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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Rival Claims!
L IHAT'S  the little game, 1

W wonder?"

HTarry Wharton, the cap-
win of the Remove, asked
that question,

* Feho answers what ! remarked Bob
Ulerry.

“The whaifulness is terrific!” ob-
ecrved Hurree Jumset Ram Sinelf,

The Famons Five of the Remove had
just come in from the plaving-ficlds, amd
they etopped 1o survey o new notice on
the lmurdl.

Several Remove fellows were already
vatherod round the bowrd reading the
rotice, and the Famous Five joined them
to =c¢ what was on, It was quite a
prominent motiee, in the elesant hand-
writing of Temple of the Fourth, It
rank:

"LGREAT PATRIOTIC MEETING!

SEVEN O'CLOCK
IN THE RAG!
ALL THE LOWER sSCHOOL ARE
REQUESTED TO ROLL UP!!!

THE MEETIXNG WILL BE
ADDRESSED BY C, R, TEMPLIE.

SEXNTORS ARFE IXVITED,
ALL. PATRIOTIC MEMBERS OF
GREYFRIARS S(CHOOL ARE EX.

PECTED TO BE PRESEN'T.
“BY ORDER.”

“Weoll, what's Templi's lintdle game:™
ekl Peror Todd,  * Blissed if 1 feel
inclined to be  addreszed by (. R
Tomple !

mame here 1 remarked Jolimny Ball,
“ And what abowt onr vehearzal? That's
fixed for seven i the Rage™

“*There'll be a  elash!™  ovinned
Nuzent.

“Phe clalifulness will be terrifie’™
olbsorved  Horree  Sineh, ~“ Bor he
estoemed  relwearsaal  can proceed  wlnle
Femple 05 addressing the  patrioti
Lower Schical.”

“Like hi= cheek!”  eaid Wharton

warmly, *“There’s our notive on the
board to the members of the Dramatie
Sociewy. fixing the time for the reheayr-,
Templs must have geen 1,7 &

“We're not putting it off 17 said Bob
Clurry emplatically,

“No fear!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ITere's Temple !
lat’s ask him what the game 1.

Cectl Reginald Temple, captain of the
Fourth Form, came along the passage
with Dabney and Fry, his chums.

They were deep o conversation. and
did unot appear to notice the crowd of
Removites,

“ Daulbde-trenching ja the thing,” Cecil
Reginuld was suying, “I know it's hard
work. but we've simply got to dig the
trenches, that’s all.”

= Trenches?"  rvepeatod Bob Cherrr,
with a elare.  “ Who's poing to div

trenches, Temple '™
Temple slinced round.
“Eh? Did you speak, Cherry
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“Yea, 1 did, futhead! Whe's going to
dig trenches?  Arve vou three cheery
lunaticz in the next drafi. for Flanders, by
any chance?” asked Bob sarcastically:

*IHa, ha, ha!™

" Not exactly,” said Temple. “As a
matter of fact, my dear fellow, we've got
somathin® on a bit more important than
drafis for Flunders,™

“EhEm

* Wha "

“ More imporiant
roared Bob {']Imrl-'}'_

“{H, yaas!"

“Why. von shrieking idiot—"

“What'e the little wame®” demanded
Vernon-Smith -

“Wait and
laftilw,

“Wail and sce is oni of date!™ re-
marked Peter. Todd. with a elekle,
* Look here, yon can’l hold xour meet-
ing in the Rag at seven!”

“Eh?Y  Why can't we” demanded
Temple warmly.

than the wapr®*"

¥

1]

see ! replied  Temple

“ Because the Roar is haoked for n
reheavsal of the Remove  Dramatic

Socieiv.  That's our paper on the board
—it was put up vesterday.™

“Dramatic Sovicty be blowed ! saind
Frv. *There's no time for amalenr
theatricals now ! Don't von know there's
a war ont’ :

“Oh, vather!” anid Dabnev., " Yon
should look ar 1the vapers, vou kids. Then
vouw'd find our that the country’s at
wap ! -

“*You chovky ass—"
Choerey weathifolly,

As Bob's Tather was at the Front, he
was quite well aware that theee was o
war o,

5a "'ﬂlt
(hzilv .

Ogilvy of the Remove had the unique
sdiztinetion of having six brothers at the
Front. That was the best show that any
fellow at Greviriars could make.

“This moeeting iz important,”  said
Tomple loftily, ** In Tact, it of national
importance. I may have noticed your
paper on the board 1 forgot! Bt
there’s no tine now for sueh rot 1™

“Rot?" repeated Wharton,

- E'I.'é. ]"E.'IT.' :”

“You're thinking of the Fourth Form
players!” said Wiblev. *That's rot, if
vou like! The Remove Dramatic
society is 1T

“Yes. rather!™

Temple waved hie hand in a lofty way.

e EF * s

ou kids keep off the grass, with
vonr blessed dramatie vot!™ he said.
“You can come to the meeting, if vou
like. In faect, you'd better come! All
L-'r?;t:frnu's patriots are expected to turn
g .

“We're going to hold our rehicarsal,
fathead !

*“You're not!

“Mv hat'”

Temple & Co. walked on loftily.

. “Double trenches,” Temple resumed,
as he went on “ Double trenches, yvou

began Baob

howling chump!”  exclaimed

It won't be allowed !

know, and—-"
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That was all that was hieard,

“What i3 the blessed duffer burbling
about trenches for!”  demanded Bob
Cherry.

"OF his rocker!” suggested Johnny
Bull, * Anyway. we're zoing to rehearse
*King John ® all the sgame. Those Fourth
Form duffers want taking down a peg or
two,”’

“*You bot!"”

I.-'aill the Removites were agreed upon
that,

There was a keen rivalry between the
Fourth Form and the Remove. and in
faoter and ericket Harry Wharton & Co,
certainly beld the honours,

Temple: evidently had  some  new
wheeze for scceuring the limelight; but
the Remove fellows did nol mean to put
off their rehearsal on that account, In
fuct, the prospect of a row with the
Fourth made them keener on  the
rchearsal than aver,  Fellows who did
not belong to the Dramatie Socicty at all
determined to be present, to take part
in the expected row.

_The Removites went in to tea in a war-
like mood.

After tea they gathered for the in-
vasion of the Rar. T'he Famousz Five -
Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Hurree Singh, and Johnny Bull—were all

leading  members  of  the  Dramatic
Society : and they were also excellent
fighting-men, which, on the present

occasion, was perhaps still more to the
jrotnt,

Vernon-Smith and Todd and Marvk
Linley and Tom Brown and Squifl and
Delavey and Ogzilvy and Rake and six
or seven other fellows joined them in
the nassame, )

When the party reached the Rag they
found a considerable number of Fourth-
Formers pouring into that apartment,

Temple's call to a patriotic meering
was being oboved by the members of his
own Form at leasi,

Wilkinson of the Fourth was stationed
it the doorway, and was apparently
acting as doorkecper,

He held up his hand auwthoritatively as
the Remove party appeared.

“You fellows for the meeting:”

 Not exaetly.” said Wharton, " We're
for the rehearsal,™ .

“There wn't any  rehearsal,”
Wilkinson.

“Your mistake—there is!"

“Only people Tor the meeting admitied
here.” saxl Wilkinson Gemly. = If vou're
not attending the mecting, nass on '™

“"Well, of all the nerve!™ ejaculated
1“0.&'-'. Cherry. = Bump lhim, and let’s get
1

*Hear, hear!®

“Hands off, vou checky fags!” roared
Wilkinson indignantly,

DBut the Removites collared the door-

sanl

keeper, bumped him on the floor, and
walked into the Rag—over the door-

kecper,

They made it a point to wipe their
boots on the unhappy Wilkineon as they
passed in over him; and by the time they
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had passed the doorkeeper was- in an
extremely dusty and disordered con.
dition,

“Yow-ow-ow! Gerroff! Yoop! Yal!
Oh!” came in suffocated accents from
Wilkinson of the Fourth.

But the Removites marched on, regard-
less of his cries.

A shout pgrected them as they entered
the Rag. Cecil Reginald Temple had
viewed their proceedings with boiling 1n-
dignation,

“(Get out, you fags!" shouted Temple.

19 BD.“"_“P'D"? |r?l

* Look here—

“Rats! Ring off !

“Boot 'em out!” roared Fry.

“Come on!"” said Bob Cherry invit.
ihgly. '

“Hold on!" said Temple, “*We come
here for a patriotic meeting, not for a rag
with a gang of fags. We'll ick thon
another time. Gentlemen, the mecting
is 'Eﬁw ﬁpcn LAy ot

e Removites, grinning, prepared for
their rehearsal of “ King John.” And
Cecil Reginald Temple mounted opun a
chair, and the Fourth-Formers gabhcied
round him, with one cye, as 1t werne,
upon their rivals at the other end of the
room. It was only too probable that the
patriotic meeting and the rehearsal
would clash.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
*Something Like a Scrap!

. ENTLEMEN !
‘ ; “ Hear, hoar!"

“This  meoeting  has
called—"

“*Heat me those irona hot!" " came
in Bob Cherry’s deep tones, “° And look
thou standest within the arras.” "'

The Remove edition of “ King John ™
began with the dongeon scene.  Frank
Nugent was Prince Arthur, and Bub
Cherry was Hubert. Johuny Buell and

beon

BSquiff were the two murderers. Shake-
speare, as played by the Remoave
Dramatic  BSocicty, waa conaiderably

abridged. Whether the abridgmeni was
an immprovement was perhaps a doubitful
point, but cortainly it made 1t far maore
likely that the audience would stick ik
out to the finish.

““When I strike my foot upon the
bosom of the ground,’” continued Baob
Cherry, “‘rush forth and bind the hay
whom vou shall find with me fast io the
chair,” ™
* “Genticpien, this meeting has  beon
called for o great and patriotic reason.
You are all aware that the country is
threatened with a food shorbage this
year——"'

“'1 hope your warrant will bear out
thoe deed "

“Owing to the submaoarine bizney of
the disgusting Huns, It's up to every
fellow to help in adding to the national
supplies of grub., Therefare this mecting
haz been ealled—-"

“* Uneleanly seruples ! Fear not you !
Look to it! Young lad, come [orth! [
have to say with you.," "

“To consider the pesiiion. It 1s up to
tie Fourth Form of Greyiviars te set an
example to the rest of the sehool in food
production, ™

“Hear, hear!"”

“fGrood-morrow, Hubert,” ™

“My wdea i, thercfore, that the TLoad
stinll be requested to give ua allobments
in the :-.-i.'lt:]j grounds wheie wa can grosw
potatoes v

“f Good-morraw, little prines !

“I've beon readin’ vp a bool: on ve
tablz.growin', and it's rcally as easy 25
faliin® off a form. You trench Ehas
gronng—-—""

“+ As little priee, having sa grost o
title to ke more princs, as sy Lbe, Yoo
are sad!" "’

1

Y
B ita
‘N
L
i
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“Having trenched the ground, you
stick 1n your sced potatocs. A good foob
apart is besg——" .

“f Indeed, [ have been mercior.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Both the rcheacsers and the patriotie
mecking were chuckling by this time,
Lines from * King John "™ mixing wibth a
apecch on potato-growing cortainly had
a very funny effect,

But (ecil Reginald Templa did not
chuckle, He was pink with wrath.

He ceased his speech, and glared at
the Bemovites.

“Will you silly asses dey up?” he
bawled.

*“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“f Marcy on moe!" continded Nugent.
“* i Methinks nobody should be sad but L
Yet'["remﬂmher, when I was in France

“Ring off 1" yelled Temple. *“ Tlow’s
a chap to make a speech while you're

?

spouting that pife?”
“Piflle!” exclaimed Wibley warmily.
“Do you call Shakespeare piffic, you

howling dufter?”

“How are we to get on with the
rehearsal while yon're talking vot?”
demanded Wharton, in his turn.

“You cheokfr Remove fag—"

“?{nu swanking Fourth Form duffer

* Lok hero—"

‘““Rats !

Temple jumped down off the chair,
Inspired by high pateiotic fervour, and
full of a great new sclieme, he could not
stand it any  longer.  The [Demove
rehearsal appeared to hun in the light
of Nero fiddling while Rome was burning.

“Kick those fags out!” he roared,

“Hear, hear!”

“(Go for 'em !" shouted Wilkinson,

There was a  rush  towards  the
I'E']:H"q'i'l'l"“"l'ﬂ-

“Line up!™ sang out Bob Cheriy,

*Buck up, Remove !V

Rihearsal and patriotie meeting Lol
Bath easme to a simultansovs and suddon

end. There was a torrific seriinmage |

insbead,

The TFourth-Formers had cather the

advantage of numbers, but the Ramove

wera greab Oghting-men, and they wers
quite ready for battle.

The rush of the Fourth was stopped,
and they were driven back in their barw.
'They rallied, however, and engaged
hotly with the enemy.

The Rag was a very good imitation of
pandemonium for some minutes,  Scuf-
fling and pommelling and yelling and
trampling resounded on all sides.  Othoers

[ellows belonging to both TForms catie |

crowding in to join up, as if woere, on
et outhreak of war, There were half
n dozen eouples rolling on the floor
terrific struggle, hand-to-hand  combats
ware proceeding in every eovner, and
thera  were  rushing  and  trampling
galore, The din was tremendous, and in
the excitement of the combat the rival
Forms [orgot that it must be heard [ar
bevond the limits of the Rag.

They were suddenly reaunded of that
[aci, howover.

Wingate, Gwrnne, and Walker, thies
of the Sixth, reshed into the oo with
aaliplants in their handa.

'They did not pavse to make angy
remarks to the rioters. It was a time
for action, not for words.

They rushed among the combatinis
and their blows fell with great nwapar.
tinlity on everyone within reach,

“Oh, v hat!" ejaculated Bab CUnooey,
a; Wingate'a ashotant landed accoss lns
“Genoff ! Yarooh !

T ek oub, the lat of youl™ roared

| Wingale,

3 araonol 1

“Oh, crnraba Y
posap off

One Pznay. 3

“0Oh, my hat!"

There was a rush for the door. Fourth
and Remove were equally anxious to
cscape. Three ashplants going lile Qails
were nat ‘to be argued with. F

Naturally a jam took place in the
doorway.

This put the juniors in a very fuvour-
able position for ‘punishment, and the
attack in the rear by the three prefects
clicited fiendish yells from the unfortu-
nato juniors.

They struggled through at last, and
Aed.

Only two or three Lreathless juniors
remained in the Rag, and these were
promptly Touted and clouted out by the
prefects.

Wingate bestowed o wrathful glare
on the crowd in the passage when the
room was clearcd.

“You neisy young scoundrels

YT say, Wingaie o

“ Look here, Wingate .
“Clear off, all of you!” shouted Win-
gate.

“But_ we're
roarad Temple.

“Wo're having a rehearsal I yelled

Wharton.
, Wingate closed the dosr of the Reg,
lacked it, and put the key in his pocket.
Apperently the rival elaims to a mecting
and a rehearsal did not have much
weight with him. )

“Now clear of I he rapped out,

“But look hore—="" .

“Have you got anythung to say,
Temple?”

“VYes, I have! T—"7

“Hold out your hand instead !” :

“Yow-ow-ow " mumbled Ceoil Regi-
nald.

r

haldint o mecting

Swish! Swish! .
“Have you got anytinng to  say,
Wharton "

“No fear!” siid Wharton promptly.

‘-Hll., h‘ll-. hﬂ-!” |

“Well, get out of my sight, and if you
make any more row I'li feich  your
Form-master to you!”

And the juniors cleared off. The re-
hearsal and the palriotic meeling were
Ve,

THE THIRD CHAPIER.
Not a Bad Idea!

e H, crumbs !
“Oh dear!"
“Rotten !

“The painfulnesa in my
pstecmed shouldera is terrifie ! _

The Famous Five had foregathered in
Study No, 1 in the Remove passage after
the unfortunate affair in the Rag.

That cheery quintet of jumors had
sulfered considerably from the recldesa
application of ashplants. A chorus uf
pimbles and groass soended in Study
No. L -

“Never mind,  we've dished  the
Fourth," sud Boh Cherry, as cheerfuily
ag possible,

T he dishfulnies of our estoemed selves
is also greal ! groaned llurree Jamscl
Ram Swurh,

"Yow! ['m hurt!”
Bl

W ingrata’s a beast I groanod Nugint,
“Tho sily ass secmol to think he was
Losling eargeis ! o

mumbled Johnny

Yow-ow !

“3ell, the Fourth got as much as we
did,” sad Harey Wharlon, laughing.
“[But, say, you heard what Temple was
gazsiug abont?” '

“Something  about  potaloes,
Litm and his tators !

“Tt'a pnot a bad idea,” satd Harry, with
a vory thovehiful look.  “ Blessed af [
kaow how Templs come by it—an ass
Like that! Jorme te thenk of i, potato.

Ty Madser Lipnagy,—No, 482,
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rowling is a bit more nunportant than re-
Eears.in - Shakespeare,”

“Weﬁ we can't grow potatoea, I znp-
pose ¥

“Why not " said Wharton.

ii ]T'hi:Tj

“The whyfuiness is terrvific!”

“It's a jolly good idea, though Temple
ihought of it I” said Wharton, * They're
doing it in some public schools already.
We could chuck up amateur theatricals
for a Mit, and take to ~vegetable-
growing.”

“0Oh, my hat!"

“TFvervbady ought to be doing if, yon
know. 'The snbmarine bizney may turn
ont to be really dangerous. We can't
very well grow corn here——"

“Not really?"" asked Johnny Bull sar-
castically, T was wondering whether I
conld raise some wheat in a window-box
in the study window.”

*“}ia, ha, ha 1"

“Oh, rats! Look here, we could grow
potatoes,” said Wharton, evidently very
much taken with the idea. “ We're on
food regulations now, and they will be
etiffer later on, most likely, Potatoes arc
a jolly good food, and wou can eat them
instead of bread, if bread runs short, I
wonder I never thought of it before. We
did try gardening cnee, you know——"

* And chueked it up.”

“Yeas, DBuf this time it's of national
importance. Temple’s an asg, and he
will make a muck of the.scheme. Dut
there's no rveason why the Hemove
shouldn't tale it in hand amnd make a
success of 107"

“Well, that's so.”

“How do you grow potatocs?” askod
Nugent.

“Well, von plant 'em, vou know," said
Wharton rather cautionsly, " You dier
the ground first, and—and put in secd
potatoes, you know, and—and—and they
Erow up in no time.*

“I've heard there's a scarcity of seed
priatoes,” said Baob,

“I dare say there is; but if you can’t
gob seed potatoes, any old taters will de,
next best, The thing 1s to grow 'em, 1t
would be a corker to grow enough pota-
loes for the whole schaol, and perhaps
have a ton or two left over to band out
tn the poor in Friardale and Courtfield.
They'll need 'em next winter.”

Bably Cherry chuckled.

“Temple will be awfully ratty H we
collar his scheme, ™ he remarked,

“Well, he was calling his meeting to
point out to us that we ought to join up
as vegetable-prowers, T suppose. We're
taking his tip, that's all.”

“And we conld make a success of it,
and  Temple couldn’t,” agreed Bob.
“Why, all the Remeve wiring in, would
produce enough potatoes to—to {eed half
the county, very likely. Of course, it'll
cosl money.”

“There’ll have to be a subseription.
Wo'll hold a Form meeting on the sub.
jeet,” said Wharton,

“ Not in the Rag 7' grinned Nugent,

“Ahem! No. In this study. All the
leading members of the Form,” said
Harry., *“No necd 1o call Bunter and
Fishy and Skinner, and those chaps.
They're slackers, and wonld be agninst
anything in the shape of hard work.
We'll get Squifi and Toddy and Smithy
and Tom Brown and Delarev and Hazel
and Newland and Rake and Micky Des-
mond, and one or two others,.  What do
von [ellows say "

v Good ege !t =aid the (o,

The anguish cansed Ly the trouble in
the Rag had subsided by this time, and
the Co. were prepared wo be enthusiastic
e mdGre.

Beb Cherry Innried eff (6 eall the re-
eriifs to the meeting in Study No, 1,

ThHe Magyer Liseary - No, 482,

Some of the Removites were beginning
their preparation; but prep was put off
for the-purpoze of attending the meeting.

The news that a scheme was in hand
for.giving the Fourth Form the kybosh
was quite enough to draw the Removites
thither.

