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' HURREE SINGH’S SECRET!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Furzle for- Eunter !

i NYTHING for little us,
A e
Harry Wharton & Co.—the

Famous Five of the Remove—
were on their way to the junmor cricket-
ground when they spotted Mr. Boggs
coming across the quad. i

They bore down on the village post-
man ab once,

There was always & chance of o re
mittance for eomebody when Mr. Boggs
came along, although, as Hurrce Jamset

Ram Singh had sorrowfully abzerved, in
war-time the remitfulness was not
terrific. )

“Honly one, young gents!" said Mr.
Bogge, fumbling in his bag. ** Letter for
Master "Urree Jampot !

Hurree Jameet Ram Bingh chuckled.

His extonsive name presented difficul-
ties which Mr. Boggs did not tr‘ir_ to
grapple with. BSo Mr. Boggs made 1t
Hurrce Jumpot, for short.

“Kindly hand me the cstcemed nis-
sive, my cxcellent DBoggs,” sdid the
Nabab of Bhanipur. .

Billy Bunter came rolling up as the
Friardale postman fished out the letter.
The Qwl of the Remove blinked
anxicusly through his big glasses at the
postman.

“Got my letter, Boggs 7" ke asked.

"*No, Master Bunter,

“Bure there ain't a regiztered letter for
ma i

“Quute sure, ar'

Mr. Bniga tramped on, leaving Hurree
Singh with a letter in his hand, and Billy
Bunter with & frown on his fat face.

“J cay, you fellows, this is ﬁtting too
thick | "exclaimed Bunter. “ My postal-
order doesn't geem fo be coming this
afternoon.”™ ,

“Too bad!” said Bob Cherry sym-
pathetically. *'The delay can’t be due to
the waer, though.  You were emgemng
that postal-order bedore the war.'

“Ha, ha, ho !

“0Oh, really, von knew! T say, Ioky,
are you sure that letter ien't for me?”
said Bunter anxicusly, “ DBogps = o silly
fiss, you know. Ferhaps you'd better Lot
me open it and make sure.”

“ ll:"l?a ratfulness is terrific, my csteemed
fat Bunter ! i .

“ Buck up with it, Inky. if rou're going
to read it," zaid Frank Nugent, " They
are waiting for us on Little 8ide!”

“Temple & Co. are on the ground,”
said Johnny _Bull, locking towards the
cricket-ficld.

“The delavfuleess will  he
momentful, my esteemed chum !

Hurrceo Jamset Singh slit the envelope

with his penknife, and tock out tlie.

letter. : .
His churhs waited for him.
As his dark eyes ghinced over the

letter & startled exclamation left the dips
of the dusky nabob.

only
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But he did not exclaim, “ My hat!" or
“By gum'!” He uttered an exclamation
in o mysterious language that was worse
than Greek to the 0Greyiriars juniors.
Hurree Biogh's own language was a
hidden mystery to.his chums, and they
had seldom heard him s ik It was
anly when he was atartled or excited that
the Nabob of Bhanipur broke out in that

unknown tongue.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Boh.

Cherry. ‘“Are vou cracking nuts with

our teeth, Inky? Or is that your native
inge "

Hurree Bingh did not reply.

His eves were fxed upon the lciter,
and there was dismay in his dusky face.
He read tho letter te the end without
locking up..

Billy Igun'i:ier blinked at him. very
ingquisitively. It was evident that the
letter had had a startling efiect upon the
nabob., Bunter's curiosity . wis aroused
at once.

“Mot bad news, Inky?" asked Harry
Wharton, as Hurrée Singh looked up
from the letter at last,

“Somebody 117" asked Beb.

Under his dusky ecomplexion a red flush
showed in the checks of the Indian
junior.

“There iz no illfulness,” he replied.
“ 1wt us proccediully go to the cricket, or
the estecmed Temple will be losing lus
lydicrons temper.”

“Right-ho! Come on !

It was clear that Hurree Singh did
not wart to speak of the contents of the
lettar, and hma chums did nok think of
uls.kin.g questions as soon as that was
clear.

It was a little odd, however, for the
Fanmous Five seldoem had anything secret
from one another, and mrtnlnl;.r Hurree
Singh was not gt all secrotive.

Billy Bunter roMed after the five
‘junioprs as they walked down to Little
Zide. Bunter wes burning with curicsity.

He bestowed o dig i the ribs vpon the
Nabob of Bhanipur, and gave bhim au
affable bLlink.

* Anything wrong, Inky " be asked.

-Hurree Singh stared at him coldly.

“The wrongfulncss iz not terrifie,” he
replied. _

“I'll tell you what,” =aid Bunter con-
fidentially, * you've had bad news. Tell
me all about it, and I'll give you: my
advice—ns an old pal, you know!”

“ ¥ou may keep-your palful advice.”

“The best thing you can do,” said
Dunter, unheeding, “ia to hand me the
letter, and I'll give you my opmion !

Bob Cherry locked round.

Lt Eufi off, you inguisitive frog!” he
enapped.

"F":l'h, really, Cherry—"'

Bob raised his foot, and the Owl of tho
Bemove dodged round Hurree Singh.

“ Keep off, you rotter! I'm jolly well
going to stand by o pal who's had bad

sews., Inky's had bad news. You can

see it in his chivvy! Now. Inky, you
hand me the letter, and I'll tell you
exactly what to do. Bee?"’

Hurrea Jamset Ram Bingh frowned
for & moment; but suddenly his face
cleared, and he took the letter from his
pocket.

“The esteemed Bunter iz very good,™
he remarked. “I will listen with terrific
respectfulness to his opinion on my
excellent letter.™

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his

lasses. - He was devoured by curicsity ;

Eut- hoe had hardly expected the nabob
to show him the {ettar.
_“¥You're an ass, Inky!" growled
Johnny Bull. “If there’s anything pri-
vate in that letter, Bunter will blab it
all over Greyiriars.”

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“1 do not think the esteemed Bunter
will wag his honourable tongue about the
letter, my worthy Balll Here you are,
my Bunterful pal!™

Burnter's fat fingers closed eagerly on
the letter. He blinked loftily -t the
chums -of the Remove.

“You fellows dry up,” he said. ** Inky
econfides in me, ag a pal. Naturslly, he's
not going to show you the letter. You
fellows can't be relied on.”

“My hat!™ _

Harry Wharton & Co. looked somewhat
peculiar as Bunter took the latter., The
nabob had not offered to show it to his
chums, and hehad avoided telling them
anything about what was in it. Yet he
wag handing it to Bunter, the chatterbox
of Grevfriars, to read!

But as Bunter-unfolded the letter, and
blinked at it, a startling change 'came
over his face. He blinked, and blinked

ain, and then glared at the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

Y You asilly ass!™ he roared.

“Daoes not the csteemed Bunter wish
to read?" purred Hurree Singh.

“How can I read pot-hooks and spider-
lege?”  howled Bunter. “You sil
chump, I don't believe you can read it
vourself '

The nabob grinned.

“The readfulness 1z easy to my
cateemed self, my worthy fat Bunter, as
it iz written Im my own honourable
b language,” he said.

“Call that & language!™ snorted
Bunter. ' What dees it mecan in
English "

“The findoutfulness is the proper

caper,” remarked Hurree Singh, as he
taok back the letter.

He held it up for his chums to sce, and
the Co. chuekled, They understood now
why Hurrce BSingh had shown it to
Bunter.

The letter was written in ‘the Deva-
Wagari characters used in India, and so
was evidently from a correspondent of
Inky's own race. Ho far from being ablo
to deriphor the meaning, Bunter. could
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not even guess what a single one of the
letters wae meant to represent.

_ “Ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. "Go
it, Bunter! I'd like to see yvou translate
that letter.” ;

“Look here, Inky, what does. it

mean ! snorted Bunter. “How can I
advigse wou if I don't know what
letter's about?"

“The advisefulness will have to be
postponed with terrific indefiniteness,”
remarked the nabob., “Let it wait till
vou have learnfully mastered the
ilnguagu Bhanipur, my worthy
Bunter. . With your unusual brainful
Eowara, it will take you perhapsfully two

uﬁﬂdﬂymﬂg meet Ram Singh slipped

nd Hurree Jamae m 3ingh e
the letter into the pocket of his blazer,
and walked on with his chums. Bunter
shool, his fat fiat after ham.

The Paul Pry of Greyiriars was left
with his curiomty ungratified—always a
vory pnjnt:ul atate of affairs for William
Georgpe Bimter !

= = =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Found Wanting !

b AITIN' for you!"

Cecil Reginald Temple, the
captain of the Fourth, turned
his cveglasa uﬂgn Harry

Wharton & Co. 28 he made that remark,
His manner waa lofty.

“ Borry !" aaid Wharton. "Dﬂl;r a few
minutcs, you know. Ready now!"™

The two junior skippers tossed for
innings, and the Fourth Form secured
the first. ]

Temple and Fry went to the wickets,
i.i-:ﬂi Harry Wharton led his men into the

It was a Form match between the Re-
move and the Upper. Fourth. It was not
s matech to which the herosa of the
Remuove attached much importance: the
were acvustomed to walking over Temple
&k Co.

Mighty men of the Remove Eleven,
like Bob Cherry, Squiff, and Johnn
Bull, were standing out, to give second-
rate players a show. Thisa was not a

compliment to Cecil Reginald Temple, | 4

and he understood it.

Cecil Reginald was very keen on-beat-
ing the Remove, if only to show Wharton
that he couldn't afferd to leave ocut his
best men. when plaving the Fourth.

Thao ove Eloven .consisted of
Whartsn, Hurrea Bingh, Nugent, Rake,
Ogilvy, Micky Deamond, Kippe, Morgan,
Tam ﬁutttm, Bolsover major, and Hazel-
dene

the best Remove players—Wharton and

the nabob. Nugent, Rake, and Ogilvy |

were very good, however. o
Harry Wharton had not the elightest
doubt of walking over Temple's best men
with that team. . Otherwise he would not
have risked it. For, although anxious to
give every member of the club a show

in the matches, his businoss as cricket |

skipper was, of coyrse, first of all to win
matclies, ] .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's bowling
conld always be relied on, and unless the
Fourth Form batemen were very luck
they were not likely to give the nabcyg
much trouble. :

Nugent wee given the first over,
against Tomple.  Ceeil inald was a
good deal of a dandy, and a littlo of a
dlacker, and he generally found ericket

ctico too much of a fag. But Ceeil
ﬁ: inald had been bucking up of late,
gnd his form was unusually good. He
hit MNugent's bowling about,. and
gloricusly took nine runs for the over,

Fourth-Formets round the
cheered Temple. _

This’ was a good beginning. Nugent

the | ball, colouring.

| evea at  the

| Bonoop, and

ﬂn'l;r two of them wero really among,
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tossed the ball to Hurrce Jamest Ram
Singh when the field crossed over.
a nabob did not catch it. It dropped
to his feet,
“Hallo! Wake up, Inky!" exclaimed
Nugent, in aurprise. .
¢ nabob atarted, and picked up the
A : He had been standing
with his brows puckered in thought.
-Harry Wharton gave him rather an
anxious look,
“ Not feeling fit, Inky?" he asked.
“The fitfulness is terrific, my catcemed
Wharton !
“Pile in and get Temple's wicket,
then!™
“ Right-ho ™
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh wont to the

' bowling-crease

The odd r_u+n had given Temple the
bowling again, and he at up very
carefu and watchiully to urree

Bingh. He knew the nabob's powers as
a bowler. As a mitter of fact, Temple
hardly expected to live through the over;
but -he naturally meant to do his best.

The ball came down, and, to Templc's
amazement, 1t was a very easy one, He
drove it for two.

Ball after ball came down, and cach
Temple played with ease, and the rums
mounted up. Remove fellows on tho
ground stared, and almost rubbed their
sight of Cecil Reginald
'I:emﬁia making the running from Hurree
Bingh’s bowling, Tt was only too-evident
that the Nabob of Bhanipur was not in
his usual form. '

Temple was smiling now with great
satisfaction.  He attributed his success
to hia own wonderful batting, and he
réjoiced.

e ran three, and Fry fnced the bawl-
ing for tho last. ball of the over. Fry
cut it away for two.

Thero was a among the Removoe
fallows outaide the pavilion aa tho fold
crosaed once more.

“Call that bowling!™ said Skinner to
Snoop chuckled.

Bnoop himaclf could  have bowled as

well as that! At least, Bnoop thoughi so..

The news that Temple of the Fourth
waa putting up an unexpected batting
isplay drew juniore to Littlo SBide from

lay d to Little Bide fro
all quarteres.

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Groy-
friara, had come to look on.

The Bounder eyod Hurree Singh very
curioualy as tho nabob took his place in
the field again, and Ogilvy went on to
bowl. Hurree Singh was under hia
dusky skin. He knew that ho had not
Eima what hia Form-fellowa expected of

.

Harry Wharton came up to him and
tapyed him on the shoulder. _

“Look here, Inky! What's wrong " he
demanded.

The nabob looked troubled.

“Thoe wrongfulness is not great,” ho
murmured, “ But the lfulness has nat
been poodful. My esteemed thoughts
have been gathering wool,”

“You wore ns it as n fiddle before
dinner,” said Harey., *“If vou don’t fenl
well, Tnky, you can get off, if you like,
We can manage,”

Wharton wes really anxious about his
dusky chum. He could not help connect-
ing Hurreo SBingh's peculiar change with
the letter he had received, which had
plainly etartled and disturbed him,

It wes clear that the nabob's mind was
elsewhere, and that he could only keep
hia thoughts on the cricket by a very
great offort. :

But the nabob shook his head,

“The sorrowfulness is great,” he said.
“But the fulnesa shall be better, 1
will stickfully keop on.™

“Right-ho, if you feel like it 1"

“The likefulness s terrific.”

“ All serone, thenl™

- Ogivy bowlad to Temple, The Scottish
Ll;r&ﬁr showed g«eat form, snd Temple

plenty to to keep his I_ﬂl:h up.
Thera was a buzr as the captain' of tho
Fourth hit the ball up to cover-point, It
was the casieat of eaay catches for Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. But he did not
make a movement.

“Look out!" shouted the Bounder.

“Oatch, you idiot—catch!” roared
Bolsover major, from the long field.

‘Hurreo Singh snatched at the ball too
late, and it went to grass. A howl camo
from the pavilion.

“Huttérfingera!”

“* Boooh |

The fildsmen stared ot Inky. He
seldom missed & chance, znd this was =
catch that. Skinner, or Snoop, or oven
Bunter could have negntiatnd with ease,

“Well, my hat!” ejeculated Bob
Cherry. © “What's with
Inkyt* .
“{{e scoms to be off his dot!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“It doedn’'t look like & walk-over for
the Remove this time,” romarkod
Efﬁr?nl?n-Snﬁth, ““Is Inky off colour to-

ay

*“Hé wasn't this morning,” eaid Bob.

One Penny.

the matter

“He was bowli great guns at
poactice. Bleased if T understand him!™

“He, he, hot” :

That - unmueical cachinniation came
friﬂn Billy Bunter.

What aro you exploding like »
Chincee cracker for, ;gu htﬁ imagelt"
growled Bob Cherty.

*“Call that cricket1” aniggered Bunter,
“ Fancy Wharton refusing me s place in
the eleven and playing that black idiotl
He, ho, he!™

“I guess I could lay over that!" re-
marked Fisher T, Fish. “I kinder reckon
that I could walk all over that slabeided
Joy at cricket! You hear mo?"

“Oh, rats!" anapped Bob,

" Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was look-
ing dietressed. His shortcomings were
aa painfully apparent to himsolf aa to tho
reat of the field.

Harry Wharton hesitated to give him
the ball for the next over, but ha canght
the nabob'a eve, and handed it to him.
The disky junior went on to bowl, and
he pulled himself together with an effort
that was quite visible. While that offort
lasted Hurree Bingh woe his old eelf,
Tomple's wicket wont down, and:Scott's,
and Wilki ‘s, ono after another,” and
‘the Remove fellows roared and cheered
the “ hat trick.”

“That's the tune, Inky!"” exclaimed
Wharton, in delight.. And tho nabob
grinned and nodded. _

But it was only a flash in the pan.
From the moment of that euccess Hurrce
Singh's form was erratic and poor. After
a few overs, which hand«ui& ¥ incressed
the Fourth Form &core, Wharton had to
take him off. And.in the field Hurrce
Singh wae little more than an ornament’
to the landscape, as yor ~major
scoffingly remarked, ;

There was no doubt about it, the nabob.
was utterly off his game, and, ex ny
when ha roused himealf 5-3 an offort, hia
expression was one of decp and gloomy
thought—and his thoughts were not of
cricket. : .

