FOUR FROM THE EAST!

A Grand Long Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
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THE FIRST CHAFPTER. gytﬂﬂiﬂ héﬁ]mr&l, : ]fl{l:l‘t."ﬁ F t:J mu.-sl;z;.ﬂl{:un 2 J" l'—— Gil, Yo {li}caﬁilfi 1‘"i=‘~|'=.5' ! “'lg LCry
1 Singh had crocke mse s¢ ¥ on en ™ spluttore unter. " Xoop!
Buck Finn Goes Some the day when hn‘ﬁh;-lulj hm‘-;. f.l';.'l.'(:l]-.':d Em;‘urit, i!E.;r;:m, ot cad! I ain't poing,
as a membor of Harey Wharton's house- [ [ tel]l vou!  Make hian step it, you

LT QOOOP ! Stoppit! Cooow I
i wWis  the woien  of  the

Bunter, I hear bhim com-
pluin I remarked  Sampson
Quincy  Iffley  TField---called  Sgull,
becanse life 15 short—te LHarvy Noble,
known as Kangaroo. N

“Ves, he eertainly is complaining,
replicd the 86 Jim's junior, grinning,

“Yow! Stoppit! I won'tstiv another
slep, 1 tell——  Yarooogh!”

Sauilt and Kangaroo turned a corner,
and saw what was going on,

But, though they saw, they did nol for
the moment undevstand,

Buck Finn stood some ten yards from
the fat person of Willlam George
Bunter, and  bobween  them  a repe
stroteliod taur, Dloth were pulling npon
the ropo, atvel nk lirst gltll]{.‘ﬂ it bookod
rather like o vory uncoual tug-of.war,

As a tug-of-war 3t would have beon
very  uneginl  indeed,  secing (hat
Bunter weizhed very nearly twice as
much as Duck, .

But what ineguality there was wos
pluinly upon thie other side.

It was }311:,-1.;_. nat Bunter, who dragged,
It was Bunter, not Buck, who {rantically
protested. - o

And now the two Awstralian junicme
gaw why. .

A rope fastened Bunler's [at arms to
his sides,  Thuy pinioned, he was help-
lese when BBuek pulled,  If he threw
Lok Lis weicht, thero was the danger
that Buck would suddenly relax and leb
him o, Buater knew all about that
danger. beeause Buck had once relaxed,
and Dowter hod gone “ker-Hon ! as
Fisher T, Fish expressed it. Fishy was
looking on with as mucl pleasure as
anvthing unconnected with dollaras ever
pave that mrasping son of New Yorl.

“Buek’s lassoed him ! satd Kungaveo,

“Well, seeing it's Bunter, T can’t say
T migd.” veplied Bt

“Yuh! You ocught to be ashamed of
yourself, ield! You cloim to  be
skipper, and let bullying like this go
on!  And wvou -— vavoocogh! Dot
Fion., don't '—ouzht to bo ashamed, too,
Noble ! Tfinn belongs to you !

“UNot on vour life! Pm onot claiming
Buck I Avvone may have Buck, for all
1 care! struck in Kanzaroa,

YT wwas moing to gav to your sehool—I
suppose vou don't--— Yoooop [ .

“No, I don't often yoeoop,” replied
the Austvalian. 1 never lesrned how
to de it pranerly,  Yoooop  again,
Bunter, aned 11¢4'}|.11}:“-; [ shall cateh it, and
be able to.” .

“Deny that? spluttered Bunter, in
continuation. /

A mmmuoer of the Greviviars puniors
had had to stav at the school for the
holidays, in echarge of Be. Proat,
Sgutll, Tom DBrown, Delarey, Fish, Wun
Lumng, Ilop LT, and Bvlvester made up
the little party.  Communieations
between De. Locke and De, Holmoesz, of
St. Jim's, had resulted in the addition
to it of Harry Noble, Clifton Dane,
Koumi Rao, and Buck Finn, from the

wmrty that he had had to be left behind.
Then Billy and Sammy Bunter had ran
away from hoeme and tho tyranoy of a
stern Aunt Rebeeca to the school, and
their father had agreed to their staving
there—with o0 readiness that sugpested
that they would not be missed ut the
Christmas festivities chez Bunter,

S0 altogther there were fourteen of
therm: and on the whole they hawd got
along vory well so far, though the two
oldor  Amerieans—litgle Svivester was
ulae from across the Atlantie—had
plotlod agatost the Chinese bovs, and
had been cousht in a trap of thelr own
contriving, and Billy Bunter and his
miiner hud not added noch to the gaiety,

“Wim up. you galoot 1 eried Buock
Finn, dragging at Bunter., “Thar's (oo
much lavd in vour makeup, T rather
guess an’ calewlate. Come oot into the
guad, and I'll vun you round an’ rouncd
1ill some ol it Jdrops off your derpcd
glicleton !

FJerasalon erickots | That'z
wheere, ek ! velled Fighy.

“Yow! I wont! T ain't going to!
Why, vou silly oss, 10s raining P

It was raiving—hard. The snow and
frost had lazted just over Christinas, and
thenr had come a sndden thaw,

the

the httle band found time
vather beavily on their hands.  Up to
now skating had claimed maost of the
davlizht hours, and most of them could
have done with another [octieeht of that,
But there was no shating for anyvonc
io-day,

Hop Hi Sxlvester, and Sammy Dunter
woere laving sames of their own, not 1o
the added comfort of Sammy, if one
might judge by hig occasional yells,  In
Study WNo. 1, which Inky had taken aver
and shared with Koumi Rao, three of
the Oviental jusors were bent together
over the talile, wpon which lay hest part
of o pock af eneds, with their faces
vppermost,. Woan Lung was {elling fov-
tunce, and Inky and Woumi Rao were
listening as eacerly as if they belioved
all he told. Ferhaps they did.  Ilop 1L
had heen there, but had cleared nut.
ITop Hi certainly didn’t believe. That
may have been becauvse he knew  his
Lrother o well,

Cliften Dane and Pied Delarvexy and
Tom Brawn were “messing aboul with
chemicals V' —as Bguiff put 1it. In other
waorda, they were  developing  phaoto-
eraphs—Dune’s plhotogeaphs,  Piet and
Tom were not so keen on the art as the
Canndion, but Phey were keen enaugh to
holp him. Bpnff and XNoble were ngt,

Ok, geeawtllikins ! A drop of rain

hanging

won' t hurt von any, you fat jay! Voun
ain’t sugar!” yelled Buck,
“Christopher Columbuzs!  TDon't I

wish he wns! T ealenlate that padey

paloot would foteh aa nrueh as o hundired
™ said Tishy gloat

dollars 1f he was!
ingly.  “Wouldn’t L gell him?  Yep,
sipee ™

For the fivsi time sinee breaking-up,’

chaps 1"

"E."f":ml, come fo thinlk of it, 3t wouldn't
be o huncdred dollars—not guite, Say
sixvtoon stonc——that's round about the
neighbourhood, I reckon,” went on
Fighy, “Sixteen time fourteen is——
Hyer, I say, Sguiff, old pard, what's
gixteon  timwez  fourteen  pounds I
Fnolish weight 77

““Ask me anocther, Fishy, and make it
an easicr one,  Seven times 13 quite hoaod
ppourh lor the holidays™

“What's sixteen time [ourtcen, Noble,
my hriche oy ¥

“Rixtv-seven, at a wuess,
nohle dollar-chaser.”

“Rata ! It's two hundred and tweniy-
four ! That muoy pounds at, eay, six d.
per, would e one hundred and twelve of
the things von eall shillingg—."

Clhxeept when we're being very pres
c1g0, then we say bobe™ it 1n Squiff,

And that's sbhout twentv-two dollars.
I suess ! Bunter, what an all frazelod
pity il s you ain't sugav, vgu uscless,
puffing, blowing pormandizer ™

“Oh, really-— Yooop! Tulking
ahout buyving and selling e o5 1 T were
it heathen  slave ! Birrbled Bunker,

I'ish, mv

frenzicdly trving lo extricals hnnself
from Duck'a lasso.
Uherr np, Bunly ! No oone would

pver by vou!  Therve a it to fool-
psity, I shoull say,” s=aid Sguilf com-
fovtingly,

“Hetter let him go, Bock I supgostod

Kangaroo. *"He's perspiring big dreps
all over the Noor new ! SBomoeone will

be stepping on them and slipping ap 1

“Wial, the galoot npsked for it!™
arowled Buck. He besan to move in
towards Bunter; but at that Bunter
began to bock awgy, with the result that
the lasso still vemained fichily strotehed.
“Btop, vou silly jay! Hold up. I say!
I can't let vou out if vou don't stund
stifl, can T, vou fat mugwwunp ¥

“That ain't nice languags to one of
wour hosts, Buek 1" za1d Noblo.