Sindy No. 1 was crowded,

The meeting had gathered when Billy
Bunter blinked in, with a cunning gleam
in his eyes behind his big rpectacles.
Bunter had spotted that there was some-
thing unsual on i1 Wharton's study.

‘1 say, you fellows-— ™ he began,

Bob Cherry waved his heand to the
door.

“Buzz off, Bunter!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry e

“This is a busincss mecting—por-
poises not admitted,” said Peter Todd.
“Make yourself scarce, Bunty.”

* Perhaps you'd like mie to tell Win-
gate,” said Bunter, with a sneer.

“Eh? What could rou tell Wingate?”
demanded Wharton.

Bunter sniffed.

“Do vou think T don't kuow what the
game 18¥" he execlaimed. “ You're poing
te have a feed, against the food regula-
tions. I know your little game "

“You fat idiot!” roared Jchnny Bull

“You ncedn't yell at me, Bull. I know
the little game. I don’t approve of it.
Still, I'm willing to be a pal, and I don't
mind joining you once in a  wav.
Where's the grub?"” inguired Bunter,
blinking round the study,

The Famous Five gave the Owl of the
temove g glare of exasperation.

Billy Bunter was perpetually seeking to
dodge the food restrictions, which did
not agree with his ideas at all, and he did
not believe that anybody else wgs move
particular vpon the point than he was
Limself,

Bob Cherry picked np the poker.

“Outside ! he =aid briefly,

“1 say, von fellows Yaraooh !
Kcep that poker away, yon silly ass!”
bellowed Bunter, as Bob made a lunge
at his ample waistcoat,

““Ha, ha, ha 1"
~ Bunter jkuntpmi nito the passags, ezcap-
ing the poker by an inch.

“ Look here, vou rotters.” he gasped,
“1 know what you're up 10! T tell vai
I'm not going to be left ont——"

Slam !

The sudden elesing of the daor cot shart
Bunter's Alow of elogquence,

“Now let’s get fo business!” srowled
Baobh,

“What's the ganwe, anywav?” asked
Vernon-SEmith, 1 suppose it isn't a
feed ¥

“Of course not, you ass !

“0Oh, keep vour wool apn!™
Bounder, laughing. “But #f it in’t a
feed, what the merry dickens is 187
We're not having o rehearsal here, T sup-
pﬂﬂ-ﬂ?:‘,

“It's a meeting abour the fead ques

£

tion,” zaid Wharton,
“Eh?

Food ™
“ Exncrl:,.

)

“¥ab!" came a howl through the ker-
hole. I heard vou, yvou rotters!
knew il was a feed ! Tl jolly well .

“Clear off I bawled Beb  Cherry.
“1Iallo, hallo, hallo! Iiere he is again,
by Jove !™

Billy Buuter opened the
blinked in.

“1 zay, vou fellows, vou've admitied &
1OW Yarocoogh 17

X cushion in Bob Cherery's hand -
terrupted Dunter,

Swipe !

The Owl of the Remeve find, with a
tevrific roav. Beb Cherry pursoed him
to the staive, stll swiping,

soid  the

docr  and

lle came lack o the siady Jocking | commandesin-chicf

| petato planted will pro

0
g1t

rather red and breathless. Filly Bunter
did not follow.

“1 don't think that fat Lomnder wil
bother any more,” gasped Bob, fossing

the eushion into a corner.  * Now ged on
with the jaw, Wharton !”
“Proceed Jawfully, my estcemed

chum.”
“Goit, Wharten 17
“On the ball!”

And the captain of the Remove, with
the eyes of al]l the meeting hirned upon
him, proceeded jowfully, as 1the dusky
nabob expressed it in his  wonderful
English,

R

.THE FOURTH CHAFTER,
Hot Guilty !
“Wh 'VE only a few words 1o say, wen
chaps—— i
“Hear, hear!”
iiGﬂnd.[-'}

:: ﬂfder " yapped out Bob Chorry,

It's about the food guestion— a
question of national importance. T'hat
swanking ass Temple was talking about
Erowing potatoes.  That’s what |is
merry meeting was going {o be about,
i it hadn't been interrupted. Well, as
Temple “suggested the idea. vou'd
naturally think it was a rciten one——>"

“*Ha, ha!”

“But 1 think theve's someihing in it
and that in the hands of the Remove it
might be a sucress. The idea is tg osk
the Head for allotments——"

*0Oh, crumbs!*

“And plant potatoes, and w “em, "

. * ! |.I| Ay g] O ITJ']"I,
raid Wharton fivmiiy, 1t will take up
a lot of our spare time, and will Le hard
work.  But we're not afraid eof lLard
work.”

“Not exactly fond of i,
miarked the Bounder,

“Well, it’'s up to wvs.  Mimble, the
gardener, will give us tips about gaidin-
mg, and all that. We can voise the
money to buy the seed potatces, Hiery

(ﬁme a dozen, or
two dozen, or something——"

“Or something or other,” remaiked
Squiff.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“With a fine crop of petatecs in hand,
we zhall be fixed [or vepetables o, nest
witter,” said Whaiton. “The wae can’i
end before that, of coursh. 1§ the
Lerman submarines go on sinking shijps
at the present rate there'll be a thiw
shortage of grub next winter, ey
potato will count.  The fact is, that
while the rest of the country is slogging
away at warwerk and things, we ought
to be doing something bezide grind Latin
and play ericket, Vegetable-growing is
war work of the mwst valuable sort,
Chap who produces grub is doing a3
good work as a chap at the Frond.”

“Well, it's not a bad idea,” =aid Jvm
Brown. “I'm all right at gardening. il
it comes to that, I've dome it at hcire
i New Zealand. Of course, weve ot a
better climate and things theve,™

“ Bow-wow ™

“ Matg ™

“Still,  things  can be  yrown ja
Englond,” =aid the New Zealand JuhcE,
I’z possible, thongh net ecasy o come
fartalle—-" | )

“* Fathead !

“Oh, cheese it!” sald Harry Whaiten,
linghing. "I scu  know anythiog
about gardeiing von’ll come in e:!-:*lr:.,f.
I admit T don't know nneeh,”

“Bame here,” agreed Bob Cheoy,

“The samefulness is ternfie it

“Have you ever grown
Brownev?” asked Peler Todd,

“Tons of "em!” =said Torm Brewvn,

“ioad!  Then we'll make Riowiey
cf  tho  Iutato

¥

though,” re-

poilatlaors,
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Corps,” said Bob Cherry. “How do

you begin, Browney?”
“At the beginning,”
“ Asmg!”

HEi“: of all you dig your trenches

explained Tom.

“EKh? We're not gnﬁ‘:g to fight the
Germans!”

“You want trenches for potatoes as
well as [or fighting Germans, ass!” said
the New Zealand junior. “Do you
think you can grow potatoes by sticking
& tater into a El}lﬂ in the ground 7

“Well, yes, T did think s0.”

¥“Then you're an ass!” sud Tom
Brown politely. “There's more than
that' in  potato-growing. Agricuttural
work is a highdy-skilled job—quite as
much so 23 engineering, for instance.”

“Oh, my hat! There's more in
than meets the eye, then!”

“More than meets vour eye,” agreed
Tom Brown.

“We'll make Brownay foreman, as he
knows the game,” said Harry Whartow.
“Now, is it all agreed?”

“ Yes, rather!”

“Then we'll have a whack
raise the tin for the seed potatoes

There was a general diving
pockets.

“ How much shall we want, Brovney?”

Tom Brown laughed. As a follow
with a knowledge of gardeming, he had
jumped into importance all of a sudden.
There was nothing like swank about
Harry Wharton. He was captaip of the
Remove: and there was no one al Grey-
iriare who could tell him anything he
did not know about footer or cricket,
Loxing or swimming. But he was guito
willing to take second place to a feliow
who knew rniore then fm did. He hal
cheerfully  yielded first place in  the
Dramatic Society to Wibley; and he
was ready now to plare himself under
the ovders of the New Zealand junior.

He was aware that there 15 more
potato-growing than merely siicking a
tuber into the ground and wailting for’it
to come up. And he.was glad to have
the expert assistance of the Colouial
junior on the subject, y

it

round to

LR}

into

“Bead potatoez are jolly scaree Just |
now,” scid Tom Brown.,  ““We sha 't |
wet them at a day's notice. It's a hi
late for beginning, too, Still, we shall
get on all right with main crop.  First |
earlizs are over and done with.”
¥ Are there different kinds of taters?”
azliad Hazel

T Brown snorvted,

“Of course there ave, ass! st
enlies go in first, second earlies next,
and then main erop.”

“(di, I ses! You Live and learn.”

“I dare say we can get some potatoes
from the farmers round zbout here for
seeding,” siid Tom Brewn. *If we get
grourd from the Head to grow 'em, we
can maks a round to-morrow hl.lj-’ll'lg"r
them, as it's a half-holiday. But th:-l
first step is to make sure that we can |
have the ground.”

“(Oh, the Head's sure to Come
in 1" added Wharton, as thers was a
sharp rap b the door.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
opened the door and stepped into the |

study. His brow was very stern.

The juniors who were seated rose
respectfully as  thewr  Form-maator
entared.

Mr. Quelch gave them a scrukinising
glunce,

“Wharton!'” he rapped ant. .
“VYes, sir?” said Harry, in surprise,

wondering what the Remove master |
wantaed,

“] understand that the f{ood regn-
lations have been disresarded in  this
study.” '

“0h, my hat!®

“¥ hat!”
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“I—I—I mean, not at all, sir!”

“T have been informed to that effect,”
gaid Mr. Quelch sternly. * Certainly, I
sec no traces of the reckless greed
was led to expect to find here. I trust
that T have been misinformed.™

Harry Wharton smiled. He could
guess that the disappointed Owl of the
Remove had set Mr. Quelch on the track
of the supposed feed. :

“You have been misinformed, sir,”
he said. ““This i1s a Form meeting for

uite a different purpose. It's about the
ood quastion, sir,” :

“Am I to understand, Wharton, that
yvou complain of the food regulations?”
the Remove-master exclaimed sternly.

“Ahem! Oh, no, sir!"

“Then what do you mean by holding

e

T

a mesting, as vou term it, on the subject
of the food question?" _

_“‘:ﬁre're thinking of growing food,
Bir.

“If you are jesting, Wharton

“Not at all, sir,” said Harry, thinking
it a good idea to strike the iron while
it was hot. “1if you would be kind
enough to ask the Head to let us have
some ground fto cultivate, sir, we want
to go in for allotment gardening.”

Mr. Quelch starbed.

“Brown knows all about it, and he's
going 4o be foreman,” continuned Whar-
ton. “We've got the money for seed;
and we think we can grow enough
potatoas for the school, and perhaps have

*i

a lot left over to give to the poor,
We're all willing ¢o work jolly hard,
sir. "

“The  willingfuluess  is  terrific,

bhonoured salib |’

“Seed potatoes are off!"* (See Chapter 8.)

One Penny. ]

The Remove-master’s brow relaxed
very considerably.

“My dear boys,” he exclaimed, “I

am very glad tp hear this! As a matter
of fact, the Head has been thinkin of
the "idea, and he will ba very pleased to

hear that the suggestion has come from
the boys themselves. Certainly I will
speak to Dr, Locke, and you may be
assured that sufficient land will be placed
at your disposal for the purpose you
hate in view.”

“0Oh, thank vou, sir!"

“Not at all,” said Mr, Quelch kindly.
“Your intention is very patriotic and
praiseworthy. 1 am pleased with you.”
And Mr. Quelch ¢guitted the study

looking very pleased : _
“Good egg!” said Harry Wharton,

: '-=‘;@u!m_||l.';
':."'Ir"'-:‘.

L T

with great satisfaction, in

“ Everythin
the gorden is lovely—at least, 1t will be
when we get t.hej;.farden ‘going.”

“ Hear, meeting

heartily.

Mr. Quelch “returned to his stmiﬁ.
William George Bunter was there, look-
ing a little uneasy. Bunter had satisfied
himself that it was his bounden daty to.
inform the Remove-nihster  of the sup-
osed breach of regulations in No, 1
wudy, smince he was not admitted to a
share of the surreptitious feed. But ha
had not been pleased when Mr. Quelch
told him to await his return. He looked
still more uneasy as the Form-master
fixad a frowning glance upon him, and
picked up a cane g‘ﬂm the -table. '

“ Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, in a thun-
derous voice, “you.are well aware that
I do not approve of tale-bearing? 1 waa
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hear! said  the



¢

boumd, howeves, to act upon the infor-
mation you gave me.”

“1—1 felt it my duty, sir—

Y Passibly. You should, however,
make sure of your facts before making
an undesired report to your Form-
master, 1 am glad to say that vou were'
entivily mistaken, and that there was no
breach of the food regulations proceed-
ing in the study you mentioned. I shall,
thoerefore, punish you for wasting my
time and giving. me incorrect informa-
tion. Held out your hand!”

“J—-J—I eay, sir—"'

“Hold out vour hand!™
il Remove-master,

Swrsh! Swish!

“Yooop! Hooop

“¥ou may go, Bunfer.”™

Billy Bunter went.

He rolled down the passage, sguece-
ing his fat hands under his arms, and
oroaning deeplg. And he repented very
sinoercly that his sense of duty had led
him to lay that information before Mr.
(Juelch. There really seemed to bo_ ne
encouragement for a fellow with a keen

sonen of duty,

thundered.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Roll Up, Remove !
ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE
‘ stared.
He could scarcely believe his

eyes for a moment.
He found his voice at last,
visped:
* Cheek !™ )
It was the day following the rowdy
wieting in the Rag. Morning lessona
were over, There was a new nofice on

and

the board. A mood many fellows were
pesling it, It made Temple jump. For
it ran:

“GREYFRIARS NATIONAL
SERVICE CAMPAIGN.

The Remove Potato Corps will
commence work this afteineon on the
Reinove allotment,

All members of the Remove Form
ara expected to roll up and work.

No slackers a]!nwmﬁ

Tn caze of shirkers, ithe Remove

{ ‘ommitiee will coneider the gueetion
nf Conrpulsion,

ROLL UP AND GROW POTATOES!
PiAT GERMANY IN THE GARDEN!

(Signed) I, WaarToN,
Director of Greyfriars National Service,

T. BrOowN,
Expert Honorary Superintendent.”™

“{heele ™ repeated Temple.  “ Why,
that's my idea—my wheeze—all mine!
Tho cheeky beasts! My only hat!”

Temple stared at the Remove notice.

T'o have nis great scheme lifted ont of
liie hands s this barefaced manner was
i litide too thick.

{rrtainly Temple ought to have been
pleased at seeing his sngeeztion taken up
i thiis enthusiastiec manner. Dot he did
nut seem plecsed.

“Well, of all the nerve!”" chimed in
Fry. -
“* O, rather ! eaid Dabney.

“Jelly mood idea!” enid DBolsover
major of the Remove. *“1 don’t mind
lendine 2 hand:; bot if anybody starts
vompeiling me, there will be trouble!”

* Ratten, I eall it!" =aid Skinner, with
a osuiff, *1 know I'm Jolly well not
reing to dip up mud!”

“Dow't be a slacker, Skinner ™

“Oh, rata!"

“You will lend me a _hand!” roared
1tulsover major. * 1’1l jolly well run you
down to the allotment by the neck if von
woin't xol”
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Evidently Bolsover wmajer regarded
compulsion as justifiable in ecmo cireum-
stanees.  Apparently it depended upon
whether it was applied to him or by him.
In that respect Bolsover major re-
sembled quite a larcoe number of hLis
eldera,

“I guess it's not goed enough!” said

Fisher T. Fish, the Yankee junior.
“ There’s no mention of payment.’
“Who wanta paying?’ demanded
Rakae.

“Well, T guess T should!” eaid Fish
emphatically. “T caleulate I'm not
giving away my labour for nothing!
Mot by lons chﬂjvka!”

“Same here!” said Snecp. “Tt's rot!
We sha'n't be short of grub, anyway ™

“Tha whole country’s short of grub!”
gaid !}?ilvf.

“Well, the poor, perhiaps!" said Sncop.
« “Rich and poor den’t count now—it's
all of na against the Huns!"”

“Oh, rats!"” said Snocop.

“Bhut up, BSnoop!” said PBolsover
major. “You're moing to work like the
rest! If you eat, you ought to be willing
to- work. And you're joliy well poing to,
if T have to stand aver you with a evicket-

stump ! " -
“Hallo! What are you up to,
Temple?” coxelaimed HRussell, os  the

captain of the Fourth made a grab at
the paper on the board. ;

“I'm goinge to tear up that cheeky
rot!” snorted Temple. “This is my
scheme, and I'm not goine to have it
bagged by cheeky fags!”

*"Hands ofl!"” roared Beleover majar.

‘" Rats !

Bolsover major erasped Temple a&nd
dragged him back from the board.

“Hands off ! velled Temple, in
turn,

But Bolsover major didn't take his
hands off. He ruzhed Cecll ERegingld
down the passage and bumped him on
the floor. Pabnev and Frv rushed to the
rescue, and Opilvy and Russell and two
or three Removites piled in: and there
was a terrific scene for a few minutes.

My, Prout, the master of the Fifth,
hove in sicht, however, and the com-
batanis senttled away,

Fisher T, Fizh remained reading the
notico an Lthe board with a very thougzht-
ful expreesion upon his thin, keen face.
Havine read, marked, learned, and in-
wardly dieested the notice, =0 to =pealk,
Fisher T, Fish amnbled away in eearch of
the Divector of Greyfriars National
Serviee.

his

He found Harey Wharton in Lis studr,
with the rest of the (o, debating the |
nestion  of eeed potoloes, The ]:lnu:'-i
chazes were to be corried cut that |
afiternoon, 1f possihle, '

Dr. Locke had allotted a very enn- |
siderable extent of pground for !'rw=
amatenr  gavdeneors, at Mr Queleh’a

request ;: imdeed, tho Head had expressed
vreat  approval of the project. The
Potato Corps felt considerably bucked
vy their headmaster’s approvel. |
“Of couree, sced potaloce zre im- |
portant : but we've pot to get the sround |
ready first.” said Wharton. * Chape !
hail beiter be started on digpgine, and |
then we'll go out locking for sced pota-
toes. Two of us will be encarh. We can
ro-on our bikes. and make a long round
il neceszary. Biowney and I ecan do

time to wait for deliverice.”
“1 gueces——" : i
“Buzz off, Fishy ! We're busy ™ |
“]1 wuess I'm intercsted in thus hyer !
scheme!” eaid Fisher T. Figh. |

that.” _ |
“We'll fake bare fo biing ther '
home,” remarked Tom Brown, = XNao
i

“1t'e a |

" bip etunt, and no mistake.” |

“Good! ¥You ean hLeip in the dig- |
eing,™ eaid Wharton,

thad been a garden at.one time.

W CH
ALE.

“Ahem! The labourer’s worthy «f his.
hire, vou know.™

“You'll have sour
potatoes—when grown."

“ Euppose they don’t grow ™

“Oh, they will, fathead®™

“I guess the best thine yvon can do is
to met o first-rate director! zaid Fisher T,
Fish,

“We've got one,
whole grame.™

“1 puess I'm willing to offer my
gervices as director!™

“ Good-byve !

“I calculate T shouldn't stick youn very
much in the way of fees.” said Fisher T.
Fieh  persuaszively. “A  reasonable
remuneration i

“0Oh, kick him out, somebody 1"

“Hold on, you jays! Lock hyer, have
you got your seed potataes yet?”

“ We're getting them this afternoon.”

“I guess they're pretty scarce!’

" Tupper’s, in the village, have some,”
sald Tom Brown; “and we can go round
the farms getting them, too.”™

" You haven't given your order yot?"

No.  We're going directly  alter
dinner,™

“All serene!™ sald Fisher T. Fizh, anil
he walked wway looking very thoughtful
indeed,

It was close upon dinner-time: but
Fisher T. Fish was not thinkinge of
dinner. .JMe hurried down to the bike.
shed and wheeled out his machine,

A few minutes later he was pedaliice
swiftly down the road to Friardale, -
Fisher T. Fish was absent from the
dinner-table, |

Dinner was nearly over when tha
Yankes junior came pedalling in, with a
sack fastened on ihe handlebars of lis
machine,

He put up hiz bicyele, and carried the
sack to the wood-shed, where he carefully
concenled it behind a pilo of fageots.

Then, in a somewhat breathless state,
he walked into the Hall, where the mil-
day meal was nearly finished. e,
Quelch greeted him with a frown,

“Fish, you ave late!”

