting
for the fish? 1'm parched ™

Ching-Lung was equal to the emorgency. Finding a couple
of empty tins, he cub some of the barbed wire from the
fence and suspended the tins elear of the floor. Gan and Frout
weora set to eut dry chips fram the locker. The fire waz
built in the first tin: the sccond, flled with water, was
hung over it; and when the watcr began to boil the prince
threw in a handful of tea.

The bad lizht rather interfered with tho calinary operaticns,
and the smokoe was unpleasant. It was not cheerful to squat
in wet clothes on damp boards. They had scldom had »
more miserable expernence.

“ How are we goin’ to dhvink the tay 7" inquired O'Rooney.

“Wid our mouthars, Irish,” said Gan. g L

“ Iyez think 0i'd disgiace mesilf, boy, dhrinkin’ aither a
woild Eskimo, who's nixt brother to a howlin’, leng-whis-
kered walruz? 'Aresh! 0i'd deic nEGpiiran on the clust!”

“On de tay-chist, hunk?’ grinned Gan. y

“ Nobody wants to make you drink,” said Ching-Lung.
“ Boays, you'll be glad to hear Barry doesn't like tea

“ Ajsv, pow, aizy,” answerad the Irishman hastily, “T't's
afther chaffin' a bit Oi was, Tay, 13 ut? Bedad, av Q1 have
a wakensss at all, at all, ut's for that same tay! Oi luv
ut! Ut's a fam’ly failin’. Me ould grandmother became
a widdy through ut and for luv of ut. Yez see, me ould

randfather did a bit in the smugglin® loine; and wan noight
¢ was eomin’ home, wid a kig of brandy under aich arrm
srd o chist of tay under the other, whin—" :

< How many arms had vour grandfather got, Barry 7 asked
the veice of Hal Honour. : :

< Of cudn’t be sure, sor,”” said Barry unblushingily. © Hovind
been o sojer in his youth, yex know, he was sartinly an
arcmy man.  Will, wan noight, as O was tellin’ yes, hbe—"

“Stow it, you long.winded gus-bag!™ growle Benjagrgm

Picasa order your copy of “Ths Magnet”
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Maddook., * Muzzle it, Joo, afore it wears all itz tecth

out ! .
“Will, wan noight"” went on Barry, “he was comin

heme to the castle—" ] .

A castie out o' & sct o chesamen,” said Prout scathingly.
' Bhut up, and stow it away! Give him a drink.”

. The tea was cool enough. Proul had the place of hozour
gnd the fivst drink.

“ What's it like, Tommy

“ Mot bad,” said the steersman, somewhat doubtfuliy.
“I've tasted better. It's a bit high flavoured.”

He passed the tin to Joe. Joe did not drink much. He
murmured something sbout not being very thirsty, and the
tin went to Gan-Wage. o

“Golly ¥ said Gan, smacking his lips, “dat butterful
enough. It lubly, surlicicus! Try hims, Chingy.”

The prince's face was a study. He pressed his hand to
his stomach and paled. That tea had a curious Bavour,

“* Mot like him, Chingy!” _ .

“Oh—er—yes, yos, c-ertainly, Gan. It's—yes, it's splendid!
Elere you are, Ben.” -

Ben, the tough eold bo'sun, did not worry about the
flavour. He put away a pint of the liguid, and Barry's tura
Cam

i

£,

Here's luck, bhoys! May yer shadders niver grow less,

and yer whiskers niver grow grey. Misther Thurrston, may

Ei hs:lra the joy of givin' yez a nip firrst from the festive
owl.

“Thanks; I'll wait for the sccond brew."

** Misther Honour, then®™ )

“1'li wait, Barry,"” arswered tho enginecr.

The darkness hid Ching-Lung's look of horrer and loathi-
'ng. His inside was tyrning round and reund. With glassy
eyes, he stared at the dark form of Barry. Barry drunk
deep, and the tin was tilted higher and higher. A warm,
soft object Flided down, and touched the Irishman’s nose.

“B .7 he said, * the faylaver is all of a lump at the
bottom. Oi fancy—— Ow, horror! Oh, murther! Ghosts
and goblins! Fetch a stummick pump! Oi'm pizencd to
bits I"

“What is it?" gasped the tea-drinkers, in shaken volces.