“IHosts * . Nix!  Bunter's no  host
here ! ITe’s Mr. Butt-in--that’s what
Bunter 15! And e dored me to throw

the lasso aver himi. Thought T was
gossing him, T rechon, Wanl, we don't
reckon o losso hogs: muech in Arvizony;
but a hoz's o sure gowd enough mark,
Thar yon ave, Dunter ! And don’t wou
try an‘any more of vour chin-music with
thiz galoot 17

Dunter's backward rourse had licen
aerested by Bguill, and he waz now set
free,

“I'N bet van what vou like vou daren’t
fasso  Pro—er —that is. someone I
mention {o von in eonlideneos, Fipn"
said Bunter, vubbing his fut srms, into
which the azso had cut.

“Retier nof try any tricks with Prouty,
Firnn" satd Sguiff warningly,

“ O, holy smoke! Are vou setling up
te be mursemaid fo the obld bounder ¥
afieeted] Buek,

“On the whole, 1 think not. Mr.
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Prout might be suspicious of anything in
that line, I don't suppose it'a an
accident that he hasn't  committed
matrimony ? And I don't fancy he needs
much protecting.”

“He's a bragging old galeot, sure!™
aaid Buck., “ That doean’t show that he
can do anything. It's one thing to talk
and another thing to do, by gee !

“Found that out, Buck " smiled Kan-
garco, ‘*There's still a little hope for
you, bhen !

“ Prouty can do guite enough to warm
vou up, Fmn,” said Soguiff,

“Gee-whiz! D'you think he'd dare to
lay & cane around me? I don't belong to
this hyer establishment, 1 reckon.”

“But it depends rather more on what
Prouty reckons; and should say
he reckons that for the prosent vou de”
Squiff answered,

“Hully-gee! We'll see about that, I
calculate I

“You're wgoin' some to-day, Buck!™
remarked Fishy,

“I'm goin' some more veb, pard ! Voo
come elong and watch out for the old
jay with me. What do these jays take
me tor? I'm from old Arnizeny, I am !

“h, forget 1t! Clat 6 oubt!™ sal
Soquiff,

“Why, I guess vou're tallkin'
Amurrican now, Field ! sad Fishy.

“Am I? And vou admire some, I eal-
culate? Waal, now, il's dead casy. Dut
I prefer English, We tall: a Lind of
English in Australia, you know. Don't
say I didn't warn von, Buck, when the
American eagle begins to feel kinder
minful in the region where his  tail-

cathers would ba, if he had any 1V

“Take it that Mr, Prout’s a bad man
from Badville, and leave him alone,”
added Kangaron.

“Bhuelte ! Theae hver Cornstalls snra
do tallk some ' aaid Finn, Y Come along,
IFFizhy, an' see me lasao the galoot that
killed bufTaloes with his -mnntﬁ!“

“1 guess I'm your antclope, Buck!™
replicd Fish.

“Ho am I ecried Banter, “*I1'd Like
to see you chuck that thing round old
Prouty's mneck. I don't ecare if von
throttle the old bounder! What's ha
want here for at all? We should got
elong much better withont him ™

“Holy emoke! You look like an ante-
lope, don’t you®" jecred DBuck. * Byt
vou come along if you feel like it."”

real

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lassoing Mr. Prout !
P ERHAPS Buck's heart might have

failed bim if he hud had very long

to wait for Mr. Prout. But the

boy from Arizena was nob guite
the empty bragerart that Fisher Tarteton
Fish was. He had rather a way of at-
tempting to justify his brags, And he
eortainly was cxpert with the lasso,

The t{}me walted on the brogd landing
pear the Remove passage, and witlen five
niinutea Mr. Pront appeared.

Squiffl and Kangarco, meanwhile, had
gone bo Study No, 1, where they found
Wun Lung talking in low, impressive
tones, while his almond eyes elinted, and
hig slim, yellow forefinger pointed frst
to ane card and then to another,

“IHalle! What's the merry
here ¥ aslied Souiff.

“Me telloe follunes ! said Wan Tang
impressively,  “Tellee hondsome Hulles
Singh and handsome Koumi Lan what
going happen to them,”

“Well, and what is going to happen®”
askcd Noble, grinning,

But Inky and Kounu Rao did not orin.
They may not have believed evervthing,
bt it was evident that they did not en-
tirely dishelieve,  In spite of ali that
Enoglish schools had done for them, their
minds were still very Orienial in some

pame
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ways; and in the Hast the prophet, the

sonthaayver, and the fortune-teller have

ﬂwmra had more honour than in Western
nads.

“ He tells us of evil drawing near; bat
1t 1= to one of us, he says, and which
he knows not,” Koumi Rao answered
soltly.

Wun Lung frowned in a puzzled sott of
way, and shifted three or four of the
cards, as 1f some new arrangement
might help him to solve the question,
But apparently it did not.

“Do vou have fortunes told by the
cards in India, Inky?" asked Squill.

“The wayiulnesses of fortune-teliing arc
of the manyviul, and it i3 not the wiselul-
ness to hald any of them in despiseful-
ness, Squifl Sahib,” replied Inky, * Also,
in the land of China are things manyiul
of which wo have not the knowlulness.””

“Wun Lung is our [riend. He is of
gaod blood, He would not deceive ns,”
sald Kowm Ruo.

Squilf and Kangarco both looked hard
at the Chines,

Kangaroo almest thought Koumi Rao
was right., It scomed to hum very nearly
an impossiblity that Wun Lung, whom
he Lknew to be a very decant fallow in
many wavs, and whoem he liked, should
show no sign of shame If he were prae-
tisinge deceit, It was not hike an ordinary
spm::?.

But Squiff, who knew Wun Lung eo
much better, was well aware that hbe
would deccive anvone, and take no shame
for it. One thing was certain, thoeugh,
he wounld not trick a friend for the mere
fun of the thing; it wouold be because in
gome way or other he designed to do his
fricnd a scrvice,

Tdid he mean that now ?

But what possible purpose could bhis
card-reading buziness serve?

“He would not deccive ua!” repeated
ILourmi Rao, with his fushing eyes upon
the impassive wellow face.

Wun Lung did not answer even thoen.
He continuod to shift the cards as if scek-
g aome lost combination.

“What do you see there, Wun
Lung " asked Kangaroo, fascinated in
spite of himself,

“Dangel 1" said Wuan Lung gravelw,
“To one—to the othel—that hides itself.
It is that I tly to discovel”

“You—you—-— O ali the abominable
impudence——  In  all my life I
never—-"

“Are vou sure the dapwer wasn't to
Prouty, Wun Lung " asked Sqnifi,

He and Kangaroo tushed off. It was
the voice of Mr, Prout that had come to
them along the cornidoer, and  thoy
euessed that Buck had not bragged of
what he dared not de.

MNeither Wun Lang ner Kenwmi Rao
followed, and Inky could not. He was
still unable to walk witheut help, though
thera waos nothing wrong with him now
bevond the mjury bo his ﬂ[‘{sg.

UMy hat 1 ejacolated Squiff. @ Kangy,
old c¢hap. this Lknocks jt!™"

M, i‘ruut. 1lop Hi, S3ammy Dunler,
and Bylvester were mized np ia o heap
together on the atairs,

The gama which the three voungsters
woere plaving had led them inte the wrang

laco ak the wrong thne. Juet gs the long
a0 shot throueh the air, the loop Ea.]{-
g beautifully areund Me, Prout's body,
to be hbghtened at onee by the eaper
PBock., Sammy, running like a frightenes]
i‘abbit., had darted between Mr. Prout's
L.

Ha was too squashed even fa vell far
the moment, for the master’s [nll welght
h:gd descended vpon him.  And ha was
frightencd, too, for he had barged into
Mr. Prout bbndly, and may very likely
have thought that a Hun acroplane had
fg‘:?ppud a bomb upon Greviriars and ot
A,

Hop Hi and Sylvester saw, but could

One Penny. 3

not pull up in time, and fell all over the
rostrate %Ir. Prout and the aquashed

amrmy. 2

“How dare you! JI—— Tha 13 an
outrage—a positive outrage !'' roared Mr.
Prout. *What? Eh?%* Oh, yes, Field—
oh, yes! Tlear me! Yes, I will got up—
that 13, 1f you will assiat me! I was not
aware that the object-beneath me was
human. I—er—trust that I have not—-
But, even if serious damage has been in-
ficted, T cannot regard mysclf as reapon.
gible. The crime is that—er—yes—pull
hard, Squiff !