“{.’:-!u'r'r:; zirl I was out on my Like

“You will take filty hnes, Fish ™

“Yes, =ir.”

Fisher T. Fish did not scem to mind
the lines.  There was an expression of

whack tn ihe

Browney knows the

satisfaction upon his thin face as lLe
rizde a hurried meal. After dinpner a
Invge number of the Removites pro-

ceeded to worly, Lut Fishy did not 191N
themy. Bkinner and Snoop and Stott and
Bunter were alzo consmicuons by theiv
sbsonce.  But all the rest of the Remove
tnrned up.  Agriculiursl implements of
all kinds had kecn borrowed or coxi
mamleered.  Mimble, the Head's par-
dener, had done his best for the jumors,
and the tool-shed had been vaided, and
sorie of the iellows had eycled down to
the villige to make purchases. Spades
and garden-forks and hoes were there in
great numbers,  And if the juniors were
somewlhat unaccustomed to the usze of
thiose 1mplements, there was at  least
plenty of enthusiasm to make up for
lack of experience.

The piece of ground assigned by the
Head lay within the schoel walls, and
It ve-
gquired clearing of weeds and old roots,
aud then preparing for the potato-plant-
ing. There was plenty of work to Lie
deire; potato-growing was net the simple
opcration seme of the junicrs :upposed.

Certainly, it was possible to raise
potatoes simply by sticking them in tha
crvound aiter digging to a depth of a foot
ar =0. But that was not the way to raise
a good crop. Thera was much more
than that in the real scientific thing. as
Toim Brown., with an aie of knowledce,
cxplained to the enthusiastic amatenrs,
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Buat befors the Remove gardeners could
cominencs operations there was an inter-
tujfhm-

‘eruple of the Fourth arrived on the
scene, with a very red and excited face.

“Siop!” he shouted.

The Eemovites stared at him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are vou
barbling about®” inguired Bob Cherry
pleasantly.

“"Youre not going to borrow myv
scheme, vou cheelky rotiera! It was my
idea, an’ vou know it! You ecan ,].mn us
if you him The Fourth are takin' the
matter in hand—-"

“* Bow-wow !”

“Rats!’

“Look heie, 1 tell you i

S ]

“My dear ass, nothing’s preventing
vou from going and dumg likewise,”
card Harvry Wharton,  * The more the

inerrier !
“It': gol to be done under my direc-
lion.” said Cecil Reginald h[t]]?
“*You'd make a muck of You
know. Now, vou kbow what an usa Tou
are, Temple,” said Bob Cherry argu-
mentatively,
“You cheeky fag——
“Burr off. ”Itmp]e
“T1 tell you—
“Uavry him home ™

Lk

We're busy!”

sugzrested Hazel.

“Ha. ha, hal”
There was a rush at Temple. Cecil
Regiuald,  gasping  with  wrath, was

picked up and rushed away, with his
arms and legs wildly fAying.

He was deposited with a bump on the
stops of the School House; and the
gardeners returned to the potato-patch.
(‘ecil Reginald did not follow them.
He was as wrathful and indignant as
~Ter !I::ut for the present he had had
eerangl,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ferestallel !

13 (W, then, Browney!"
N “(Give vour orders, mighty
chief !

“We don't want any
arders.” growled Bolsover major inde-
prendently. “1 know how to grow
farers,’

“Ho do 1,7 said Wibley.
Liole and bury the tater--
|-I'JI'I‘1 Brown gave a sniff,

“You dig a

“This 18 a potato-patch. not- a2 grave-
vard ! he 2}113 “First of all, vou dig
trenches. Form up in line first.’

“What for!” demanded a dozen
AR

“To trench.”

“Arve you expecting the Coermans
here?" asked Russell.

*Fathoead! Nugent. tzke that cord.
aned mark off the first trench.” said the
New Zealand junior. “ The whole length
of the pateh, and a width of three feet,”

* Right-ho!" said Nugent.

“ Now, first of all. you diz down to the
=ubgoil—"

“What's that?” inquired Hazel.

“The soill under the top soil, ass!
The top soil has to be laid aszide very
LdPF"rll!].t by itself.”

O, my hat!™

“Then the subsoil has ta be rurned out
s2p Ll t@i,‘.’——”

“Oh!"

“To the depth of about 2 font. When
tie under soil 18 cleav, you diz it up
thoroughly to the depth of another foot,
and dhigr 1 manure.

i P!ww il

“Then the subsoil is replaced. mixed
v ith manure.” continned Tom Brown.

“ Afier that the top seil is laid back.
“-hEﬂ I zep 1t, I shall see wwhether limo
is wanted. We d:}nt want to provide a
feast for wireworms.'

“I sav. all that sound: like a jolly
lot of hard work.” said Vernon-Smith.
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“It isn't quite ns easy as falling off a
form ! said Tom Brown sarcastic ally.
“Now, pile in, and mind von don't mix
the top soil with the subsoil.”

Some of the Removites looked a little
less enthusiastic now. Digging ~to a
depth of three feet, and keeping the snils

carefully separated. was not quite the
casy job thev had anticipated.

owever, there were nn shirkers
present,

Under Tom Brown's skilful divection
they started work, and fork and spades
were soon delving away man fully,

‘Keep that up,” zaid Tom Brown.

“I've got to get off now to get the
seed.  Bolsover major can oversee the
work while I'm gone.”

“Good!" said Bolsovor major. “I'll
see they keep up to it.”

Harry Wharton and the New Zealand
junior loft the diggers hard at work. and
wheeled out their machines, A large
baz was fastenad on cach bicvele, to
carry home sich seed potatoes as thE‘p
wera able o capturs,

They rode away cheerfully
spring sunshine to the village.

It did not take them long to reach Mr,
Tupper's snop in Friavdale. Mr. Tup-
per was a greengrocer, and he was sup-
posed to have a rsunply of seed potatoes.
His “first earlics™ had long gone: but
the juniors hoped to secure o a good supply
of “main cropn.

But as soon a5 Mr, Tupper heard what
they wanted, he shook his head.

“Borrv—right out!” he said.  "Sold
the last lot this afternnoon—nol more'n
two hours azgo.”

“10h, crumhbst”
“What a soll!”

“There's boeon sueh a r|1.=-h on them,”
explained Me. Tupper. I had twenty-
one pounds of mam crop left, and a
voung gentleman  from  yeur  school
~mt:-p1::] them usp.

From our school®”
tom, In astomshmert,

“ Yes, MJ-J.P'I:' Wharton,”

“Temple's been before us!
Tam Brown.

=y, rotien'!

in the

exclaimed Whar-

|'Ill

vled

gros

Mo, it n,wh'-‘ Master Temple.” said
Mre, Tupper, .\ voung foreizn gentle-
TiEan 5

“Ei! Not Inkv—I mean. not Hurree
E"ll!""'h"

“1 mean an Ameriean voung gent,”
said Mr. Tupper. “I think his name is
Bizh, or Fish., or something like that.”

“ Fiah ! }'E"Elj Tom Brown.

“Yes, that's it, I think.”

“Fish has been here hmmg un . secd
potatoca ! ejuculated Wharton, “What
did he wanl them for?”

“1 understand there was =ome garden-
inr zoing to bhe done at the school. sir,
and Mauster Fish came to get the
potataes. Othwerwize, 1 shouldn't have
let him have them, az rthere are lots of
peaple wanting them., But I understond
from him that vour headmaster wantad
the boys to grow potatoes. 50 I let him
have the last lot to oblige Dr. Locke,”

The two juniors exchanged glances,

As there waa nothing doiug thev left
the shop. In the street, Wharlon gave
hiz comitads an_ cxpressive ]r}r}L He
rernemberad the Yankee junior’s peculiar
turn faor I‘Tl{Lnlﬂ"" moner by speculations
which woull never have occurred to anv
vouth less stuart and cute than Fisher
Tarleton Fiale.

“What did Fishy want those potatoes
tor, DBrowner?” said Wharton,

G5 "'n'Iight e moinr to sprme them on ns
as a pl leasant alilpnsn?—p:-uhﬂ 8.

“That's pot much Ilfu.? 10 '-.l‘n

“Woell, o ek azn’t.”
“IF fie's gor any dodege of making
money out o af r|r= game  he will Lear

--:*nf-‘ﬂ.“f diog,” satd Wharton, frown-

1'?‘:
N

said Tom Brown.

One Penny. 7

“By gum’ Wo'll scalp hirm, if that's
the game!™ growled the New Zealarl
junior. “But let’s give hira the benefit
of the doubt. He may intend {p save
us trouble. " '

“M'yves! He may!'™

“Well, what's the procramme now?”

YWe'd better<go farther, and ses wliat
we can get. We've got to give ovders
for the hop-manure and the lime. ton.”

And the two juniors remounted their
machines.

For the next two or three hours they
were very busy.

Even hop-manure and lime were not
easy to obtain; but their orders wers
takken at last, and delivery promiscd
within a day or two. Bu! seed potatoes
were extremely searce: indeed, auy
potatoes at all were not easv to get iu
anything like a gquantity,

But at one place and
juniors  gradaally  flled  their  bags.
Several farmers of the viemnity, on hear- -
ing what was to be done at the school,
generously handed ont a quantity of
potatoes; and although they were not all
exactly seed potatoes, were all good
for planting.

But they did not secure ns many as
were required., 3hll. with the twentby-
one pounds of fArst-class *muin erop ™
secured by Tisher T. Fish. there would be
enough, And, whatever might be Fisher
'T. Fish's intentions with respect to those
twenty-one pounds, Harver Wharton's
intention was clear—Fizshy was going tn
hand them over, either on the voluntary
system or by mmpulﬂmn'

The two juniors rode home to Grey-
frinrs at last, pretty well satisfed with
the results of their exenrsion, amd very
keen to know how the trenching had
gone on in their absenee.  They little
guessed !

another the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Rival Pairo's!

“ O it, Temple!”
G 'Tlm Rag was crovded with
the Fnurth Form of Grevfriars,

Cecil Reginald
mounted on a char,

While Wharton and Fom Brown were
out in guest of potatoes. and the Remove
fellows were digging indestriousiy in the
potuto-patch, Temple & Co. had called an
mrllgnn.tmn meating. .

Ceeil Reginald wasz boiling with wrath.

His feelings were fully sharcd by his
Form-fellows.

That patriotic scheme wlieh was Lo
have covered the Fourth Form with glory
had been lifted out of their hands in the
moet barefaced manner.

While Temple had been talking, as it
ware, the Remove fellows had hbeen
getting to work, The suggesticn  had
been Cecil Reginald’s, but the Remove
Iad acted on 1t. National Service had
Leen promptly instibited at Greeviriars,
with the great Cecil Reginald left out in
the cold.

Templs was

Temple constdered that it was not gond
enough, and his Form-follows ully
agreed with him.  So Teinple © went it "
with great eloguence,

“You know what's happencd. vou
follows !  Temple's voioe thribled wilh

mdirnation.  * We starteda the National
Service scheme here 4

“¥ea~, hear!"

“ And those cheeky Remove kils inter
rupted the mecting.  And then they hod
the awful neeve to hag the wdea !

“Bhame!'"

“Of ecourse, we're willing to tuke the
lot of them on as—as assistant labour.™
said Temple,  ** We were going to mak-
‘om all work—for us., Dut the super
intendence was to be in our hands= of
course !
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“QOh, rather ™
“1 had my eye on that bit of ground,

and was goin’ to ask Capper to speak to
the Head about it, and now they've
bagged it 1™

" t-t-ﬂﬂ 11!'

“ Are we going to stand 163"

“Never!”

“ Are we going to take it lying down?"”

L1} Nﬂ !J‘F

" Then you back me up, and we’ll jolly
eoon bring the Remove kids to their
senses|” said Temple, with a warlike
leok. “They’'ve got our ground, and
they’ve collared every blessed thing you
can dig with that's to be found in the
school!  We're not standin’ it!”

“No fear!”

“But what's the programme?” asked
Wilkinson.

“We're going to c¢lear them off the
ground—by force!"

“Oh, my bat!” _

“There arg timcs when only force is
any good,” expluined Temple, *You
can't argue with Prussian militarism, for
instance—you have to hit it in the eye!
1t’'s the same with Remove check !”

“*Hear, hear!”

“We're going to drive those trespassers
off, and collar the digging things,” con-
tinued Temple. ‘' Every fellow in the
Fourth will be wanted, We're going to
tuke possession of the ground, and keep
it !"

There
Fourth.

Temple’s warlike plan was quite in
accdrdance with the 1deas of the indig-
nant juniors, _

“Then come on!” sanl Temple, jump-
ing down off the chair. **The sooner the
auicker, you know !

“* Brayo 1" _

And, with the great Cecil Reginald at
#heir head, the Fouwrth Iorm of Grey-
friars marchoed out on the war-path,
Hobson and some more of the Shell
joined them, having been already partics
to Temple's project before it was so coolly
lifted by the Remove. |

Forty fellows at least marched down to
the potato-patch in warlike array. The
[mtn.t-::t-pntcﬂ was at a good distance from
the school buildings, and shut off by
trees, which was fortunate under the o

were loud c¢heers from the

cumstances. _

Temple & Co. did not want any|
masters or profects to arvive on thu;
seene. o

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! This locks hke
trouble !” remarked Bob Cherry, resting
on hie spade and surveying the enemy.,

“They'll get all the trouble they want
if they bother us!” growled Bolsover
Inajor. “Here, you Fourth-Form
bounders, clear off our ground!”

But Temple & Co. did not clear oll,
They ecame on,

T]{e digging ceased,
wis war at band,

Evidently there

Temple raised his  hand  command-
mg]g’.

“Clear off 1™ he saud,

llEh?ﬂl

“You're trespassers,”” sakd Temple,

with the same loftiness.  *'I'lhs 18 our

potato-pateh,  Tay dow: those spades

et things, and clear off ! i
Beb |

“Well, of all the cheek!” said
Cherry, °

“The chackfulness 1s torrifie

“1 give you one minute!” said Toinple
connmandingly.,

] Rq’l‘l..\"j !.T'l

“ Faithead 7

“Go and cat cokel”

IFrom those veplies it was pretty
evident that the Removitea did net intend
tn clear off peaceably,

“ Are you going?"” shoutcd Dubiiey.

“Rats! Nol"

“Then we'll Jolly scon shilt you!*?
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“Oh, come on!”

Temple waved his hand,

“Charge I

And the Fourth Form charged.

The melec that followed was simply
terrihic,

The odds were upon the side of the
assamilants; but the Removites put up a
great combat in defence of the potato-
patch,

Fellows rolled into the half-dug trench
in  deadly embrace, and emerged
smothered with mud,

They trampled over the newly turteod-
up soil and subsoil, and the mixing of
the two, which Tom Brown had warned
the gardeners against, was curricd oot
pretty effectually:

But no one heeded that, The carry-
img on of the war seriously interfered
with the pursuit of industry, as is the
case in all great wars,

For ten minates or more the battle
raged, with sore punishment on both
siJes, and by that time the Removites
and Foerth-Formers alike seemoed  to
have collected upon their persons most of
the earth that had been dug up by the
gardeners,

But numbhers tolid. Moreover, the
Remevites had been working hard for
nearly two hours, while the enemy wcie
quite fresh.

In spite of their resistance, the Remove

were driven back, slowly and obstinately,

and gradually edged off the potate-
pateh,
The Fourth-Formers pressed  on,

Aushed with victory,
“ Back up!” roarcd Bob Chorry.
“No surrender, Remove !
“Give 'em socks!” bawled Temgpie.

“Yah! Oh, crumbs!”
Thump ! Tﬁump! Thump! Crash!
Splash|  Hqguash! Trample! It was a

rombat worthy cf the stylus of & Tomer,
or the fountain-pen of a Kipling.

The Removites rallied, and drove the
enemy back, but they had to give groand
again,  But they clung fiercely to the
last corner of the potato-patch, The
cammbat was raging fiercely, when a sharp
voice was heard above the din of battle:

“(Conse this instantly |

“(Oh, crumbs!  The Head !”

“The Head! Oh, Jerusalem!”

The combat ccased as if by mag:c, _

Muddy, dusty, clayey, pommelled and
dishevelled juniors blinked in dismay at

! the majeetic figure of the Head,

Dr. Locke surveved them wrathiully.

“What docs this mean?’ Le thun-
derech

“Groogh!”

“Oh! Owl”

wll v{.‘.‘.'l.-'l”'

“ Answer me, Lenwpie!
me 7 thandered Dy, Locke.

Teinple mumbled,

“J—I-L—we - we-—ahem

Y Cherrvy, what does this
combat meun 1

“Groogh 1”7

“Thase rotiers iried to collar our
poetato-pateh 1" roared Belsover wnajor,

“It's our potato-patch ! shouted Fiv,
“Tt was our iden Trom Lhe start, aid
those fags boned it 1"

“What? What?” . :

Explanations poured ont on all sides in
cih volume that the Head raieed his
hand for silence.

“That will do! T understand that 7cn
have been disputing over the potato.
ground. I am glad to sce that this
patriotic enthusiasm is go widespread at
Greyfriars. But youn must show it o a
moare orderly manner,  Fvery boy pre-
senl will take two hundeed hines !

i D].I !:‘! ]

“The Remove will continue to cultivate
this piece of ground. Temple, vou arc
ferbidden to interfere with them.”

Bl Uh |'='.|

hear

Yon

5N

digriaoetnl
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“"However, a piece of ground of equal
extent will be assigned to the Fourth
Form for cultivation,” eaid the Head
graciously. “If you had made this re-
quest to me, Temple, I should have
granted it with pleasure.”

“But—but 1t was our idea from the
start, sie,”

“Then you shonid be pleared lo sce
boys of a junior Form taking it up with
such t:-nl;!'maiﬂsm.”

L2 ] I:I

“In future, let wour rivaley be an
orderly  one,” continued the Mead.
“Compele with one another in the great
work of Naticnal Bervice. Let it be scen
whether the Remove or the Fourth Form
can raise the larger crop of potaloes {o
serve the national needs. That will be a
worthy rivalry,’ .

*“Hear, hear” cried the juniors in
chorus,

“You will now go and clean vonr-
selves,” said the Head. * You ave 21l in
a really disgusting condition., Let there
be no mere dirpuies, but an honowvrable
tivalry in serving your countiy.”

And the Head rustled away.

The Bemovites and the Fourth blinked
at one another rather unecertainly.

“Good old sport " said Bob Cheiry,
“The Head's got a lot of sense! And
we'll jolly well raize a bigger crop than
you chaps do.”

“Rats! Of comse, we shall beat vou
hollow " said Temple loftily,

“Wait and sec!” chuckled Bob.

And the rivals of Grevfrinrs clearad off
for & much-needed wash and brush-up.

A quarter of an hour later Harry
Wharton and Tom Brown arrived. They
blinked at the petato-patch, It was de-
serted, and the turned-up soil was wildly
trﬁ,mpicd i every direction, with agrica!l-
tural implements stickimg n it or half
buried 1n it,

“Mv hat ' said Whaston.

That was all he could =ay.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Compulsion Is Applied!

HERE were tired looks among the
Remove fellows in the Common
room that evening.  Trenching
the parden for potato-planting

had told vpon the enterprising veuths.
But they had considerable satisfaoction in
the thought that they had been doing
useful work, and, under Tom DBrown's
cxpert superintendence, doing it well,

Some of the juniors [elt really too
fatigued tc do their prep, and they de-
bated whether Quelchy would excuse
them in the morning on the ground tha
they had been engaged upon work of
nat:onal importance. Iven the less en-
thusiastic gardenere felt that they wouid
ke willing to give up lessons for a bat;
ndeed, even for the duration of war, if
necessary.  Bub, upon the whole, it was
rivbable that Me. Quelch would expect
the Form work to be done as v=ual, sl
only a few decided to risk it.  Among the
fow were Skinaer and Bunter, whiclh way
inther cool, censidering thet they had not
dene any digging at all,

That was all to be alteved on the mor-
qow, however., Harry Wharton declaied
ihat it was a caee of all hands to the
wheel; and, in the event of shirkine
cempuleion would have to be applicd,
Bolsover major was very keen on apply-
mg compulsion, having a natural bent in
ihat direction. In faet, the bully of the
Remove thought that the scheme was
really spotled so far by the lack of anv
clement of compulsion.  He was quile
piepaved to tale any shirker by the sernfl
of the neck to work, 1t was porsible thar
Bolzaver major's enthusiasin would peter
out, and that his own torn to be tohen by
the eezuff of the necl might come, when
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no doubt uﬂmpl;ﬂsiun would appear to him
in a different light.