Harry Wharton was not the kind of
skipper to wurﬁrna. player, and he simply
let the nabob alone for the remainder of
the match. Hurree Jomect Singh was o
passenger to the end.

. The Fourth took a hundred for their
first innings—a fgure they would never
have approached if the Remove's cham-
on bowler had been in. form: -The
move . knocked ulil an equal number,

h Hurree S8ingh distinguished -him-

self by acquiring a.duck's egg. Temple
& Co.’s second..innings.- t them
T Maarer Liasany.—No, 496,
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soventy, In that innings Huorree Singh
did not bowl & mngle. over. When the
Remove batted again, the nabob was left
last on the list, Harry Wharton plar{ed
a good innings, and Ogilyy, who had
been devoting himself to cricket of late,
backed him up in- o style that gave the
Remove score a handsome lift,
captain of the Remove and Ogilvy made
tifsy between them,
wickets began to go down. But Rake
added yuns, and the score rose to sixty-
ning, with twp wickets to fall. Micky
Destnond knocked away the hall for two.
The Remove fellows cheered the victors,
but the r;zsu!:{. had been much E:lut:fhr
then they had anticipated in & ma
with Tauzlip&e & Co., and the game bhad
been drawn out to near dusk.

As the erickotere came off Harry
Wharton Jooked curicusly at the nabob,
who was waiting his turn to_bat, his
hands thrust d into his pockets, and
; far-away and gloomy expressien on his
Bce,

“ AN serene, Inky!” he said

1Turree Bingh sta

“I am pe ¥, m ﬂﬁ!ﬂ}-ﬂ'mﬁ'd chum,"” he
paid, catching up his bat.

“Inky, jgu Faga " exelaimed Bob

Cherry, in astonishment. “Where are
vou going with that batt” .

“ My t1" roaved Bolsover major.
* Hé's been {o sleep standing up, like a
horse. The match is over, and he doem’t
know it}"

“Oh " ajaonlated the nabob.

“Wea've beaten them by s couple of
wickets, Inky.” said Harry Wharton,
|lllg‘h’iﬁﬁ+ “You won't be wanted, All
sereno | :

The nehob’s duskgifaﬁ: ;u:la- i:lr«:;‘-‘;:nn:,::m.
Amazing ae it seem a i un-
wware :ﬁu the game.was ended,

“L~I-—1 did not see,” he stammered.
“T was not awarefully looking, my
esteenied chume. L

“Come in to tea,” sidd Wharton, and
he sl  his arm through the nabob’s
and lod him away Hurree Singh was
followed by a good many curious glances
from the Hemovifes,

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Very Pecnliar Request !
HERE was & war tes in Blody
T No. 1 in the Remove. Hmmf
Wharton & Co., who hsd good,
healthy appetites, missed the
days of peace and plenty; only H:.:.rme-
Jatnset Ram Singh took kindly to “war
fare.” The Nabob of Bhanipur had
always zubsisted upon quantities that
recmed smzell to hia chums,
The other four members of the famous
Co, were prepared to welcome the final
defeat of the Hups and the declaration
of peace with great rejoicing. 8till, there
were compensations. Billy Bunter, who
was wont to look into fellows’ studies
sbout tes-time, like a lon seeking what
he might devour, had dropped into the
habit of giving No. 1 Etudﬁ_. the go-by.
Much s8: the chwns of the Remove
miissed the ample fare of other days, I-]i-&!}‘
vheerved ‘strictly all the “grub rules.”
It was & point of honour with Greyfriare
fellowz to play the game in that respect,
On the present occesion the dusky
nabob was even more frugal than usual
with his meal. He ate hardly anything,
and he uttered hardly s word, and ap-
peared to be unconscious of the astonish-
ment he was causing among his chums.
The Co. were not the inquisi-
tive, but they could not help secing that
thers was something up with Inky, and
they rather expected him to coniide in
them. But he did not.
Hurree Jameet Ram Singh left before
the other fellows were finished. When
Tezx Maouer Linnany.—No. 436,

“he_lad

The | {

and then the

over—and he was

ﬁ;:ar_le, the four juniors looked gt
one another
B‘i}“’hat‘a wrong with Inky?" asked

Lo ls B

“Bomething must be wrong,” said
Harry Wharton, puzzled *“Blessed if 1
can. make it out! Can't be bad news
rom the Front, or he'd have told us.
Bome of his pcﬂﬁi:: are with the army
in Egypt. But he'd have told uws if it
was that."

“It was that letter, all the same,”
said Johany Bull eagerly.

“Well, it must have been,” agreed
Harry. "It seemed to knock lhim
all right hbefore
it come, But if he doesn't want to tell
us, I suppose it's not our bizney." :

After tea Bob Cherry went along to his
own study, No. 13, to get on with his
girﬁp. His study-mates were there—

rk Linley and Wun L“?f’ the Chinee,
being already at work. Hu . >
Ram Singh sat in the armchair, lis
dusky brows knitted in thﬁuﬁhlt.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1™ exclaimed Bob.
“HEll got ‘em, Inkyl!”
The nabob locked up. i
“Inky scems to have the blues,” snid

Mark, "I thought he was out of sorts,
by tbﬁ way lhe }%lu}‘ﬂd cricket this after-
noon.

*‘The playfulness was not good,” said
the nabob sorrowiully. *I ehoold have
stood out of the esteemed match. My
esteomed brain was wendering.’

“Has it come back?" grinned Baob,

“The thinkfulness in my worthy brain
was terrific,” explained the nabob, * and
I could not fixfully stick my mind upon
the ‘game.”

“ Better stick it fixfully on your prep,
anyway,” suggested h, * Otherwise,
Quelchy will atick you Gxfully in the
maorning."’

Hurrea Singh shook hia head.

"1 do not Teel disposefudly inclined for
work, my worthy chum. shall chance
it with the august Quelch in the morn-
ing.”

And the nabob left the study, leaving
his puzzled friends to work.

Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh walked
slowly down the passage, brows
wrinkled, It was plain ecnough that
trouble of some kind had fallen upon
the kindly Indian junior, and that he
did not feel disposed to communicate it
to his chums. Ile hesitated some time
in the p ; and finally knocked at the
door of No. 4, which belonged to Vernon-
Smith and Skinner.

“Oome in!”. sang out the Bounder.

Baoth the juniors looked curiously at
the nabebh as he came in.  Blinner n-
dulgad in 'a chuckle. _ o

“VYanr cricketfulness iz terrific!” he
remarked, with a plagful imitation of the
nabob's remnrkabf; Engliﬂl:.

“Feeling seedy t" asked Smithy.

“Not st elifully.” :

“¥ou played this afternoon like a fag
in the Hecond Form, and a specially
clumey fag at that,” said the Bounder.

“1 fear that the esteemed Bmithy's
opinion is correctful. I owe a ternific
Epuln::g;iae- ta the worthy club. Are yon

uay " ]

“Well, I'm doing prep. Have you
looked in fpr & smoke?” grinned the

under.

“Noo I wished to bave a small talk.
fulness.™

“If vou mean & Jittle talk, you ean f

' snid the Bounder with a chuckle.
“Pila in, as talkfully az you like.”

The nabob heditated.

“I'm waiting,” remarked the Bounder
after a , with & glance at his book
as o hint that his prep wae not yet
finished.

Hurree Bingh glanced et Skinner, and
hesitated again. Skinner saw the glance,

rree Jamsot-

but did not take the hint. He did nef
intend to clear out of his ‘own .siudy.
Skinner was not over-burdened ywith
delicacy of feeling,

“The esteemed Smithy sometimes gops
to the delectable and disgusting {?sm:ﬂ
IK:!E! m Friardale,"” said the nabeb at
ast.

Vernon-Smith ﬁimﬁdid _

" Sometimes ! he said, “Ts this goi
to be a sermon. If g0, you can mlﬁnﬁ
at frstly. Good-bye!™

“It is not an esteemod scrmon. Whil
on tell me when you ave going to ikt
wnourable and  disreputable  place
mmru_

p “?What. on earth do you want to kuow
m., 7 ¥r

“I wish to send a letter to the wotthy
cﬂhl:h" .

MThe landlord of the Cross Keye?™
ejaculated YVernon-Sauti,

Skinner was staring at the nithob
blankly. '

“Yeos, I=I want him to give a lditer
to someona else, but I have net the
honour of his esteemed acqueintance, so
I cannod very well write to fHiim aid
make the request. But s you are his
ludicrous friend, perhaps he would take
the letter from you and pass it on when
it in called for.' ,

“Are you off your rocker I” exclainied
the astonished der. “Hurely yveou
don't know any of Cobb’s gang at the
Cross Weys "

“My  hat!” murmured Skinner.
“We're getting some revelations. I un-
derstood that the select and reépectable
Five never went in for theee shady little
games, Wa live and bearn |

The nabob Aushed under his dark skin,
but be said nothing. The Bounder eyed
him with increasing surprise.

“Look here, Inky,” be said geood-
naturedly. *'If you're taking up blaggin'
as an amusement, take my tip, and<don’t,
You'll be like a lamb anwng wolves if
¥ou i with that gang.™

" he esteemed Bmithy is in  with

Tl

“That's different, T've gol myv eve-
teeth cut. Why, you must, be off tnj:r
champ ! said Vernon-Seith. * Youp
friends will scrag you if they And ous
that you'ra playing the ox lhke that.
I{Bﬂgamlt of it, like a sensible chap!”

“Hatan  rebuking sm!™ chortled
Skinner.

u-;[r:!_;,: mpeen]anqt;! %mi!t_,l:jhmiﬁtahn. I“E
am oing infully for ing in hi
hn-nuurngla and revolting way. It is &
letter that Mr, Cobb will hand to seme.
one elsge——"

A bookie, T suppose 7

“ Certainful not L™

“YWho, then g“

The nabob did not answer,

"I'm to take a letter to old Cobb, aml
tell him to hand it to someone wha will

call for it—is that it?"" asbed Vernon-
Smith.

“ Exactfully.”

“Wel, my hat! Does Wharten
know "

“The knowfulness is not great.”

Yernon-3mith wrinkled his brows.

“I wouldn't mind deing it," he sui
* As a matter of fact, I'm giving Ug
a look-in this evening, if the coost i3
clear. But I don't want your pals
slanging me for leading you into vaughty
Waye, nkj' Tll take the letter fast
cenough, you want me io; but my
advice to you s not to send it, and to
keep clear of any chap who hnows
Cobb 1™

“The esteemed Smithy w very Lind.
I will write the worthy letter, snd hand
it to iuu.sm:]fnllv."

“(oh, all right t"

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, apparen
relievad in his mind, -tw::ﬂﬁ Sluny No,




Every Monday.

The Bounder whistled. Harold Skinner
g‘lum d hiz prop that evening cven more

vrriedly than usual. He was anxions
to get downstairs.  He had news—enter-
taihing news—for the fellows in the
Common-reom,

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Wharton !
TARRY WHARTON and Nugent
came nto  the Common-room
together after prep.  Bob Cherry
and Johnny Bull followed them
in. The nabob was not to be scen.
There was a buzz of voices in  tho
junior Common-room, and the chums
heard the name of Inky repeated severs
times, Some of the tellows were grin-
ning—especially Skinner and Snoop and
Btott and Fish sund Bunter. Some of
them locked grove, But nearly all of
themn were interested in the discussion
that was going on.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob

Cherry.  “ What's the merry joke? Lot
a chap into 1t!" ) .
“Yon fellows are the_,]i’l e, I guess,
chortled Fisher T. Fish, 1 guess

vou're bowled out, clean as a whistle!™
“1 gay, you fellows, I knew it all
along ¢ chuckled Bunter.

“You never know fellows till you
'em out,” remarked Stott, “a8till, 1
must say I'm not surprised.  Always too
much humbug about those chaps, to my
thinking !"'

“ Faith, it's a silly baste ye are!” said
Micky Desmond., " There isn't a word
of thruth in it!" ) ! ‘

s ot o syllable,” said Squiff, I
suggest rubbing Skinuer's nose in the
carpet for muking up a yarn hike thf;tE

“It’s true!” shouted Skinner, Ask
Bmithy 1" :

“Woll, Smithy can speak up for him-
sclf,” said Tem Brown. “Sniithy, has
Inky given wvou a letter to take to a pub
for him?"

The Bounder looked up from the book
he was reading on the sefa.

“Ppph!”  he ropeated, staring at the
New Zealand junior as if he did not
understand. i

“ Yoy, Skinner says Inky's given you
a letter to take to o pub.”

" What's a pub?”

HERT'

#1 don’t know where you were bru:mpﬂu
up, Jrown,” said the Bounder calmly;
whut I was brought up too carefully to
know anything about- pubs.

“Hu, ha, ha!” ]

“ Look herc, vou ass!” exclaimed Tom
Brown warmly. *Can't you say yo¢s or

o?"

“My dear Ifémp. 1 can suy both if you
like. Yes and no!"

“Ts Skinner telling the truth?” shouted
Bolsover major.

The B{:un-:]ier langhed. : :

“What o question!”' he said, with a
“ Clould Skinner tell the truth?

vou fnd

VAL :
Doos it sound probable "
“Ha, ha! No!™

#Why, vou rotter, you know it’s the
truth 1" yelled Skinner. ;

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,
and rcturned to his book.,  Several
follows called out gquestions to him, but
ke scemed deal. s .

Harry Wharton & Co. had listened in
astonishment; but they came towards
Skinner now with looks that made him
feel rather uneasy.

*1 supposo this iz one of your little
jokes, Skinner?" said the captain of the
iiﬁm{ﬁ'e quietly. ““Bul I don't quite see
the joke, and it's time for you to own up
that it's a lie about Inky !’

%It isn't " said Skinner sullenly.

#You say that Inky bus given Vernon- -

Yon shock
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Smith a noie to take to a pub for him?"
“Yos; to-the Cross Keys.”

“That's & lie!" soid Johnny DBull
lﬂir{-{tﬂﬁ :
“* Ask Smithy !"

“No need to ask Bmithy!" suid
Wharton savagely. “It's u lie, and if
you don’t own up to it at once I'll jam
your hoad on the wall!"

Skinner drew cluit'klv behind Bolsover
major. The bully of the Remove was
not slow to chip in.

“Handa off !" he said.
sure thzt Skinner's lving.

“I'm not so
You're not

Tsur of Groyfciars, Wharton. Keep
your paws to vouraelf " j
" Pouce, my children—peace!"  smd

Sampson  Field soothingly, as Wharten
clenched his hands.  “ Nothing to scrap
about. Smithy can say yes or no!”

“8mithy can hold s tongue,” re-
marked the Bounder, without looking up,
“and Smithy's geing to!”

“Ho's got the letter in his pocket™
snecred Skinner.

“A letter written by ITurree Singh?”
exclaimed Nugent

i

LL::! Tl :|

One Penny. 5

Lower Fourth studies, and he found the
Nabob of Bhanipur in No, 13, getting on
with his belated prep in o desultory way.

“Inky!" he oxclaimed.

“My estoemed chum, the apologise is
terrifie!" said the nabob.  * I have enor-
mous regretfulness for having  played
when the ftfulness was not great! 1
ought to have stood outfully '™

“ MNever mind that, Inky. ‘That's over
and done with - and we beat the Fourth,
anyway. I want to ask you something.
Skinner says yon've given the RBounder o
lotter to take to the Urosz Keyvs, [ know
it's not true, but I said I'd ask you before
I thumped Skinner!™
‘ A troubled look came over the dusky
W,

“The thumpfulness is not neccesary,”
said the nabob at length.

“What?"

Y The estoemed Bkinner ii a silly rotter
to chattor babblefully, Lyt hiz statement
15 founded factfully ™

Harry Wharton stared blunkly at the
Mabob of Bhampar,

“It's true?" he exclaimed,

e
il IL| i
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r s

China's loan to India! (See Chapter 7.)

% Yes ™ i

“Tao be taken te the Cross Keyst"

“Yea

“1t's a rotten lie!™

“Shush!"  interposed Feter Todd,
pushing between Hurree Singlh's chums
and the sullen Skinner,  * You can't
settle a yarn like that by punching noses!
There's one witness who can settle the
matter I

“Who's that?"" snapped Wharton.