“ A frog!” howled Barry. ** A biled frog! Bring,a carrt-
Tond of docthors, for the sake of Hiven! Oi'm pizened in
cowld bind ! Ow, marey, marcy, marey 1™

Ching-Lung flopped down with a hollow groan of disgust,
Joe, Prout, and Maddock turned o rich pea-green hue, and
pressed their hands over their waisteoals. as they thought of
the hideows stew thev had imbibed. The frog must hava
becn scooped up with the water. The lzughier of Rupert and
ITal Honour added to their misery. Gan did not object to
H IJ;-:S oven as a flavouring in tea, and hé roared again.

There were five very sick mien on board the boat, and
Ching-Lung was the sickest of them all. He did not want
any of the barbel. He sat and groaned, but the others, being
of eoarser mould, socon got over the episode, and made an
onslaurht on the fish.

“ Allow me to offer yer "ighness a bit of the wing rib," said
Joe, with a wink,

“Bhut up! Go away

“Let him alone,” said Barry: **let him alone. He'll only
croak at yez. People who ecat frogs always croak !

“Confound you! Tet it vest!™ roared Ching-Lung., * Let

: my share,”” said Barry, *but rist ui

it rest, can't you, you piszs?

1 Lhried&ﬂmt}witl‘ 3
wudn't! How can yez ixpict froms to rist whin ut’s their
ﬂ_ijatt':“tﬁ jump? Dedad, ut was s fat 'un. Did yez see uf,

Lid

*1 did,” groancd Ben.
pink spots!™

“1t had grand fect,” put in Prout—* bootiful feet, and big
brown cves 1™

*“ Anel there was 2 smile on its face even after bein® boiled 1™
ackbed Jor,

“Shul your mouthz, or T'll murder some of you!™ yelled
the wictched Ching-Lune, ]

“ Iz the gintleman in pain?'* said Barry sweetly.

The millionaire waz at the oars. The stars shone out over
the fload-water, and a grev line of shore showed dimly ahead.
Rofreshod by his meal, and clated by the sorrows of Ching-
Lung, Bacry sang an Ivish ditty. The moonkhight grew
brizhter and clearer. Tt was very eold, and the wmen had to
keep chaling their legs and fect.

L"fI{'I:}w clese did you =zet to land, Gan?™ asked Ferrcrs
arrd.

“Hall 2 mile,”” said Gan-Waga,

“ Bl you see a house ™

" No, sah; see lot of treeses, and some smokes behind
um! Not waits to looks much! T secase de ole mans flop
ﬂu’"t‘{i'f dr bf-afls a.n{‘:l! f.‘l:'ﬂ'!‘.li_:] t::: find de boveeg 1™

ine oars dipped steadiiy. Not a gleam of light appeared
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“Tts stomach was all yeller, wi'

from the shore. At last the boat touched the grassy bani.
They eould hear the cries of countless wildfowl.

“ Hurroo ! said Barey. *Agin 01 place me noble fcob
on Terry Firmy. He's an Orrish gint, that same Toerr
Tirmy, and, bedad, ho gives yez an Owish welcome. Of will
now do a sprint on his face, just to resthore the cireunlation to
3Ty m:mbed and chilly limbs. Ol race any man for tup-
pence 1"

1T take vou!™ said Joe.

They sprinted vp and down tll & warm glow crept over
them.  Beyond the streteh of prass was a belb of trees. There
wasz no sign of a human dwelling.

1 hardly like. going through the wood without bonis™
s1id the millionsire. ** Some of vz will get lamed, I fear™

“Let us make sandals,” said Hal Honour. * Bring the
lantern hore.’

He produced his big knife. Tt contained a stout saw and
a bradawl. The engineer cut ene of the floorboards into
lengths. With the wood and some tarpaulin he made a pair
of rough sandals, and fastened them to his ankles. They
were very clumay, but they wero good cnough to protect the
soles of his feet from stones and thorns.

“ Bravo, Hel!" said Rupert. :

“Iwvry man his own shoemaker,” grinned Barry. * Fut-
gear made to measure whoile yez waits, and, bedad, av the
leather rots we'll give vez a new lot for nothin’, BSmall foives
for me, plaze, Misther Honour, and small noinety-foives for
Frout, Maddock, and the other gints. Oi'll net have a pair
that squeaks. Av vezx have got any elastic-soides or forrty-
button wans, Of prefer thim to the lace-ups. O1 always did
take a proide in me butea, Whin O was & amall Bhov with
broight bluo oies and flaxin hair, whin—— Oh, thim happy,
happy days! ©Oh, oh, ho !