“T thinl it is Bunter, sir " said Squiff,
with 2 twinkle in his eyes. " No one elas
here has guite the same taste in frousers
as the Buntera. And other chaps’ logs
are diffcrent, ton0. No: it 1z0't killed
dead, asir. I see it wriggle! It must bo
Bunter minor, beeanze Bunter major 1a
up above, Heave-ho, sir!”

Mr. Prout's elbows were fastened to
Iis sides by the noose of the lasso. Bub
Sxlvester and the (Chince had now re-
moved themscives, and when Squiff and
Kangaroo each tock a band of the master
they were able to drag him to his feef.
Squiff tried to loosen the noose at once,
Lut Mr. Prout had not the patience to
gtand still for that. He waa, moreover,
much congerned about the hapless
Sammy.

Squiff was not. His theory was that
there was no one else at Greyfriars whose
bancs were so weil protected as those of
the Bunters, so that a [recture was un-
likkelv. And it really would not hurt
Sammy much to heve had the wind
knocked out of him—puinful for the
moment, but not dateerous.

“eet up, my boy ! said Mr. Prouot
ANX i.ﬂlu."jl:f.

Sammy shut his eyes tightly and
moaned,
“T ecan't, =ir! T think Fyou have

ku-kn-killed me 1"
“Pon't be absurd !

not killed 1" )
“T—1 daren’t try to get up, sic!

afraid I might fall to plocea!”
“Fetch o basket, Sylvester1” ordered

Yain arn

I'm

Get up!

Seuff,
“Right-ho ! anawered the fag.
“TWh?  What need ia there for a

basket 7" asked Mr, DProut, writhing in-
side the lasso-loop. .

“To put the picess in, sir,” answered
Soniff, as he cui the cord.

Ibnck Finn howled at that.

HER?*  Oh, nonsense:!  Thank vou,
Srquiff | You hovs up there, come down
this moment "' ] .

“Pleasa, sir. T had nothing to do with
it 1" protested Billy Bunter.

o Iljl Christopher {folurmbus, von had
mora to do with it than I had, Bunter 1™
anapprd Fish, Y Wasn't 1t you—"

Wxnin, it wasn't!  And T don't know
what vou've talking about, Fish! And
I dicdn't, anvwax! I—T told them they
ought not, siv | T said they onght to trea
vou with proper respret. And it ain't
proporly rospectfnd fo throw o lasso thiog
over your head, and tumble you over, amnd
make vou lonk a silly aes, air !

“Come down ' thundered Mr. Pront,
“lI g convineed that vou were all in the

ot 1™

“There wasn't any plot, sir," ek
Fing zaiel, 1 did it on my own.  Thes»
rot—gaivo—rhese  fellows only  looked
o,

Rangarce and Sauill theught better of
ek far that speech.  Buot Fishy and
Bunter showed nio sign of being grateful,

“Rarmmy,” said Soquiff softly, * eonll
you ¢at o ham-sandwich—a big one—a fus
ong

At that Bunter minor sat up in a herere,
and did not {1l te pieces in sitting np,

“Ch, rather, Squiff ! he said.

Tue Maguzxr Lispany.—No, 514,
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v et up, then. I'm not gﬂi:lg fo
Lring it to vou there !’ ,

Samniy stood up, again without catas-
trophie consequences. o
© W \Where's the sandwich, Bquiff?7 he
asked. ) ) ;

“1 don’t think the pig’s killed wvet
replied the Australian junior. * Leook o
for it when the war's over, will you ™
~ “Come with me, you three!”™ com-
manded Mr. Prout. * Bunter mnor,
Hop i, dand Sylvester, T shall not cane
vorr, Put it wounld be well if yvou exer-
sized more care in future.  This 13 a
irhool, not & bear-garden 1™ :

“Iiyer, sie, 1 say, I guesa you can’t
cane me !" said Buck.

“an I not?  And why eanneot T,
Finn 1"

“Waal, T reckon as T don't belong to
this outfit——"'

“Thet vou can behave to me with gross
impertinence——ch? I differ, Finn! TI'ut
it to yoursell now. You belong to a
shrewed and logieal race. If 1 Fasled fo
give you what yvou richly descrve, what
would be vour opinion of me ? A plaved-
out and effete ald Britisher, with uo ‘ zet-
up-an’-get-thar” in him. I presume?
Something like that—eh 7'

DBuck saw it. But he did not want to
be caned.

“ Nope, siree!” ho sawd, "1 should
think vou were a right-down zood sert,
with & lot of hospitality about vou, I eal-
culate !V

Mr. Prout's eves twinkled,

“I truet I am not lacking in the hos
Fimhln instinet,” he said. “The iruest
wapitality 18 to make one’s gnests Toel at
home. When vou have been cared, Fin.
vou will surely fecl guite at hame here—
fguite ke one of ourselyves!”

“But, hver, I zav, sir, I fec! quite af
home now! There ain't any peed—="

“But there 15 a homt. Whon yon cast
that abominable noose over mv head, T
wont =0 far ae to suspect thot yon were
feeling too much at home., We will make
the necessary adjustment of vour position,
Come on 1™

In mournful procession the three weat,
Bunter camwe back hewling, and Fishe
pressed his handa under his armpita. and
grimaced dolefullv, But Buck was
cheery enough,

“Ihd he let vou off casy, Buck " ashed
Kangarao,

“ Mope, sirce ! e laid it on good and
havd, 1 guess. Ratty couldn’t have been
hotter.  But—waal, I ain't got any
erouch against him ; and I rathet reckon
thar ain't many flies on your old Prouty,
Bl 1"

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wun Lung is Mysterious, and Eunter is
Warlike !
is ERE, you heathen Chines, T
want & word with vou !™ szaid
Sampson Field, catehing Won

Tang alone a little later,

“YVelly pleased talkee  hamdsame
Bouiffee,” replied the Oriental hlandly.

“None of vour blarney, kul ™

“No savey blelney, Squifiee”

“What was that fortune-tetling padper
of yourg¥"

“No savvy gadgel, Squiffee.”

It was as though a mask bhad fallen
over the yellow face. When Wun Lung
didd not want to discuss o matter, *XNo
savvy U owas his motto and his suleguard.
e stuck to it ke a leech.

Sowll knew that, He had little hope
of getting anything out of the Chineso
junior. But the grin on Kangaroo's face
made him tey again.

. Do vou fancy there's really anything
m this biuncey about the Indian merchant
Tane Macrer LiseaRYy.—Neo. 514,

that Fishy save he saw? Do you think
he was the snme chap the Rebel spotied
hanging round here?™

“No osavvy,” said Wun Lung.

“Were you trving to put those two on
thetr guard by maﬁi out you read in
tlhe eards that danger threatened them ™

“No savyy.”

The vellow face was as impassive ns
ever, and nothing conld be read in the
brown almond eyes.

“Did voun think you were gong to

Al

frighten them ¥

“No flighten them at allee.
Singh and Koumi Lao velly blave,

ITullap
Paool

Chineze hov not thinkee 1o fighten
them 7'

“You ain't very brave, ave you, Wun
Lang 7 said Squiff.

Bul he did not mean #. In his own
way the little Orientzl was as brave as
anvene., He eould take risks that few of
the Remove wonld take with equal ceol-
ness,

“Velly timid. Squiffee. Telitble aflaid
of dangel. Velly blave when no dangel,
like Buntee [

Aguilt became. aware that Billy Buntor
was within earshot. 1Perhaps Wuan Lung
had meant him to become aware of that.

“What's that about me?” demanded
the Owl, ‘

“Wun Lung save vou're very brave.”
snid Kangaroo.

Tﬁiut-:*r%m:u::d. .

“T'mn as brave as a lion.  Nothing ever
daunta me,” he said. “If I'd lived in the
old deye—-" ) ]

“1 wizh vou had ! sighed Sguaff,

“(h, really, Field, I always understoord
that it was rude to infcrrupt! B
“Ih:?__“l )

““Becausge, if you'd lived in the old duys
we shouldn’t have been plagued with you
now "

“ When there iz no dapger,” said Noble
blandly.