“Inky himaclf! Where's Inky ¥

“Yes, let him speak for himself!”
sneered Bolsover major,  * Where s he?
He's missing from the fock !

Wharton's brows contracted darckly,

“There's no need to ask Inky,” he
anid, “ We know it isn't true.  But 11l
ask him, as a matter of form, before 1
hammer Skinner.  And when 1've asked
him, I'l come back here and rub
Skinner'z nose in the hearthrog'”

Harry Wharton left the Common-room
with that, and the Remove fellows waited
with keen interest for his roturn. The
captain of the Remove hurried up to the

Hurree Singh nodded

There was a lonyr, tense pavse.  Tha
captain of the Remove was tuken utterly
aback, and he did not know what to say.
He found his voice at lust,

“Inky! You—you can't be idiot
enough to be getting mixed up in shady
rot like the Bounder!  1t's impossible !

“Not at allfully 1"

“What are vou sending a letter to the
Cross Keys [or?™

No answer,

“You don't want to tell me?"
W harton, biting his hip,

“The tellfulness is not possible!™

“0h, all right ! '

Wiwrton quitted the =tudy, and the
nabob, with a troubled brow, bent over
his work again., The captuin of Ll
Romove returncd to the Common-roon:
with a flush in his chooks,  Inky'™
admission had guite taken thoe wingd <
of his sails.  All eyes were fixed on nim
as he eame into the Common-room,

“Waoll# oxclaimed o dozen voires,
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Eﬁh@m did n?t even plance at
cinner’s sneering face,
“Time for a gagl‘lie- of chess bofore bed,
Frauky ™ he remarked.
“{“hess !" repeated Nugent.
“Yes. Didn'$ you ask me to show
n the Muzio ocpening?”
i Eh? Yes. %ut Ehnt about Inky?"
“Yes, what about Inky?" jeered
Shkinner. > J 2
“And what about rubbing Skinner's
noss in the rug?” asked Peter Todd.
“Never mind, Inky,” seid Wharton
quietly, though his colour deepened.
“Let’s get on with the chess, Frank.’
The captain of the Remove sat down to
the chess-table without another word.
Gkinner burst into n cackle, and the
ather fcllows looked at ome another.
There was only one conclusion te be
drawn from Wharton's dropping the sub-
ject, and the Removites drew it )
When the Remove went to the dormi-
tory that night, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh was the recipient of a good many
curious glances. He did not apgear ta
notice them. He was deep in thought,
and he did not even notice that 'his
chums were somewhat constrained in
their manner. He hardly spoke a word
before Wingate %q:t the Iights cut in the
dormitory, and he did net speak one
word afterwards.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

Short of Cash !
HEXN the Remove were dismissed
after moroing lessons the ol

sauntered out inte the quad to-

gether as usual.

But they were more silent than their }3,

wonkb

Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh was most |

silent of all. He did net appear to bave
observed the constraipt in hie comrades’
manuer, however, was evidently.
deep in thought, but upon what subject
he ﬁ?]ﬂ- to himaself.

He detached bimself from the Co. to
join thke Bounder, who was strallin
under tha elms alome.  Vernon-Smit
greeted him with a pardenic grin, The
Bnunéiﬂ'ﬂ]wu cyni nmm% ’lir_i_. tlij_:u
new Jesclo Bt 1in EHlureee Singh, who
was about pt]l?; last fellow at Greyfriars
whom anvons would have suspected of
wanting to play the g:d%wé out. ;

“You were oub boundivfly last night,

esteemed Smithy,” began the nabob,
Tfhuqrd Fou sn ully depavt,™
“-Qultﬂ m-ll

“Vbu delivered the esteemed letter 7"

“Yes, Cobb's got it.”

(1] Gﬂﬂ'd !'l':‘

o1 did it becanse you asked me,” =aid
Vernon-Smith. “I still thiok w»ou're &
silly fool to get mixed up with that gang,

I[l $Jl ]

“The mixfulness will not be terriie,
myx worthy Smithy. But the thankful-
ness is great for the delivery of the
letter.™

The. Dounder nodded, and Hurroe
Jamset Ram Singh rejoined hiz com-
rades, They loocked at him. The nabob
did not make anvy explanation. however,

“My esteemed chume——"" ha began,
after a pause.

“Well 7 said Bob.

“The shortiulness of cash is a terrific
trouble, Have you any estecmed tin to
lend mo hmmwfullj‘i“

“Certainly ! I've got a tanner.™

“I do not wish to raise o loan tanner-
fully, my worthy Bob, My requircments
tan only be met quidfully.”

“You want to borrow quide?” asked

W harton,
#*Rractiully.
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Towing day, the Famous Five|

“Well, I've got one, and you can have
it," said Harry. "I got it this morning
from my uncle.”

“The obligefulness 13 great,” said
Hurree Singh, as he took the currency
note. *I shall payfully settle when a re-
mittance comes for me in a few days.
My esteemed Nugent, have you any
any cashi"

“Threepence,” said Nugent,

“And you, my excellent Bull 7%

Johnny Bull drove hiz hands deeper
Into his kets, and planted himsell
very firmly upon his feet, and looked
fixedly at Inky. WWharton gave him a

lance, but Johuny did not heed it
gnhnn was & determined youth, and
when he had anything to say he said it
in plain language.

“T've got a quid,” sald Johmny Bull.
# Any P"ﬂ of mine 18 welcome to 1t if he
wants it. But I've got a bone to pick
with vou first.”

"My esteemed Johnoy—" murmured
the nabob, :

‘U Yen sent a letter to a.low pub in
Friardale,” said Johnny Bull. “What
do you mean by it

Haurree Singh was silent.

“You needn't blink at me, Harry!
i Wa're going to have this out!” said
Johnny Bull grimly, “If Inky's follow-
ing In the Bounder's footateps, it's time
for his pals to lock after him, and lick
him, if necessary. 1 want to know what
connection Inky has with those rogues at
the Cross Keys,"

“There is an old English proverb,”
remarked the nabob. * Smallful persons
should not inguirefully ask questions.”

“Whati™
“Y am sorrowful if my excellent chum

furiated, but I cannot reply to his

questions, ™
aWhy not ™
No answer.
*Does that mean that you are takinﬁ

&%‘?& like the Bounder an

is

unting o
: demanded Johnony Ball,
- at allfully.” :
| *Then what do you want to write to

Clebb for i
«* X regret terrifically that I cannot ex-

gin,”" said Hurree Singh quietly, * But

my estgermed friend to give me the

benetit of the doubtfulness.™

“ Well, that's not good enough,” said
Johnny Bull delib . “It locke to
me as if the Bounder's dragging you into
t his shady rot, just as he used to do with
Hazeldene 1"

The nabob shook his head,

“My csteemed and fatheaded chum is
labouring under & misapprehension.”

“Smithy oughtn’t to have taken the
letter !” growled Bob., *“He could only
take it by going out of bounds,”

“The worthy SBmithy was going out of
boundfulness " in any case, g asked him
favourfully to take the letter.™

“Cant you tell why?" demanded
Wharton.
*That s not sful.”

“You begin with the Cross Kers gang,
R R ST

7
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and then sou're suddenly hard up and
want money,” said Johnny Byllh,  *“1
know wou had money wyesterdsy. If
?GE‘IH h]'ElEi]lE' 1h on cards and billiards,

n

“That is not so, my esteemed chom."

“What have you done with it, then ™

Ailence.

“"That's Inky's bizney, Jobnny," re-
marked Nugent.

Johnny Bull snorted.

“I don't like a chap who keeps seercts,
e ially shady ones,” he said. And
Johnny Bull swung round and waiked
away, whistling. ’.[gle'rﬁ was evidently to
buiém question of the loan of Johuny's
quid.

Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh looked
distressed,

Heo glanced after the incensed. Johuny,
and then locked at the serious faces of
hiz chums, Tha rame thoughts was mn
all their minds—that the good-natured,
easy-going nabob had fallen under the
influence of some cunning and unserupu-
]::-ula fellow, who was leading him iuto
evil,

There were some moments of silence,
and then the nabob spoke,

“If the esteenmied Wharton shares the
ludicrous opinion of the fatheaded Bull, I
will hand him back his quid,” he
remarked,

Wharton shook his head,

“ Keep it, if you want it, Inky.”

"Thank you, my esteemed chum !

Hurree Jameset Ram Shigh walked
u.wu.g ﬁ? himself. He was heading for
Lor auleverer, who was strolling in
the quadrangle with Jimmy Vivian.
Mauleverer was the richest fellow at
Greyfriars, and Inky's chums could not
help guessing that he was going to tap
| his lordship for a Joan,

“This 15 dashed queer ! said Bolb at
last, “1 don't like this. 0ld Inky can's
]_::Lalplaymg the giddy ox; but it locks like

I 50, somebody's Ted him into it,”

said Nugent. "I ean't understand it!"”
“Jt's not Smithy,” =waid Wharton
abruptly. *“I'm sure of that. If Inky

doesn't choose to explain, it's not our
bizney. Inky's all right. Let's gel some
cricket before dinner.”

The chums of the Remove went down
to Little Side. Meanwhile, the Nabob
of Bhanipur had tackled Lord Mauleveree.

His lordship greeted the nabeb with a
kind grin., He liked Hurree Singh, as
nearly everybody at Gresfriars did.

“1 am locking for an esteenied loaw,™
the naboli explaimed. “'Will my elegant
and lofty friend oblipe me till next
week "

“ Anythin' vou like,” said Mauleverer.
“ How much ¥

" Five pounds!™

A request for a loan of five pounds
would have made any other fellow in the
Remove stare. Bat Lord Mauleverer
was one of those lucky individuals to
whom fivers are as commnion &8 cOFreRcy
notes with other fellows. He nodded.

“Right-ho ! Where's my dashed
pocket-book ¥ Have you seen my

ket-book, Viviani® He proped in
ig ets, “0Oh, herc it is!”

“The thankfulness is great !™

“Not at all, dear boy.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh cavefully
]]]IIEEI;] the banknote in his pocket, and
eft the schoolboy nobleman,  Billy
Bunter had watched the transaction wi
wide-open eyes, and he rolled up imme-
diastely the nabob was gone,

"1 say, Mauleverey—-"

i Dh! g‘ﬂ.d I"

“I su a vou've got znether fves
Mmalg;, ﬁd chap ? :
i uﬁ"t

"Lend it to me ™

[£Y Rﬂ“ Eﬂ



Every Monday.

“I'm expecting & postal-order shortly,
you know !"
“Br-r-r-r 1"

“Well, make it a pound ! said Bunter

generously.  “Could you make it a
pound, Mauly "
“Yaas."

“Hand it over, t-]':n;n. old chap!" ;
“But I'm not goin' to,” added his
lordship.

“ ook here, yourotter! Youcanlend

me & pound if you can lend Inky five,

guid !" exclaimed Bunter indignantly.

“T don't sce that it follows, deah boy.
Anyway, I'm not goin’ to!”

“You silly rotter!”

“Would you mind kickin' Bunter for
me, Vivian?" asked Lord Mauleverer
plaintively. “I'd do it myself, only it's
80 warm "

“Certainly !"' pgrinned Vivian, euiting
the action to the word at once.

And Billy Eunterti.;ellcd and dodged,
snd departed minua the pound.

The only satisfaction Bunter had was
to detail to every fellow who would
listert tho. startling fact that Inly had
borrowed quids and quids of old Mauly
to play bilhards at the Cress Keys. And
Hurrce Jamact Ram Singh was more
than cver an ﬂb%ect of curious interest
4o the Remove fellows after that.

- —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
bore Cash Required !

URING afternoon lessons many

D glances were cast at Hurres

Jamset Ram Singh by his Form-
fellows.

It seemed to be the accepted belief in
the Remove now thab the dusks mun
had joined the ranks of the merry blades.

Bome of the fellows were shocked, and
some were amused, according to the way
they looked at it. :

ﬁilt few had any doubts on the matter.

Inky had sent a letter to Mr. Cobb
at the Cross Keys, making use of the
Bounder for the purpose. After that,
although he was one of the moneyud
fallows of the Form, he had been borrow-
ing money right and left.

inj’ fellow, however well off, might
run out of cash, and have to raise a loan
asmong his schoolfellows. But not to the

extent of pounda. No schoolboy require-
me:-et m“lga call for a loan of a ﬁyve-puund
note.

If there was any explanation to be
made, why did not Inky make it? He
had never been & secretive fellow—quite
the reverse. IIfs nature was ¢pen and
frank—indeed, expansive and confliding.
He was not the kind of duffer to indulge
in a mystification without an object. .

Akinner and Sncop and their friends

were especially amused—all the more a0
because Harry Wharton & Co. had never

concealed their contempt for the black
ahecp of the Form,

As Skinner put it, one of that very
sclect brigade had fallen from grace, and
Akinner found it very entertaining.

Bkinner ammsed himaclf that after.
noon by drawing a caricature of Hurree
Singh, depicted a3 reeling along the High
Street of gmiriu_le, wItﬂ':: a ﬁhiai:;r bottle

ping out oL nia et and a cigarette
Eahis mouth. 7
his pencil, and the caricature was really
goog f[ﬁm an artiskic f]:-~~:.'v1:11'. of view. And
when it was passed from hand to hand
under the desks it led to a considerable
amount of chortling,

Chertling “in clasa did not exactly mect
the approval of Mr. Quelch, the Remove-
master. He soon detected that something
was on, and he fook up his pointer and
inguired ingo it.

You were laughing, Boleover!™ ha
remarked, in_a voice like a knife.

"“Nunno, sic! I—I mezn, yes, sir!”

“You may go to

Skinner was clever with-
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" Kindly acquaint me with the subject
of your untimely mirth, Bolsover!” saul
Mr. Queloh grimly.

1] A &I !”

“¥You were showing Dolsover some-
thing, Trelucet” z

“Oh!"” ejaculated Treluce, wondering
whether the Remove-master had eyea in
the back of his head. It really appearcd
sometimes that Mr. Quelch was so gifted.

“ What was it, Trelucei”

“ N-n-nothing, sie!"

“ Bring it to me immediately, whdtever

it was 1"
He had

Treluce sat in  dismay.

Skinner's artietic effort in his hand, con-.

cealed under the deek.
“ Do you hear me, Treluce?™
The é’nrnieh junior had to obey. He
came out before the cleas with the sheet
in his_hand. Mr. Quolch took it, and
started ns‘hu lovked atb it. A picture of u
Remove fellow, easily recognisable, in
s atate of advanced intoxication, wus
startling enough to the Form-master,
“This is Skinner's work, I presume,”
gaid Mr. Quelch quietly. He knew the
peculiar gifts of Bkinner as an artst
r place, Treluce.
Stand up, Bkinner !’
Skinner stood up, somewhat uncasy.
* For what reason, Skinner, have you
depicted your Form-fellow in this de-
rading and ravn[tin% state '’ asked
g:'.r. ?uelch, in a voice like the rumble of

thur;} ﬂlr:' y o sy
“ Only—only a joke, air!”
“Js that wyour idea of humour,
Skinner?”
“Ye-es, oir 1

“Hurree Bingh, stand up !

The nabob arose

“Do you know of any reason, Hurree
Singh, why Bkinner should depict you
in this condition "

“The knowfulness is not great,
honoured sahib. The catecemed Bkinner
is perhaps off his excellent rocker!™

There was a chuckle in the Remove,
instantly auppressed ae Mr. Quelch's glare
swept aver the class.

“Have ;[-n:ru been guilty, Hurree Singh,
of any foolish and recklese conduet which
would afford grounda for what is, in fact,
an accusation against you "

“ Not at allfully., I have alwnyahl'l]iy
conducted my esteemed eelf as an excel
lent model for the imitation of thought-
lces youth, honoured ealub I

M. Quelch coughed. The matter was

sarious, but Hurree Bingh's extraordin--

ary fow of language was detracting from
it? geriousness. 'The Remove were on the
point of a buret of laughter, and were
only restrained by Mr. Queleh’s thunder-
ous frown. ;

“You do not smoke, Hurree Singh?"

“1 should regard euch a proceedful-
ness, ashib, as unworthy of the dignity
of & Nabob of Bhanipur, and as opposed
to the estcemed commands of my vener-
able and ridiculous headmaster.”

“You may sit down, Hurrce Bingh.
Akinner, this drawing conveye a very un-

leasant insinuantion against vour Form-
ellow. TUnless you can tell me that it
is justified by his conduct, I have no
resource but to punish you severely.”

Skinner was silent.