Fisher T'. Fish eved the Famous Five in
a somewhat cuyrious way when he came
into the Common-room. He knew that
Wharton must have learned of his little
deal in seed potatoes, and he cxpected the
mattor to be mentioned.

But it was not mentioned.

The potatoes were not wanted vet, and
the Co. had resolved to give the Yankee
merchant bis head for a #ime to see what
he intended to do with his plunder.

Most of the juniors were talking par-
dening  that evening.  Only  Wiblex
showed some signs of discontent, * King
John ™ was relegated to a more con-
venient time; amateur theairicals were
“off " —very much off—at present,
Wibley was keener on theatricals than
anything else, and he made an effort to
round-up the Dramatic Society for a re-
hearsal that evening—an effort that was a
dismal failure, There was not likely to
Ir= any more rehearsing till the potatocs
were fairly planted.

“Half-past six m the morning,” said
Tom Brown, when the Removites went fo
their dormitory.

“EhY Rising-bell’s at seven!” said
Bob Cherry.

“Time to get in some digging before
breakfast.”

“Oh!" said the juniors.

“ Anybody got an alarm-clock **

“Well, I have,” said Rake. *“But I'm
hicssed if I'm keen to hear it go off at
half-past six in the morninzg !™

“ No slacking, Rakey!™

“0Oh, rats! T'll turn out if vou do!”

“1 say, wou fellows, don't put ihat
dashed alarm-clock near my bed !" said
Biliv Bunter. “1 ddén’t want to get up
till seven!"

“You'll turn out at half-past sixi"™
roarcd Bolsover major,

“Oh, really, Bolsover

“1 jolly well sha'n't ! enid Skinner.

“You'll see in the morning, Skinner 1™

“1 suppose it's a free country, isn't
iHY7 bawled Bkinner, “Can'’t a fellow
e as he likes®™

“Not o war-time.” said Bob Cherry.
“I's not going to be a free countiy
nwetn il peace breaks out.™

“Blow vour potatoes, and you. too!™
growled Skinnse.  “T'm jolly well no
aing ta ger up before rismeg-bell, T know
that!™"

“You wait and see!” remarked Bol
gaver major ommnoeusly,

Skinner sniffed. and turned in.  Win-
gate put our the light for the Remove,
and i a few minutes most of the Form
wore sleeping the sleep of the just.  Hard
voorik 1s 2 good inducer of sleep,
 The early ravs of the sun were stealing
11 at the high windows when there was a
sudden E‘:‘:}_'}Fijf-iﬂl'l of rattling, lizzing, and
whizetng, It was Rake's alarm-clock in
Falt actian.

Ceurerrerereererr | went the alarm-clock,

“am Brown sat up in bed.

“Oh, mv hat ! he ejaculated.

“ Hallo, halle, halla! Time
ol vawned Bob Cherrs.

“Torn out!™ called Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five jumped from bed,
setting 2 good example to the rest. Dok
Cherry fixed hiz eves on Tom Brown,
who appeared to be wrestling with the
alarm-clook,

“What are vouu up to. Browner ®"

“Htopping  these dashed fireworks!”
grawied Tom.

*Why don't you turn out ¥V

“Ahent ! On—on second thoughis, it's
rothor eold, and, upon the whole, I—I
rathar think iy

Tom Brown did not finish stating what
ho rather thought. Bob Cherry grasped
Inim, and he rolled out on the fAoor in a
tanels of bedelothes. with a fiendish yell

to get
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The alarm-clock escaped from hig hands,
and rolled under the bed. still emitling a
suceesaton of ferocious rattles and buzees,

“You silly asa!” roared Tom Brown.

“ Anybody elze want anv kelp?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Keep off, you @My ass!” roared
Skinner, ns Bol eames towards his bed.
“I'm not gettin%up yet 177

“Do vou wany me to start Bolsover
on you?" demanded Bob.

“I tell vou Yaroooh!"”

Skinner landed on the floor.  Then
Bob turned to assist Snoop; but Sidney
James Sncop hopped out of bed in time.
Stott also mannged to rise without assist.
ance. Billy Bunter blinked furiously at
Bob, but he turncd out on the other side
of his bed as Bob came towards him.

“Good!™ eaid Bob. *“Now then,
Rake—""

“I'm getting up, fathead!”™ howled
Rake. *“Keep off, you dummy !

“ Do vou want any help, Kipps?”

“No, idint ™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Bolsover!"”

Bolsover blinked out of the blankets,
and yawned.

“0On second thoughiz, 1 think it's
rather a wog’s idea to get up to early,”
he said. * T'm staying in till rising-bell.”

And the burly g[umnvite laid his head
on the pillow arain and closed his eyes.
His eves remained closed for about the
tepth part of a second, Then they
opened again suddenly as a wet sponge
was squeezed over his face.

“Yurrrgg 1" curgled Bolsover.
“Wharrer you up to, vou silly chump?®”

“Waking you up, old scout!™ said Bob
innocently,

“Gerroff !

“ Do yvou want some maoce®"”

“Woeep that sponge awaw!”
Bolsover maior,
mop up the dorm with your silly carcase!
(errout !

“But it's time to get up.”

“TI'm not getting up, I tell Fou!™
_ Bob shook his head.

“Your mistake! You are!” he asaid.
“You wore recommending compulsion
vourself, you know.”

“Let me see anvhody trving to com-
pulze me!” said Bolsaver ferociously,

“Ueortainly! Here goces!"”

And Bob Cherry grasned Bolsover with
both hands and drageed him out on the
floor.  Perey Bolsover landed with a
tereifie crash and a roar of wrath. He
was on his feet in a2 moment. and ¢harg-
ing at Bob Cherry liko 2 bull.

“Hold on!” shonted Wharton.

“I'll smash him—""

“Order!™

Three or four paira of hands grasped
Bolsover major. Ie was bumped on
the floor of the dormitory with great
effect.

“Order!” said Wharton, “You've zot
to turn ont wirh the rest!”

“I won't if I don't chonse!™ howled
Balsover major.

“What about compulsion?”

* Blow compulsion !

You're not up,

“Well, vou can’'t be a merry compul- |

aionist one minute and a giddy volun.
tarvist the next!” pgrinned Bob Cherry,
“You're coming out to dig!”
“*T'mnot!” roared Bolsover.
“We'll carry vou, if vou don't walk '™
“* Hear. hear ™ chuckled Skinner, *“I'll
lend a hand! Bolsover was awfully keen
on compulsion last night!”

“0h, what a difference in the morn.

ing ! chuckled .Squiff.
“I'm goinz back io bed!" velled
Bolsover.

“If vou don't dress, you'll be taken
down to-the potato-patch as rou are!"
satd \Wharton. '

Bolsover major defiantly plunged into

bed again, The zest of the Remove

I

roared |
“If [ pet up to vou, T'llT

One Penny, ®

dressed themselves, Bolsover glowering
at them over the sheefs. Wﬁ:ten they
were ready to po down, a doxen Ra-
movites surrounded Bolsover's bed.

It had been agreed that every fellow
in the Form was to take his, fair share
of tho worl, and that compulsion was to
bo applied to shirkers. Bolsover major
had been one of the most strenuous
advocates of compulsion. The time had
come for him to be *compulsed.”

“You take his clobber, Frank," said
Wharton,

And Nugent grinned and gathered up
Bolsover's clothes.

“I'm not coming!” said Bolaover
primly.

“Collar him!"”

There was a roar from the bully of
the Remove as he was grabbed out of
bed. His struggles were not much use
in the grasp of u dozen pairs of hands,
A blanket was rolled round him, and he
waa borne out of the dormitory. A bare
leg flourished in the air as he was rushed
down the passage to the stairs,

At that early hour nobody was about.
The great door of the School House had
been opened by an early maid, who fled
at the sight of the ehouting crowd of
juniors. Bolsover, in the blanket, waas
rushed out into the quadrangle.

Muffled roars proceeded from the bully
of the Remove as he was carried head-
long down to the potato-patch, T

There he was rolled out of the blanket.
He seat up on the broken earth and
asped.

“ Grooogh !

“There's vour clobber!” said Nugent
chuckling. “ New dress wvourself, and
pile in! You ecan't stay out of doors like
that, Bolsover. Suppose Mrs. Mimblo
should come alore?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
Bolsover major, with a face like
thunder, dressed himself hurriedly, He

had been “ compulsed " with a vengeance,

Having dressed himself, he debated in
hie mind whether to join in the work or
run amuck among the grinning juniors.
Fnrt{unately for gimscif, he depided to
WiOTH. 5

“IIallo, hallo, hallo! Tishy
here!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Squif and Toddy, o and felclt
him !"" said Wharton,

“ Right-ho!”

" The two juniors rushed off to the
School 1Touse for Fishy., That aatute
yvouth had gone back to the dormitory
after the other fellows were clear. Bul
he was not left to repcse. Three minntes
later Squilf and Peter Todd came dash.
ing down to the potato-patch, with the
Yankee junior struggling in their grasp.

“Let up!" Fisher T. Fish waa yelling.
“I caleulate I'm not working for
notiing ! Let up, vou jays!”

“Now. then, start work!” said Bol-
sover major, in his most bullying tanca,
Bolsover waz evidently quite himaclf
again, ““No slacking, Fishy. or I shall
touch you up with this hoe—like that!™

“¥Yarcooh!" : :

“ Do yon wanf some more?”

“ Nope!"” gasped Fisher T. Fish.

And he set to work with the rest. By
breakfast-time the enterprising  Re-
movites had displaced a very considerablo
quantity of the top seil, and, to. judge
by their appearance when they stroamed
into the house, they had dieposed of most

of it about their persons,
J

Remove came ouf after lessona
that morping. He came up to

the Famous Five in a businesslike way.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™

1sn't

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Businesman Begins!

EST a word with vou graloota!™
Thus Fisher T, Fish, when the
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“] puess yon fellows are looking fer
some potatocs--first-clage main crop?”
gaid Fish, in a perscasive tone.

The chums of the Hemove exchanged
glances, The Yankee mcrchant wae
coming to businese at Iast,

o Wil]?” said Wharton,

“1 guess I've got a pood line in
atoes to dispose of ! sanl Figher T
Fish. *“You can't get zeed potatces for
love nor money, you knew, | puess you
Jidn't rope 1n too many yesterday !

“Not enough,” said Nugent,

“Exactly. Now, 1l've got iweniy-one
pounds to sell.™

“Bo vyou're starting in the grreengrocer
businecssh’ asked Johnny Bull.

“Ahem! This ie a special line,” ex-
plained Fish, "1 guecss you'd belter have
those potatocs! I'm open to sell them at
a ehithng » pound !”

“A shiling a pound!” exclaimed
Wharton, * Potatoes at a shilling a
ponnd ™

“Well, they're first-class seed potatoes,
you know."

“How much a pound did you pay
Tupper for themi"

Fisher T. Fish smiled,

*That's neither heve nor there,” he re-
plied, “I pguees, as vou're a friend of
mine, I'll let you have 'em at tenpence a
pound,  What do vou sayi”

“Worm!" sard Johnny Bull,

“ Rotter 1" amid Nugont,

“1 puess that chinwag isn't business!
How mueh are you going to offer me for
iy speeial line in seed polatoes?”

“Don't you know there's a maximum
]!H'inn fur potatoes, and it'e breaking the
aw to sell them dearer?” said Wharton,

I guess that cats no we with me! Are
yuou going to buy my little lot, or eball I
soe Temple about i7"

The Famous Five looked grimly. at the
Yaukee junior. They had expected some-
thing -:-{ thie sort, after learning of
Fishy's purchase, and thev kad no inten-
Ction of being swindled by Lke astute
business-man of the Hemove,

‘But contempiuous looks had no effect
vpcn Fishor T. Fisn., Ueutempt ent no
iee with him, as he would have cxpressed
it in hig native langaage,

The chums of the Remove did net
weate words on him, They cellaved him,
knocked his head spoinst the wall, sat
him down, and walked ont.

Fisher T, Fish ecrambled up, pasping,
Hea rmibbed his head roetnolly.

“Yow! The iave!” he mun:bled,

“Thar ain't a galeot in this sleepy old?

wiand  with any notion of basiness, 1
vuess!® | kinder ealeolate they won't see
anything of my potatcrs alter this! T'll
try Temple”

And, stitl rubbing hie head, ke entes-
prising Yankee sot cot in scarch’ of Ceeil
Reginald Temunle

But lie did nct fnd him.,  Temple had
pone out on his bicvele, It was neot till
ainner-timoe that Ceedl Regineld erme n,
Ionkine very bad-tempeied,

“Well, what lurk ¥ asked Fry, meeting
kuin os he eame into the Heboc] Honse,

“Rotten!” growled Tewnple, ' Clan't
cget any  seed pototocs, The Dblessed
ordinary kind seem. neaidly as searce ny
golden  quids, too. Those Retnove
baunders zeem 1o hrve cleared up all
thore were ta be bad !

“O0h, rotten!™

“Looks as if we shall have a let of
delay, and these youne rotters waill get
their potato-patch going fhivst I prontad
Temple.  “1'm jelly vell not gemn® to
ask them foe anv of their tatais. 1 dace
gay they havent avew more ithan thiey
need, extber., Hallal  Whet Jdo voy
woant?"”

Fisher T, Fizh care vp with an ingra-
tinting grin,
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“1 gucss you galocts want some seed
potatoes?” he said affably.

“1 suppose you haven't any to sel]l?”
said Temple sarcastically.

“That's where you're off the mark,”
said isher T, Fish at once,  “1've got
twenty-one pounds of first chop main crop
seecdl potatoes to eell at a reascnable
hgure "

“My hat!”

“The fact is, 1 knew yon galoots would
want ‘em, and I bought them up on
purpcse,” said Fish ghbly.  “1t didn't
seem fair to me to let the Remove bag
the whole cabeadle 1™

“Well, that was jolly deeent of you, 1
must say ! said Temple, more cordially,

*Oh, rather!”

“What did you give for them?" ashed
Temple.

Fisher T. Fish covghed.

“That ain’t the point. 1 suppose yon
galoots know thot prices are rising !

““Not potato prices; that’s fixed by
law,”’ .

“Abem! This iz a special line of
potatoes, and going at a special price. 1
can let you bave them at tenpence a
pourd 1"

*Tenpcnce ! yelled Tompie.

Ld &r{p j!:l‘

“Why, you—yon Shylock !'

“lg it & deal!” asked Fisher T. Fish,
unmoved,  *“The longer you wait the
less likely vou are to get a crop, you
know, The scason’s advanced alreadsy,
You'd better close with my offer,  Prices
aie rising fast!”

“LGo and eat coke!” growled Temple.
“You're not going to swindle me !

“1 guess——  Oh, Jerusalera 1™

Temple hnocke:d Fishv's cap off, and
strode away with bhis friends. Cerl
Regimald Tempie was anxious to obtan
seed potetoes, but he was not prepared
lo pay leapence n pound for them.

Fisher T, Fish fAclded has cap. replaced
it ¢n s bony head, and shrugged his
mirraw shoulders,

“1 guess he'il
mariced to  himself,
potatocs  anvwhere
Thev'll keep ™

Alber  dunner

eome round,” ho re-
“*He won't grt
elee, 1 cajculate,

Temple mict Harry
Wharlen ng be was starting for the
potato-ground.  He bestowed a  lofty
vniecs upon the eaplam of the Remove.

*You seom to have seoffed all the pota-
tees 1n the neighbourkood,™ he =and.

“Wirst come, hiret sorved, yvou know,”
sail W harton good-huvmouredl|y.

“l1a it Natlonal Sevvice 1o buy vp scedd
petatoes and hold "em back for a Bigh
price ?’ sneered Teniple, " What vwould
the Head say to that™

Whieiton Heshed,

“We're not domng
kind, fathead!

anvibing of the
As Tor Fishy, we don’t

aovn o, He's an ootsider  mud o
worm |
“He's mn vour Ferm,” soid Tomple.

I a chop in oy Form plaved diely
tricks like that we'd slavghier him, How
much are ven {ellows gomg to got ont of
his profite 7'

“Why. vou rettey

b, rats !

Temple weliked away with s noge in
ithe aw, leaving Harey Wharlon red with
anrov,

Termiple knew well cnicaph that the Co,
wonld  aisdaain Liave any  hand  in
Fishv's shady fransactions: bet he was
fechng o sore aboet lus disaproeintinent
that he did not trouble te be past. and
Liie tavnt was a very unplrasant one tor
the Hemovites,

Fislhiv wais an theie Foem, aned Ins shady
tricks  icflected  Jdiscredit e all the
Romove,

il s got ta be calicd to orderi™
saicls Fob UMherry, '

“The rotter 1" snid YWharten angrily.
el make him disgurge loe plunder

vR

to

somebow! He's a disgrace to the
Form !

"By gad! I've got an idea ! ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry, with a glimmer in his
eyes.

He rushed after the captain of the
Fourth.

“Hold on, Temple!”
| [I}fml Reginald gave him a supercilious
Lul] o

“Well?" he snapped.

“ ¥You're entitled to Fishy's potatoes,™
said Beb.,  * We can make shitt with the
lot we've got.  Twenty-one pounds will
see you through, il you're careful with
them."

“I'm not going to be swindled by a
Renmeve retter!™ eaid Temple, with a
ENeer,

“Uh, cheese it!"” =aid Bob. “You
knew we don't own that rotter! DBut

T've got an iden, and you're welcome o

it.  Give Fishy a pound [or his pota-
toes 1™

“No fear!”
rk‘*l:ll give you the pound first if you
1ke.”

Temple stared,

“"You'll pay for the potatoes?” he cx-
claimed.

“Yes "

“"¥You must be jolly wealthy to have
quids to chuck away ! said Temple.

“1 didn’t say a quid—I said a pound!”

“What's the difference 7"

“liote. Isita go? L'll hand you the
powmnd, and you can give it to Fishy for
his potatoes !

“Well, it's up to vou fellows te stop
nis swindling, as he’s in the Remove,”
satcl Temple. I agree.  YWhere's the
poutdd, though?’

“Here vou are !

Temple gave a sudden rear cs Bob
Cherry smote him foreibly in the ribs.
He staggered back against a tree.

“ You silly ass!” he roared. “* Wkarrer
vou up tol’”

* Giving you a pound,”™ said Beb cheer-
fully. " Pounding you i tke ribs s
giving you a pound, 1sn’t 1L

“Why, yous—you—youn—"
Temple.

“Give Fishy the same sort of a pound,
ane bag the potatoes,”™ said Bob,

And he hurried away to jeoin the gar-
deners, :

Temuple stared after him.

Alter a minnte or twe's reflection,
however. ke grimned.  If Fishy's zeed
pcinices conld be bagged for a pound of
tnat ceseription 1t wonld be -a good
bargain for the Fourth-Forim gardencrs,
and o just punishment for the Yankee
merchant.,

And Ceal Reginald Temple Lureied
away to look for Fisher T, Fish. ready
te o a trade with that enterprising
vouth,

gasped

P

THE TeNTH CHAPTER.
Left!

6e AMOORE, you jay1”
‘.ﬂ‘ Fishcr T. Fish snorted ont
that objurgation as there came
a tap at s study door.  Tie
door of No. 14 was locked.

The Yankec junior had lecked kinmself
in tll afterncon lessons to escape com-
pulsion. He was not yearnmg for work
ol natienal impeortance,

*You there, Fishy?”

it was Ceril Reginald Temple’s veiee
ontsitle,

“Yep! Bo it's you,” =aid Fish, *“I
tinought it was that juy Beb Cherry, or
that gaicot Bolsover, Wharrer you
want, Temple

“* Abont those potatoes, ™

Fisher T. I"ish chackled.

He bhad felt sure that Temple weould
come reupd 1o time, when he found tha
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it.was difficult to obtain potatoes clse-
where; but he had not expected quite
such a prompt surrender.

“0Oh, vou're looking for “tatoes, are
you?"” he chuckled.

“Yes. Open the door!” .

“Any Remove galodts in the pas-
saga?”

“No. They're all out digging.”™

&l Gﬂnd !1:

Fisher T. Fish unlocked the door, and
Temple entered the study, F ishy

regarded him with a grin.