“Eh? T den't—" _

# You interrupted me, which is ride 17
Kangaroo replied,  * Wun Lung said yon
were very brave when there wa2 0
dangrr.™ ) ]

“If yon weren't a visttor, INoble——"

“RPat I am, Bunter, I am, so please
don’t eat me alive 1™ =2

“Retter tackle Wun Lung, Bunty!
chuekled Squiff,
“tellible aflaud’ of danger.
to starpe—" :

 FEandsome Buntee not hult pool little
Chince 1™ cooed the wily one. 1

“0h, wor't he, then? I'm nat jolly
well going to have you speering at ome
behind my baek, and then thinking vou
can get round me by flattery 7 sad
Bunter  trucalently, “Put vonr fists
12 !.”

B Drop it, Bunter ! He ain’t anywhere
near vour fightiog-weight ! sad Rane
garoo. .

“ Damter hasn't a Aghting weight,” put

i Boui, *Conchies don’t have hghting

If von hesin

‘Pr't":i;!e' is or ﬁghlil‘lg Fll_rjl'thiug.l:. rpied
Bunter's a Conchy — withont o com-
soience,

“Well, there aven't many of them with
one,.” Nable replied,

“I'm not a (F:-I::|1.-'9r:i{~nt-:'{:-u:a Ohjector, 1
should be very pleazed to be in the
trenches, ™

“Yeoe, it would peed more than one
for vour little hody, Bunter!” chuckled
Soble, Bot it wonlde’t do for youn o
o there, Auy chap would think it
ieifle to shoot wou rvather than dig &
srencht wide cnough to let your waisteout
inte, "

“Rats!  Did you lhear what I said,
Wun Lung? D'at your fists np "

* HMandsome Duntee no killee pool hittle
Chinee 1 pleaded Wuan Lung,

“I'm rot geing 1o kill you, But I'm

“He admits hl:'il[j:!'

f;ffil_:g to give you a thundering good
vding !
e Eg&i].? there, Banter [

“Don't you interfere, Ficld! T've had
enongh of your meddling ! Why, you're
worse than Wharton 1™
_"I'm net going to interfere now. Bt
if yon injure Wun Lung seriously, it will
be my duty to report you to Mr. Prout.
The Head said I was to hoss the show a
bit, vou know.™

M We've only your word for that.
didn't tell us,”

" Bunter, you're getting affrnsive!™
Y Now, 1 thought he was rather shick-
mg the offensive,” remarked Kangaroo,

i I'm jolly well mot! Holl my jacket,
Noble! I‘ll give him beans!”

Very slowly the jacket began to come
off. If Bunter had wmdressedd ab no
greater specd in the dormitory be would
not have reached the braces stagpe bofore
lights were put out,

Wun Lung made no attompt to senttls.
It was very inconsiderate of lLim, for
Bunter was giving im every chooce,

“ Death, or victory!” said Kangaroo,
ErinImg.

“Haullo! What' the morry game?”
asked Tom DBrown, coming up with
Delarey and Dane.

“Bunter's going to have a bath, I
guess!” said the Canadian.

“I'm not!” howled Bunter
be such a silly ass, Ilane!”

“Not in the winter, old szceut.” said
the Rebel gravely, * Bunter iz sewn
up in that shirt and those—er—more
private garments far the winter.”

“(Ir g it for the duration of the war?”
asked Seuifl,

*Huntee velly eluel,” zaid Wun Fang
(r_;at'hetit'ul]y. “Buntee poing to  hit
‘hinee some day plesently, No huiiy!”

At that taunt Bunter's paco guickenod
up & hittle, and the jacket came off. He
commenced on the waisteoat, bnt with
ingers that fumbled a trifle.

“ Don't take your shirt off, Bunty!”
said  the HRebel. *“Remember what
mamma said when she sewed vou up in
it!”

“It's o beastly lie, and you know if,
Delarey !  burbled Bunter. *“Bui I
needn’t even take my waistcoat off to

He

“Don't

,]glfiﬂ.‘: that little yellow worm a gond

13
-

nding! You see

And, serewing up all hig reselution, he
went for Wun Lung,

How it was done no ane rould gquite
wee, though some there had o slight
knowledge of the art of ju-jitzn, and
most had seen Wun Lung perform be-

fore. His movements were too guick to
follaw,
But  the resullant movemenls of

Lumiter were not,

And they were these,

Firstly, Bunter looped the loop within
tvo feet of the floor

Becondly, Bunter stond upon Lis hegd
for the space of about a secoiw] and a
half, his fat legs waving wildly in the
air.

There was 2 concerted mavemoent here,
for thoe rest dodged to get cut of he
way of the Owl's plunging fee?,

Thivdly, Banler smole the {loer with o
thad—naot a sickening thud, becnise none
aof those present was a newenper re-
povter, and none of themn  miinded
Bunter's smuting the Hoar,

Fourthly, Tuanter was twisicd over
Wun Lung’s knes, as the Chinca aat an
the Hnaleum.

Fifthly—but, no! The other move-
ment wis Wun Lung's. It was rathir a
scieszion of movements.  Tor Wun
Tt ook off his shpper. and with 1%
attaclkm] the t.ji;'ht.i_}-‘-:iil‘l’.‘tﬁ"]“;‘i.l geat of
Bunter's trousers.

“Yarooogh! "Tan't a fur way of—
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IDMP —fighting '™ roared Bunter, - * Uw-
vow ! SBtoppit, you heathen beast!™

" Queer notion that it's flghtir‘if at
all!'™ remarked Clifford Dlane, * Ihd yon
ever sop anvthing less like fighting,
Piat?”

“I'va seen lambs., Buot I don’t know
that thoey weren’t more warlike than
Bunter, Dans. Phew! You are making
the dust Ay, Wun Lung!”

“(Cleanea  Buntee's  littls
Cleanse Bunteo's little tlogsels!”
Wun Lung, laying on the slipper,

“Hully-gee, you ain’t half squalling,
Burter!" remarked Duck Finn, appear-
ing with Fishy,

Behind them ecame the three fags.
From the other end of the passage
Hurree Smgh lmped up, with Koeowmni
Rao's arm for support.

The whole crowd thus witnesed Dun-
ter's ignominious defeat, DDut it must
be added—with regret—that there wasz no
aympathy for the fallen warrior. FEven
the brotherly aflfection of Sammy failed.

Berve veu jolly well right, you fat
lout!” said Samuel. ** That'll teach von
to steal a chap's money-bex! I say,

tlousels!
elhanted

Squiff, I ecun eat that ham-sandwich
now !

“Well, why don’t youn, then?" asked
Squiff pleasantly.

—r —

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
" Fishy in the Plot!

Y 'M fed up with vou, Fishy, you
durned galoot ! at it! I've no
use for you, I tell you!™

Buck Finn was the speaker, and
he looked as if he meant what he zaid.

Fisher T. Fish stared at him in sur-
prise.

“Waal, T swow!™ he anid. “You're
aomo incomprehensible, Buck! Now, a

feller would have caleulated that you'd
cateh at a ehance to put the kybosh on
old Prout after the way he served you”

“He only gave me what I was asking
for, by gosh! I den't rechon I owe
Prout anything—not a thing, siree! And
I don’t mind letting you know that I
opine FProut’s a white man. He has been
most uncommen decent to me since he
caned me. 1 caleulate that as long as
he stavs decent T can stay so too. Do
you cateh on?”

“Jerusalem crickets! Yep! It's easy
enough to cateh on te that!” sneered
Fish. *Prouty’s put fear into you, and
vou'ra quikting "

“I'm what, ¥you
wump 7

“ Lutting, I said '™ repeated Fish.

He had approached Finn with a schemes
for muking Mr. T'rout’s next retirement
to bed very unpleasant, Tt was not very
judicious of IFish, for he and Back had
not seored heavily when thev had tried
a somewhat similar frick on the two
Clanese jumiors, In fact, the score had
been decidedly on the other side.

But the memory of thal worked less
upon DBuck Finn than Mr. Prout's be-
haviour to him. Buck was a bit of a
tough ; but he had =ounder insktinects than
Fishy, and behind the pomposity and
quick temper of Mr. Prout Buck had
glimpsed a man. here was marnhood
enough in him to recognize and appre-
ctate what he saw.