He dared not eneak, for, whatever the
Remove might have thought of the
nabob's conduct, there 18 no doubt that
they would have come down in a terrifio
manner on any fellow who betrayed him
to his Form-master,

#Very well, Skinner! Tt appears, as
T expected, that you have nothing to say.
You will come hero !”

Swish, swish, swish !

That reward of his artistic efforts kept
Bkinner squirming for-the remainder of
tho afterncon. Mr. Queloh applied s
maich to the caricature and threw it into

the grate.

One Penny. 7

But more than once during lessons hie
E{Eﬂ reated k-uc-nl,B upon the dusky face
of the Nabob of Bhenipur.

There 18 an old saying that there iz no
smoke without fire: and it would have
been exceedingly odd if Bkinner had
caricatured the nabob as a roysterer with
out any grounds whatever for so doing.
Mtr. Quelch mentally determined to keep
an eye on Hurree Singh, ns wasz his duty
now. that the matter had been brought
to his notice.

The nabob, hewever, did not seem dis-
turbed by the incident. He was very
thoughtful during lessons, and still look:
ing thoughtful when the Remove came
put of tﬁa class-room. But Skinner's
little joke, and the Form-master's sua-
picions, did not form the subject of his
thoughts. He joined Vernon-Bmith in
the passage, :

7 d:.' esteemed Bmithy!” he mue

mure

“ Any more lotters to be delivered?"
m:*innpg the Bounder. * You'll have to
wait till Baturday.”

Hurres Singh shook his head.

“1 believe you are well supplied cash-
fully, my esteemed chum,” he said.
“"You can trust my honourable self to
repay o loan!"

“My hat! Moro loans?"

“I am in need of assistance finan-
cially,” explained the nabob.

The Bounder looked very grave.

“Bunter says you had a fiver from
Mauly to-day,” he said.

“I am going to pay the cstecmed
Mauly next weekfully."

“I could let you have two or three
pounds,” eaid Vernon-8mith, in wonder,
“But if you're playing the giddy ox—
Anyway, here you are!”

“Thank you immensoly [

Four or five fellows saw the nabob take
the three currcncy notes from the
Bounder.  Vernon-Smith shrugged his
shouldere and walked away. urroe
Jamaet Roam Einlg'h looked round, and ran
after Fisher' 1. Fish, the Amecrican
junior, who was going out.

“My esteemed Fish—"" .

" Nothing doing!" said Fisher T. Fish
promptly. “1 guess I'm not lending my
nmn£tl£oa, Inky.”

“J know the esteemed Fishy too well
to think of borrowing his excellent
spondulics,” said Hurree Bingh. *But
you may offer me an esteemed price for
my excellent bicycle.”

““You're selling your bike?" cjaculated
Fish.

Hurree Ein!:;h nodded.

“Two quid.”™

“The cost of the ¢steemed jigger was
seventeen pounds, my worthy Fishy.”

“Well, as you're a pal, I'll make it
two-pound-ten,” said Fisher T. Fish, in
s burst of generesity. “Is it & trade?™

“The tradefulnese  not great, my
worthy and skin'ﬁ.int.ivk Fighy."”

And the nabob walked away. He wea
evidently in need of money; but Fishy's
generous offer was not quite goed
enough. Fish darted after him.

“Hold on, Inky! I'll make it two-
fifteen 1™

“Go and eat coke!”

Ten minutea later & number of fellows
were staring at a nolice on the board in
tha hall. It was in Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh's hand, and it ran:

;‘ Most excellent and esteemed bike for
gale !

“Voery handsome jigger, of which tha
costfulness was seventeen pounds

“ For sale, cheapfully !

“ All offers to be made to Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh, Nabob of Bhanipur, in
Btudy No. 13, Remove passage. Destiul
offer mcoepted.”
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THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Skinner’s Little Game !

OB CHERRY strode 1nto his stod
with & wrathful frown upon his
brow,

Hurcee Jamset Ram Singh was
there alone, Mark Linley and Wun Lung
being out of doore.

"You fathead, Inky!" shouted Bob.

A Hi worthy chum—" i

“What ave you selling your bike for ?"

13 Eﬂﬂh ll:l' .

“I don't mean that, you ass! What do
vou want to sell it for? Look here, this
won't do.  You've been wing money
right and left, and now you're offering
to sell your bike., What do you want
mioney for so badly 1"

“The wantfulness js terrific,™

“ Look here, Ink.g, I tell you it won't
do " exclatmed Bob, anxious as well as
angry. " You've got pounds and pounds
in_youy pocket now that you've been
borrowing. "’

“That is correctful,” ;

*Then what do you waut more for?’

' No  ANSWwor.

» Bkinner's saying that you're raisin
the wind to go on what he calls & razzle,’
eaid Bob.

“The csteomed Skinner is offside !

“Well, I've
ing s0,” eaid Bob. *But it does look,
Inky——" He paused. "I can tell you
that Quelchy s suspicious, too. e
knows there was something behind. that
picturo of Bkinnec's. Do you want all
the fellows to think you've taken up rot
like the Bounder 1"

“ Wot at allfully.” . .

“Then chuek up playing the guddy
ox," said Bob. * Youn ean’t want all that
money for anything above-board, and
vou know it!"”

“Bow-wow 1"

FT wm-l'ﬂt! 1 . )

“The bow-wowfalncss is terrific 1™

“ Look hers, Inky—"

Eqﬂﬁt’éﬁ stared hel t hi
CrLy ! at his
dusky chum. Hurree BSingh, whose

temper was always placable, was geiting
mlg:l*}. There was a flush in his dusky
gheeks, and 2 ji&itter in his eyes.

“The talkfulness of the ﬂteeq!ad Bob
is tos much,” the nabob. “I n’lpel
his insinuations with terrific scorntul-
neas!”

Tob grioned. :

“Never mind the terrific scornfulyess,
vou funny aes!” he said, *1 want you
io understand what you are doing. You
scomt to want to advertise to all Grey-
[riare that you're playing the piddy ox.”

“The juwiulness is too great.”

* Look here, Inky—"""

“And the ratfulness is terrific!”

“Oh, go and eat coke, then !" said Bob.

And he left the gtudy, and slaimnmed the
door after him, with a slam that rang
along the Hemove passage, .

Tho door waa opened a few minutes
later, and Fisher T. Fish's keen, sharp
face locked in. ;

“ Rike for sale—what?"” he said.

“Yes, my excellent Fiu‘hfﬂ’

“ Three quids, spot cash.’

ANt ey iy

H Naw, re, you jay——'

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh picked up a
ruler, and the Yankee jumior retired.
The seventcen-pound bike was vot going
for three pounds, it appeared. Fun
Lung, the little Chimee, came in a few
minutea later. . _

“ Hullea Singh sellee bikee?” he said.

Tho nabob nodded.

“Hard-uppee?”’ asked Wun Lung
L] ¢ ;

*Not exactfully; but the wantfulness
of the ready cash 1s great,” explained the
babob.
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S | as well supplied with
 leverer himself, tool out & pocket-book

ouched his head for say-]

4

w

“"Me buyee.
Hurree Bingh looked at him, and
hesitated. Wun Lung, who was mearly

money as Mau-

from some recess of his loose
“What you wantee?” he

“The offerfulness will be ncecepted
thankfully.

“Ma givee seventeen

arments,

undee,” said’

Wun Luu%; “but no vé seventeen
poundec. Gives allee have. What you
tinkee ™ ]

“The requirefulness is five pounds,”
said Hurree Einrg A

“ Allee light.

“.But the ridefulness of the csteemed
Wun Lung is not great,” said the nabob.
“¥on do not ride jiggerfully, my worthy
chum.”

“No wantee rides,”

“Then why the buyfulness?”

“Buyee hkee becguse. Hullce Singh
wantee sellee,” said Wun Lung simply.
“(zivee bikes backee when wantee,
Savvy i’

Hurree Singh grinned. He understood

{ that his Oriental pal only wanted to help

him, and was not lockin Efﬂl‘ - bargain,
like the cnterprizing Fish, g

“ All sereneful, my worthy chum,” he
remarked. *“The mﬁuy{ulnm next week
will be the caper.”

Wun Lung sorted out five correnay
notes, and the nabob added them to the.
stock he had slready collected, The little:
Chinee's sleepy almond eyes dwelt on
bim curiously. - !

“Wun Lung comes,” he said suddenly,
“Hullee 8i goes outi”

“The gofulness is_immediate.” |

“Me comee. Me likee playee billiard |
at Closs Keyeo.” :

Hurree Singh started.

“You young rascal!™ he cxclaimed.

“8kinnee sayee Hullee Bingh goee
plafea cardee at Closs Keyee.”

“The esteemed SBkinner i3 o terrific
Prussian 1™

“No goee i'' asked Wun Lung. * Allee

light."
EHurrE.a Jamsat Bingh left the

study. Fisher T. Fish met him in the
“Iggueaa I could go to three- d-
five for that jigger,”" said Fish per-

suasively. "“MNow, is it a trade?”
Hurree Singh bestowed a shove
the business-like Fish, which caused him
to sit down suddenly in the Remove
Eamge, and went downstairs, leaving
ishy gasping, Harry Wharton & Co.
wera in the lower , and they
joined Hurree Bingh at once. Bkinncr
was therep with a savage ecowl on his
face. Bob Cherry had damaged Skioner's
nose a little. Bob had his own trouble-
some doubts about his dusky chum now ;
but he dM not allow Harold Skinner to
express eny—in his hearing, at least.
Skinner was too openly pleased at

Hurrec Singh's supposed fall from grace.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! THere he is1”
exclaiined Bob., *“ Come on, Inky!™

“ Better get some ericket, Inky,” enid
Harry Wharton, with a somewhat un-
caay glince at the nabob.

Wharton simply did not kaow what to
make of Hurree Bingh of late; but he
was determined to let no doubt of his
chum creep into his mind. The Fampus
Five had resolved to act as if nothing
whataver was the matter—a somewhat
difficnlt task.

“Yes, come onl” growlad Johnny
Bull, with something of the manner of a
surly mastiff teying t6 be good-tempered,
[H{lrrea Singh coloured under his dusky

sk
“The cricketfulness is not possible,” he
gaid. “1 hawve to go outfully.”

i

“Oh !" said his chums, taken aback.
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“The sorrowfulness is great,” odded
the nabob, ;

“Well, we're not specially keen on
cricket practice,” said Frank Nugéut,
o you going for a spin?"” -

“No, my worthy Franky."

“Well, if it's a walk—" Nugent
Eube-ﬂ and coloured. * Perhaps 1'd

tter %uk ou whether you want cdm-
pany, though,

“Gn 'th

** he added drily.
@ t oecasion, my dear
Fra.ni(g; I pregr to ambulate alonefully,”
sald nabab.

And, leaving the chums of the Hemove
dumbfounded, the Nabob of Bhanipur
nodded to them and went out into the
guad. Without apother word, they
watched him walk down to the gates
and d,im??ar mto the road.

Then they looked at one ancther, .

Bkinner broke into an unpleasant
chuckle.

“"What do you say now " he jeered.
“] say I'll bump your head on the
Eﬂg if you cackle at me!” ssid Bob

ITY= X
§: fﬂﬂﬂ]‘ I could tell you where I:ﬂt;;s
gone,” grioned Skinuer. ““ With his
pockets full of ', too.  He's been
borrowing from. Mauly and Smithy, and
he's sold his bike, and now he's gone to
the Cross Xeys to blow the tin. la, ha,
ha! Yarooooh!™

Bang !

Skinner led in Bob Cherry’s
Etm]t:ﬁ grasp, his hﬂl:lle:;aﬁ 'Ecnu-ckog
on the wall. ~ He wrigg away am
fled. and Bob strode oub into the quad
with alﬁloomg brow.” Skinner was not
to be allowed to gloat over the maller,
but the Co. could not help feeling that
Skirmer had stated no more than the
facts. What other ible explanabon
waoe there of Hurree Bingh'e strango con-
duct? Yet, i he was really playing a
shady game, surely the commonest ipm-
dence should have withheld him from
playing it right in the public eve in this
way, Harry Wharton & Co. were
puzzled—and decidedly glum. Their rve-
solution to hold firm to their faith in
their chum was put to a very severe
strain now. '

The chums of the Remove did not
enjoy their cricket practice that after-
noon. While they were at the nets
Harold Skinner was not idle, though it
was not cricket that occupied the
thoughts of the slacker.

Skinner scouted in the Fourth-Form
rtained that Scott of the

ﬂﬁ:ﬂ: asce

%a&gurt was out of doors, and then
glipped into Secott’'s study and berrowed
his pocket-camera. \‘?il:h the littla

ﬂnmm :.‘.I“Dl.ifﬂihhiﬁ thkEE {?Hn{ugr SaUl-
te ou £ a3 of Greyiriars.

Ho ‘wes heading for that deloctable
establishinent, the s Keys,

Skinner was in & moed of virtuous
indignation, mixed with savage anj-
mostty. Skinner was preity thorough-

oing in blackguardism himself, but of
&tﬂ he had tried a new tack, and he
was feeling very virtuous over his re-
form, such as it was,

Now one of the Famous Five had
taken to ashady ways—Skinner had no
doubt of it. Skinner never had any
hesitation in attributing bad metives to
anybody. Skinner had a rightecus desire
to show the delinguent up. Skinner's
waord was not worth much in evidence,
but if Hurree Bingh visited the public-
house that afterncon, Bkinner meant to
obtain indubitable proof of it, if he had
a chance.

In the face of proof like that, the
chums of Remﬂv& would be dumb
and coverad with confusion. The da
done to Skinner's ncse would hanf:ﬁ;
a.w:ngad. :

It is probable that if Bob Cherry had
suspocted Skinner's little game the
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damaged nore would have been still
further damaged. But Beb did not
uusﬂett, and Skinoer went on his way
with great anticipations of triumph.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Proof?

HH.&LLD, ] hallo, ‘Eallﬁt
sometinng on .
It was plain :an-::rugh that

thera was something ¢n when
Harry Wharton & Co. came ioto the
junior Common-voom that evening.

Hurree Jamset Singh was not with his
friends. The nabob had returned from
his afternoon’s excursion just in time for
calling-over, and he had not given a word
of explanation as to where he had been.
In spite of their resolutions, the Co.
could not-act as if nothing bad happened,
and there was an unusual constraint ug-un
the five, and Hurree Singh had stayed in
his study to play chess with Wun Lung.

When the four eutored the Common-
room, most of the fellows there were
gathered round the big table, locking at
something that lay upon ik There was
a buzz of discusasion.

Scome of the juntors leoked round
quickly. .

s ﬂli serene 1" said Bolsover major.
“ Rattor pet that out of sight if a pre-
foct should come in, Skinfer.”

“Something there a prefect muetn't
pec?” said Bob Cherry.

There was a laugh.

“It would be pretty serious for Inky
it it was seen,” remarked Hazeldene,

“Inky " exclaimed Wharton,

“It's a fatir bowl-out!"™ chuockled
Suoop. “‘Let’s see what bis pals have
to say about it. They can’t crawl out
of this, anyway.”

“What have you got there?” asked
Wharton quietly.

“You'd better see it. and then burn
it.” said Squiff; "and then vou'd better
take Inky into the gym and knock some
sense into his silly head 1"

o juniors made room for Wharton
and his friends.

The object of interest that lay upon
the table was a photograph.

There's

hypocrite amnid  his
‘Skinn

It was a small one, but very clear.
Wharton's face set as he saw what it
represented. It was an interior taken
from outside. The scene was a billiard-
room, lighted by large windows, There

One of them was Mr. Hawke, the
seedy bookmaker, who lodged at the
Cross Keys, another was a fat, greasy-
looking man, evidently the marker. The
third was o boy—with a dusky com-
plexion.

‘The third figure was the one upon
which Harry Wharton & Co, fixed ir
eyes with painful attention.

The dusky schoolboy was standing
beside the billiard-table, with a cue in
his hand, challkiing the tip. His face was
turned a little away, and barely the pro-
file eould be seen, and it was o little in
shadow. But the dark Indian complexion
was very promunent, in contrast with
the faces of Mr. Hawke and the marker.

“Inky ! muttered Bob, uﬁhnsﬁ.

“My hat! Hurree Singh ™

Wharton scanned the photograph care-
fully, and then raised his eyes and met
the Igjgllnmng ghtﬁ? ﬁftﬂamldh Skinner.

i o (<) 8 atograph
E]-:il'tg'uar‘f'"-"lr1 PR

Skinner nodded.