“Well, I'm ready to take your seed

tatoes off your hands,” said Temple

riskly. *“ Got them here?” -

“No fear! Those "tetoes are in a safe
place, my pippin. I'm not risking having
my stocks raided!”

“Where are they, then?” .

“Somewhere in Yurup,” said Fisher
T. Fish coolly, “1I don’t know that I'm
anxions to tradéd, either. They're always
worth their money !"

“Will you take a pound for the lot?"

Fishy's greedy eyes glistened. _

“I'm asking a-shilling a pound,” he
said. ““That's a guinea for the lotl”

“ Make it a pound, and it’s a go.”

Fisher T. Fish shook his head. He
bad been prepared to accept tenpence a
pound, but now the vietim was anxious to
buy the price rose.

“Shilling a pound is the mmimum,”
he said firmly. ~*“ Fork out a quid and
a shilling, and the twenty-one pounds of
tatoes are yours, That's the rozk-
bottom price ™

Temple hesitated a moment; but Le
nodded.

“ A pound and a shilling?” ke said,

He reflected that the potatocs were
well worth the odd shilling.

“That's a go!" said Fizh.

“Done, then! Where are the goods?”

“Where thev'll stop till you've paid
up,” ‘said Fisher T. Fizh cheerfully.
“ All sums payable in advance. Thav's
business. ™

Temple knitted his hiows.

If he paid Fishy that “pound”
advapce, it was absolute'y certein that
the Remove merchant would not hand
cver the potatoes in exchange.

“T,ook here, that's mnot business,
Fishy! How do I know you've got the
tatoes at all, if you come to that?”
demanded Temple. )

“1 guess thoy're there. If T don't
supply lhe goods you claim your money
hacE. I'll give vou a recoipt, I culew-
late.” =

“Suppose I give you the shilkng in
advance, and the pound as soon as you
hand over the goods?”

“MNope!”

Fisher T. Fish was very firm on that
point. He did not suspeet the nature of
the pound he was to receive, but he sus-
pected that the potatoes might be raided
mmstead of puorchased if he produced
them too soon,

Temiple rubbed his ribs reminiscently.
He had reccived the pound from Bob
Cherry—foreiblyv. But it did not seem
feasible to pass it on te Fishy—in ex-
change for the goods, at all events,

“ Now, cash up!” said Fisher T. Fish. |

in a businesslike tone., “You'li never gat
the goods clsewhere. And minag, 1 can
find a sale for 'em outside the school if
1 like. A bob advertisement in the local
paper, and they’ll go like hot cakes. I'm
treating you generously, and giving you
lirst chance.” :

“Youre a gencronus chap!” agreed
Temple  sarcasticallv. “Look  here,
Fishy, you ean't expect a feliow to trust
vou, Hand over the potatces first, and
T'll give yon two pounds. ™

“By gum!” said Fish, in astcnish-
ment. He knew that Temple was eager
to pet to werk to beat the Remove in

jﬂ '..
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itke potaio competition, but he did not
expect a liberal offer like that.

“Two pounds down on the spot as
goon as you hand over the potatoes,”
said Temple. “Is it a go?”

“It's & go!” said Fisher T. Fish, with
a cunning gleam in his eyes.

Whether Temple was so keen after seed
potatoes that he was willing to pay that
staggering price, or whether he was
seeking to get hold of them by hook or
by ecrook, without intending to pay,

| Fishy did not know.

But the Yankee merchant did not in-
tend to run risks. His cunning idea was
to “give him rope,” as he would have
expressed 1t .

“Tt's' & go,” he said. “Tll write a
note to Gosling to hand over the sack
to you personally.”

One Penny. 11

hand over the durocks, and here’s the
note. "

Temple picked up, the note, blotted it,
and put 1t carefully into his pocket.
Then he turned on the Yankee merchant.

“Two pounrds!” he remarked.

“Correct! Hand 'em over!”

“Here goes!”™

Biff |

“ Yarrroooh!” roared Fish, staggering
back as Temple pounded him foreibly in
the ribs. ** By gum—— Oh, Jerusalem!”

Biff !

Temple delivered the second pound,
and Fisher T. Fish collapsed on the
floor.

The captain of the Fourth grinned
down at hinm.

“Two pounds in the ribs,” he ex-
plained. “I didn't explain the kind of

L}

“0Oh, Goesling's minding the potatoes
for you, is he?” said Temple carelessly.

“You bet! I pguess 1 can’t keep a
sack of potatoes in the study. But Gos-
ling won't hand them over without
writien instructions from me.”

“Well, give me the blessed written
instructions,” said Temple,

Es Tfﬂp," ;

Fisher T. Fish sat down at the table
and dashed off 2 pote. It ran:

“ Pleaze hand over the sack of potatoes
to the bearer, U R, Temple.—(Signed)
“F. T. Pisn.”

Temple's eyes glistened. .
He felt considerable satisfzetion in

| spocfing the acute Yankee junier, whose

boast was that he never got left.
“Take that note to Gosling, and there

you are,” said Fsher T. Fish. ‘' Now

Compulsion for Eulsuar !

|

( See Chapter 8.)

pounds you were going to

you
welsher! Jevver get left? Ha,

ha 1™

5%

And Temple walked I:t'ir_ltn]:nhia.:ﬂtjyr out

of the study.

“Yow-ow-ow!” mumbled Fisher T.
Fish, sitting on the floor and rubbing his
ribs. “The jay! The slab-sided galcot!
Yow-ow-ow !”

Dabney and Fry joined Temple on thoe
stairs. - Cecil Reginald fourished the
written instructions.

“All serene!” he chuckled. * Gos-
ling’s minding the potatoes for the
swindlin' cad, and here's his written
instructions to hand ‘em over. I've
given him two pounds, an’ left him on
the floor.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”™ roared Dabney :ind

Fry.
Temple smiled complacently. He felt

Tug MacxneET Linary.—No. 488,
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that he had carried that busipesa trans-
motion through with a cuteness worthy of
p busineas-man raized n New York.
Fishy had been beaten at his.own game.

“Come on!"” he said. ** Fish will try
to get to Gosling and countermand this
order. T he comes out, collar lnm and
pin kim.,"

“What-ho !™

But Fisher T. Iish did not come out.
The three Fourth-Formers hurvied down
to Gosling's lodge. The porter came {o
the door as Tl-u:-l'tllr knocked. :

Temple handed him the note, at which
Gosling blinked in astonizhiment.

“Wot's this 'ere?” he inquired.

“I've called for the potatocs,” ex-
plained Temple.

“Eh? Wot 'taters?” ‘

“Tishy's potatoes that vou're minding
for him.”

Gosling grunted.

“Wot I says is this "ere. You elear
hoff and play your little jokes on some-
body clse, Master Temple.™

“But 1 want the potatocs!™ exclaimed
Temple.

“Look 'ere—"

“Aren't vou minding some polafoes for
Fish of the Remove!” ejoculated
Temple, a dreadful suspicion rising in
his mind.

“No, I ain’t!" grunted Gosling.

“Dida’'t he leave a sack of seed
potatoes in your charge ?”" velled Temple.

“No, he didn't do nothin' of the
kind!" snorted Gosling ; and he withdrew
into his lodge and siammed the door.

Temple & Co. blinked at ene another.

“Spoofed ! grinned Frr.

“(Oh, rather!™

“The—the—the welshing  rolter!™

“I suppose he knew vou were spoofing
him,” grunted Fry.

“I—I—I'll palverise
Temple.

He roshed away to the School House,
with his chums after him. They arrived,
red and breathless, at No. 14 Study in
the Remove. The door was loched, and
there was a chuckle from within as
Temple pounded on it.

*Fishy, vou rolicr!

him!"  roared

Fishy, you fishy

swindler '
“Ma, ha, ha!"” roared Fizsher T. Fish.
“Have wvou lunded  thiose ‘latoes,

Temple ¥

“Where were they, vou spooling cad?”

“Where vou wor't lind "em till you've
pald over the rhino!” retorted IFisher
T. Iish.

“Open tins door !

“1 guess not. 1f yon want to do a
trade, wou can pasz twna pound notes
under the door,” smid Figher T. Fish
canlly.

“You—you—yon--- -’

Temple kicked the door furiensly, and
retived. He had nol succeeded, after 21,
in spoofing the acute Yankee, and he
hud to achinit that in that business deal
he hind been Left.

1A

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Inky's Idea!

1 ALT.O, halle, hallo! Mow's the
merry allotment getting on?”
asked Bob (herry, as Temple

of the Fourih came into No. 1
Study a feiw davs later,
The IFFamous Five wore at tea there.
They were very cheerful,
Work in the Remove allolment had
been going on splendidly. Most of the

Skinner, Snoop, and Buanter, as a ruls,
but the other fellows were very careful
to see that they did their [air share of
the digging.

Under the New Zealand junior’s expork
guidance  the allotment had been
thoronghly trenched, the bhop manure
had been dug in, the subsoil limed
where necessary to extirpate the (rouble-
some wireworm, and the top soil replaced
with great care

And that afternoon the Remove gar-
dencrs had put their potatoes in. om
Brown confidently anticipated getting at
least seven or cight pounds of potatoes
from ecach potado p'anted, and later on
he was going to instruct the gardeners
in the mysteries of hoeing up.

Naturally, Harry Wharton & Co. wero
viery well satisfied.

Temple was not looking so satished
however. He bestowed o glum  and
resentiul look upon the cheery five.

“1 see yvou've gol your potatoes in!"
he snapped.

“Ves, We belong to the Get-Tt-Done
Brizade,” saidd Bob. ** Are vou Fouwrth
Form duffers still waiting and secing®’

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“Jollvy  funnw,
Temple. _

“Your gardenmng ¥’
verv!"

“PThe fonnifuliess iz terfie 17 agreed
Huarrée Jamset Ram Siph.

“Anything we ean  do for  wvoun,
Temple ™ asked Ilarry Wharton goodd-
humonredly,

“Yes; if you can make that thief Fishy
hand over the potatoes!” said Temple
sulkily.  *“I've been trring all round.
evervywhere, and 1 ean’t get any, )
course. I cun plant old poiatoes cot in

TI10 S |

snapped
"asked Bob., O,

asped Temple. “He's got the potatoes | juniors were sticking it in the most picees, and they'll give a crop; but why
ridden somewhere.  lie was speobing me | praiseworthy manner. should we do that when thar swindling
with this note.” Compulsion had to Do applied to’ rottor’'s got twenty-one pounds of best
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geed potatoes hidden away?  The brute
actually won't part with them for lees
than two poundas now! He says the
price has gone up i”

The juniors became grave,

“It's up to you, as he's in your Form,”
said Temple., * We've dug our allotment
thnmughf), and 1t's a!ll ready for the
potatoes to go in. I understand that that
cad iz going to advertise his lot in the
local paper if he can't welsh us into
buying them. It's a swindle, and it
doesn’t reflect any credit on the Remove,
I can tell you 1"

“You're right there,” said Wharton.
“VYou're entitled to the potatoes at the
price Fishy gave.”

“ Well, he won't part with them under
about five hundred per cent, profit.”

Wharton nodded.

“Tt's up to us,” he said. “You can
jeave it in our hands, Temple. We'll see
that the potatees are handed over to yon
at cost price,”

Temple's brow cleared.

“Well, I expected that much of you,”
he said. *““ It’s a competition between us
to get the biggest crop, but you don’t
want to take an unfair advantage. Be-
sides, the more potatoes that are grown
the better. There's certain to be a bad
ghortage in the antumn, and the less we
have to buy here the more there will be
for poor people.™

“YVou're geing to have Fishy's lot,”
sald Harry.

“ Right-ho!
snid Temple.

And he left the stuay, .

“MNot so jolly casy to get Fishy's
plunder away from him,” said Nugent
doubtfully, “Of course, we could rag
i 4

“Temple's been vagging him already,”
g1id Johnny Bull.  “That won't make
the beast part with his loot.”

Tarry Wharton nodded. _

“We've got to find a wayv,” he said.
" After all, the things arve hidden about
the school scmewhere.  They can be
found.”

“Temple's iricd that,” vemarked Bob
Chorrey,

“May I make a suggestive vemark ?”
inquired the Nabob of Bhanipur, with a
glimoner in his dark eycs, *

“You may make a suggestion, if that's
whnt you mean, fathead !”

Then Tl rely on you,”

“Jf I make a remark suggestively, that
15 o suggestive remark, my worthy chum.
or ¢lse 1 do not wnderstand the respeet-
able and ludicrous English language.

“Well, weu don't!” grinned IDob
Cherry.  * But what's the suggestion®”

“There is an esteemed maximum price
fer the honourable potato, and 1t is
sraingt the law to execed it—is it not
ECI.,"”

“That’s s0.”

“Then the esteemcd Fishy is broaking
the law.™

“Y don't know whetlier the maximum
priee appiies to seed potatoes, seld for
seed purposes,” said Whavten, T think
it decsn’t,”

“But the esteemed. swinndling Fishy
probably decs not kaow, either, ™

“Very likely, He deesn’t know much
of anvihing.”

“Suppose an inspector from the Foad
‘ontreller’s Department heavd of his
woirthy swindling, and came down to
inquire 7 sugerested the nabob.

“Th? He wooldn't.”

“But if he did, the esteemed Fishy
would be scared out of his ludicrons wits,
and he would jump to hand over the
plundei. ™

“He would, tather!  TBat we ecan’t
write to the Foed Corntreailer shout Lin, ™
eaidd Haiy,

“HBut we can

Wiiplav,”

ppeak 1o the mcrry

——= s enm ——
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“Eh? Wibley?®?

“The esteemed Wibley has been grous-
ing dolefully sabout the neglect of the
amateur theatricals, owing to the work of
national importantfulness. He will be
plm.ﬁefu]}!‘y delighted to play an esteemed
part——

“By gum, that's an idea!” said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. “ Wib can make
himaerf up as anything, except a good-
looking chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

““ Hallo, halle, hallo! Talk of angels !

Wibley of the Remove came into the
study., He was [rowning.

“Look here, you chaps, what about
‘King John’1” he demanded. _

“FTh? He's dead, T helieve,” said
Wharton,

“I mean the play, ass, you know that !
Now those daighed potatoes are in,
suppose we can find time for a re-
hearsal ! said Wibley sarcastically. “I
euppose you're not going in for onions
and asparagus next?” )

“We're going in for onions,” said
Wharton. *“ But never mind the onions
now, and never mind ‘ King John.” Shut
the door. Could you make yourself npas
a man of about ffty "

“Fh?. A hundred, if you like,” said
Wibley. “I conld make myseli vp as

vour grandmother's Aunt Tabitha.”

“Well, lend me vour ears,” said Harry,

He proceeded to explain  Hurree
Singh’s su%gnatiﬂn. Wibley grinned and
nodded as he listened. _

“lasy as falling off a form !” he «nd.
“T've got all the things, too, 1 my pro-
perty-box. Whiskers and spectacies, andd
a rusty frock-coat suit, and a si]}c hat, and
a wheezy voice. Easy as winkig ”

“Then it's a go!"” said Harry.

And the plot was plotted in Study
No. 1, and not a word was breailied out-
side that famous apartment, There was
trouble in store {or the enterprising mor-
chant of the Remove.

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
Disgorging the Plunder!
CRII‘;‘KET was the order of the day

onn Saturday afternoon.
Having sucecssfully plantod
their potatocs, the Remove gar-
deners felt that they were entitled to give
gardening a rest for that half-holiday.
There was a match between the Remove
and thoe Fourth, and gardening was chis-
missed from their minds for the tune,

While the ericketers were busy on Little
Side, Wibley of the Remove was busy n
his studv, with the assistance of Mick
Dezmond and Ogilvy, who had been ad-
mitted to the plot hatched in Xo, 1

Fisher T. IYish strolled down to the
cricket-ground to look on, in a far from
aminble mood.

1Te had fully expected Temple to come
round. But Ceeil Reginald hadn’t come
rannd,  Fishy had gone to the length of
lowering his price to thirty shillings, and
Temwple had only replied by dotting lium
in the eye. Then TFishy had offered his

lander to Wharten for twenty-five shil-
lings. and Wharton had kicked him along
the Remove passage by way of an
answer.

These proecedings were noi buziness,
cortainly ; but Fishy had leng ago given
np expecting the Grovfriars fellows to
enderstand business, as onderstood
“Noo 7 York. ‘

His plunder waa, in fact, Iying heavy
e his hands,  He knew that if he kept
the sack of seed potatoes he could sell it
sooner or later at a profit.  But it was q
whacking profit he wanted, and he had
fully expectod to make it out of the en-
thusiastic schaolboy agiieultueists,

Still, he comforted himself with the re-
Aection thet Temple was bound te come |
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to terms now that his allotmont was all
ready for planting, and seed potatoex
were not to be had. .

When the ericket-match was over, and
the juniors came off the ground, Fishy
sidled up to TeMmple—with his eyes very
wide open, however, to dcdge another
dot if Cecil Reginald cut up rusty.

“1 guess, Temple, you can’'t do better
than take my taters off my hands,” he
said insinuatingly. “I gucss I'll let you
have the sack for twenty-five bob——"

Temple made a lunge at him with his
bat, and Fisher T. Fish fled.

He grunted apgrily as he went in io
tea.

“1 calculate T'll advertise the lot in
the local paper, and sell 'em for what
they’ll feteh,” he said to  himself.
“That'll do the cheeky galoot in the eye,
anvhow.™

Micky Desmond met himn as he eame in,

“¥Ye're wanted, Fishy,” he sand.

“Eh? What's wanted "

“Bure, there's a visitor for ve,” said
Micky. “He's waitin’ for yez in the
visitors -room. I was comin’ to tell yo."

Somewhat surprised, the Yankee juniar
made his way to the visitors'-room. He
was not expecting any visitors.

A little old gentleman rose from a chair
as he came in,

Fish stared =t him.

The gentleman looked about fifty or
fifty-five years of age. He wore a short
beard and a grey moustache and gold-
rimmed spoctaeles, and his scalp was
ncarly bald.  His sillk hat repozed on the
table,

“Master Fish?™

; he inquired, in a
wheery vcice,

did YE"F.*’
“1 have called to see you, Master
Fish.”

"1 guess I've never mot you before,
gir!"" said the Yankee junior, in emrprise,
“*What's on®"

YA somewhat serious matter, T am
afraid '™ said the pgentleman  sternly.,
“ However, I desire to hear what you
have to say before I &ce your head-
master, ™ '

“M-m-my
Fish.

“Yea. Tn the fivet place, however, yon
may make vour explanation torme.”

“ But—but 1 wuess I don't cateh on!”
exclaimed Figh. “ What's the malter "

“The matter coneerns an infraction «f
the law by a boy in this school”

“ The—the—the law?”?

- “¥es, the law concerning the maxi-
murm price of potatoes.™

Fish's iaw dropped,

“The—the—the maximum nrice of
potatoes®" he murmured feebly,

* Procisely. ™

“0Oh, Jerusalem ™

The Yankee junior cast a zlance at the
doar.

“You ave under no obligatiog to ex-
plain the matter to me,"” said the viaitor
icily.  *1[ you prefer' to be ezlled into
the presonee of yvour headmaster--—""

“Nope! Nunma! Oh, erikey ! .

Fisher T. Fish ceased his inatinetive
silling towards the door. It was bettor
to face the music here than in D
Locke's study, His thin, keen face was
guite nale.

“ But-——but who are you?" o gasped.

“¥You have probably heard of the Foodl
Controller’s Dopartment?”

“Yep!" groaned Fish,

“It is the duty of officizls "of ilat
Department to examine into all cases of
infractions of the law of maximum prices.
Tho penalties are severe. I hava callml
specially to see you aboul this matter,
which has Leen brouzht to miy attention
by some of vour schoolfellows.”

“ Oh, erumba ! moaned Fish, * Temple,
tha rotter! I—~I never caleulated hae
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headmaster!”  ejaculated
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would give me away lee this! It's
sheakimger ™

“*What! You Fﬂ]’l.fflﬂ]———--

“Nope!"” gasped Fisher T. Fish, in
alarm. ‘‘Not at all, eir! It—it's quite a
nistake ! Tamplﬂz- uider a—a delusion

“It was not Temple, whoever he mav
be, who informed me of this matter, It
was a boy named Wharten,”

“0Oh, the rotter'"

"Nuw kindly answer my questions,™
said the uiﬂmar with a stern glance at
tha Yankee junior over his epectacles.
“Did you. or did you not, call on Mr,
Tupper, in Friardale, on day last
week, and purchase a quantity of ered
putntue&—tn wit, twenty-cne pounds?”’