1]:'.-1"1'}" burzt into tears at the recollection, and wept on Gan's
niock.

“ Was they so *appys?”’ asked the sympathetic Gan.

“Wo had roice-pudden iv'ry birthday,” sobbed Darry,
“and an egg for tea at Christmas I

They were quickly ftted with their makeshift sandals.
Ferrera Lord placed 2 sum of money in the locker—a sum
that would pay the owner of the boat ten times over, Taking
the lantern, he made for the wood. It was difficult to waik

on the stiff boards, and stumbles were frequent. Naturally,
Ching-Lung was more expert than anyvone elze,

** Bmoke shead,” said Hal Henour.

“I have noticed it,” answered Ferrers Lord. ** Keen back
& moment.'’

Giving the lantern to Rupert, he went on alone.  He heard

o murmur of voieps. Cautiously parting the branches, he
peeved forward. A fire was blazing in a clearing, and round
it sat half & dozen ragged, dark-faced, black-haired men. A
few rabhbits were rozating on spits.

" Gipsios " muttered the millionaire,

It was a blackouard-locking gane, but a glance told him
that they were true gipsies, and belonped to the mysterious
race found wandering throughout all parts of Europe. They
vore silver rings in their cars and on their dicty hands, and
were chattering in the Romany tongus as  ther smoked.
Ferrers Lord nnderstood a good deal of their queer Innguage.
He stepped boldly into the circle of licht.

** A stranger asks for Romany hospitalits" heo satd. “ Ha
has sat by their fires before in many lands, and Tom Lee,
who 13 their king i1 England, haz given him the sizn.”

{To be continued next woek.)
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Thursday's issue of “ The Gem * Library, 1d.
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NEXT WEEK’S STORY.
“ SPOOFING THE SCHOOL”

is the title of our long, complete tale of Greyiriars for next
woek, and my readers may look forward to something extra-
good from the magic pen of Frank Richards, who has made
most of the opportunities afforded him by a subject which i3
full of humorous possibilities. I will not spoil a fine surprise
for my chums by letting them into the secret of next
Tuesday’s splendid story now; but I cannot resist revealing
the fact that the cnferprising junior who sets himself the

task of
“sPOOFING THE SCHOOL™
iz nene other than our bold young friend, Frank Nugent.

A HEADMASTER'S APPROYAL.

A chum of mine, in Natal, South Africa, writes me an
interesting and enthusiastic letter, in which he pleads for
the inclusion of a boy from his provinee amongst the famous
chums of St Jim's or Greyiviars. - Incidentally, I may say
thet I seldom get a letter from :&n%paﬂ: of the world in which
a similar request i3 not made! Buot my Matal reader need
not despair; it is quite possible that a Bouth African may
appear cither in *“The Magnet,” or * The Gem,” before
long. After making his modest request, my Natahan chum
roos on to say something that inspives me with peculiar
intevest and gratification, which I am sure many thousands
of my chums will share,

““ This i1s something to show you that your two papers are
well thought of out here,” writes my South Adfrican corres-
pondent, * At 8t. U—— College, a public schoel in the city,
which I attended about two years ago, all books that were
brought into the school had to be first examined by the Head
to see that theve were any * blood and thunder’ about them.
Flhe Gem,” and itz companion paper, * The Magnet,” were
passed by him as readable, and a number of boarders started
reading them, including myself, and have been reading them
CVer sinee. have & copy of ‘The Miniatare Magnet.” All
those I am finished with are passed on. I sce Martin Clifiord
anel Frank Richards were both boys once, judging by the
vartis they write. Well, good luck to your two ripping
papers, from A Covowiar ReaDer (Rider F.O.)."

Much obliged, “Rider F.0." FEveryone knows what a
critical body of men headmastérs are, g, indeed, they have
to he, from the responsible position they held; and no book
would have a chance of being pessed by the headmaster of
& public school as being fit and proper reading for the pupils
under hiz charge unless it conformed in every respect to the
highest standard. This *“ The Magnet™ and " The Gem ™
Liﬁ]’ﬁ,rifs do, and always have done, and, I hope, always svill
do.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

A, A, W. (Dublin).—Thank you for your peosteard. There
has not been an izeue of ** The Boys' Friend "' &d. Library
under the title of ** Deserted by the School.” One, however,
which you might have mistaken for it, and which was entitled
“ Despised by the School,” was on sale the first week in June,
and is still obtamable. If you order through a newsagent
you should be able to get it. o .