“When!” asked Harry, very quietly.

“This afternoon: an lhour after
lessons.™

ﬂind whem?!l-

“Can't you guess? grinned Skinner.

“1 suppose that is the billiard-room
at the Cross Heys?™

”E'dml:t.li. I took it from the parden
at the back,” said Skinner coolly. * The
French windows were open, and it was
as easy as falling off a form. Fairly
caught in the act—what 77

*“Is that Hurree 8ingh 1"

“Or hiz twin brother!” chuckled
Ehnlﬂrer.l_ £

“It'a Inky right encugh,” maid Tom
Brown, "Plnyﬁlg biliards with that
nwft{%]uu.taidjr Hnﬁﬁ, by Jove !

“WWhat did you e the photograph
for, Skinner " ssked Harry. .

“Ha, ha! To show up a dashed
friends,” chortled,

sermons encugh

wera three figures in the room.

ar, i II.FE
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for smoking a fag or two occasionally.
I don’t behieve in humig. If a chap
wants to 5];: the -pace & bit, let him; but
don’t let him tell lies about it.”
“Quite right!” said Bolsover major

aggressively. “If a fellow's a rotten
spoofer, show him up.”
“I'm not going to show this to

uelchy, of course,” grinned Skinner.
“I'm not going to give the chap away.
That's for my own satisfaction. The
Highly Moral and Impeccable Five can
step down off their lofty perch after this,
that’s all 1"

Harry Wharton turned contemptuo-
ously away. After all, thers was some-
thing in what Bkinner said. Iif Hurres
Hingh was no better than Bkinner, it
was time the fellows knew him as he
really was. To indulge in the same pur-
suits  as inner, while affecting to
despise the shady junior, savoured ﬂ.%.lt.tlﬂ
too much of hypocrisy.

Skinner’s unpleasant cackle went on
unchecked, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s
chums had nothing to say. Against evi-
danga 8o clear there was nothing to be
sal

It had to be admitted that Hurree

Singh had deceived them.
. But Vernon-Smith, who had quietly
joined the crewd round the photograph,
togk it up and scanned it very intently.
Skinner watched him with a sneer,

“Anything wrong !’ he asked.

The Bounder shook his head.

“No; I thought it might be a fake,
But that's genuine enough,” ha said, “I
know that room.”

“You cught to " grinned Snoop. And
there was a laugh, E‘rha Bounder's visita
to the Keys were a very open

secret, so far as the Remorites were
concerned.

“It's jolly queer, though!” added the
Bounder,

“I don’t see it} grunted Bolsover
major, *“We know Inky writes letters
to that merry show! ¢ know he was
borrowing money all over the Form to-
dﬂgﬂ T if'lgnﬁﬁ way ]E;:ls ?:IPEPt it 1M

mus urree Si I gai
Bounder thoughtfully, . e
s};_‘ ho Elﬂi mzald it he?h"' sneered
okinner.  “ Are there any other Indians
in Friardalet” =

“Not that I know of, If there were,
I should think this wasn’t Inky. It might
be any chap with a dusky chivvy ™

“It's a schoolboy of nk_gs age,” said
Squiff. “He's in Etons. uti‘nuppom
it's just barely possible there’s another
Indian schoolboy in the neighbourhood
that we've never heard of 7

The Australian junior spoke very dubi.
ously. The suggestion was followed hy
a mnﬂkinﬁ']nugh from Skinner & Ca.

“Ask Inky where he's been!” said
Tom Brown. *“If he denies having been
there—""

“He doesn’t seemn keen on showing
up!” sneered Skinnor, “ Where's Inky
hiding himeelf, Wharton 1"

*“Find out!" snapped the captain of the

ave.

“He's in his study,” said Billy Bunter,
1 say, you fellows, T'll fetch him!”

The Owl of the Remove bustled away,
He came back in a few minutes, alone,

““He won't come!” he announced.

“What did ho say?” demanded Bolk
SOVETr major.

“He told me to go and ecat coke!™

“Ha, ha, ha I
_ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not put
in an appearanca for some time, It was
nearly an hour later when his dusky face
was secn in the doorway,

“Here he is!" exclaimed Hazeldene.

*“Here's the black bounder!™

Hurree Singh raised his  eyebrows,
apparently surprised by the gereral
interest hiz arrival bad caused,

TaE Macxer Lissany.—No. 406,
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“The herefulness iz terrific, my
esteomed  ludicrous [riends!”™ he re-
marked. “What is the matterfulnessi”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Hurree Singh Insisis !
OLSOVER MAJOE beld up the
B photograph under the nabob’s

nose,

“ Look at that!" he commanded.

The Indian junior lookod at it.

All eyes were fixed upon his dusky face.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave a
violent start, and stretehed out hus hand
a8 if to snatch the photograph. Bolsover
mujor held it back, however,

" Mo, you don’t " he said. ]

Harry Wharton cameo forward, his face
set, and his brows knitted.

“You see what's in that photograph,
Inky,” he =aid. “Will you tell the
follows whers you went after lessons to-

'!H'
dlgi went outfully "

* But what did you dot"

“] prefer not to mention the ludicrous
eircumstances of my esteemod walk, my
worthy chum !

“Did you go to the Cross Keys?"
dEmﬂndc:d Squaif.

i F.}‘l

“Then that nigger in the photo 1sn'6
youl” said Fisher L. Fish. "1 guess you
will bave to prove that, Inky!”

“1 shall not trouble to do anything of
the kind, my csteemed American Fish 1"
The Nabob of Bhanipur looked calmly at
the intercsted crowd of Removites, 1
have nothing to mg As your English
proverb remarks, the still tongue in the
wise head saves a stitch in time!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ ook here, Inky!"" said Johnny Bull,
in his slow, deliberata way., “ Either
you're & spoofing, shady rotter, and
you've becn taking us in, or else you're

ing out of your way to look like 1t!

‘here’s no reason why you can't tell your
own pals what you've done out of gates
this afterncon. We're ready to tuke
your word (" '

“The tellfulness would not be the
proper caper, under the esteemed circum-
stances!” A

“R2o you're keeping it & secret?”

“ Exactfully.”

*That's eoough!™ growled Johnoy

Bull: and he turned his back on the
nabob.

It was clear enough what Johony's
opinion was. .

“May I requestfully ask who took this
esteemed photograph?” asked the nabob
quictly. .

“T did!" said Skinner. .

“Then I will trouble you to give it to
me, and also the negative, so that no
further copies can be taken printfully !"

“MNo fear!” grinned Skinner. *“I'm
going to keep tﬁut hoto as a curiosity !

Hurree Jamset m Singh did not
reply, but-he pushed back his cuffs, and

towards Skinner That youth
backed away behind Bolsover major.

“What are you at, you confounded
ni? er?" he _ﬂxclaimnd.

1 e woime 16 theash: yons akbully,
my esteemed and ridiculous friend, un

u ﬁive 'L'lfl the negative!" said Hurree

1 oalmly.

harton caught the nabob by the arm.

“If it isn’'t you in the picture, Inky,
It's no business of vours,” he said. “ Do

u understand what you're admitting*"

“I understand that I em going to
destroy the negative, my worthy
Wharton, and if Skinner does not hand
it out I shall lick him hammerfully !

Harry Wharton stepped back, with o
shrug of the shoulders. He had clung
ko the bare possibility that somehow
Tae MacneEr LiBRARY.—Mo. 496,

-interfering.

there might have been another Indian
schoolboy whe had been at the Cross
Keys that afterncon. Dut that theory
was knocked on the head by Hurree
Singh's conduct. If the pictured Indian
was not the nabob, it was clearly no
business of his to intecfere with Skinner's
possession of the photograph,

“Well, as the cad admits it, yon may
as well give up the photo, Bkinney,” said
Bolsover majpr. *¥You don't want to
give him away 1"

“It-'ﬂ- Iﬂjnﬂ."
“and I'm going to keep it. I'll give it
%p if Hurreo Singh admits in Elm

nglish that he was at the Cross Keya
this afternoon with Jerry Hawke!™

“The admitfulness is not great, my
esteemed, caddish, spyful Skinmer [ :

“1f it's not a p,hl;‘rtﬂ of you, what busi-
ness s it of yours, en?” snecred
Bkinner. *Can’t I take a photograph if
1 like, and keep it?" )

“The keepfuiness will not bo permitted
in this case, Skinner! Whoro is the
nega;tive?" 4 4 e

“In et, and it's goin stay
thera!’ﬂn};a%?ld Skinner, B

Bolsover major threw the photograph
on the table, and Hurree Singh picked
it up before Skinnor could resch it, and
toro it into fragments—a proceeding that
Skinner watched sullenly, but without
Then the dusky . junior
turned to Skinner again. The destroy-
ing of the print was of little use, withéut
that of the negative, from which, of
course, Skinner could take as many prints
as he liked.

“Will you hand me the esteemed
negutive?” asked the nabob quistly.

“*No, I won't!"

; ;;Trhen you will put your hands up-
".. llll

Hﬁim‘mr looked at Bolsover major, who
shrugged his shoulders.. The bully of the
Remove was not

said Bkinner sullenly,

disposed to interferc.
It was man to man, and Skinner was the
bigger of the two, if it came to that.

Ig inner put up his hands very unwil-

IlﬂE'lli!]. ]
ime ™ ﬁrmnad Bob Cherry.
The Nabob_of Bhanipur attacked with
rim determination, his eyes gleamin
rom his dusky face. i
tempered and smiling nabob was hardly
recognisable at thic moment,

Finding that he was fairly in for it,
Skinner did his best; but the nabob
drove him across the room under a
shower of awift blows, and when Skinner
reached the wall, and could go no further,
he went down with & crash.

Hurree Jamset Eam Singh stood over
him, his eyes Bashing. ]

“ Will you give me the negative?™

“Noi1" howled Bkinnor,

“Then you will get up and take your
thrashfulness |

“I'm done, hban "o
Skinner, staying on tEe oor,

The nabob set his teeth.

“You will give me the negative, you
spyful ecad! I shall bangfully knoeck
your ludicrous head on the Goor until you
do!’

“Look here—— Gerroff! Yah! Oh!

[+

growled

Help!™
Bang, bang, bang !
“Yarooh! Chuck it! Tl give you

the negative!” ghrieked Skinner.
He dragged the negative from his
et a.ng hurled it at na

qrraé Jamset Ram _E'ylih picked it @p
quietly, held it to the light, and scann

it. hen he opened his penknife, and

cut it into shreds.

“The thankfulness is terrific, my
estecemed, sneakful Skinner!™ he re-
marked. * You should not play this dis-

gusting trickfulness !"

“Hang you!" growled Skinner, rub-

bing his head, ]
nabob turned his back on him.

The usually good- | he
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He glanced at his friends, but their looks
were averted. Hurree Jamset Ram
Etﬂﬁh compressed his lips a little, and
walked out of the Common-room,

_Bkinner went to his study with a fape
like a demen. Sidney James Snoop
dropped in to see him before bed-time to
sympathise, though his sympathy took a
somewhat jecring turn, 2
. “How's your napper, 3Skinney!" he
inguired, with a grin.

kinner scowld savagely. _

* Not a0 bad as Inky will be fecling to.
morrow !'" ho said, botween his teeth,

“You're going to lick him®" wasked
Bnu-c:]i';, closing one eye at the ceiling,

“0Oh, shut up!*

“¥You ought to have taken a sccond

nt from the nogative,” grinned Snoop.
‘You might have guessed Inky or his
friends would bo after the negative."”

“I did!"” said Skinner.

L1 Dh [!J‘

“And I'll make that black hound sorry
he laid his black paws on me!" ead
Skinner, hetween his teoth.

Snoop whistled softly.

“ Better keep it dark, old chap.”

“I'm poing %o, fathead! The photo-

raph will be seen by accident, of course,

"Il show that nigger whéther ho can lay

wa on me!” SBkinner gritted his tecth.

‘It will ba a bhit of & come-down for
Me. Magnificont Wharton, too, when one
of his pals is flogged for pub-haunting !"'

And that cheerful thought consoled
Harold Skinner as he rubbed his head.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals!

b IND wour oye!” murmured
M Bob Cherry.
Thoe Remove were in theip

- places in the Form-room on
the following morning.

Mr. Quelch was two minutes late—an
wnusual circumstance. When he camo in
the juniors noted at once that his brow
was dark and thunderous.

Mr., Quelch was sometimes subject to
what his  respectful puﬁilﬂ called his
tantrums; and, to judge by appearances,
was in a tantrum of unusual magni-
tude that morning. It was very neces-
sary for the Remove to mind their aye.

;!]m Remove-master halted beforo the
clags, hia glance eweeping over thom, It
was evident that something portentous
was_coming.

“Hurree Singh!"”

The MNabob of Bhanipur rose.

“¥es, honourad eahib?”

“ Btand out here!"

Hurree Singh etood out, watched in
dismay his friends.

“Hazry arton & Co. guessed that
someth:ng had come to the Form-
master's ears concerning the dusky

junior’s late proceedings. The nabob,
owever, seemed calm enough,

Mr. Quelch held up o emall sheet,
which all the class could see was a
photographic print. They could not
make out what was on it, but. thoy koew
well encupgh. It was a %uf Skinner's
a ot, taken at the ss Keyas the
previous day. ]

“Look at that, Hurree Singh!”

“ The lookfulnesa is terrific, eir [

“It is a photograph of a billiard-room
in a publicchouse,” said Mr. Quelch,
“ You gre ropresented there, Hurree
Singh. I picked uﬁ this print on the
floor of my etudy. How it came there 1
do mt-hknmr. tnItﬁmf have been placed
there for me nd."”

“Not much doubt sbout that!” mur.
mured Bob Cherry, with a furious glare
st Skinner, ‘ :

That- youth sat tight, with an expres-
sionless face. i

“Did vou speak, Cherry?



Every Monday,

“phem! I—=]—"

“8ilence! Hurreo Singh, I do not
know who fook this photograph, but
there is no doubt what it represents. The
evidence is conelusiva that you have been
yuilty of conduct unw of a self-

ting bor, and have fagrantly

en the rules of the school. You have

visited a place strictly forbidden to any-

one belonging to this school, and you are

shown here in company with & character

known as a sharper and blackguerd.
What have vou to sazi™ i

“There iz a considerable mistakeful-
ness, sir, "said the nabob calmly. *My
tastefulness doce not lie in the direction
of cetoemed pubs, and I have not the
lonour of the acquaintance of that fat
and excellent l'u.!.t-:ﬂ in the p]'mt-ﬂ-g‘l'tph.”_

“ Do you deny, Hurree Singh, that this
it vour photographt” ]

“ The denyfulnesa is tervific 1™

Mr. Quelch pauvsed. :

“This is & photograph of an Indian
sehoolboy in Etons, Hurree Singh. That
is nnmistakable, though the featurce can-
not be clearly geen, You deny that it is
vonr photographi™

“Yes, sahib,™

There was another pause. The Form-
musler was e:-n'icntli; taken aback by
Furree Singh's denial,

Very peculiar looks were cast at the
rabob by his Form-fellows. It was a lie
direct, in the opinion of the Remove,

“Then you assert, Hurres Singh, that
there is in this neighbourliood another
sthoolboy of your own race, and of about
{he same age and general appearance?”

“The appearfulnces would be 8o,
honoured sabib, Certainly I have never
enterfully etopped into that honourable
and esteemed pub.™

“Tt is extraordinary, if such is the
sl etid Mr. Queleh, with a very sharp
look at the nabob, * Thore ie no Indian
boy at Higheliffer—the only echool near
here, I have not forgotten, Hurree
Ringh, the picture drawn of you by
Bkinner, hinting at something of thie
kind, which seems 10 indicate that your
conduct is notorious among vour school-
fellowa.” Ho paused. 1 cannet aver,
however, that this photograph is actua
of you, but enly of an Indian boy of your
age. You deny that it ie you?

“*Yea, sir!™

"You giva me your word of honour to
that effect?

“Upon ihe honour of a Nabob nf
Bhanipur and a prince of India!" said
Hurrce Jameet Ram Singh, with dignity.

Mr, Queleh heositated.

“"Very well, Hurree Singh. I om
bound to accept vour word, but the
matter will not closs here. For the
present I shail say no more.”

“Thank wvou, eahib " i

Hurree Singh returned to his place,

He met Wharton's glance—full of sur-

e, diemay, almost consternation. A
gteely look came into the nabob's cyes,
but he sat down quietly. Morning
lessons pasesed off ae veual in the Remove
Form-room. . .