H-I I
“Yeos or not”’
“Yep!” gasped Fishy

He had a wild idea for a moment of
denying it, but he remenmiborad in time
that DMr. Tllppers evidence would be
cmmluswa on that po:at,

“Have vou used those éeed potatoes for
planting purposes?™

* N-n-nope ™

“What have you dene with them®”

Fisher T, Fiskh wiped the perspiration
from hie brow.

“I=I=—"m goin’ to imn.] them over to
" some galoots for plantine,” he mumbled,

“Have you done eo already ¥

“N-u-nope !

“Have you made any attempt to sell
them to your schoo! fellows &t a price in
excess of ‘he maximum price fixed by
law for potatoes:™

ak

“Kindly an=swer el

“Il—I—-I guess——-
“I am oot here to listen to prevarica-
tion. ‘Under the r FHE 111,-;1;:;:@3 a8 Vol
refuse to make o candiga oxgp! lanation, 1
think the mn:fr,'r Iza.:.]. Letter Do referred
to Dr. Lﬂf:]xﬂ'
“Munno!
mind explaining. &ir.
a misunderstanding.”
“1 am waiting for yo ur axplanation,”
zaid the -::nﬂluml coldly. "I may mention
that my tinie 1s of T:L]LLE
“The—the fact 13—is——

“Did you, or did yeu nct, endeavour
to eflect a sale of this cr:-mﬂ'mdm_r,r to a
schoolfellow for the sum of twe pounds?”
“That was only—orly—only a joke,
Eir_”

“IDid vou offer them in Master Whar-
ton for the sum of twenty-five shillings?"

“Oh, the ecallywag " groaned Fishor
T. Tish, “The—the fact *r-, titat was—
was another little 1cke, sir’

“You a ear to be a Lumeorous vouth,
Master Tis

“1-1 "I_IEEE I am, sir—that's my strone:
hole 1" said Figher T. Fish. ‘Ml::rt.l}'
tary little joke, sir—that's all!”

‘Then, how is it vour interiion to dis-

poso of tho potatoes, which vou kept back
from use for a period of time exceeding
a calendar week?' demanded tho official
sternly.
.M I—I guess T wae keeping them for
Temple, &ir, till he got his ground
ready ! stammered Fish. **That's all,
sir. [—1 was gaing to offer them te him
to-day, as—as & present, sir,”’

“1s that the truth, Master Fisht"

“Honest Injun!” mumbled Fish,

“If that 15 the cese, of course the
Department cannot take action in the
maiter,” said the official. much to Fish's
relief.  “I must, howoever, ba satisfied
that you are Epﬂﬂlmll"'" ilia truth, Master
Fish, Wheve are the potatocs at the
present moment

“In the wood-shsd,
reluctantly,

“Yery well, If v eond for MMastes
Temple, and hand the potatoes to him,
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gasped Fizh. “"I-—T don’t
It—it's all due to

1%

sald I'izh

e A
=17,

—

ns yon declare to be vour intention, T
may - ba able to consider the matter

cloaed,” &aid the gentleman, more
gracionsly. At all events, I will report
vour action to my superiors,’ -
Fisher I Fish groaned.
There was no help for it.  He had
never dreamed. of falling  wathin  the

clutches of the law on acconnt of his littie
speculation in potatoees.

But the law had come down on him,
and unknown penalties were Imnga.m
over his cute head,

Morely a repori to Dr. Locke of the
circumstances would be sufficient to earn
him a severe flopging and confizcation of
the potatoes.

As to what the Food Controller miche
do Fishy had very vague ideas; but he
had a borrifying vision of a police-court.
and a reformatory to follow,

The sncrifice of lis loot was a cheap
price to pay for getting out of such a
sCrape.

He opencd the door,
Micky Desmond, who
passagre.

“Will you usk Temple to come here.
Desmond " said Fish feebly.  *“Tell him
I'm poing to maks lum present of my
polatoes, if he'll aecepr them."

“Bure, I'll do it for yex with pleasure,
111ahy darling !™

Micky Liurried away.

I'isher T. Tigh waited dispiritedly. The
gentleman from the Food Controller's
Department—perhaps—sat stiff and silent,
with a very stern gaze dirceted upon the
Eemove merchant.

In a fow munutes Temple of the Fourth
entered the visitor’'s-reom.  He glaneed
at the stiff. silent official, and theo ut
Fizlier T. Fish.

“*Well. what is 4"

“I—I—I guess I was jaking with san,
Tetsple, about those potatoes,” saiil
I'izher T, IMish ]vll.ul..mlh.._ Fiven pow
be could scarcely resign himself to part-
ing with his plunder.  “T—T'1l he obliged
if you'll Lu.u them off my lnnds—at—
at cost price =

“ What ! rapped out the official voice.

Fish gave a jump.
“I—1 mean as a present !

and c-n_l]ed to
was in the

i asked.

got them as a present for vou,

“Thanks awfully !"" said Temp'e, with
a grin. Y Where arve thev®™

“In  the wood-shed, behind  the
fagrots.”

“Right-ho !

“ Kindly ascertain whethor tha

potatoez  are there, BJazter Temple,”
said the official of the Food Department.
“Flv-nt- return and inform me.  Other-
wise, 1t 13 my duty to take this boy to
his headmaster, with a view of heing
handed over tr: the police for forestalling
and ecxtortion.’

“Oh, ervmba!™ said Temple. “I'll Le
back in a minonte, gir!™
He daszhed ont at a, ron, In five ._

minutes le was back. with o INCITy Erinn |

on hp. Fac o
ALl serene.
“You hive

Yoo, s

“And taken posscaston of them?”

“Uertainly ! I'm sotting the ch |pn For
work gotting them in at once, sir,” zaid

Temnple, * 've handed over the shL of

tatoes to Fry and Dab, and they'rs

beginuing already.™
“Voeory good!  Master Dish,

" he annaunced.
found the potatoes?”

h!"l" FRs

I am glad

that the m-”.v has eodid =0 satisfac-
torily for you. "
Maater Fizh  groaned.  Tle matter

hadn't ended 2atisfactori'y For him at all.
Mot only Iad bLa lozt his profit., but he
Liad last tho money he had paid for the
protatoes in the Gest plare, He had saved
his bhacon. eortainly. DBut of even tha!
consolation he was soon to be deprived.

" he gasped, |
“1 gness thats what I mean. ll.’_I]t[_u'-. I;
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He limped out of the room, and weng
upstairs dejectedly. To his surprise ‘the
Food Control official followed him.

“This ain’t the way owt!” snappoad
Fizhor T. Fish, turning on the landing.

“Thank you! I am tot looking for
tae way ouwt,”. sawd the official, as h-
went on to the Remove passage, “Il'a
timee to got these whiskers off.”

“Wha-s-at 1"

The Food Chintral gentleman went intn
No. 1 Study, [eaving Fish rooted to i
Aoor with amsa "E:“EH_I'I:T

There was a voar of laughter.

I"ish recoverad himself o Tiki]s.

* What thﬂ—nwh-.ut the thander —what
the dickens!™ lic stattered,

He r11-hc1 furiousty into No. 1 Sivdy

The ]:l::-mi:mf' Elnr:- and Bicky D» st
anid Oeilvy wore there, roarine  with
hughh'" '1[|:'.- Food Clontrol g‘.*nf’l:-:'rfl.!’i
was algn fht-re. buot presenting rathor
chfferent 2sp rek now.,  He had taken of
his soectacles, whiskers, and mouostachs,
and, In spite of the make-up an lus face

Fisher T. Fish rocogtised VWikisy of thoe
Remaove.
He stared of the officis! as f mos
nu“hpd
" You=—ran c-van spanfing qav !
shricked Frher T. Fish,
“Done brown ! rosred 3ot Cherrr,
“¥ou can thaok yonr stars b was only

| : fontrol marn,
Yo migitt ha-e oone to choliey,

Waordys failed Fishoer T, Fish, He macla

a wild rush at Wibles, but half o dazes

pairg of hands grasped him, and he was

liftod out of the study and deposited on
tH” Hoor of thr 1msﬂ"'ct-—.ﬂ:1rri'

“Oih, Jorusidboom " moaned tha

morehant, Fo scrambled (o his

Wib, and not real Tond
Flishy.
you Lnow,

X" ¥ i
L L

a5 Foot.
e shook his fisz at No. 1 Study, an?!
chashied away downstaiva He orereodd
breathless aod excited, on the Foudt’

Form allotment, where Temple, Daliney

& (o, rere m““ihr husy.

I[izh flowrishod o bony fist in Tompls's
facs.

“Templs, yvou 1a7—"

“Ha, ha, ba!"  rawred  Tomphs

“Jovvear ot fofp e
1 guess you've going to
fatersg !
My, hat! T
“{th, rathor
“Tren hob the

pry for tuaeo

Tiess nob "
not ' c“h cokled Dabney.
[at, if you hlke—"'

*Ten rats!” grinned Temple,
“Look hyecr, I'm aut of paket!™
shricked Fizsher T. Fish. ““Hand owver

what T paid for the dashod iline., and
vou can have them at cost price—thapa 1V
“My dear chap, | don’t pav when a
fellow makes me o present.” spicd Vel
coolly. “Thants  awlalie  Far  the
notatoes ! Yo won't get anybing bk
l.mn[w.- ]
CI—I—I zoes: Tl make patatosssan
inas of vou g
“Ha. ha ha!
Fisher T. s,

Y

almazt bosides bim o3
jiinped at Pemple  The Faourth-Farnis
proorly seized hit, aond bamped Lo
in the newiv-turned earth, ard roli=d 5:00
i 1k, and then dribblad Lim ofF the ottt
mont like a fooibull.
riﬂﬂtr i B r‘.."-lh CRTAD bt lowt: foo
a3 tf he had beon ’r"uu"c{h 1 lun-:;Lf-
litnped diamally imta r‘l‘t Selinal H-
A howl groetad bim as e prss~! the aova
-’]nt of No. 1 Study,
WY hatb priee potitany

E'jr*

LI P 4 L
I b= i

Fisier T Fish did not reply.  Fa
limped on, followed by a coar af mieod
ment, Onee more tae a-cide baspasziann

f the Bemove hiad broon indly (002

(Don’t mizs “5ia JMMy'3
SECRET !""—next Monday's gro-d
story of Harry Whartan & Ca., Ex
FRANK RICHARDS.)
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R a leng time past Bulatrede has
F not been a epecially prominent
igure in the Greyfriare stories;
but in the eurly vayns he played
4 big part. He wae beyond all question
coclk of the Remeve at the time when
Harry Wharton and Beb Cherry came
aleng as new boye. Buldrede coald lick
avvone else in the Form, and he wae
ready to do eo on the slightest
provecation. _ _
Rotters of the Skinner type toadied to
birn because of his big fists and his
plentiful eupply of pocket-money. Decunt
icliows hike Nugent. Ogilvy, Desmond,
and Morgan, did not toady; but they
kiew that they were nct his mateh indi-
vidieally, and there wzs no born leades
aweng them, so that 1t was scarcely
fvasible to raise the standnrd of revelt,
Meorcover, PBulsirede slwass had s
peod points. e was not a mere bully,

delighting  in cruelty  dor  craeity 3
ealie, He wanied hkise own way;

and, hke mcet other people, could be
guite pleasant when he got it. His par
{icalar form of unplensanticss, when he
failed to get it, was of the bullying type
—that was all, :

Such overlordslip was not good for the
Form, It was not really good even for
Buistrode !

With tke coming of Harry and Bob a
big change was scon mamfest. At the
cuteet Marrv Wharten wea an  undis-
ciplined, passionete cubk, but a.-cubh with
great steff in lim.  PBeb was very much
what he ig now—the best and plockiest
of good fellows, but net a born leader
rach more of the scit Lo be a capital
secCnd 1n comimand.

The first fight belween Wharton and
Bulstrode oeccurred at a time when the
new ber's knowledge of boxing was less
than rodnmentary.  Heairy knew that iists
weire the things <o but that was
abcut all he Jdid know., Bulstrode licked
himy, of eourse. Hut the bully foend Bob
Cheriy a far soore difficult proposition.
And when ke and Wharton met again
{here wne a compicts turning of the
tabli=, Tcr by that 4ime Harry bad
prefited by his ehum’s tuition,

Then Fuletiode had to take something
ke o back =ecat. YWharton became cap-
inin of the ¥Form, and preved himself far
woiritier of the pest than kis rival, DBut
always there was Bulstrade in the back-
pround—and foyiog o get cut of it—a
centre of JisafTection for all who disliked
Wharten's jule to rany to—a poseible
leader, simply because he had been a
leader in the past. “When his only sap-
portevs were fellows of the Blioner fae-
ticn, the care for him was hopeless. Dut
v ben meie decent members of the Form
vt fed-up with Whasten fer the time
keing —--as happencd now and then—DBul-
etrede’a chanee carne As a rule, he
couta tet take sufhicent advantage-of it
to get back. His fellowing was scarcely
etreng enough for that.  And when
it locked Dhle proving se, he gencrally
menaged ‘o dizgust past of it by some-
thare off the raile,

But ance Le regained his old eway, and
was captain for guie a longish time,
He had thrashed Whaiton i a- fight
which tenk place when the loser was
really unht. And there wore other cances
maling fey temporary unpepulanty for
the Remove's best leader. Bulstrode was
¢hipper of 1he Ferm at the time when
the death of his younger brother hit him
€0 hard ihat he was absent from the
eckees fer a poried, 4o give him a chance

- i
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He reiurned as cap.

of getting over it
tain, and ran against Bolsover on the
way, and found in that burly personage
a feilow who couid beat him at his own
rough game.

But he was never considered quie a

satisfactory captain, After all, some-
thing more 18 required in a leader than
a readiness to punch the head of enyone
who disagrees with him.  DBulstrode
lacked Wharton's resourre 1n  ecmer-
reneies, his moral courage, his keenness
for the welfare of the Form. And the
rest found this out, and, after all, were
oy too glad to get Harry back.

There are =ome pretty black spots in
Balstrode's record. His persecution of
Mark Linley was one of the blackest of
them. Nothing was too bad for the boy
whose only crime was that he had worked
with his hands before his brains fook
him to Greyfriars, In his attempt at
chupping Mark's sister Mabel, when she
visited Greyfiriars, Bulstrode went {ar
beyond the limit; and the petting Sneop
to disguise bimself as Mark Linley’s
fzther—or, rather, ae the Lind of ehject
that no self-respecting boy would care to
own as a father—wae scorcely less bad.

But Bulstrode had littla notion of
chivalry in those days. Do you remember
Lew he bought Greworks for a jape—in
wretchedly bad taste—on the Cliff House
girls? And how Wharton, trying to stop
him, incurred the disapprobation of Miss
Primrose as quarrelsome? Do you re-
member how, with the help of Skinner,
he wangled inioc Tom Brown's pocket
enother paper instead of the lecture on
New Zealand, which Tom wns to have
given at CLff house, and had carefully
prepared beforehand? That may have
been—though one weuld say not—a fair
jelee on Tom Brown., It was not fair
s far as Tom Brown's auditors were
concerned. But, in the long run, gentle
Marjorie Hazeldene had something to do
with making Bulstrode the decent fellow
he now is.

Bulstrode’s treatment of Wun. Lung
was no better than his  treatment of
Linley, The little Chinee put him on his
back by mictheds that were new to DBul-
strode., After that came 4 war between
the two—a war in which the Oriental
craft of Wun Lung generally proved mare

than a match for the foree of Bulstrode,

o
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Bulstrode has often been in the wara.
Dne does not refce here merely to his
fights, though there have been plenty of
them. For instance, he has been beaten
by, and in turn has beaten, Mark
Linley; he has gone down before Tom
Brown; and most of the leading warriors
of the Remove have at one time or
another tried conelusions with him. But
apart from this, he has been roughly

handled by the Highcliffe nuts. In seek-
ing to tar and feather Lmie:r;' he ha=
taken to himself—with Linley's aid—a

generous share of the tar and feathers,
and has been caned by Mr. Quelch Tor
planning the trick. It was SBnoop who
told tales, though Bnoop was one of the
conspirgtors; 1t was Mark who was
accused of telling them, Bulstrode haa
been a prisoner in the erypt. He has
been in danger of expulsion as the sap-
posed author of an anonymous letter to
Mr, Quelech—the blackguardly work of
Bnoop again,

And oné of hiz worst experiences was
when his father and mother chime slong
and found him, as they fancred, bullying
that dear, sweet innocent, Billy Bunter.
For snce, at least, Bulstrode's drastic
measures were fully justified. Buf the
result was that for a time he was
“Barred by His People.”

In days when he had resizned all pre-
tensions to the captaincy for himself,
Buletrede backed up Vernon-Smith in his
long campaign against Wharton. But by
that time he had shed zome of hia worst
fafllts. His support of the Bounder did
‘not extend to the achemes in which
Skinner & Co. were reardy to play their
part, He was rough and boisterous still;
but he had turned "as:de out of the
cerooked paths of old.

What torned him? Partly Marjorie,
Partly & growing recognition of the fact
that the fellows he called his cnemies
were far more reliable than these he
called his friends. Whaarton, Linley, Wun
FEung—all did him good turns—were less
ready to believe of him evil wrongly
ascribed than Skinner &' Co. They asked
for proof before they would hold hin
guilty, though he was their declared foc,
 Skinner & Co. were ready to believe him
guilty without proof, though he was theic
friend. Deep down in George Bulstrode,
one thinks, there was always a recoghi-
tion of the value and rightness of fair
E!nj,r, even when he went astray from it

imself, Deep down in him was a bettes
nature, to which appeal could always be
made. He showed that at times i his
dealings with Marlk Linley. Apologies—
grumbled, unwilling, but not insincere
—came from ham when he was proven 1n
the wrong, He wegt back to his old
feud; but he must Hate gohe hack to it
cach time with a growing conviction that
it was doubtfully worth while.

He bad the grace to be ashamed, in
short. And there 1s always hope for the
fellow who can be honestly ashamed of
his misdoings—whose remorse 18 Sompe-
thing more than resret at being found
ont.

In these days Bulstrode i3 not one of
the most prominent members of the
Remove. But he i3 a far more likabla
fellow in his comparative obscurity than
he ever was in the period of he com-

arative greatnesa.  Tom Brown and
E’etﬂr Hazeldene, who share with him
No. 2 Study, may be referred to on that
ecore by any doubter,

)

(Next week : Hurree Jamse: Ram 8
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BYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob Musters arrives in Cape Town to
moot his cousin, Jasper Orme. Jasper
sends him up country with a scoundrel
named Faik, and it 3s made apparent
that Faik and Jasper are in league to
put Bob out of the way. Disgusted with
Fuik’s bad treatmont, Bob cscapes, in
company with Ted O'Brien, an Trish boy,
and they take with them the map which
shows the spot where a trensure is
located, and which it was Faik's aim
to aeize., The two lads push on into the
wilds, and are captured by savages.
They are imprisoned in a kraal, and food
is brought 1o them by a slave of their
captors. Mendi, the slave, hiclps Bob and
Ted to cacape. He tells them of a mys-
terious ancient city under a lake. Menci
takes his companidéns up country into the
ramoto  wilds, where they meot  with
MacGroger, an old Scol, long resident
with the natives, Bob is acclaimed by
tho savages as thair chief, but Mopao, a
warrior, challenges him as a rival, Ted
kuacks Mopo senacless,

Bob  Mustere is acensed of havieg
betrayed the teibe o the past, bat the
appearance of Faik, the real traitor,
proves him to be innocent,  The old

chief dies, and Faik is now at Dob's

INereV,
(Now Read On)

Faik's Friendliness.

“1'll have to get ont of tin: somaliow.”
Bab remarked,

“ Lot me. laddie. in time. ve kon" said
the cany Seot.  “ For the noo ve tunna
tunk o't And it is fortunate that ve
hae o' the power noo; for though von
cringing cownrd deserves seant merey,
vei we are bound to save lus life”

"~ It's o big change sinco last we had to

do with him.” Ted chuckled, *“Then he
moeant to do ws in. Now he is a® our
merey, and you can make a slave of him,
Bob, if you like ! Ha, he, ha! I'd rather
enjoy making lnm obey orders for a bit,
if 1t was only to sce the sulky look on his
ugly dial.  But what. shall we do with
him?"”