* A Magnetite " (Cleckheaton).—IF you advertise in a daily
paper—for preference the one your relation used to read—
there is a chance that he will see the advertisement and write
to you. Another and surcr way would be to_advertise in an
Australian paper If you send your advertisement to
J. Willing, Junr., Ltd., advertising agents, of 125, Strand,
London, with a note stating in which paper you wish to have
it inserted, they will see that it goes through for you for a
small fee.
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ON PAGE 28 AND

C. H. Turner (Yorks.).—A =oft picce of indiarubber, applicd
gently, will remeove the dint from cigarette pictures. 1t will
not, of course, remove staing, and will not clean it effectually
if the card iz at all cracked, but in these cases the cards are
not worth kei{ﬁn . a3 it is vory easy to obtain duplicates,

* Original Header " (Brondeshury, N.W.L—Thank you for
cur letter and the two suggestions it contained, which latter
will bear in mind.

HOW TO JOIN THE MERCHANT SERVICE.

Of all carcers £o which boys scom to heve & decided leaning,
the sea must certainly be placed at the top of the tree.
Very few boys pass through their teens without fceling
within them the strong longing to * go for a sailor,” and no
matter how much they may be advised to the contrary, no
matter how many people tell them to think of some othor
career to follow, they are persuaded in their own minds that
the sea iz the one and only possible ealling for them to enter.

And thore is no reason for pavents fto be surprizsed when
their lads show this decided longing for the sea, It is orly
natural that they should do so. The average British lad has
it in hiz bones, so to spesk, and no matter how much he trics
to light against it, the feeling will remain in him., Sometimes,
after a year or s0, the craving passes off, and the lad scttles
down 1o some trade ashore, and thinks no more of the sca.
At other times the desire grows stronger and stronger as the
tays roll by, until nothing will suit the lad but that he must
go right off to the coast and embark aboard a vessel.

And it 15 here that a lad frequently males a2 mistake.
Instead of confiding in his parents or guardians, instead of
telling them of his great desire, instead of getting theiv
advice on the matier, he runs away from home, goes to the
coast, and without any thought gets aboard the very fimst
ship he can. Then his troubles begin, and he wishes he had
stopped at home. He finds that the sea is not quite what it
is eracked up to be, and he realises that his friends at home
are longing and mourning for him, that they miss him as
much as he misses them, and that he has cauzed a lot of
misery to himseli and all his relations by his foolish course
of action.

Thevefore, I say to my boys, do not run away to sea. If
vou do, you will certainly regret it.  When you get to o sen-
port theve are alware plenty of unserupulous men about who
will offer to find you a ship on the payment of & certain sum,
and onea in their hands vou will find it very difficult to pot
put of them. They will put vou aboard & ship with a very
doubtful reputation, and you will speedily wish yourself baci
again at homp.

Now, boys, if you have made up your minds to enter the
merchant service, confide in your parents; don't run away
from home. Tell them of your desire, and talk the matter
over with them. Then get your mother or father to take
vou to the office of the nearest superintendent of the Mercan-
tile Marine, and this gentleman will sce that you have a
ship found for you, provided you can pass the various
examinations through which he will put you. The most
important of these latter, pechaps, 13 the eyesipht test. Thera
will be nothing to pay for the advice of the superintendent,
for he is there for the very purpose of advising lads who
want to go to sca, and your parent being with you, he
will the better be able to deal with your caso.