“You call me a guitter? he snapped,
utting a very businesslike fist within a
raction of an inch of Fishy's prominent

nasal argan.

“Y¥ep! You're a sure quitter!™ re.
t-ﬁ{l‘-lﬂd Fishy indiscreetly.

Tt was Fishy who made the next re-
mark—if “ Yow!" is a remark,

Buck had promptly and scientifically
knocked hLim down.

“Hallo! Anything happening ?” psked

freak-faced wmug-

o
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One Penny.

Bunter's protest !

: BT

(See Chapter 5.) i

Clifton Dane, rounding a corner, and
coming " upon them,

“I caleulate all that's going to trans-
pire has transpired, siree!” replied Buck,
with a nasal twung more pronounced
cven than usual,

And it appeared that Buck was corract,
Of course, 1t may have been that Fish
did not like the notion of fighting o
fellow-American, Or it may only have
been that Fish did not like the notion of
fighting, Anyway, in spite of plenty of
cncourzgement from Dane, Fishy proved
a noen-combatant,

“The galoot's a visiter, I guess, and I
caleulate I know better'n to go wiping
the floor with a visitor. I caleulate if 1
had him ocutside somewhar——"

“Jumping Jehosaphar! I'll come fast
enough ! “snapped ~gm-::]-:,

“DBut you'd still be a visitor, you mug-
wump, end I guess I know better than
to go playing games like that with a
vigitor! What I mean is somewhar right
clean away from hyer.”

* Madagescar or Kamchatka,
grinned Dane.

“Any old place, I reckon, as long as
it ain't Greviviars”

“Look out for yourself when I catch
yvou outside the swalls, you tarnation
funk !"™ sneered Buck.

“Are you going to pockel vour pride
and a mose like that, Fishy?” inquired
Dane. ]

“L guess I ain't going to get myself
!I:Prlf to please a rotten Caneck ! snarled

ish.

_ “That's just about what you will do
if you say anything more in that style!”
snapped Dana,

“Cth, I'll beat it!
me!" groaned Fish.

Buclk howled * Quitter!” after him as
he went. Clifton Dane prinned. He
knew how hard it is for any American to
awallow that particular taunt, DBut
Fishy never even looked back. He went
with Ejﬁ&&d, holding his noze sadly. He
seemed to have more nose than wvsual,
and he had ﬂnmlgh at any time.

He went to keep an appointment,
Harvold Skinner had written to ask him
to meet the genial Harold and his twe
agreeable cousins, Messrs, Joames and

say "

This is no place for

Anthony Bkiuner, near Higheliffe, that
afternoon at three,

Fish was there first, and tho period of
walting did not improve his temper. T
was & wretched day, thpwing, but ver
cold.  Fishy's nose, which Buck ha
awollen, glowed like a beacon when the
Bkinners came along,

“Wo're 2 bik late, Fishy,” remarked
Harold Skinner indifferent
“Yep! Above a bit,

snapped Fishy.

“ Been waiting long?"

”ﬂ.ﬂﬁ‘ﬂ!”

“Of course he has—look at his giddy
proboscis 1" said Mr. James Skinner.

“Lome off ! T guesa you'd better leav
my nose alone!™ snarled Fishy.

I?r caleulate 1"

“But I guesz you hadn’t1”  said
Harold Skinner, grinning. “It wants
mfgn Lt

ishy took out his  handkerchief,

There were stains of blood upon it.

“Who's been lamming you?” the cad
of the Remove asked.

1 had a little disagreement with
Fimn, I guess! He made my nose blead
some, I reckon he doest’t want any more
than I gave him!” Fishy replied.

It might have been true, but it hardly
conveyed a veracious impression. For
F:sh{ had given Buck nothing buot
Words,

“I didn’t think that chap would bo any
good to us!” growled Mr. Anthony
Shkinner.

Both he and his brother James were
very like their cousin, not only in appear-
ance, but in mind and methods.

“ Christopher Columbus! The galoot's
noe good to anyone, I caleulste!™ said
Fish. “Prnut;j' caned him, and now he's
quite cottoned to Frouty—oeats out of
his hand, the quitter!™

“You're getting on all night with the
rest of them, I suppose, though?"

“Then your supposer’s all out of gear,
Skinney! I'm fed up with the whals
durned crowd!™

The Skinners looked at one ancther
This suited them very well indeed. Ty
carry out their plot thev needed a con
federats inside thé school. And thot
were very keen on earrying it out.
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“{zet him out alone. Tie him up. Put |-

thrashing in-the Priory Woed. Nono of | him in some outhouse for the night.ll I
them had made Mr. James feel affectiou- | dare say you'll find him in the morning.

ately

he had come very near wimang, had
annoyed him.

.Ae for Harold Skinner, it was only
necessary for a fellow to be decent alfl
through and that sweet youth was suve
to detest him.

“Pid our little
upset ‘em much?” he asked.

“Gee-whiz! Was that you fellers!
Suakes ! You went pretty far, Skinney !
The nigger says vou tried to throtile
m. Neck-sgueezing that hacd i3 o het
off, you know.”

“ b, T anly squeered hard encugh_ to
wake the bounder up! Our game’s not
to hurt them—ouly to scare them out
of their renses 1”

*“Y calculate that ai't dead easy,
Skinney! You can scare Bunter gond
and hard without mmeh trouble, and his
minor, too—that's abeut all. The rest
don’t zeem to get secared worth a cent.
And old Prouty’s fairly in his glory.
Fatches out his gun, :mdygets his tail wp
in jolly siiek time! You chaps better
lock out for that gun if you try it on
gome more, 1 guess!”

“Oh, T know all about Prouty’s gun!l™
Tt may damage some of you Ffeliows,
It won't hurt us, becunse he will be
aiming at ug, you see! Look here, we
want voar help, Fislw!”

*Waal I reckon that goes all right—
for a consideration! I'lank down the
mazuma, and T'm willing to do ansthing
that don't get me into any risk! T bar
that !"

“Plank down the — er — winelt?"
asked Anthony Skinner.

“The maruma—ihe dollars—the spon-
duliclks 1™
. *0Oh, the cash! T see™

HWhat did wvou think it was, you
jay? MNew kind of breakfast foed—eh ¥

“ It sounded rather like it. But, 1 say,
Fish, vou surely don’t want paying to
help we?”

“I sure do!
on that!”

“Fishy's & veal business-man,”
Harold Skinner.

Harold did not object to TFish'z being
bribed, for the bribe would not come out
of s pocket. His cousing were better
off than he—and nol o0 mean.

“Why, I should think he'd be on this
for the fun of it, and to get his own back
with that crowd!" growled Jamee.

“That eart of thing cuts no ice with
me!” said Fishy promptly, “I'm for
business, from the word ‘Go!” Make it
worth my while, and I celculate I'm in
this. Otherwize—nope!”

“Would you do what we want for half-
a-sov " asked Anthony, who was keen
on the plot

“That's two-and-a-half dollars T.3.A.
currency, or a bit less at the present rate
of exehange,” returned Fishy thought-
fully. *“ Apnd you say you aiu't cut for
doing those jays any real damage. Waal,
make it three dollare, and tell me what
you want done, and I'll think about it.”

“We want a windaw left open for us,”
gaid Harold Skinner. Tt was easy
enough to get in last time: but I fancy
they'll be a bit more careful after that.’

Bet yvour bottem deliar

&2 il

“I caleulate T'll do that for three
dollars—cagh In  advance,” sald the
buginess-man.

“That ain’t all, though,” saxd Anthony
Skinner viciougly. “ You needn’t fancy
you're runmning this show, Harold! I
want my revenge on that black beast
who mauled me!” .

“Pm sure 1 don’t mind, dear how
What's the notion
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ama the other might |

disposed towards him; and, meve- { He'll be rather a frozen ni
over the loss of the skating-rece, which ; time:

er by that

But he'tl surviva it Thaose

ih_t't_ltm.ﬁ are tough ! said Mr. Anthony

viciouslhy,

I calenlate there’s going to be some
risk for me in o game like that, pents!”
said Fishy, Fulling a long face.

" But youll run it if we pay vou for
it, I suppose?” sneered. An ﬂng‘;

For the moment Fisher T. Fish was
strongly tempted to decline. e was not
an rchzolute worm, and he resented
Anthony's tone. He wag not an abso.
lute rotter, ecither: and the lock on
Anthony's face and the scheme proposed
made hun feel rather alarmed.