“We'll ine to haud him prisoner an’
!nlt a gunrd over him," MuacGregor said..
*After Kaznn's funeral will be time
enough to decide on the next step. ™ :

“He sha'n't come with us to search
for that treasure,” Ted insisted.

“T'm wi' ve there, laddie,” the S-ot
roplied. “ But aiblins we can get him
out of this on that pretext,”

“That's a good idea,” Ted agreed.
“Woell, what's our next move now "

“That's {or Bob.to decicde,” 'MacCrogor

romarked, with a smile.  “We've liis
moen, ve ken,
“Oli. please .stop that, Mr. Mac-

Giregor!” DBob wrged. *It's only a silly
game, after all, and T look t2 you to
11""1'{.-.'"9 through it.. But about that cur
Y PR

“He's getting up!” Ted cut in. I
wonder wlfmt he thinks he's going to do!?
It's him for check, anyway!”

Faik was elowly rising. He eved the
Lhree white men apprehensively for a
momoenl : then he wiped the frath from
his mouth, and tried to adont a dignified
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tone.  But the effect was ludicrous.
Diguity and a mud-plastered, terror-
steicken face did not go well together.

“It's a good job you chaps were here,”
he rEmnrlgod. in an off-hand manner as
he came towards them. *“These savages
are a vile erew! For a few momenis 1
almost thought my number was up, but
[ guess with four of us to tackle “em
we'll manage it. Eh? What do you
think "

Ted began to splutter with uncon-
trollable mirth, TFaik assumed a severe
aiv of reproach. and Ted loughed the
harder.

* What's amusing vou, voung fellow?”
Faik demuande:l.

“Oh, Bob, did vou ever sfe such a
guy?” the Trish lad gulfawed, “He's a
sight to cure sore eves, isn't ho? Don't
you try to twist vour face about, Faik,
old sport. with a splash of mud right
over your left optic. .~ You'll send me into
convulsions if you keep em playing the
giddy goat.™

Faik dreav his long, lean figure to iis
full height, and turnad on his heel with
a gesturs of contempt.

“Well, Musters, how have vou been
gotting on since last we parted? he
asked DBob, with a touch of con-
descension,

“Better than vou, it seems,” DBob re-
plied. “And I hope to do better in the
future.”

Fauik turned to the old Seot.

- These youngsters will  have  their
jokes, aud we can't blame them, for we
were voung  once ourselves,” he  re-
maerked, * What's yvour pame? I have
an ides we've met befors, but you're a
Lat altored sinee then™ :

“Oh, ayv, we met, and I'm no Hkels
to forger ir1™ Macliregor answered. ** Do
v remember the nmizht when, not far
frae hove, ye bribed the carriers to leave
a white man to perish  that yve mich!
hae the treasure—ye and that scoundsel
Orme? [ am that white man!™

“Con MacGregor!” Faik gasped, step-
piing back.

“It wad seem. Faiik, that ve've come
up with no very friendly crowd, and ve
ken that neo.” MacGregor said sternliy.
“Ye hoped I had been wiped out.  Ye
tried to play the same goame wi' these
lads, and ounly their pluck and perse-
verance saved them. We're no vour
fricmds, and we dinna intend to forget
the past. The sconer ve come to havl
the belier! BMon, if T was vounger, I'd
give vo a hiding now !"

“I'm reacdy tp have a eut at him, Mr.
MacGregor,” Ted said, a grin on his
faco,

“Thaet's for Bob to arvange,” the old
Scot answered. with a dryv smile. * Noa,
Faik. you'll find that the tables are
turned with a vengeance,” he continued,
“Out on the veldt ve thought ve could
thrash this lad with impunity., Now
vour fate rests in Lis hands. If he savs
vour head is to be cut off, off it comes
on the instant. TFor he is the chief of the
Lurobi 1™

Fnik was trembling again. He
struggled  desperately  to  contral  his
shaking legs and twitching mouth.

“That iz a surprise,” he said. ““And

I'm very glad to hear it. for, of course,
Mustors will stand by me. There may
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ba some slight explanation needed, but
L will soon convince him that at heart I
have always been his friend.”

“That's a lie,” Bob said guietly, “I
haven't yet decided how Lo deal with
vou, but vou're not going to get off
altogether ; yon may make up your mind
to that. And— DBut what is it, Mr.
MacGregor?”

The Scot had lnid a hand on the lad's
shoulder,

*8Bee,” he saiid,
this way."

“What does he want, do you think?"
Baob asked.

“Humph! Somethipg awhward maun
be afoot,” Mac(ivegor answered. **Wo
are no clear of a° trouble vet,”

“Mendi is coming

Bob Speaks His Iind.

Mendi's face lit up with pleasuse 22 he
drew near to Bob, But there was a
trace of anxiety in it,

“Q great white chief, ali has come
true, as 1 foretold, when we woere the
captives of that jackal Kaasohiki,” he
said. *“You now are my lord and
mastor, and so shall it be to the end.
And "tis as thy servant I come hithor.”

“You will always be very weleome,
Mendi,” Bob renhied,  * And whetever
happens we will stick together, Dut
what may vour tidings bhe?”

“Koampa and the other medicircanen
are holding an indeba,” the biack boy
replied, *for that is the Inw whoi one
chiof dies. Thev are talking of many

things. And Mono lies beon bidden to
appear  before them, but he will not
come. And there are others, tos, more
than I thought, who alzo defy the

medizine-men,”

“That's awhweed,” MacGregor com-
mented.  * Mopo aud sone of his sua-
portors are oot to defv the consiitated
authorvity, Bob, and ye'll be called on to
deal with them.”

“ And what will T be asked to do?”

“There's but the one punishment for
ouv offenco—the axe. ™

*Oh, that rotten axe!™ Ted grunte:l.

“And the =medicine-men are casling
apells to see if the evil snirit be in yonder
stvanger with the egg<shaped head and
ovos like a reptie,” Mendi continued.
“OFf a rrath it shuat be so, for who saw
one ever like mmto him bheforat"

“You're right, there, Mendi., He'z a
faiv eurio,” Ted agreed. * And the newa
vou've just told doesn't scom te have
livened up Lis face, does it? Bub what
will happen if they find out what a rotter
he is:"

“Thero will Lo tho ordeal by firo frst,
amd if he does not amile through his
pain, there will be the axe.”

Faik yelled in alarm.

“They menn to burn me!” he raved,
“I've seen this sort of thing, and it's
horrible! Musters, rou must go to theso
silly fools, and rell them to drop this non-
senae, Bo quick, man! The very thought
of what theae brutes swould do sends a
shiver down my spine !

“The groat white chiafl must not stop
the indaba,"” Mendi saidd.  “ It ja againat
the law. And what malters the ordeal
by fire, if the ovil spirit be in thee, and
thus it be burned out? Thou hast the
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heart, of a pigeon, and "twas not of thee
1 vame to speak, for what matters fhy
fate? It is nought. But Mopo should be
dealt with, and that quickly 17 _

“]'ve been turning things over in my
roind,” said MacGiregor, " and good may
«eme ont of this. They hae &h sorts of
yiulea when one chief dies and another
sleps into his shoes, and we may be able
to turn them to our use. First comes
a big to-do when the old chief is buried.
'hen some weeks maun pass before the
new chief is enthroned. That is in our
favour. As for yon cur Faik, we canna
just leave him to his fate. Bob, will ye
sten this way a moment?’

The two walked apoart, and conversed
tovether for a few minutes.  On their
rebarn the lad spoke. e

“ Mendi, go back and tell the medicine-
men that we arc on our way io maet
them.” he said. “ Have a kroal pre-
pared for us, Let the drums notify the
people of my arrival, so that all may keep
away., for that is my wish. And let a
meal be ready !

The black bey bowed low, and ran
back. Bob inrned to Faik.

“ As for vou,” he said, ““it scems thai
cnee again'l am to save your life. We
regened  von a while hack, after you
showed vour hand, and we have seen
vlearly that you meant to destroy us once
the treasure was fonnd. We must save
vou from the fate that would be yours,
thonzh vou richly deserve it, But you
may as well understand that as soon as
we get you out of this place we chuck
you altogether, to eink or swim, as chance
may be.  And now I take you a8 my
slave, sinee that's rthe one way to satisfy
these people; aud I ean tell you you're
pol poing lo have a very lively time.
Teud 19 1o boss you: and if vou don't obey
hiz orders 1 will give you the thrashing
vou tried to give me! Ted, march him
before yem, und set abont him if he

veeist=, We had better follow Mendi at
enee,.’” . _
AMendi, remning swifily, had carred

Bab's messave o the imdaba, and the
drums began 1o beat,  As the party came
15 the kraal in which old Kazna had
tived they saw a geoup of men githered
o meet them, and in front étood Kampa,
the principal medicine-man and sooth-
L BCE R

“ 1 have acnt my messenger to your, for
iheve 35 much that 1 wonld eay at once,
wise men of the lorobi,” Beb began.
“Aned Grst 1 have deereed that Mendi
shall be my attendant henceforth,™

“ 1t «hall Le as thou wishest, chiel,”
Kampa answered,

“Then, as concerns that white knave
yoider,” Bob continned. ™ He i of the
wame colour as myzelf, and, therefore. it
i best Btring that I shonld mete out his
panighment,  Therefore have 1 made him
my slave until such time 2s his punish-
ment 12 due”

Wampa ccomoed to heeilaie,

“The great Kazpna knew him lor the
tolae dog who brought destraetion on our
veecple,”" he sand.

And as the great Kasna died he cried
vatt that the venpeance is for me, who
awm to fill his place,” Bob answered.
*“ All who were theve heard those words,
I hevefore has a dury been land npon me
which only 1 can perform. Wee be to him
who trammnles on the last wishes of the
dying, Kampa! 1 have spoken!  Andd if
I be not gheyed, no chiel of the Inrobi
am 1"

* But
chief

“Ay! He ol zuffer hinger and thivst,
and Lhie wild Legsts shall track him down,
vl the thander and the wind and the
vaiti shall e hisg postion, and never more
shall he sen his pecopic!” Bob replied.

“Thon sneakesr like a vene prophet,”

Kanpa said,  * Taice bim as thy slave!”

s wiill punish him, great
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“And now, there i but ovne more
thing to be done, amd, in truth, thy
agreement is given already; for do not
«on, better than all men, know the
fuwa " Bob continued. * And wast thou
not a lad when Kazna came to rule?”

“That 13 so, chief.”

“And was there not grear merry-
making in the wecks before he was en-
throned?"” Bob went on. ** Bui what did
Kazna do? Did he join in the music and
feasting? Ye know the answer.”

“1 know it,”" replied Kampa.

“The great Kazna hicd him to the
mountains, and there he communed with
the spirits, to learn how to make lus rule
wise, And wise and glorious was his
rule,” Bob =aid. ** And thus should a new
ruler seek counzel. And as Kazna did so
will I do, for how better could I act?
Therefore, I rest here to-night, and to-
morrow I depart. And on the day for
my enthronement I return.™

“ And whilst thon artaway——" Kampa
becan.

“Thon, as the chief wmedicine-man,
rulest during that time,” Bob cut in.
“ And what better choice could there be 2"

The old medicing - man’s  face
brightoned.

“In that thou showest trne wiadom,™
he said. And Ved turned away to hide
a ovin,

“"Then make these my orders known to
tho people.” Bob concluded, * And let
there bo silence to-night, for the great
chief Kazna still sleeps amongst us. And
iet none aceompany me to-morrow, when
[ leave at dawn, save only Mendi and thia
white Lknave, my slave, who will walk
with & rope arcund his neck, and these
my two friends, who will guard me
azaimnst danger, And do thou see that
wo lack not for food during our sojourn
away, but have it ready, that we may
bear it with us. Now I would rest.”

Ilo entered the kraal that had been set
aside for his nse, aund, .for the livst time,
the three Britishers smiled.

“That was jolly well done, Bob!™ Ted

said. ‘O course, wo are off to lind the
treasuret™ -
* ¥Yes, Mr. MucGregor pud me up to

all T was to sav,” Bob explained. ** And
I, for one, won't be sorry Lo gok away
from all this palavering. Won't it be
grand to be out on the veldt again, lead-
ing thoe open hie a Britisher loves, with
our rifles and and crub, and the excita-
ment of looking for the treasare®”

* Ay, mon, it's what I've longed [or
these many years!” the old Scot agreed.
* But wi' my auld limbs I'll be a drae on
yve, L fear. But I'll ¢’en do my best.™

“And without yvou we mighi search
for years in vain,” Dob made haste to
reply.

“And will you come back here?” Ted
-',IE]'Z.E'L:I.

“Yeas, T muost.™

“So [ thougldt., Tt would be playing
themi down if you dudn’t, And then they
will make vou their chief. That's rather
rotten, but you'll have to get cut of it
gome way."”
that,” MacGregor said.  ** But there's
no use worrvine as to what the fufnre has
in store, We're yoine to lend the lives
of white men for a epell, an’ that’s about
thie bigrest holiday possible. And noo
heve comes Meadi wy the supper. Let
vé fall 1o, and then hae a good sleap, for
& long journey lies before us to-morrow.”

“Ay., av., I'mm azrecable!”  'T'ed
chuckled. “And tho grub looks fine!
What-ho! It doesn’t matter if we haven't
knives and forka!™

A Night Surprise.

While the threo Britishera had been
talking tozether Faik had been put o

the charge of Mendi, aud Bob now

There's a lot he'll hae to do before |
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divected  thar be  should  be. ludged
scenvely, and should be ready to start
with them n the mormng.

After a hearty meal they [ell 2éleep,
tired out by the excitement of the day.

At desvn the following -morning they
started. Their provisions, toals, and new
ammunition, vears before capturcd by
the tribe, were in a cart drawn by a
mule, and, whilst within sight of the
village, Faik walked with a rope vound
his neck, the end of which was held by
Ted. DBut when they had covered five
miles the rope was unhitched, a3 none
of tho parly had any wish to inflict un-
necessary indignity on tho scoundrel.

All that day they tramped, MacGregor
someiimes travelling in the cart, and they
pitched their namF at nightfall. The
second day was as the first. In the middle
of tho ikird Dob, after consultation with
%_[q:-ﬁmgur, cried a halt, and turned to

atk. )

“We unow part company,” he said
“Wo give you your irecdomi. Go wirere
you like! That's no concern of oursl’

Faik scowled.

“Where am I to go?” he asked.

“It's your own fault,” Bob explained.
“You took the risk in coming up here,
and you certainly can't expect us to add
you to our rurw. You would betray us
if yon got the chance, There is not one
af us whom vou have not tried to
destroy. Cloar out, und make your way
back to Cape Town, or anywhere else
you like., But don’t come near us
again; if you do, we will deal with you
as an enemy. And don't go back to the
Inrobi. You know what fate you might
expect there. Now sheer off I” ;

They started aguin, leaving Faik
standing alune in the great expanse of
the veldt, Wken they had gone half a
mile they saw that he had sat down on a
boulder., For a eouple of minutes they
were all thoughtful. )

“1le looks pretty miserable,” Bob said
at last. “Villain though he is, I can’t
help feeling sorry for him. But there
was nothing less wo could do.” )

“Yo needn't worry . about him,”
MacGregor answered.  “I ken him of
auld, far botter than ve do. 1Ie’s full of
resource, and ihere’s no man of more
experience in the country. It's no the
first time lie's boen stranded, and he’li
get safely wherever he deeides to go, 1
only hope it's the last we're lo see o
him,™

“lle can't do any nuschiel now, any-
how.” Ted remarked.

“ Mon, he winna kecp out of mischief
as long as theve"s breath in his body!”
the old Scot affirined. *“And, mark my
words, it's 1o the ygeiling to the copat
he's thinking of at this moment. He
meana to lay hands on that treasure
}’(‘l’.”

Ted laughad,

“Then Eu'il hava to think jolly hard,”
ho replied. *lie'll be & genius if he suc-
ceeds.” _

Thev did not look back again, and in
truth there wag enough in front to keep
them intorested., The lake lay to their
left, a wide water glistening in the hot
sunlight., Awuy o the right a range of
high mouniains sreetched to the horizon ;
in front woere furesis. The scene was
beautiful, yet throngh it all danger
lavked.

O:n the fourth dav they had drawn so
nenr to the forests that the trees counld
be plainly descerned.  Their expericnces
when wirh the lurobi tribe seemed as a
dream.  Out on the veldt, away [rom =zl
savages, leading the open lile, with a
white man for compuny, the spirite of the
two ladz became buoyant; but MacGregor
ceeastonally dropped into long reveries;
and Moendi, thougzhn ho seldom spoke,
ghowed a serange nervonsness at times,
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 Before they entered the forest on the
following morning MacGregor gave the
Grst hint of danger. . _

“It's a’ beon plain sailing up to this,
ye ken,” he began, “but from now on
wo'll have to carry our rifles at the
ready. Theso forests are full of
dangerous beasts, and there’s no path,
except the one we hewed out when 1 was
here many years ago, And 1 reckon
that by this time it's overgrown again."

“And how did you manage to sfeer
your way then?” Bob inquired.

Macgregor took a small compass from
his pocket. )

“Qur lives depended on that,” he said,
“and our lives depend upon it noo. If I
dropped that our expedition would fail.
I've treasured it ever since those days,
more for the memories it evoked than
frae ony hope that I wad find it uscful
again. We won't be long in that foreat
before it will be more valuable than all
else we have.”

“ And how big is this forest?”

“It tooix us I:Eree weeks to go through
it. It's rough travelling. We don’t sce
the lake ngain until we come out on the
far side.” _

“This is gnin%‘ into the unknown with
a vengeance !" Ted remarked. “It puts
a stopper on Faik, anyhow, if that's the
only good thing about it. Are you cer-
tain where lyc:u entered 7"

“Ay! remember those two great
trees well, and the thoughts that were in
my mind as we passed between them.
Little I kenned then what we were up
against. But to be forewarned is to be
forcarmed, and that is where I should be
usefl:l now. And Mendi is a big asset,
ton.”

He called to the black boy.

“You go ahead,” he said, “and see if
vou can find any trace of the track
I made vonder at one time,”

Mendi pushed his way through the
tangled growth. A grin was on his face
wlhen he returned.

“Me know the way,” he said. “Me
want an axe."

He set to work, and Bob and Ted by
turns worked with him. When not thus
emploved, either of the lads carried a
loaded rifle. MacGregor followed, lead-
the mule and cart.

Mendi was able to trace out the old
track by spme aboriginal instinct, the
same that gave him an urgent warning
when danger lurked close by, Without
him they would have had to cut a new
path. But even thus the task was heavy
and their progress slow. At noon they
rested.

The sunlight had gone. No more
would they see it until they emerged on
the far side of the forest. The air was
oppressively hot, and a mist hung be-
tween the branches. Up in the trees all
day long a discordant chatter was broken
at intervals by shrill shricks, From the
depths around came the sullen roar of
wild beasts. Sometimes the air fairly
vibrated with their bellowing. Once the
ground shook as a herd of elephanta
crashed past close by.

“If one of those herds comes our way
they'll ¢'en walk over us, and there'll be
naebhipg, to pick up when they're gone,”
MacGrogor remarked. “ Now, lads, ye
gsee what ve're in for. Shall we tuwn
back? It's for ye to say. I'm auld, and
I dinna mind which. way ye decide.”

“We'll go on,” Bob said decisively.
“ What's your notion, Ted "

“Same as yours,” the Irish boy
answered readilv.,  “We didn’t expect
this to turn out a picnic-party, DMr,
IMacGn-gur, aud we mean to chance our
uele 1

“Spoken like Britishers!” the old
Sratchman  commented.  “Well,  we'll
¢t a move on again, for it won't be long
gefﬁm we'll hae to set about making a
eamp for the night. And that’s a long
job in the forest, aus yeo'll find.”"

For three hours more they hewed a
way. Then MacGregor called a halt.

“H was to this spot we won on our
first day,” he said. “Ye can see how
the trees are felled around. DBut a pile
& stuff has grown sinece then that it will
take two hours to clear out. We must
have a big space, and we'll hae to light
half a dozen bonfires, and keep ‘em

oing till morning. They will scare the
Eﬂns off, and the elephants, too, will
give them a wide berth.”