But the affair wae in all minde; and as
soon as tlia Remove were dismissed there
was & buzz of comment upon” it, ae the
ju'niclrra went out inte the sunny guad-
rangle.

“Tid you eover hear such am awiul.

Pruteian?”’ axclaimed Bolsover major, in
disguet, “ Why, Bunter isn't in it with
him |17 _
“Puts the moerry old Kawer to the
blugh, and no mistake !” said Hazeldene.
Bol Cherry strode vp to Skinner in the

quad. i .
“You ﬁpt that print in Quelchy's
study for hin to fAind, you cad!™ he eaid,

between his teoth.
Rkinner shook his head. i
“Not at all. I might hove dropped it,
of couree.”

Iy | to FEMATIL ON

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ Tou nover eaid that vou had & second
print,” said Beb.

. n “"hr !llﬂllid I?"

Bob clenched his hands hard, :

"1 mught have dropped it, or left it
about,” said Skinner ml.m]f " Some
chap may have taken 7t and chocked i
intnﬂfehy'a study. You, perhapa!™

" i Egacu]:.ﬁed Boh . .

“Well, as the pink of perfection in theo
mor ine, on're naturally more
ahocked at I am,” eaid
Skinner choerfully. “I don't say you did
it—it might have been anybody.’

Bob ﬂgerr;c turned away from the cad
of the Remove, controlling his feelings
with difficulty. He joined his chums,
who were all looking worried. :

Hurree Singh’e point-blank denial in
the Form-room had been a shock to
them. The nabob, as they had known
him, had always been the soul of honour.
Yeb if that photograph was not Inky’s,
whose was it? . A

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined the
{wr, with a cold, et look on his dusky
ace. 2

“T have a fewful worde to remark, my
esteemed and ridienlous friends,” he said
quietly.

l.Tnhnn;r Bull rrunted. Tho roet were
silent.

“*T have given the esteemed %ﬂ]ehy
my word of honour that the ludicrous
E]mtugmpl: is not of my ceteemed aclf,

iefulness is_not possible to a Nabob of
Bhanipur. If my ceteemed friends are
to remain my friends, they muet take my
word without doubtinlness.

“Oh!” murmu "

“Whose was the photo, thent"
growled Johany Bull, :

“That is not the esteemed point, my
excellent Bull, The pointfuluess is this
—that my esteemed chums will bo a
thing of the past, and the ancient and
respectable friendship will fall into the
sero and yellow leaf.™ .

Hurree Singh'e languege was curious
cnough, but his meamng wee very qiﬂar.
Unless Isis word was taken, the friend-
ship of the Famous Five wae broken—for
ever! The Indien prince did not intend

king terms with followas
who doubted ﬁi-l- word.
There waa a long pause, the nabob

waiting with grim oquietneas for the
juniora to reply., He wae putting their
aith in him to & very severe test, There
wae hardly a fellow in the Form who did
not beliove that Tie had lied point-blank
to. the Form-master, and despize him
er&ingl{. :

Harry Wharton broke the silence.

“¥You give ua your word, Inky?

“The word of a nabob!”

“Well, I belicve wou,”™ said Harry.
“1 know vou eouldn't put it like that if
it wasn't straight!”

“Hame here ! zaid Rob.

AR serene, Inkyl"
Nugent. -

Johmy Bull did not speak. Hurree
Singh fixed his eyes upon Bull's stolid,
dogged countenance questioningly.

*Does the esteemed Bull say the same-
fulness 7 he gqueried. 3

“Na 1 gaid Johnny Bull grimly.

“You do not put faithfulness in my
wm'r.‘iq |

*Not unless
telling  the tmi~

said Frank

explain, T you're
there's no need for
mystification. 1 don’t like mysteries !

Hurree Singh’s face hardened.

*“That is enough!” he said. T shall
coase from this moment to enjoy the
hononr of your estcemed geoguaintance,
Bull 8ahib.”

“Yon would, a

ay,"” sald Johnny
Bull coolly, =

on't intend to chum

with fellows who haunt pubs and gamble

with boozy hlackguards like old Hawke,

E.;uu can go and eat coke, and he hanged
you !

One Penny. 11

“ Oh, dash it all 1" exelaimed Wharton,
alarmed and angry. “If we can
Inky’s word, you can take it, Jobhnn

1 think 'ro an ass to take it, w
all the ovidence is the other way, [Let
him explain if ha can [

8] mmi}

“ Enough said !" interrupted Johnn
Buili, drivjn dhia hnnd;i deep into h:?:
pockets. I don't speak to again,
unless he gives up playing the giddy
ox, and va the game. I don't like
smoky, gambling cads, and I don’t like
hiars [

Hurree Singh made a step forward.

“I am sorrowful, but I must respect-
fully ask the cateemed rotter to step into
the gym with me,” he said quietly. “A
Nabe of Bhanipur cannot be given the
12

Johnny Bull snorted.

“0Oh, you needn't come that with
nfe!™ he said. “If you want fo fght
every fellow who thinks you a har, you'll
have to fight the whole Faamvu from end
to-end. %ﬂu can leave me Hll the last.”

“1 shall commence with you begin-
fully !" said the nabob, his eyes gleam-
ing. “You are a slanderful rotter |

“Inky!"” exclaimed Wharten and
Nuogent and Cherry together,
alarmed at the turn the affair was taking.
Hurree Singh on the war-path was a new
exXpericnee,

“T repeatfully remaork that the
esteemed and disgusting Bull 15 a slander-
ful rotter, lﬂd’f regard him with con-
mﬂ'l;:gp';?hh scornfulness ! shouted the
na .

Johnny Bull, with quiet sedateness,
pushed back his cuffs.

“Well, if you will have it;
he said stolidly., *“Come en!’

Harry Wharton dragged hHim back, and
Nugent and Bob Cherry grasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“ Bhut up, the pair of you!” exclaimed
Wharton., “Mind, you're not going to
serap, you silly asses! That's settled

"My esteemed Wharton——"

“Look hera |

“Oh, rats! Take him away, Bob !

Bob Cherry and Nugent marched the
nabob off, and Wharton remained with
Bull, to sce that he did not follow. The
scrap did not come off. But the friend-
ship that united the Famous Eive bad
vreceived a  shattering blew.  When
Johnny Bull and the nabob met at
dinpertime they gave one = ar &
glare, and then assumed an elaborate
unconscicusness of one ancther's exist-
ence. Which wes awkward enough for
the other three members of the Cu., who
remained on chummy terms with both
the censed juniors,

(11
L

you will 1"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes a3 Hand !

ERNON-SMITH cyed the Famnus

Five when they came out after

lessons that day. Johnny BHull

and Hurree Singh ignered one

another, and their {friends were in a

difficult position. Finally, Bob Chervy

went out into the quad with Bull, Whar-

ton and Nugent remaining with the
naboh,

Skinner looked at the divided Co. with

a grin. The finding of the photograph

not led to a flogging for tho nabo

as Skinner had expected; but the actual

result wns even moro satisfactory to the

charitable Skinner. the inseparable

five wera parted, and the rest of the Co.

could h ‘aveid, in the long run,

taking ono side or the other; which

meant the breaking-up of a {riendship

which had seemed: founded on a rock,
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Bkinner regarded that outcome with satis-
Afaction. he licking in the Common-
yoom was more than paid for now, he
gonaidered.

But the Bounder of Greyiriars did not
-#erive any satisfaction from it. It was
odd enough that the cool and cynical
Bounder should care about the matter
one way or the other; but.it appeared
that he did. Afier dinner he joincd
Wharton, finding the captain of the Re-
move alone.

“Excuss my chipping in,"” he re-
morked. *There scems to be trouble in
the merey family.”

Wharton nodded without speaking.
He did not want to discuss that matter,
eapecially with the Bounder. Vernon-
Smith laughed lightly as he caught his
€Xpression.

“You'd rather I minded my own
bizney "' he remarked. ) .

“1 don’t want to tilk about it!"™ said
Harry bluntly.

“Right! But I wanted to tell you
that I had nothing to do with Inky play-
ng the giddy ox in this way. I took his
letter to Cobb after he usked me, that's
all. I advised him to keep clear of the

lace. I fancy some of you were El_;ﬂ:mg‘
it all down to me, as evil genius.” The
Bounder sneered. * I've sins ﬁnuuﬁ*un
:md duhc-uid(-rs, without Inky’s ing
a8 C .!!

“T didn't suspect you," said Harry.
“Tut it's odd. But—but I believe what
Inky said to Mr, Quelch. There's some-
mistike somewhers.”

“And Bull doesn't?"

¥

“Weall, no."
*I thought so. As a matter of fact, I
agree with you, and I'm going to see

into the matter.” .

“How can you see info it?” asked
Harry, in surprise.

The Bounder laughed. .

*“ You forget that I'm a welcome visitor
at the Cross Keys. I'm having an after-
ndon thore to-morrow with some chowce
spirits."” ]

Wharton involuntarily made a gesture
of repulsion, and the Bounder laughed
again, DBut a new thought came into
ﬁ‘nrr s mind.

“Yeu must know, Smithy, whether
Inky has ever been there before,” he
paid.

“Ho never has.  I'm certain of that.
1t beats me- what he wanted to write to
Cobb for. I may be able to clear-it wp.”

“Well, I'd be glad if you did. "Though
it might be better for you to kee n.Wa[y
from that den. Look here, Bmithy. If
yau'd care for & cricket-match to-morrow
afternoon, I could find & place for you in
thoe team.”

“Phanks! I'm booked already!™

The Bounder ‘strolled away, leaving
the captain of the Remove ImwnmE. At
tea-time Hurres Bingh and Bob Cherry
came into Study Ne. 1 with Wharton and
Nugent. Jobnny DBull looked in, saw
Hurrce Singh, and walked on up the pas-
sage to his own study. _

ho next day matters were in the same
giate. On Saturday afternoon the Re-
move wero playing a fag maotch with the
herocs of the Tﬁird Hurreo Jameel
Kam Singh was down to play, but the
nabob had beeh so uncertain of late that
Wharton would not have been surprised
to hear that he had a mysterious engage-
ment out of doors. To his relief, he
found that the nabob was ready for the

atch.

“The playfulness will be terrific, my
egteemod chum!™ Hurree Singh assured
him. * And the fitfulness is great!”

“Good " said Whnrm:}. #*¥ou don't
happen to be going out ??

*Not at slifully.”

Johnny Bull, as it happened, was not
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with wus, Smithy!

ia a gilded rose
I'El, ha,

playing in the match, which was fortu-
pate under the circumstances. Tubb &
Co. of the Third were comfortably beaten
by an innings and 20 rune.  Vernon-
Smith had watched the frst over or two,
and then sauntered away, and Wharton
frowned as he saw him go. He knew

how the Bounder was to be enga thar
afternoon, Yet for once he could not be
wholly sorry that Smithy was going to
vigit Mr. Cobb: for he nourished a hope

thut the Bounder might learn something
that would shed light upon the mystery
of Hurree Singh and the photograph.
Aftor the cricket-mateh the chums of
the Remove refreshed themsclves with

ginger-beer under the old elms in the

quad. Johnny DBull came along, and
frowned at the sight of Hurree Singh
sitting with his friends, and made as if to
move away. But Cherry caught him by
the shoulder and dragged him dewn on
the caken bench.

“Have some ginger-pop, my gon " he
said cheerily, “Halle, halle, halle!
Hrera's the Bounder! Come and boozc

Fill up before they
appoint a Ginger-Pop Controller [

Vernon-Smith  joined the crbwd of
juniors under the elms. Harry Wharton
gave him a questioning loek, along with
a glass of ginger-beer.

“Thanks " 2pid the Bounder. “DBy
the way, I've some news for you chaps!™

“Go ahead!”

Vernon-3mith glanced round, to make
sure that no master or prefect was within
hearing. ]

- “Tyve been out of bounds!" he iaid
coolly. * Bome very choicé spirits at the
Er::lrls.u Keys. Yoiu'd have enjoyed it,

u L

Johnny. Bull snorted contemptuously.

" And I've had a jaw with cheery ald
Jerry Hawke,” resumcd the Bsunder.
“I learned about his merry young fricnd
from St. Jude's.”

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh started.

“My esteemed Bmithy—"

“No need to keep it ‘dark,” said the
Bounder coolly. * I'm not going to, any-
wey., 1 told Wharton I'd find out the
facts if I could. T've done it!"”

“What have you found out?” ex-
claimed Dob. "“(Get it off your chest,
Bmithy " : :

“The still tongue saves a stitch in
time, my asteemed Smithy,"” said Hurrep
Singh, * Epe&tll! is silvery, but silence

i ha !'n
*8hut up, Inky! Go ahead, Smithy—
get it out!™

Vernon-8mith nodded, and finished his |

ginger-beer. : 1
“Tt whsn't Inky in the photograph!’
he aaid.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Divided Friends !

L1 OT Inky!"
N “ How do you koow "

¥ Gammon !"" speered
ner, who was looking on.

“Who was it, if it wasn't Inky?" de-
manded Johnny Bull sceptically.

“ Chap named Kuri Din."

“(Great pip! What a name!"”

“My esteemed Smithy, the openful-
ness of the mouth is ternific. The silver-
fulness of specch does not equal to gold-
fulness of the discreet silence.”

“Rats!"” said Vernon-3mith. *No-
body here will go to 5t. Jude's and tell
tales about EKuri Idn, 1 suppose. HEven
Skinner -would draw the line at that.
Tha best thing you can do, Inky, is to
give that precious young merchant a
wide berth, He's a bad egg !” ]

Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh was silent.

iiThe chap's s new fellow ot Bt
Jude's,” eontinued the Bounder. " He's

Skin-
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been there only a few weeks, but he's
already made acquaintances like old
Hawke and Cobb, I got out of Hawke
that the young ass ran into debt there,
and paid it up this weck—on Thursday.
I fancy I can guess where he got fifteen
pounds from in a lump.”

“0Oh!" exclaimed Wharton.

Johnny Bull's face was a study.

“ Bkinner photographed him in the
bilhard-room with IHawke and the
marker," rinned tha Bounder.
" Bkinney didn't know there was another
nigger in the wood-pile, I dare say Skin-
ner thonght it was Inky, seen from the
garden—i{rom o distance——"

“It was Inky !" growled SBkinner,

“Not at all. It was Inks's friend at
2t. Jude's. I've had it from Hawke,"
pald Vernon-Smith. “ Inky wasn't there
et all. DBut as Kuri Din left the place
shortly after that game of billiards, and
came back later and settled up & whele
sot of sporting debts, I fancy he mck
Inky somewhere, and relieved him of his
money. Isn't that so, Inky "

The nabob did not answer,

Vernon-SBmith amiled, and walked on
to the House. All the eyes of the juniors
under tho elms were fGxed upon the
clouded face of the Nabob of Bhanipur.

No one coterfained any doubt of the
Bounder's statement. It was easy
enongh to ascertain whether there was
ah Indian junior at 8t. Juds’s, for that
matter. Even Bkinner did not really feel
the doubt he chose to exprass
];;Wall. Inky?" said Bob Cherry at
ast.

“Well, my esteemed chum '™

“My hat!” exclaimed Wharton sud-
denly. *'That letter—the one Dunter
couldn’t read. That must -have been
from that chap at 8t Jude's. Was it
Inki?"

“It was, my esteemed Wharton.”

“Oh " said Johnny Bull. * You never
mentioned that it was from a fellow at
a school. I thought it was from some
relation or something. Look here! Why
couldn't you explajn?"

Hurree Singh did not speak, He did
not even seem to hear Johhny ‘Bull's
voice,

“Yes; why couldn't you tell us,
Inky !” demanded DBob.

urree Singh knitted his brows.

““Now that the esteemed Bounder haa
nosefully found it out, it does not matker
if T ully proceed,” he said crossly.
“Kuri Din wrote to me asz an old and
csteemed acquaintance, and explained
that he had got into terrible debtfulnew
soon after getting to his new school. Ha
askfully requested my helpfulness; but as
he said that he owed the cashfulness to
sportful persons such s Mr. Hawke, I
could not mention the matter to anyone.
The regretfulness is great that the
esteemod Bounder has nosed it out.”

“Rot!" gaid Bob Cherry emphatically,

“And why did yon send that letter to
Cobb " asked Harry quietly. I sup.
pose that had something to do with it?"