Dut thore was a chance to make
money, and he was not feeling well dis-
pnaed towards any of his ecomrades at
Grepfriars. Nearly all of them backed
up Sgquiff when Squiff was down on him;
and Squiff was often down on him, for
the promiszes of sgmd behaviour durin
the visit of the 3t. Jim's fellows which
Fizh had made had been broken again
and agnin,

“It'z worth another five or six dollers,
I reckon,” he said. *“ Say, two quid for
the complele job, and I'm on it !

“Done with you!™ answered Anthony.

Fish wished he had asked more. It
appeared  that Skioner's cousins  lad
money to burn, and were not so near as
the dear Harold,

“'ut up the spondulicks,” he said.

“Here's a pound note. You get the
rest when the thing’s been carrvied out,”
replied his hirer,

“"Waal, that's fair, too.
be done?
ealeulate 1™

“We shafll have to think that out,”
gaid Huarold Skinner.  *The weather's
too beastly to make to-night a gpood night
for it. I'll drop you & line with vour
instructions, Fishy."”

“That's all right, then!"

“1 suppose you told them sabout the
Hingu {*ﬁap we saw at Courtfield *

3 -E .'|

Gy Wlﬁﬂ. did they say!”

“They didn't wilt worth n  cent
Ddn't seem to take much stock of .7

Fish was zbout to add that something
had happened since to which more im-

rtance was attached by the fellows

iet Delrrey had seen a mysterious man
within the school walls, and the Ameri-
can junior knew that Squiff and the rest
wers inclined to think it possible that
danger menuced one or the other of the
two Indians.

Ha hardly knew why he did not tell
Skinner that. Perhaps it may have been
a vagne dread that the pleasant tric
would be alarmed—that the deal would
be off, and that the pound note would
be taken from him, It would have had
to be taken, for he would not have given
i up.

Afterwards he wished that he bad told
—even though he bad lost the money by
doing 50!

How's it to
I ain't taking any risks, 1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Protests !

b HAT'S the matter, Dunty "
asked Delarey at the dinner-
table next day. " You look
kind of disgruntled. Surely

the §rub ain't dissgreeing with wvou

already. It's bound to if you eat too

much ; but I thought the paina came on
later.”

“Eat too much?™ repeated Bunter, in
indignation. * Why, I've eaten hardly
anything ! I don’t reckon we ave getling
a sguare deal, Rebel! Do you know how

things are worked?”
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Koumi Rao had given Mr. Anthony |

“I don't understand you, porpoise. As
how, do you mean?”

Mr. Prout had been called out of the
roomt, and in the hum of voices that
roee from the rest no one heard the
colloquy between Bunter and the South
African junior.

“Well, I su Prouty gete eo much
down for feeding the lot of us for so
long, The Head wounld make his little
whack out of thaf, of course, for he'd
oy sure to charge old Holmes et St
Jim's more than he handed over to
Frouty for the keep of those four
bounderz—sec i

“0Oh, ves; and of course Dr. Holmes
would make his pile ot of ihe
difference  between what he charged
their folks and what he coughed up to
our old man,” said Delarey surcastically.
“All honourable men, porpoise ™

Bunter quite fuiled to perceive tha
a0 rensn,

“I'm glad you agree with me that it's
too bad, Delarey,” ho said.

“And I'm glad that vou're  glad,
though I ain’t so sure about the agree-
ing,” replied the Rebel, “We are not
exnetly two hearts that beat as ene, you
and I, Bunty-—mot yot ! But what's the
precise trouble just now ¥

“What's the trouble? Why, this
rotien dinner ' answercd the Owl indig-
nantly. “Crold bheef and pickles and

potatocs! I like my grob hot, and 1
tlhink a couple of turkeys, with pleaily of

sauzapes and lots of thick gravy, would

fa1a

heve been nearer the thing |

“Y¥on didn't do a0 badly with the
eold beef, either, Fatty.”

“What? Oh, really, Delnrey, 1 only
had {weo small plates!  Prooty  said
*No' when [ asked for a third, the mean
old honks! Said T should be cxeeedin

the food rations most prossiy’  Suae
vot !

“Well, it was right, you know, And
nobody else wanted more than two
slates — excopt vour  minor, And

Sylvester wouldn’t pass his plato up, so
he chucked i, Sammy’s a little worm,
but he's got more sense than you have—
I'll say that for him !’

“Food rations! What have they got
te do wilh me?" snorted Bunter. " It's
my belief that they were only iniended
for skinny chaps lhike vou. A fellow
like me must et well, Tt's a duty he
owes i himself and-—-er-to  rcociety
gencrally, Baot 'l make up for it-on
the Christmas pudding, you sco if I
don't I

Delarey prinned, e was not so
cectain us Bunter that pluni-pudding was
the second course, In fact, he know it
wasn'k, for he happened to have been in
the kitchen that morning, and had had
a word or two with the cook. Quife u
feiendly word, of course. The HRebel
had no objection to suet-pudding and
treacle, Bunter did not dislike 1t, for
that matter., But to seo it when he was
anticipating plum-pudding  would not
make him any more cheerinl.

MNow Mr. Prout returned, and resumed
his secat; and Trotter brought in e
mighty vovered dish, under whose weight
he Turly staggered. Steam came from

beneath  the  ocover, Bunier's eoyea
ghstened, and hia mouth watered.
“What have we hers?" said Ar.

Provwt. I am not sure that .a second
course 15 a real mecossity; but I confoss
that I am mot inclined to pass it. Ah!
Suct-puddings ! Very good! Excellent !
And  what  goes with the pudding,
Trotier

“Troacle, sir, please. Mrs. Hebble
said ag 'ow it was more plenty than
jam. I like it better myself.”

“20 do I, Trolter—eo do 1! Buet-
pudding and treacle! Lucullus might
have disdained it, but an cld hunter like
Paul FPontifex Prout knows betler]
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Roumi Rao, may I help you to suat-
pudding ¥ :

“If you please, air,’
of Bundelpore.

Then did Bunter arise from his seat.
Ilis podgy hands were tightly clenched,
and upon his face there was an expres-
sion of utler disgust. Delarey could see
that his legs wero trembling, Butb he
had scrowed himself to the point of
protest, and ho meant to go through
with it.

One glanee of utter disdain he cast at
Sammy.

Sarnmy was the only peraon there who
conld really be expected to be in
sympathy with him, o

But the . Jow-minded, craven-spirited
Sammy waa actually gloating—gloating
over mero suet-pudding. when  his
brother had confidently expected plam-
pudding.

Sammy hadn't. He also had known
beforchand. And he was keener on the
particular dish provided than Billy,
though bLe, too, preferred Christmas
j_"-'ll"'EiIﬁﬂ b1

“Are vou ill, Bunter?” azked Me.
Prout, “If se, my labour has been in

replied the Jam

vain. I choked you off over-indulgence
in beef. Have you madoe up for the
deprivation by pgross wallowing 1n
pickles ¥

“ Nothing of the sorf, sic! J—]—7

“1f you are not feeliug well, you have
my permission to retire, Buntber.”

‘Bub--bub-—but I don't want to
retire, sir! I don't mean to retire! I
desire to protest !”

“Ah! Your conscience has awakened
at last, my boy! 1 am glad to know if,
But wo shall net reach tho end of the
war sooner by semi-starvation of the
rising wenegration.  That sort of thing
can bo overdone, I consider.”

“Bo do I!" howled DBunter. *And
you're overdoing it!”

“What de you moan, Bunter!"”
thundercd Mr. Prout.

The fellows were grinning. They
could not help it

BRilly Bunter was very much  in
carnest, of course. 4le always waz when
food was concerncd., And Mr., Prout was

ctting angry now. Buat it was a joko
or everyona  clse—except  perhaps
Sammy, who was not good at secing
jokes, Buat for Sammy it may be said
that at least he was not worried about
nnytiun%‘ that was likely to happon to
his brother. ‘

“1 mean—well, elr—— Oh, realls,
vou must s0¢ what T mean! "Tain't fair
that you shonld make a profit out of
starving us M’

“Make z profit out of—

“Yoz, ! It's time someous spoke

b

sir !
out, and nobody else has pluck enough.
We're being starved, and----"

“Speak for yourself, Bunter ! rapped
out Kangarco. “We are not complain-
ing. We'ro satisfied, and more than
satisfied. Ism't that right, you chaps?”