Although the advice the superintendent gives you will bo
free, yet the eyesight test will not ba applied unless the sum
of one shilling is paid, when a proper certificate will be issucd.
This will be very useful later on, for shipowners generally
require the applicant for a post to produce a certificato
stating that his eyesight s satisfactory before they think of
entertaining his application, i

Other valuable gualifications are pluck, size, and endurance,
although so long as a lad is wiry, the matter of size may be
left out of consideratiom. THE EDITOR.
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1. Ferdy and Georgie, the Bunzey Boys, ought to have been
wide ti-::?'ﬂ

is
bi{t the

in bed and wide asleep. Instead, they were very
other way, and hauled in old William, the goat,

ppikes from his comfortable doss on szome old iron
backyard.

| TSP
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3. 50 ghe didn't see & sound till ligtle Ferdy and Georgie
started saucing her. Now, ma won't stand being sauced —

remember that! She gets that agraneyed. Out of her casy-
chair she bounced—

2. They stowed him awsy uoder the mat. He didn't
mind, as he'd taken a faney to the pattern on the new carpet.
1t reminded him of the flower-beds. It took a bit of deing to
:ﬂlﬁ;}kﬁ him fit properly, but ma was busy reading " The Gem "

ibrary.

4. And, of course, she guessed first time that tiose hovs

of hers were under the mat.

Shall we say more, fricods,
than that she gucssed wrong.

5. And in Jess than u ghost of a tick knew it, for William
had got. past such childish things as whackings, and wouldn't
have 'em at any prico. They were no uso to him, He
couldn't eat "em.

T L— ol AL W N LN L

6. It was 8 pity, of course, that ma piped these two littls
nohs poked through the art-muslia, for little Ferdy and Georgie
had only got their pretty little pyjamas on.  Oh, why weren's
they made of cast iron |
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Sport: "How would you tell a young
partridge from an old one ¥ ¥

Boy : *' By the teeth.”

The Sport: “Great Bcott! A par-
tridge haen't any teeth 1"

Boy : *No; but I've got some!”

“#Magnet " Library Special Comic Supplement.

SAW A FAMILY LIKENESS,
= -

don't give it to him!
father."'

Kind-heerted Little Girl: © Ob, Reggie,
Give it to his

T
111

THEN HE MOYED UP.

fElH

She : * I wish this was a theatre.”

He (very bashful): * Er—er—how—
er—fancy. Why 1"

She : * Because the attendant would
come and say sit a little closer, please.”

THEN SHE BOUGHT

A DOZEMN BOTILES!
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1. " Allow me, madam, to sell yon GDE.

of my wonderful bottles of plant reviver.
All you have to do is——"" * Get away,
man, or 1'll set the dog on yon."

to an upper apartment.
Lawrence was busy. " H-g-s-s-8! Tiger!
Seize him ! cried the good lady.

2. Therenpon the good lady retired
Meanwhils,

3. But before Tiger could get his

malars 1nto working trim the fertiliser
was 2o busy that Lawrence was up at the
second storey.

MISUNDERSTOOD,

A FUNKNY

L BULL"

e

Excited Italian (in heated argument concerning musgicians):
“ Jtaly is turning ont the most rusicians, an

turned out the most."

Clermaan : ** Dot vos right, and gan you plame dem ¥ *

has always

Schoolmaster (during leszon on natural history):

i Tl}m mf'r
what animal supplies you with boots, shoes, apd meat toeat ™
Tommy : ** Father."”
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2. But the fair charmer anawered not. She just pa:kf:-:l up

1. Tomphkins thought it a fine opportunity to pop the

question when he saw the fair Miss BMoneybags stranded by
* Wilt thou be mine % *"

the frame and wheels, and, placing them in the above position,
plainly showed Tompking *O N0 was her answer. That

'

Aley s * Lot of what, I wondah 2"

that Wellington, when on a campaign,
ate the rations of a common soldier ¢ "
Private Newlyjoined : *Then what

did the common soldier get—nothink "'
HE K&KEW TOO NUCH.

the road-side with a broken bicycle. lain
he cooed. did at.
NOTHING TO COMPLAIN OF, S0 LOUD.
“"BAl JOVE!L"
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Colonel Hotstuff: ™ Aren't you aware

Jimmie (in loud voice): *Speak

londer, Bill. I can’t hear 'cos of that
feller's weskit."

WANTED REYENAE!

= TR - Ry

* Cive your master my compliments, and say I'm very much

chliged to him,'

“And £ be asks ma wol you pive wo for meself, wot shall 1

s R

)

chair ¢

Unele: ™ What are you erying for, George ¢
Cieoree + * Teacher caned me because I was the only one—

boo hoo—able to answer a guestion to-day.”
Uncle (indiznantly) : * This iz scandalous, my poor boy |

What was the question ¥
Coorse (belween sabs) 1 ¥ Who put the bent pin in teacher’s
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