" Bince the talkful ander has blah-
fully revealed that Kuri Din is known
at the esteemed pub, there is 1o reason
for secrctfulness. Kuri Din asked me to
lend him the money loanfully, and to
meet him at the Cross Kevs to give it to

-him. He was to be thers after lessons
on Thursday. I could not go, the place
being out boundfully. Therefore, 1 sent

the letter by the esteemed Bounder, for
the honourable and disgusting Cobb to
give to Kurt Din when he arrived."

“Oh!' murmured Jehany ull

“1 told my cstcemcd and reckiess
idiotic friecnd that I would raise the
money wirdfully, and give it to him the
next day; but he must come to tho
bridge on the Sark to meet mé, because:
fully I would not go to the ludicrous pub.



Every Monday.

The esteemed spyful Skioner thought I
was gone to the CUross Keys, and he was
am  enough to Fh-nt raph Kuri Din
there, ‘That 18 why I destroyed the ras-
cally negative, béeause il was dangerous
for my wliotic friend. Kuri Din met
me oit the bridge, and he promised to
break off with the sportful rascals on con-
ditien that I provided the cashfulness,
That is all, my esteemed chums, and if
tho esteemed story should be told at 8t.
Jude's it will mean the boot for Kuri
Din: He iz not a badful egg, but a silly
and howling ass! I knew him wellfully
in Bhanipur in childish youth.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's explana-
tion was received 1 silence. It was
simple encugh, and the nabeb’s reason
for keeping silence was elear, The folly
of the naw junior at 8t Jude's was not
a matter to be talked of—from the point
of view of one who wished him well.
And undoubtedly Kuri Din had written
to the nabob In confidence, and thus
madec 1t impossible for him to acquaint
hix chums with the circumstances.

“Well,” said Bolsover major, * you're
& silly ass, Inky[ VYou ocught to have
punched lins head instead of lending him
a pok of money, 1 would have.”

“Same here ! growled Johuny Bull.

“The punchfulness of his head would
not have saved him from the orderful-
nees of the boot, my worthy Bolsover.” "

“Well, no! That photograph would
get him into a row if Quelchy ever finds
out there's a darkey at 8t Jude's,” uaid
Holsorer. *it's up to Skinber to it
back from Quelchy somehow, We'll all
agree that Skinner's to be bumped every
day till he does it.™

“You silly ass!” ejaculated Bkinnar.

“You shouldn't have gone spving,"
sl Belsover. * What did you want to
spy on a 5t, Jude's chap for "

*“1 thought it was Inky."

* ¥ou should make sure before you yell
out accusations, then. You'll get that
photo back somehow, ov you'll be sorry
for yourself !"

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

The ginger-beer having been disposed
of, the juniors dispersed, leaving the
Famous Five together under the trees.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was quite
cleared in the eyes of his Form-fellows,
and the Co, were loocking very cheery.
Johnny Bull, after thinking the matter
over in his slow, deliberate way, decided
that an apology was due.

“I'm sorry, Inky,” he said ot last. 1
must say yvou made things look as bad
as possible for yourself. Yom ought to

have given that ead at St. Jude's a dot
in the eye, metead of Liclping him out
and getting yourself suspected,  Siill,
I'm sorry 1 didn't take your word,.”

Hurree Singh did not move or speak.
He seemed deaf.

“ Do you hear me 7" demanded Johnny
Ball, getting red in the face.

No answer.

“Inky ! exclaimed Wharton anziously,
It seemed that the clonds had not rolled
by, after all

l!h_lrren Jam#ei Ram Singh looked

wietly at his chams, carefully avoiding
- r‘lnr'ing' hie eyes to rest upon Johony

ull.

“ My esteemod friends, I cannot speak
to an honourabde and disgusting rotter
who refused to accept the word of
honour of the Nabob of Bhanipur !" he
said. “"The inmalgeil tﬁrriﬁ&:, and the
apologise is not to be accepted !

Y Look here, Inky——"" began Bob.

“The decidefulness is final, my worthy
Bob 1"

“0h, crumbs 1™

The juniors stood in dismay. Johnoy
Bull's want of faith had evidently
wounded the sensitive Indian deeply, and
he could not forget . And, quiet and
easy-going a8 Inky was, there was a
strain of determination in his mnature
which hiz chums knew well, He meant
every word he said.

“Johnny saye he's sorry,” zaid Whar-
ton at last. *"Can’t do more than that,
you know. Let bygenes be bygones.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's dusky

One Penny. j3

face set grimly, out he did nof answer,
Johony Bull was growmg crimson with
an vexation,

“ Do {Inu mean that, Inky " he asked
at length.

No answer. i

“Can't you speak, youimage !" roared
Johnny Bull, lns temper rising.

(1] In !Ill

The ga.hah’n lips zet more frmly, and
that was all. Johnny Bull drew o deep
breath, ]

“That's enn.uqh[” he said lhl":lflﬂ!‘h
“T'va told you 1'm zorry—though 1 think
vou were to blame for getting mixed up
with a shady rotter. But that's enough,
GGo and oat coke "'

And Johnny Bull strode away in great

dud Lm i e
" Inky, vou ass——"" an the dis-
maved Bob. : e

“The weatherfulness is excellent, is it
not 7"

“Eh? Look hera! You've got to make
it up with Johnny !

“But the rainfulness after the sunshine
will be good for the eroplulness,” re-
marked Hurree Singh,

Bob Cherry gave it up.

A day or two later the tell-tale pbheto-
gra was missing from Mr, Quelch’s
study, and it was not seen again., Kuri
Ihn-of St. Jude’s was safe from be-
traval. It was to be hoped that he had
learned his lesson, amd that his premise
to Hurree Singh would be kept. Bug
with the Famous Five of Greyfriars ik
could not be said that all was calm and
bright. There was division in the ca
a rift in the lute—that showed no mgn
of healing. Hurree Bingh and Johnny
Bull had let the son go down upon their
wrath, and it seemed very doubtiul
whether thé famows Co, would ever be
reunited.

(Don’t miss " PARTED PALS!”
—next Monday's grand story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.)

:
%
BUNTER.

Py Peter Todd.
{ With apologies fo R. K.)

T have mel with mapy chaps at diffierent

setrrils, &
And some were swells, and some of them
wire pot
The rotters, amd the blackguards, and the
B

But Bunter simply sawipes the hlooming lot?
This hounding, blinking, bouncing porpoise
Bunter _
Lniffs ont veur food, though it's a mile
away.
Like Himl?-mi, he's a very mighiy hunter;
#e'll hunt it down, although it takes all
day !
Then here's to you, Billy Bunter, in your den
at Greyiriars School ! >
I'm not Bo sure as others are that you're a
hlessed fooll
With a ecricket-stump sand bumpings I am
hoplng, hy-and-hy, :
To knoek o little decency Into you ere I die!
You may thump him, you may bump him til}

he's Tame
You may whack him till he vents a mighty

TOAT ; :

But e ‘sure he'll scoff your grub up just the
KATE,

And be sure he'll lisien just outride your
r,

For he loves to poke and sueak, and pry

angd peer

Though yon ‘amite him till be bas to seek
the =ap.

Extr from

B bt b B

£

Apd with the bloated porpoise prancing near
You had better keep }'nur-ﬂcmts—gif ynﬁ

can !
Then here's to you, Bllly Bunter, in your den
at Greyfriars School !

I'm not so sure as others are that you're a
hleszed foolt

With a cricket-stump and bumpingz I am
hoping, by-and-by, .

To knock a little decency into you ere I die!

—ni—

LESS PAPER—LESS ROOM!

{4 prophetic vision of what the “ Greyfriars
Herald " stay come o if {he paper shortage
coltinues, )

By Squiff.
SERIAL STORY.
Chapter 9.—The boys fell down the preci-

plce, piecked themselves up, dndgh'ed o crowd
of mnatives, and encountered thirty more.
Some of these they shot, others ran. Then

the hoys dashed for the shore and captured
two boats,

Bwiltly they paddied away across the water,
landed on an island, and found # full of
eannibals, and pushed off, After that they
had five days in_an open boat. g

Chapter 10.—Boys were mnearly starving
when ploked “:l;' They were soon brought to
by theé kind skipper of the schooner Swan,
which, however, was wrecked flve days later,
The boys ewam mshore, but the majority of
the crew were drowned.

{ This exciting story will be confinued next
nionih.}
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Greyfriars Herald.”
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LirTLe VIEWS oN LIFE. 1

To Bunfer: Lose your nose, lose your wife;
loze your toes, loze your lfe. Losc respect
for “homour bright.” but d¢ not loge your
appetite,

To Fisher T. Fish: Hwindles come and
swindles go, but this fact I'd bave yom
know : Tﬁi!m in time muost have ap epd.
You'll be left without a Ifriend.

To A. N. Other: There are chaps who'll
never tire playing with the poker; hut it'e
rash to fool with fire. Note that! Horuce

(e I
BRIEF ﬁ]mﬂ RErLiEE 170 CORRESPONDENTS.
n't wr'te. P'p'r's se'ee.

XYZ.—
H. Ckr.—Yr grl hs chkd U. What shll U

dot Cngrite hr. She's leky.

H. Singh—9te¢ ondrstnd estmd war's
pﬂnfdﬂly trfic, nd wd rply in ¥yr Inguage bt
tks too mch spoe.

Wir Reeres (By Bunter’zs Reguest).

A eatisfying dinner :—Duck and green peas,
plenty of potatoes, sweet raisln pudding,
plenty of sugar, sweet sauce, jelly, pineapple,
blanemange, strawberry lee.

Plrections :—Buy the things, Ler

P.8.—You'll probably have to wait till the
War iz aver to %Et them, =0 send a note to
General Bunter to hurry things up!

THe PEacE CRaNESE" CONFERENCE.
Mr. DPutton has been selected 213 our
representative, because he wouldn't he ahble
to hear a word, would tharefore mot loee his
temper, would not canse a free fight, and
wight make them tired of foolish talking.
[ Note—N"t T ﬁ'nnah;% ]I}’:r'na n't leg
tmpr. Doed amtmes.—H, W. A
THE Magxer Lisnary.—No. 486,
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No. 32.—THE HEAD.
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AT week's portrnit and character-
eketech were those of a person of no
importance—the absurd and gresdy

L Hammy DBunter. Thia week, by way

of o complete change, the Head of Grey-

friarz, the Heverend Herbert MHenry Locke, jpE:-

D.Ib., is dealt with.

The on®W master who has  thus
gppeared in the series {3 Mr, Quelech, Per-
haps the Head should have come before him,
But, on the whaolé, one thinks not.

Mr. Quelch is of more importance in the
stories than the Head. In many ways he
might be sald to be of more Importanée to
the school. Greyfrlars would not sutfer 'if
Mr. Quelch were its head.

This. s po Jdisparagement to Dr. Locke.
Antd there §s no uofalrness to him in saying
that he is not as strong or as decided o
character, as the ald friend upon whom he
I8 apt to lean pretty heavily in times of
trouble—the master of the Temove Form.

Dr. Locke I3 a most lovable man. When
be errs In judgment it is gemerally on the
side of mercy. Liut not always: and that iz
due to his lack of strength. The weak Inan,
bowever keen he may be on justlce, seldom
sdministers It Lhoroughly. Greyviriary' Head
has been more merciful than they deserved
at times to fellows whom the school ecould

enslly afford to lose—more severe to thosa

whose reputation for I:E-L?,-nlng the struight
path might have made him incline to, one
would have thought. One of the instances
that occur to mind In thil: connection is the
rul:iiun of Bob Cherry. It is true that the
dence seemed overwhelming, yet, in spite
it, I'r. Locke should mnt have Lelleved
Bol a thief.

But” it must be remembered that
masters de not know all that the boys know
of the doings of such fellows as Skinmer and
Snoap. How many timea hive those two--
and others—escn anything worse thao the

unishment of the Form? In ull such enses

heir sins have been screenéd from the eves
of anuthority, of course,

Dr.” Locke's life has been no eansy one, He

ex
By
of

has hnd more thap his share of troghles. |

There was the loss of his. daughter Kosle.
ahducted ‘as a ehild by an enemy, and found
with a clrews, after yoars had passed, through
Wingate. -Even after she had been restored
to her parents - Lazalle, the rasca! who had
kitnapped her, was not done with: -and it
fell to the lot of Harry Wharton & Co. to
rescud her from caplivity in the old Priory.

- There was the heavy debt Incurred. by
borrowing from  Vernon-Smigh . father—a’
debt which tled the Head's hands In dealing
with the Bounder, and ciused him to over-
look in the son-of hia ereditor many misdeeds
which would have led to the instant  ox-
pulsion of any other fellow,

But though the Head waz weak hero. there
wag excuse for him. On the one side ruin,
on the other the chance that the boy night
improve when away from the infuence of hils
Tather. lle appenled as strongly us he knew
how to the hetter nature of Vernon-Sinith;
but that better nalure was swamped by
vanity and vice then, ant the nppeal had no
Immediate result. Mr. Quelch was taken into
the Hread's confidence, and, for his old
triend’s sake, hore much,

In the long run b was the pluck of Bob
Cherry which removed the almost intolerable
burden from the Head's shoulders. In return
for bBob's saving hiz lile Mr., Vernon-3mith
atfered him any reward he liked to ask. And
the reward Bob nomed was the remission of
the Heald's debt, which had really becn paid
over and .over agaln in the gulse of interest.

It is not difcult to take in Dr, Locke.
The convictk Lagden, posing as the father of
a 'boy whom he desired to szend to Grey-
frlars, tosk him in most completely. Vernon-
Smith took him in, and got Harry Wharton
e:f:lied; and hete there was less excuss for
helng . deceived, for nothing Wharton had
ever dome Justified belief in his guilt, and

far 1

the |

nothing tbe Bouonder had ever dome up to
then justificd belief in his word.

Iir. Locke did not show up nltogether at hiz
best in ‘the matter of the tyrannous Sir
Hikton' HSTPET and his pet, Bergeant Sharp,
¢ither.

r Hilton. was a member of the:

governing bhody of Greylfriars. Now, the
governors of a publlc school have comsider-
ble powers, but there would be an end to
he proper. authority of any headmaster if
any Individual could exercise thoze powers

in the spirit of meddlesome tyranny by,
which Zir Hiltom was swayed.,

It was the great Popper who put In Ser-
geant Sharp. DPr, Locke did not want the
sergeant; armd had no use for his methods,
When the Hunpish drill-master had driven
the. schonl to the werge of open revolt, the
Head threatened to reslgn. He meant I,
to0; but he ‘weakened whem he found that

-8ic Hilton bad secured a majority among the

governots readily avallable, and be withbeld
his resignation in the hope of u change when
the fuall board met.

Meanwhile, things went from bad fto worse,
Dr. Locke had to submit to the expulzion of
Horaee Coker and Harry Wharton for refus.
ing to do what-he could not. bave held they
ought to do. He saw aplmost {he whele
school In mutiny; and. when the end came,
amd Sir Hilton was thwarted, and Sharp wus

shown up.and bad to go, with an exeellent |

%mnspect. of ‘finding himself in prison, the
ead really had not much to congratulate
himsell upon in hiz handling of the offnir,

And if. he had not %lost face ™ with the
boye it was hecause they konew from of old hias
gterling goodness of heart, his very real
affection
utting aslde rezentment for an affront ta
[mself, of saerificing ease for the sake of the
school, His state of health made a hollday
nbzolutely neceasary’ to him at the time when
the governora grpninte& the overbenring and
brutal Mr. Lothrop his locum tenens, Rut
when he learned how things were going at
Greyfrinrs: he came back at once, ill as he
was, and resumed charge.

Small things count, and by small things
ane knows & man, Yo this way the Head has
come to be known-and leved by Greyfriars.
He {3 never rough on a felldw for an unin-
f&?nt:gnnl offence against bis person or

gniky.

His garden is one of the things for which
he cares most, yet he has forgiven damage
done to that., When Alonzo .treated him 1o
the contents -of a eiphon of eoda-water. and
explained why it was done, Dr.
large-minded enough to walk nway, merely

Wl general

© oécasion. He caned the w

or them. Dr. Locke 13 capable of

Locke wa3d

remarking that Alonzo was a most extra
ordinary . boy.