There was & hum of assent. Onle
Sammy Bunter and Fisher T. Fish held
aloof Trom 16, Sammy theught that io
to say ho was more than satisfied might
be a dungerous admission, cspecially in
view of the fact that there was suet-
pudding with treacle to follow, And
Fishy was fecling teo disgruntled to
agrec with anyone.

“Thank you, Noble!”™ Me, Prout put
the cover over the suet-puddings as he
spoke.  Sammy's ropele eves vearncd
15'iﬁtftl.]T;r. “Now, Bunter, explain yous-
self 1"

“It's only that—— Oh, really, sir, T
think we eught to have more grub! And
1 consider suct-pudding low! had
quite expocted 1:rlum-pu§ding -in fact, 1

ink we've a right to it !

“What did your remark céncerning
profitsa mean?” demanded Mre, Prout,

¥
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with a lowering brow, “Do you fake
me for a tradesman-ch?  Answer me
that! Do not work your fuce about in
that highly absurd manner, but come to
the point!™

Wl -—  Well, sir, it's rather a
delicate matter, and I should be sorre o
hart your feelings,” burbled the Owl.

“I am not at all sure that 1 shall feel
ihe samo rogret about horting  vours,
Bunter ! They will cortainly be hurt if
you de},nu!i answer me at onee, and
r 3
“Well, sir, evoryono knows-—.-"
Speuk for yourself, Bunter!”

It was Squiff this time.  Bunter could
have cursed those two meddling Core
stalks. Why couldu't ther keop silonce
at least when he waa plaving up for his
side zo0 nobly?

“What is it thal cvervbody Lknows,
Buntee !

Mp. Prout's tone had changed from
the heated to the icy,

le— Well, as I baven't the support
I bad a right to leok for. perbaps it
would be as well if I er—withdrow that
vernark, sir "

“You have not yet made it. Punter,
But you are geoing fo--vou are going
to 112

“Delarcy oprees with me, anyway,
air I

The rest looked in uiter surprise at
the Rebel, Ha only smiled, in the hali-
cyntcal way he had,

“Is that correct, Dolavey ¥ demanded
Mr. Prout.

“ About as correet as most of the state-
ments Bunter makes, siv,” replicd the
South African junior coolly,

“lt's jolly well not. then, for 1Es
true I howled Bunter.
“That, Bunter, 15 o confeszsion of

mendaciry that I should be sorry w hear
any other boy prosent wmake. Coming
from you, it does not gricve me, for it
may mean that you huve perceiyed the
fact that vou are an abominable 11 er =
that is, coreupter of the trath! 1 order
vou to make the charge that vou appear
to be formulating against me,”™

S cather say no mwove sbout i, sir-—
eeally, T would”

“*How many timos—-

“Thn pud&ing'a gotting  eald, aiy !
blurted out Banter desperadely.

“The temperature of the podding,
Bunter, i3 not a thine that concerns vou
i the Ieast, DBue as it conceros otliers,
take the dish ont, Troiter, dod ask Mrs,
Kebble to be kind enouch to keep the
puddings hot until I ringr. This iatter
must be settled now !

Desperation sorved in the breust of
Willtwm Georce Bunter,

“Do vou moean that 1 aia't to have any
pudding, air?"" he howled,

“Of courae vou will nor, Bunier ! The
only method of dealing with & bor whe
finds fault with wholesome and appetia-
mZ food 13 b0 keep him short enoush to
induce in him a healthy appetite”

“Then it auin't fair, and ' nol going
to stand 111" roared the Owl,

“IL think vou will find that vou have
to stand if, Bunter.”

“I won't! It—it's worse than any-
thing that's happerning in Belginpm 7

“Remember that [ o in commatd

here, and that -
“That's  just the trouble! Thais
U've heard vou

where it all comes in T

LE

w0 on about war-profiteers. but 1 think

vou oucht te see that vou've worse than
any of them! Cutting us shert to put
moncy in yonr npockets 16 ain’t honeat |
I've wob my principdos, and T el i
“ivot balf what you are going to feel,
DBunter, 1 pronuse you!  roared the
irate  master.  “Your absard  and
rovolting charge must proceed from a
disorderod mind, 1 have no more con-
irol of the commissavint hwore than you
have., I do mot senk such control, and I
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woutld not aceept it. . Mra. Kebble haa the
matter in hand., And you ﬂpﬂ&ar to bo
thie ouly porson dissalistied with her very
capa'de and generous catering.”

There was a hum of plessura.  Mrs
Kebble had cortainly done them well. Sho
was careful, and the Food was plain; buot
she was not stingy, and 1t was good.

H3h, well, sir, if that 13 so—""

“The conditional mood will not do for
me, Bunter "

“Well, sir, s that 2 8o, I—I really
think the best plan will be to say no
more about it," replicd Bunter, with a
weak attempt at an ingratiating smile
upop his fat face.

“1 do not agree with you! At half-
past two precisely 1 shall have more bo
say to you about it, Bunter. You can
o 1

“But I don't want to go, sic!™

“That iz of noe importance whatever.
Leave the room at onco!™ .

“But there's the pudding, sir!” wailed
Bunter,

* 1 understood that you considered suet-
puddings low !

“Yee—I mean, nwo! I'm hungry--
famishod—almost fuiuting, air!"

“EFo and faint outside!”™ prinned
Sammy, wao bad his fork and spoon
ready for action, amd folt impatiant,

“{Fo!  Whether you faint or not is
hardly a matter that will eoncern usl!”
rapped out Mr. Prout, ringing the bell
for the return of the pudding. " The
danger does not seem to me great.”

“1Ma, ha, ha!"

With the derisive langhter of the rest
ringing in lis ears Bunter went, slowly
and sadly.  Bul o gleam of vengeance
came into lig eves, alinest cracking his
spectacles, as he saw Trotlor slaggering
along under the Lig dish,

“Tuke that, you cad !” he howled. And
lie charged at Trotter's helpless back,

Trotter’s head thudded upon the door,
and 1t burel open. DBunter gasped. IF
tho puddings were spitled and apoiled it
wottld not be at the IL“ mils of Mr. Prouk
alone that he would suffer!

Tiut by an herowe effort Trotter saved tha
situnation—for  himself, for those who
wialted for their pudding, and for Bunter !
Nob that Trotter had any desire o help
Buntor.

“ Keteh "old, sir '™ gasped Trotter, and
shoved the dish inte the hands of Mr.
Prout as e fell headlong.

Mr, Prout nearly fell, ioo. But
Delares and Tom Brown leaped to his
awd, The puddings were saved!

Bunter rolled disconsolately away.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Eunter’s Afternoon !

CT when he reached tha hall
B Dunter's eves gleamed, and he
censed to look 26 woebegone.
There was a lefter lying on the
teble. Tt was addreased to Fish, and
the address was i the handwriting of
IHareld Skinner.

Bunpter's curiosiby was roused at once,
naturaly, aml in lis curiosity he almost
forgot iz woes.

He turned the letter about in his
hands, leaving finger-anarka upon it.

e Lheld it np to the hight, vainly atriv-
'mg to rend someiiiing through ihe
envelope. But & woessape such as SBkin-
ner was sonding to Fisher T. Fish is
only put m tramsparcnt envelopes Ly
achiemers far below the calibre of Harold
Skinner. Bunter could not see the writ-
ing at all. for S8kinner had doubled the
blank half of the sheet oubwards,

Bunter tried to get a fof finger-end
under the flap.

But Skinner had gummed the fap
down too tightly for Ehak.

“The rotter 1" muttored Bonter. “ T'l
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Bet there's something up between those
two. And I shouldn't wonder if it wasn't
something that the rest of us ought to
know about. I think I ocught to open the
lotter a8 & matter of principle. And the
E‘;gﬂ ineide there will be gorging for 3
ng time vet, hang them! IF it ain't
anything that he ought not to have,
there's no resson why Fishy shouldn't
have it. But I think it will be for the
good of all concerned if 1 act aa Censor.
Yes, that's it! If it’a right for the giddy
Censor, it can't bo wrong for me. 1 sup-
pose I'm a8 good as he 16, anyway!”

Bunter wnﬁ(ed off with the letter.-

He took it to No. 7, and boiled o kettle
on I:ﬁtmﬁa Todd's epirit-stove in order to

el the up. ,
E The r-teglm Pdiri that all right, but
claaner hands would have been better Jor
the purpose.

When Bunter had extracted the letter
the envelope locked rather like a Ber-
tillen chart of thumb.marks—only some
of thess were finger-marke, And the
sheet of paper had still to be replaced.