Though much fatigued, Bob and Ted
pach tool an axe now, and worked with
Mendi, who scemed tireless. Mean-
time, MacGregor unyoked the mule and
cooked the supper. An impenetrable
darkness gathered with nightfall; as
Ted said, one could almost cuf it with a
knife. But the big bonfires lit up the
camp splendidly, and inside its circum-
ference the scene was cheery. The
chattering had long since died away;
only fitfully was the silence broken by
the roar of a hungry lion searching for
his prey. So far they had not scen the
king of beasts.

After the meal they divided the party
into two watches, Bob and Mendi taking
the first. MacGregor and Ted were soon
sound asleep, and Bob, sitting before one
of the bonfires, his rifle across his knees,
was left to his own reflections. )

Many thoughts thronged his mind in
the solemn hush. So much danger and
exciternent had been Eumfarewed mto a
fow months that he had seldom had time
to look back. But by night alone, and
on a long vigil—for Mendi was posted at
another corner — his  brain  worked
quickly.

Six months before he had been ak
home in England. Now that secmed
almost unbelievable. The experiences of
a lifetime divided him from the old life.

One day in Cape Town, where he had
expected to settle down, perhaps for
life. Then across the veldt with Faik.
in the full belief that he had met an
honourable man. Then the discovery of
the wvillain’s character, and the break
from him; the capture by Kaashohiki;
the many perils, the escape, the long,
desperate journey into the wilda; the
meeting with MacGregor and the Inrobi
tribe; and now this forest and all that
lay ahead !

His thoughts came surging in wild con-
fusion, But the fire had begun to bhurnp
low., He stood up to throw some logs on
it. Close by the mule was tethered, and
Bob stared at it with curiosity.

The animal was trembling violently.
The lad went ecloser, and saw that it was
stricken with terror, and yet not a sound
had he heard. Ah, lions! He remem-
bered reading how tame animals always
trembled at their approach. Then one
of these ferocious beasts was prowling
round the camp!

He turned to seek Mendi., The fire in
that corner had gone low, too. and he
could not see him. So he swillly crossed
the camp. But Mendi wps not there!

Bob, now alarmed, made a cifele of the
camp. But Mendi was not to be found.
He had disappeared !

The lad was about to hurry to the
cart where Ted and MacGregor were
sleeping when some instinct warned him
not to move. If the lion meant to
attacle, most probably he intended the
mule for lus prey. And were the mule
killed, they would have to leave most of
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their provisiona behind, or, at the least
the difficulty of transporting them wi}uh'i
be increased enormously.

80 a few yarda from the mule he lay
down, his rifle to his shoulder.

The fresh logs he had thrown on the
fire suddenly biazed “E For twenty
vards from where he lay the darkness
once again was illominated. Ah! He
heard the cracking of a twig!

He lay still, his heart thumping hard.
Could he save the mule? Would his first
shot get home ?

And then he felt almost paralysed [or
a moment. He saw, straight ahead, a
pair of glittering eyes shinmg like fire.
To the right were more, and to the left
more still,

A figure slowly rose.

_Good heavens! Why had he feared a
lion? This was danger far more terrvible,
He ﬂlﬂﬁﬁﬂd it by some instinet.

“Mopo!” he gnﬁpﬂi. “And we are
surroundad! We have been tracked
down, and I alone can save my friends "

Mendi Helps His Friends.

Just for a few moments Bob stood,
too startled to move. His companious,
with the exception of Mondi. were
alseep, and the latter had disappeared.
Before him the figure of Mopo rozo;
around the camp he saw other savages,
more clearly silhouctted. It looked as
if his doom was scaled.

Only for a momoent did he stand irre:o-
lute, Then the paroxysm of dread sweph
away, and his mind was busy again,  All
wasI émt lnslt. .!'Lit Ir:]-lusl he ajﬁi his f'l‘ili‘lir.l.-j
coitld go down hAghting. ringing s
rifle to his sh-:m]d-:fr. hr.‘-gﬁrud. =

The shot rang out, lond and start-
ling. in the dense silense of the forea=t.
A shout proclaimed that Ted had been
aroused, and was hurrving to the spot,
But Mopo had not been hit.  He sprang
over the tree-trunks, brandishing las
axe.

Bob did nat wait to fire again. He
knew well that the smail band could only
ward off the attack 1f they stayed
together, and he dashed for the mule-
cart. meeting Ted as he ran.

“There are a whole pack of them ; how
many goodness knows!” he shouted,
“ Back with you to the eart! That's our
only chance!"

MacGregor was on his [eet by this
time. As the lads rashed back, the old
Scot guessed what their method of
defence was to be.  They all dropper
flat on the ground to meet the onvush,
and only just in time, A full score of
savages wera charging forward, yelling
and brandishing their spears.

The British party fired simultaneously,
and the savages turned an:d fled. Mopao
rallied them, and they came on onca
more. The rifies rang out, and two
dropped., The others wavered; but
there was no retreat, and Mopo's voies
rang out fercely, urging them anew to
the attack. Then cuine another voice,
shouting encouragement [rom the dack-
ness, and in Eaglish this time,

The savages pressed forwped, and then
dropped to the ground.

The camp-fires were waning: it was
very difficult to discorn the enemy.

“Things look wvory bad for ws!”
growled Bob, “Cun you gee them,
Ted?™

“Noa, They're writhing along hie

cels.” Ted replied. “I1f they would
only lift their heads and give us a chanca
of a shot we could keep them off shll,
And it's a couple of hours yet to the
dawn !

(Continucd on page 19.)
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“We must c¢en do our  best”
Mactiregor remarked drily. " Whaur's
Mendi? I havna seen him since the
serap began, Have they wiped bhim
out r**

“1 don’t think so. T missed him
before then,” Bob  exalained. * And
ilidd yon hear that veiee coming {from the

durk? Tt was Faik’s! The ecur 18 at
the back of all thas!”

* Look ont!™ Ted eried.

Some of the savages had jumped to
their feet, prepared to make the [inal
rush. A volley of bullets brought them
gquickly to the ground again; but next
moment the whole attacling party were
rushing forward, their axes swinging.

Crack ! Crack! Crack!

Again the bullets whistled through
their ranks, but still they came on. Face
to face with death, the gallant Britishers
stood firm.
seemoed all they eould hope for, and the
cnd could not be delaved more than a
few moments,  Yet very coolly they
loosed off their rifles,

Aned when it seemed that all hope had
led, at the moment when they could
look clearly into the gleaming eyes of
their adversaries, safety came as none for
a moment could have dreamed, Onee
again a voice rang out from the darkness,
and this time it was full of terror:

“Mopo, stop them! Pull them off!
1 command !

The rushing mob halted. Mopo turned
atig] peered into the darkness,

“Btop! Btop!” the voice wailed., I
am a dead man if you fail !

“*Warriors, give back |” Mapo snarled.
“We meet anon,” he continued, shaking
his fist at the Britishers. * And next
time witchery will not save you!"”

Two =seconds later the savages had dis-
appearced.  The camp was empty except
for the Britishers. Tor & couple of
scconds they lay tense and silent, their
rifles still to their shoulders, Ted
mopped the perspiration from his face,

“They have e¢leared out,” he mur-
mured. “Well, of all the amazing
things! T felt sure we were goners!
What did that villain Mopo mean by
throwing up the sponge just when he was
about to run?”’

“Faik ecalled him off,” Bob replied.
“Perhaps at the last moment Faik, cur
as he i3, hesitated to wipe us out!”

MacGregor was the first to rize, A
smile was on his face.

“They're gone, and they winna come
back to-nmicht,” he said. *1 know the
ways of these savages from lang experi-
enee,
shave—ag close a one ag 1 have ever had
in all the years I've lived in wild parts!
Weo can go round and light up the fires,
Wo're absolutely safle the noo!  But,
Dob., T may tell ye that ye give Faik
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credit for what he doesn't deserve!

“Then how was 1?7 I—" Bob
began,
“We'll hear the tale before long,” |

“Now I'm going to
I'm always hungry
after a wee bit of excitement. Then
I'll take your place on guard. You'll
need what sleep you can get, laddie, for
we have a long and hard day before
ue |

He sauntercd away to throw brush-
wood on one of the fircs, and Ted went
to look after another.
viry weary, Bob lay down, and before
long fell asleep.  When he awoke the
sun was up. He knew that much from
the better light in the forest; [or though
the sun's rays never pieteed the matted
folinge overhead. yet whilst it was shining
olijects could be plainly discernced, He
looked around. Some distance  away
Ted and MacGreggr were preparing
breakfast, He joined them.

“Feeling fairly At again?”
Scotchman asked,

Maclrogor said.
have zome grub,

the old

Yes, that was a verra narrow-

TPuzzled, and :.ietl

1

To fight to the hitter end,|
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The lad nedded.

“Yes, ' all right,” he replied.
vou mean to start soon?™

“We'll hae to wait for Mendi; but i
expect it won't be long before he turns
up, " MacGregor answerod guietly.,

“Mendi ! I had forgotten about
himn,” Bob said.  * The fact i3, T was too
tiresl to think about anvthing.  Why did
he clear out, do you thinky It wasn’t
because he was afraid of danger, 1'm
sure.  He's too plucky for that!”

MacGregor chuckled. :

“Mendi has the eves of a hawk and the
zeent of a hound,” he sail.  He hknew
those savages were coming up here when
they were still half a mile awa’, and he
went off to play his own game. He'll
have a surprising story to tell, and
But we winna hae to wait for 1it,.  Here
he 131"

The black boy, jumping over the
fallen trees, came running towards them,
his white teeth shiming in o hearty grin,
He deopped to the ground by the fire,

“Me hungry,” he said. " Me very
glad to eat!”

“Mendi, why Jdul you
night!” Bob asked.

“That 1 might defeat the jackals who
were coming to  zlay  us, ) master,”
Mendi answered,  * For did I not hear
the hoot of an owl not once, but often,
and have 1 secn an owl since we camp
into this forest of gloom?  And do I not
know the ery of my people when they go
forth to give battle?”

“Then why did von not tell us?”

“Beeause that lirst T went to seek how
many there might he, And how was I to
know that the cry came [rom those be-
hind? I followed the cry to where it
came from, and there I found nothing for
a time.”

“ And what did you do then "

“ Fear seized me, but not for myself, O
master, for then I knew that the jackals
had pressed on, and that they might
attack before I could give the warning.
I hurried back, locking for Mopo, for if
I could have slain him then, the others
were certain to flee.  But Mopo was lead-
ing, and I could not overtake him., Yet
was I not without hopel™

“You're a cheery sort of enstomer 1n a
tight coroer, anvhow,” Ted chuckled.
“There wasn't much hope mn me, T can
tell you. What did you expect to do?”

“The paleface knows not the way of my
people,” Mendi answered.  ** Most are
brave, but some have the heart of the
antelope. Therefore did I loak for this
second leader, divining who he might be.

(1 DD

leave us last
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The ziralfo with the eves of a fish! D:d
vou not let him go? DBut who was 1 to
peint ouf the folly?  And did ho not sit
down and wail, knowing that Mopo was
following us ¥

“He means Faik, of conrse,” Bob com-
mented.  “ You were right about that
scoundrel, Mr. MacGregor, when you said
vou weren't certain we had seen the last
of him when we gave him his liberty.
This was a put-up job hetween him m}d
Mopo when we were all in.Mendi's vil-
lage. Now, then, Mendi, out with the
rest of it!” _

“PThus did T judge, and quickly did I
return,” the black boy confinued. " Nor
had T gone far when I eame upon 'the
whiteface of whom I have spoken, and
some of my people.  And they were hald-
ing back, and he was raining blows upon
them, nor did T de aught. ]

“PBut when they ran on. then did I
spring like a wildeat on him, and my
fingers was strong at his throat, And
when the breath was nearly gone from
hini, then did I drag him to his feet, for
the fizht in him had fled. And I told
him, before strength came back to him,
that if he did not call ont to Mopo, I
would finish what I had begun. And a
great  trembling scized lim, and he
obeyed, .

“Then did I hear Mopo calling, and
soon I saw his braves hurrving away, and
1 knew.that all was well with you, for
had not your iron tubes spat fire and
death without a pause? And I led the
whiteface coward away, =0 that none
would meet him.

“Through the thorns and brambles I
foreed him, laughing as he groaned, nor
did I stop till hours had passed and dawn
was nigh., And then I left him, caring
naught what might befall him, and came
hither that I might eat. T have spoken.”

“ And you have earned vour grub, old
sport,” Ted said, “and after that _lﬂug;;

T

winded speech set your jaws working,
and he handed a great platter of food to
the black boy. * And now, Bob, what's
the next move "

“Mr. MacGregor knows best,” Bob
replied.  * We're in his hands.™

“As soon as Mendi 13 ready we had
better load up the mule-cart and get on
the way,” the Scolehman said. “We've
several days yet cutting ont the path be-
fore we get through this forest.”

“ And what then ?"” Ted asked.

“Time enough to face trouble when it

comes,” MacGregor answered vaguely.

(Continued on page 20.)
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{ IN A LAND OF PERIL. !
! (Continued from poge 19.) !
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“ And we've enough of that on hand as it
is. Faik will haud on, and Mopo and his
crowd have only to follow the path we
make. Dut they winna tuke us by sur-
prise again; so, wi' vigilance, we stand a
gm:r-”q: ance of shaking them off in the
endl,

“But Mondi has left Faik stranded,”
Ted urged,
. -*TFaik is in a fix he would never get
out of hly hiwmzel’, but Mopo will find hin
during the course of the day,"” MacGregor
replied. © *“These fellows are like Mendi,
and a broken twig is hint eno' for them.
No. Faik will come along still, I'm sure,
Now, let us pack, and yoke the mule.
X eg, and ve had better sharpengyour axes,
Ye've a big day's work before ye.”

A Counecil of War.

In bhall an hour they were cutting
their way through the forest again.
All that day they toiled. - In the even-
ing MacGregor explained the plan
by which he hoped to ward off the
Bavages, :
small, strong camp of fallen logs jusi
lurge enough to contain themselves and
the mule and cart,

The circular barricade was as high as
their shoulders. There were loopholes
here and there theough which they could
firc. ‘T'hus, *almost back to back, and
able to kneel and still fight if the savages
hurled their axes. they could, -if forced:
take such a deadly toll of the enemy as
probably to scare off the rest.

The night passed uneventfully, and
next morning they moved on. But Bob
and Ted had to do all the axe work now,

On his advice they made a

for Mendi was scouting hither and thither
all the time. MacGregor thought that if
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Mopo had seen their new camp he mighi
cesay a day surprise. _

With only the two lads hewing a path, a
rest at times became neceszary, and their
advance was slower. But the j'l:l'llr.'l'IE}'
was not altogether drudgery. The spirit
of adventure buoyed them up; every da
they became more inured to the teil,
and the hope of success grew greater.

Thus ten days passed without any start-
ling incident. They bad almost forgotten
Mopo and Faik. Iiven Mendi seemed to
be less apprehensive. But in the middle
of the cleventh night they were attacked
again,

They were ready this time, and their
precavtions saved them.  After a stifl
fight the savages desisted, carrying away
some that-had fallen. ~Mendi followed
them, and on his return stated that they
had camped about a couple of miles back,
and were holding an indaba. MacGregor
shrugged his shoulders.

“I've ne'er kenned such persistence in
the Inrobi,” he said. * It isna like them
to keep on hammering awa’. I hae my
doots. There's something behind it all.”

“Faik's behind it,” Bob suggested.

“That’'s what I'm thinking, laddie,”
the old Scotchman said. “Though how
he manages to draw them sae far from
their hame is worrying me, I wadna deny,
Besides, what can the puir body hope to
gain by all this®"

<% He means getting the treasure,” Ted
said. “If Lie follows us, and we find it,
and then he wipes us out, he'll have it,
won't he ?'

MacGregor chuckled.

“And how is the puir loon lo get it
back doon couniry?” he asked. *“Is he
gaun to trust this fellow Mopo and the
ithers? Wouldn't they wipe him oul in
turn? Ye cavwa drive savages unless
vou've got the whip-hand of them, and
without a rifle he's altogether at their
merey.”

“Then he's got somelhing up his sleeve
of which we don’t know,” Boly said.

“That's my opinion,” MacGregor
replied.

Next day the journey was renewed.
And as they wero building their cumdp oR
the following night Mendi sud 035
droppetl a ) ho was carrving,
looked around. The log hit Ted's foot,
and as he hop about on one leg he
l':aang to upbraid the black boy.

“Hi, there! What game are you up
to now?” he demanded. * Where are
your manners, my son? You've nearly
broken my toes, and you just stand there
as if you had been turned into stone.
E‘E"hat ails vou? Have you got a touch
0 TN ),

“Lo, I am hearing the coming of ona
who must be a friend !” Mendi said, hia
face alight with expectation. “IHe does
not pause, but holds on his way with
steady steps.”

“A friend!” Bob exclaimed. “And
we miles from anywhere! Surely,
Mendi, thy ears deceive thee?” &

“Hist ! Ie stops,” the black boy said.
“ Now he comes. on again. He staved to
look at us when for the first time he saw
ns. He 1s coming faster. Ay, watch
yonder !

He pointed to a spot to the. right.
MacGregor, who had been tethering the
mule, gazed earnestly. Bob and Ted
stared incredulously. For -half a minuto
nothing happened. Then of a sudden the
bushes were parted, and a savage stepped
out into the open ground, and salaamed.
Mendi gave a whoop of joy, and ran
towards him.

“Galzn, son of Gomanka,” he eried,
““was it then thy step I heard 7"

“Great Seott!” MacGregor gasped.
“I knew that fellow Galza well, He is
ong of the Inroln, and he's come all
this way after us. He's the flectest
runner they have. I canna understand
the meaning of this!"

Galza and Mendi were embracing one
another and  tnlking cagerly, Seizing
%n}zﬂ's hand, Mend: led him towards

ob.

(Xrext weel's tsanie will contain another
splendid  instalment of this creiting

story.)
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For Next Monday :
“SIR JIMMY'S SECRET!"
By Frank- Richards.

In the Gne story which will appear
next week s prominent part is played
by 8ir Jimmy Vivian, the schoolboy
baronet brought up in Carker's Rents,
Bir Jimmy docs nol find life at Groy-
friars altogether easv, for there are some
fellows who think' it amusing to jape
him on account of little things which are
not his own fault—such as the dropping
of tho aspirate. And Sir Jimmy, who 1s
not thick-skinned, does not find it amus-

ing to hﬁgipnd. From the first Skinner
has been enemy, and, of course, the

rgregions Bunter has looked down upon
him from a pedestul of purely fictitious
breedme:, Skinner and Bunter both
play paris in Lhe slory, as do Dolsover
major. But apurt from Sir Jimmy and
an acquaintance of his—not a friend—of
the Carker’s Rents daya, who is known
as Scaly Bill, Bob Cherry and 1o eousin,
Paul Tyrrell; are the. cliel chararters in
the story.

A TREAT IN STORE!

One hears now and then of Magnetiles
and Gemites who regard eacli otlier as
rivals and foemen, somewhat after the
fashion of the Forms at St. Jim's. There
does not scem much reason for it. On
the face of it, there is nothing aguinst a
fellow’s liking the Maexer best, and yet
being able to be patient with his noxt-
door npeighboar  who swears by the
“Gomn.”  But this splitting inlo parties
seems parl of our imperfect liuman
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nature; and as long as it dors not lend
o any real bitterncss there can be no
harm in it. Novertheless, I believe that
the very large majority of my readers
read both papers ; and I am confident that
in Magnetite eycs the next best thing
to a “Boys' Friend 3d. Library " issue,
containing a story by Mr. TFrank
Richards, is one containing a story by
Mr. Martin Clifford. Well, I canunt
promise you a Frank Richards Dbook
Jqust at present; but vou are going 1o
bave a Martin Clifford one in o very
short time,  The tille 1s:

“AFTER LIGHTS oUT!"™

And in the story—one of the best M-
Cliford has ever written—Levison major
and minor and that creatic, pueeling
fellow. Ralph Reckoess Cardew, play
big  ports. Racke =" Young  Money-
bage “—alzo comes inlo the foregronnd.
But our old fricnds—the Terrible Thres
and the chums of Study No. 6, and tho
rest of them-—are not forgotien, This is
a really greeal yarn, and vou will do well

tu
ORDER IT IN ADVANCE

or vou may uot be able to get it at all,
ftll‘.“l.\'II]l things as l}ln_\' are just now, wa

can_ only prist_a liwited nomber  of
Copvse.
&
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