When the same innocent specimen started

to dig up the lawn, helieving the story he
waz told about the Head's design to grow
vegetables there, Lonzy got off with a repri-
mund, and the damage was ‘charged to the
bills of the & ers. And Lonmzy only got
ofe -hundred lines when he was discovered
in: pyjamas wunder the Head's hreakfast-
tahle. And. the Head apologised to Fiaher
1. Fizh for doubting his story of being shot
over -the wall into the garden from. the
saddle of a bike when he lemrned thet the
story -was brue. It sounded impossible, bot
the bike was.one of the almost prehistoric
high type. The keart of a true gentleman
way needed to 'apologise to. Fishy fod doubt-
irg him, for Fishy deserves to” be doubted on
rineciples. :
Yet the Head coan be Erei-'ﬂﬁ enough an
hale -Upper Faurth
once. He had Boh Cherry put ontside the
gates when, having ‘been sentenced td ex-
pulslon, he refused to go.
sternly with Johnny Bull, Again Hob came
under the ban, for thrashing Vernon-Zmith ;
and again Bob refuzed io clear out, and In
the end he had the better of It. When
Bkinner -wanted  to come back, after heing
zacked, the ¥Mead safd *No!* quite frmly;
but Skinner tricked him inte comsent at last
by- playing uvpon his sympathies—nothing o
SBkinner's credit, and not too greatly to the
Head"s !

But, weighing bis faults against his good
qualities, one sees that the good tips dowa
the seale heavily. Whén he goes wrong it is
often from an excess of kindness; and if he
errs’ in the other direction at times, it 1s
certuln’ that he repents bitterly of hbis
mistakes,

It he were more perfect, calmer im judg-
ment, he might be a better headmaster; but
he could hardly be a better-loved one!

NOTICES.

Correspondence Wanted By :
E. G. Reeve, 206, Upper Richmond Road,

He dealt wery

Putoey, 3.W.l5—with readers running
amateur magazines and editors needing
artlelas,

Miss Florence Russouw, .care of Alra.

Spencer, 43, Edward - 8treet, Port Elizabeth,
Scuth Africa—with glrl readers, 158-20, any-
whara, .

K. Brown, Park House, Westhourne Park,
Urmston—with readera in Sooth Africa who
will exchange 8.A. stamps for Norwegian.

Clive Jensen, 40, Magnolin Terrace, North
Szechuen Road, Shanghai, China—with boy
readers anywhers, -

Henry Smith, Thomas Hanbhury School for
Doys, 63, Haskell Road, Shanghai, China—with
boy readers about 15,

Jack . Lewis, Etheline, Crown Street,
Wollongong, N.S(W., Australia—with boy
teaders ahput 14 interested in boxing.

H. A. Dunkerton, 4, Wakefteld Gardens,
(tlenferrie, Melbourne, Aunstralla—with boy
readera, 1T, any part of world, -

Miss Shirley Wood, 15842, Hetallack Strest,
Regina, Sask., Canndn—with gir! readers in
ﬁf.';l.ﬂl‘ parts of the Empire; hobbies, stamps,
colns.

Bugle-Instructor Alan G. Hawson, 525,
Liverpool Road, Asbfleld, Syvdney, Australin—
Hlﬂ? Scout renders in England, especlally

uglers.

erhert Pardoe, 152, Avondale Avenue,

Humilton, Ont., Canada—with boy readers

anywhere.

E. Neshitt, 24, Castleton Gardens, Belfasgt—
with boy readera, 1T7-20, in North America,
British West Indies, and England.

G. 3. Day, jun., 182, Christchurch, New
Zealand—with boy reader about 18 In England
or Canada.

Reg. Gairns, eare of British Imperial Ol
ﬂo.%lgrem& Street, Sydney, Australin—with
oy readers In England or South Africa.

d published. weskiy by the P
jﬁbﬁn;nauﬂnhm: ﬂrrdol; -ﬁl-r

: stars ut The Flestway
Gotch, Melbourns, Bydoer.- Adelaids,. B
Qaps To

H Farringden B

wo and Jobannesburg. Baturday, sogust

trest, Londen, E.C. 4. Eogland. Subgeriptd
mane, and Walllngton.- N.%
1ith, I

T8, par amnum,
1lhut.h Africa: The ﬂnntarﬂbgﬁrwl ey, Litd.,
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FREANE HKIRE,
Rawmarsh,

R,

Blackbarn,

WALTER CLAREE,

CRYE
Burpley.

WILLIE

BAXTER
Hocklev,

W.

A DEVOTED READER.

Woolwich.

JIM GREEN,

A LOYAL BOMERSET
EEADER.

TW0O EEEN READERS AND A (H

No, 4949,

REOY HAREIS.
Edmanton, Caneda.

THOMPSON,

Australia.

ROs8

UM.

BEOOES,
Bethopl Greeo.

ARTHUR EING,
Blackbhurn,

o
St

R
i

E_;EWE.L:'.“
s ihﬁ?ﬁ
B

=

B

e
e
e

RalE
L

S
o E

::.i-ﬂ-v:

R

E. H. D., Cardift,

St
et

A

A LOYAL JEWISH
READER.

A EEEN EREADER.

TIRRELL.

I

w.

SIDHNEY HARMSTON,
Great Grimsby.
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EDITORIAL CHAT.

&
EHFREFEFPEBEEBTIIITIFEHEBIIETIESEBFHEHPILEEFEEBBBIEHEHEHE

For Next Monday :
“PARTED PALS!™
By Frank Richards.

The story which iz due to appear next
week i€ quite one of the best. Johnny Bull's
candour and obstinacy and Hurrea Singh's
bigh pride bove hrought about between them
f.gunerel that looks like Iasting. Yeb -at
bheart they are still Tond of one another,
and the rest of the Famous Five know that,+
and do their best to bring them together.
Hob Cherry has g great geheme, the narratbion
of which ought to please you all, for it made
me chuckle greatly. Bunt it Is not Bob, or
Harry s Wharlon, -or Frank Nugent who pre-
vails at last. It is the Bounder, working in
his own gqueer way, with & plan that seems
on the Face of it almost as absurd az Bob's,
:Jlll_-t has more knowledge of human nature
n it.

.

POMPOUS RUBBISH !

L have received the letter hereunder, which
I print exattly as it redches me,

*Sir,—Further t¢ my remarks of a few

daxs. ago, upon which you comment in-yomr
current issue of your wusual ‘rot’ in. an
exceadingly vague and Puasi-elusiﬂ: manner,
I beg to observe frst of all that the * Daily
Express * has . nothing at all to do with the
matter, and rour reason for mentioning that
paper {seems  guite unknown. - However,
having some time to waste, T wil add a
few more criticisms of your {Hiterate * bosh ™ ;
Ihtrust you will read, mark and fully digest
them,
. % Youw will admit, if nob in print in your-
sell, that, that which you are pleased to
call the Maoxer, and which I bhave re-chris.
tened several times, is nothing more than
& few pages of idictic nonsense, and a means
of making a little money. Does it pot oceur
to you that it is not patriotic to print theze
fbhlogds '? - It does to me.

i Dizregarding the indbputable fact that
it is waste of paper, labour, eto., ook at it
from the educational point of view. It was,
or is, a wellknown fact that our Enemios,
the Huns, are the besteducated race of
people inside, and perhaps outside, Eun.?e
{with this, I think you will agrea), Well,
what the coming generation wani is more |
education, in order to be able .to compete
with the Germans,” for, regardieis of the
result of this War, it will always be & case
of English tersuz the Germans in commerce,
ete,, and education, I think, will he the
deciding factor, In spite of this, and other
regsons for the contrary, you still continue
to print, or canse to be printed, your ot
Of course, your Mioxer s not a very seriou
obstacle, but it ought to he =at on, C

“If o boy has always. got hiz nose in ong
of your 'bloode " (which is the case with a
lot}, i he or-will he improve his knowledge
as” far as education is colcerned? Not ab
all—he is, in fact, lessening it by filling his
mind with ! c¢heap romancg,’

“When I was at school (twa Yyears ago)
there were several boys in: my form who
were great book-readers, bul unl’g nnately
they did mot read. the right sort of books—
they read ‘your-*rot. They used fo read
tham wunder . the. desk_ instead. of learning
their leseoms, which you most admil, was
very detrimental to them. Several times
our Headmaster had occasion to lpciore the
whole form,on the utter foolishness of buy-
ing and “rexding such "tommy-rot," as he
called _the " substanes of your * gréenbacks.’
He used to point -out that “therc was a
library- in the school for the uzé of the boys,
which library consisted of several hundreds
of volumes of decent literature, which litera-
ture, he said, was far more interesting, and
would do them more godd. Cerfainly 1
agreed with him, ‘but unfortunately some of
my [ellows students could not sec this, and
even mow I am surpriced o meet these
friends and find them still reading the sams
rotten * rpt ‘—Ehey will, ne doubt, find their
mistake ont later on,

“In most cases I Amd that the hoys

Cexrinde -gi‘riﬂ whe read Your * bloods " bave

no ambition whatever, are dull and stolid,
and almost devoid of common-sense. There
‘are, of course, n Tew exceptions. You see
‘rot " does not appeal to those who have
soine sense,

“Many times have judges remarked upon
the bad infivence of your papers when cases
of boys commilting misdeeds, ete., are
brought before them.

“ Bien attendu, (sic} your *bosh' appears
quite harmless on the surface, but, fronti

‘nulla fAdes.

“I regret that I bave no more time fo
waste mow, amd in comclusion I would dely
you to insert these few ohservations in your
*eolumns of ‘bodh,' and then you will be able
to say that the said columns do contain
goe common sense, €h? N oublicg pns!

& Yours,
@' DrggrsTED " " (A, E, Coleman).

“P.8.—0f course, you are not alone in my
*eold estimation' it includes—the * Gem*
{nbzolute rot like the MacsEr you know}),
*Union Jack " (what is next week's fssue on?
The teial of the blood-stained kipper bone?),
‘ Penny Popular’ (ought to bhe called * The
Silly Boys" Weekly 7, ‘Nelson Lee Library”
{ong of the pillars of the monument of rot.
eh#),. and . sundry . other penny ‘dreadfnls’
{sorey I made a mistake, and said 2d. before

—I1 suppose you will be charging this price |

to vour * potty readers” soon?). |
“ Be patriotic end chuck ifl.—A. F. C.
AF %: h{?ge I have not hored you, denh boy?

- s

MY REPLY,

[ really don't know anything abont Mr,
“ Mggusted ® Coleman's letter of “a [ew
days ago.” I it reached me, it went atraight
into the w.p.h without making the glightest
impression on my mind. .

erhaps this one should have followed . it.
But Mr. Coleman asks to be shown up, and
he may as well have his wich.

The quotation from the * Daolly Express*
was given becauze it seemed to me interest-
ing. It was i no sense givéen as a Teply—
“pagune and quasi-elusive ® or otherwize—to
this gorrespondent.

His present letter is simply pompous and

retentionz rubbizh., He acouses me—or Mr.

iehards—I really am mot sure which—of
being “illiterate,” but evidently does not know
the meaning of the word, Even he himaelf

is.not ©illiterate:? -He- has, -1 should -judge,

some small part of the average elemcntary
school - education.  He uses French --and
Latin  phrages—pgrossly misspelling in  one
-‘:-Hs&-—-‘u.'gtht}ttt. apprehending  their meaning,
which makes it abvious that he knows neither
French. nor Lalin. He spneers at the boys
who read storics under their desks at school
Coertainly, they should not havé done that;
buot," after all, “judging [rom my coTreéspon-
dence penerally, most of them maoaged to
keep up -with Mr. “ Disgusted ® Coleman
educationally in spite of this lapse.

A good school library is a capital. thing.
Dut gl school libraries are not well eelected.
And, though a hoy may have Henty and
Manville Fenn, Strang and Irercton, Baines
Heed =and Jules Yerne, Ballantyne and
Gordon Stables to draw upon, that is no
reason why he should read nothing elze,

My papers need no defence against =«
critic of Mr. Coleman's calibre. When he
has learned that education means something
mare than the German schoolboy getse—with
all their faults, cur British schools do pro-
dJuee decent men, not scientifie criminals—
that vulgar abuze is not argument, and thoat
a critic should at least he able bo set down
cleatly in the English language what he has
to say—why, then, I shall he pleasid to bear
*from him again! Meanwhile, I can trost my
readers to  discerm  the  sheer  pompous
pucrtlity of his letter.

CORRESFONDENCE WANTED BY :

F. Mason, 207, Wellington 3treet, Great
Grimshy, with' teaders at DBarking, Essex.

Mre, Craven, 12, Rack Cross Lane, Frim-
roze Hill. Huddersfield, any information con

‘since Septemb

| in  India,

cerning  Private I.!nti'tn Longlottom, missing
er lask.

fi. H. Eade, 2, 3t. Jobn 5ireet, London,
E.C., wants instructions for “Of -to Kion.
dyke.”

W. 0'8ullivan, 5, Lanark Steeet, Huoll, with
& boy reader over 15 in.Leicester. .. [

Frank Lambert, 67,7 Whitefield .Terrace,
Heaton, Heweut.le-nn-'f{ne, with boy reader:

Australia, Canada, ahd TUnited

States,

- Thomas C. Allen, 18, Ardoch Road, Cat-
ford, 'London, S.E., with readers interested
in engineering, with n view to exchangiog
ideas and models.

Frederick W, Park, 48, Cranborne Road,
Eari_im'lg. Eszex, with any Colonial Loy reader
over 14,

Miss Doriz Cole, 126, Nelson- Road, South
Molbourne, Auostralia, with n girl reader of
about 18:

Mizz Alice MacCallum, Musgrave Sirect,
Gympie, Queenslind, Australin, with girl
readers in United Kingdom. -
" W. J. Turner, 125, Bendigo Street, Prahean,
Melbourna, Australia, with boy. readers I7-19
in United Eingdom, or other Colonfes, ’

Jamea Calder, 13, Caltdn Hill, Edinburgh,
woulil like to hear from hiz chum, * Bor
Messenger William Wood, 0.P.0.,, Glasgow.

Jack Desmond,’ 83, St. Dunstan's “Road,
Hanwell, Middlesex, with boy readers all
Erﬁr the world, especially in Japan aod
Thing,

E. Bowerman, 26, Harman Toad, Bush Hill
Park, Enfleld, London, N., with Colonial
readers interested in stamp collecting:

{:ﬁril Ackerlay, 73, Church Street, Runcorn,
with boy readers about 17 at home and
abroad.

Bidney Wear, Westflelds, Hereford, would
lika t& hear from J. Hyland, Lomdon, N.,
whose photo appeared In thiz paper late i
December.

A Leeds reader is badly in need of a clium
—hoy of quiot’ and thoughtful disposition.
Will any such reader write to E. A., care of
the Editor of the MaGNET?

W. J. Morgan, Louvain Howese, Felinfoel,
Llanelly, would be glad of auy new: of
Pioneer N. Sydney Nicholls, who left for
France in August, 19186,

Misz Edna MeGrath, Briglhtling, Parks
Street, Katoomba, N.5W., Anstralia, with
English gids; : :

Mizs F. and Mizz H. Penstone, 203, Archway
Road, Highgate, London, N., with readers,
in Pitman's shorthand.

Sea Hcout 8. Grove, WM. Chastgnard
Station, Hope Cove, Kipgsbridgze, N, "Devon,
would like to hear frem Lis friend, Stanley
Holeroft, who used to live at Walthomstow,

2. McCarthy, 129, Bathurat Street, Toronto,
Sannﬂn. with hoy readerz in Tnited Eing.

om.

Miss Margaret Raymond. 20, Bishopsgate
Street, Wickhum, Neweastle, N.5W,, Aus
tralla, with girl readers in United Kingdow. -

Hignal Boy 8. A, CGront, Mess 16, H.M 5.
hmphitﬂte, Fortzmouth, with boy readers,

W. W, and J, Q. Grayland, 24, Isabella
Street,  Geelong West, Victorin, Aunstralin,
with bﬁy readers. }

- K. awking, care of Master Builders”
Association, 1B, Castlercagh “Stgeet, Sydnes,
Afnstralia, with boy readers, especially those
interested in boxing.

J. J. MacCallum, Musgraxve Hood, Gympie,
Queensland, Australia, with boy reader in
Eogland or Scotland,

E. V. Evans, & Park Street, London, W.,
with hoy reader about 146,

W. Helliwell, Skircoat Green, -Halifax, with
hoy readers of 12-13.

A. Gratrick, 18, Princess Btreet, Lincoln,
with any boy reader. ’ i

W. Summerell, 38, Bellavie Tioad, Bell Fil,
5t. George, Bristol, with a French reader,

[
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