“Oh, my hat! The rotters!” said
Burnter warmly. _ ]

He had read the few lines in the letter
almost st o glance. They told Fish that
“it ® was for the night of the next day:
that the most convenient window would
be one in the hall at the foob of the great
gtaircase : and that he had better awaken
Koumi Rao when the signal reached him,
and induce the Indian to go downstairs
to investigate. “ Alone, of course!
Skinner added, “unless Fishy cared to
come with him.” That was a touch of
Harold’e sardonic humour, singe Fishy
would inevitably give the game away by
accompanying Koumi Rag, and not back-
g him up at the critical moment. Dut
Skinner knew that his ally was not that
kind of durned mug, as Fishy might have
put it .

There was a postscript.
Bunter, for it read:

“As T know there's a fat tramp od
6., 1 have put this into a kind of parabic
for fear he may see it. But you will cateh
on.”

ugs " of course, was Greyiriars. That
was casy guessing, Bunter thonght tiie
fat tramp must be Sammy-—at leaet, he
would have thought so if he had not
known that *“that beast Skinner™ was
gquite capable of slluding to George Wil-
liam Bunter in this rude war.

But the parable' The word was
naturally connected, in what paseed for

Tt puzzled

a mind in Bunter's ecase, with grains aof
mustard-seed and  prodigal sons and
talente hidden in mapkins. It was a

“ Divinity ¥ word. What could it mean
in.a Jotter from Harold Skinner to Fisher
T. IMah?

The only parable that scemed to
Funter to Gt the cose at all was that
which is perhaps the meost famous of
them all—the old yet ever-new story of
him who ate huske with the swine.

Tut even that did not really fit. Bunter
had no intention of going back home
while Aunt Rebecca was still there,
unlesa he had to. And he knew ver
well that il he did go the fatted calf
would not stand in any great peril by
reason of his return.

“gkinnay is an asa! What can the
gsilly idiot mean? Ile's potty I greaned
Buntor. ;

He thought for another minute or two.

“It's just to throw dust in my cyes,”
he said, which was not a bad gueses for
Bunter. * Like his rotten cheek to sup-
pose 1 ehould sce the letter! T only
opened it for—for the good of everyone.
Practically I haven't seen it—not really.
But I think I'd better make & copy of
it before I put it bach.’ o

The kettle, set back on the spint-stove,
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was in danger of bein
unless the epirit [aile
pernad.

But it did not matter o Bunter.
wae Poter Todd’s kettle, not hie,

He sat down at the table, and gerawled
a copy of Harold Skinner's lotter, fully
entislied that only really high principles
forced him to laiﬂur thus, Indeed, he
{clt so full of high principles and ad-
miration for himself on account of hie
unssltish zeal for those who treated him
so badly that, having put the letter back
and fastened down the Hap again, he
found it berne in upon him that he cught
to gét something out of this atfair.

While he still deliberated as to the
likelicst means of realising some small
profit, lie heard the vaices of some of the
other fellows in the corridor, and he
thrust the leiter and the copy into his
pocket, and left No. 7. He also left an
abominable emell from the apiric-stove,
which had now given up the ghost—ihat
iz to say, the spirit had gone out of it—
and a kettle rather the worse for its ex-
perience. Buot to the great mina of
Williamn George Bunter trifles like these
were naught, X

In the hall he ran against Sammy.

*Bammy,” he said, ‘‘take this letter
to Fighy.’ _

Sammy tudely put out his tongue.
Samuel Tuckless Bunter was not gquite a
uice cluld.

William George tried io chuck him

burned througl,
before that hap-

it

under the chin, with design to make him
bite the pink object. But Sammy jabbed
a pin into fus major's fat arm.

Billw.

“You shouldn't play vour =iy aes
games on me, then ! prunted Bammy.
“Sorve you glad! I don't see why 1
should e your errands, either, Tuke
the letter yourself 1"

“Very welll I only offered you the
jobr hecause I rather fancy there's some-
thing in 1£,"” replied Bunter major. *“1
happen to know that Fighy's keen on got-
ting that letter. DBesides, I've got o go
aid eec that old beast Prout now,™

“0Oh, I'll take it!" said Sammy.

Seeing how much he knew of lis
brother’s dislike for veracity and Fishy's
megnness, Sammy might have known
botter. DBut he was covetous as well az
cunning, and he {‘-E'Ilﬁht at even so elender
a «<hance of profit as the possible
generomty of Fieh offered,

“Don’t tell him I handed it to you,
Sammy ! enid William George.

Then he rolled away, in two minds
about keeping his appomntment with Mr,
Prout. It was now hali-past two, and
the ivate master would not TNOTre Mere-
ful {for being kept watting, On the other
hand, there was just a chanee that he
might have fergotten by now,

Bunter snbwmitted that chance to the
Jjudgment of Tom Brown, whom he hap-
pened {0 moet,

“ Not likely I gaid Tom, * But if there
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15 any danger of it I'll go and remind
him. 1 wouldn't do that for just anyone,
Buniy, but in your cese the duty’'s a
pleasyre.™

“¥You mean you think I'd belter go?”

“On the whole, I think wou’d better
not,” answered the New Zealander.

“¥ah! Talk eeneet! 1 can’t makao out
& bit what you mean.”

“Only thet if you don't go now you'll

et o domble dose when you are sent for.

nd as I consider & doubie deee would ba
very appropriate to your complaint—"

“I bhaven't got any complomt, you
potty ass 1™

“{Jh, vou had at dinner, though. Hine
illac lachrymae!”

“If yof're going to spout Creck-—"

“ Hebrew, Bunty--Hebrew 1"

“Well, I'd sooner be caned 17

“That's good, because vou're going to
bo ™

But Bunter, having got asz far as
the door of the Head's study, now cccu-
pied by Mre. Prout, could not screw up
hig resolution [urther.

“I'va got to go through it ! he mut-
tered desperately. * But——"

{ Trotber passed him, grinning, Trotter
tapped at Mr. Prout's door.

“Come in!" called the Fifth-Form
master,

“It's only Master Bunter waitin® 'ere,
air, an' den't hke to disturh vou," said
the kindly Trotier,

“Come in, Bunter!" said Me. Prout
actdly.

With a glare that no basilisk could have
beaten at Trotter, Bunter went in.
F_?'.-;Iumm‘hi]e, Sammy bad sought out
Fish,

“Here's a letter lor you, Fishy!” he
CERTEN

[Mishy took B withput thapks,

“You dirty little grab!" he snorted.
“T ealeulnte thar's about & million marks
of vour beastly hingers on tins!"

“They ain't mine! Thev're—the post-
man's, I suppose!” said the untruthful
Sm1nmy.

“Jorusalem crickets!  You've opencd
thiz 1" roared Figh, going almost greemn.

“1 didn’t—1 swear T didn't! If—if any-
ohe did, it was Billy ! burbied Samuel,

“(Oh! That galoot’s beenr monkeying
with if, has he ? Gee-whiz! 1 shall have
to lock elippy, or——"

“Rilly said T was to have ecmething
for bringing it, Fishy,” whined Bunter

You little rotter '™ howled E!Jiihﬂj’.

T calculate he’s right thar about that.
" And this is what ie coming to you!" an-
swernd Fisher T. Fish,

He seized Sammy by the seruff of the
neck, and smacked hia head with vigour.

Sammy went, howling. In the pae-
eige he encountered his brother. William
‘was also howling.

“Te this a concert?” asked the unfeels
g Bl

Bunter ithe Blackmaller !
HB UNTEE no lookee velly chips
heathen beast! Ii's encuph to
put up with your rotter of a brother with-
velly fondee handsome DBillee Buntec,”
szid Ilep IHi, in his most bland and ine
the Owl,
“IIe wantee showes,™
“That velly likely,” roplied the small
Chinee.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
pee ! remarked Hop
“Ob, you dry up, you little
out standing cheek from vou !
“Wun Lung no lobtel. Wun Lung
sinuating manner. :
“T wigh he'd show it, then!” grunted
YAVl it's easy nnﬂugh. He's only pot
to lend me some cash,’
Bunter locked at him hard. TBut it was
of no wee. He ecould not tell whether
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the words wore sarcasm or & plain state-
ment of opinion. ;

“ﬂf;‘lﬂ exid * opinion,” doubl gald * sar-
raem.” The impassive yellow face of Heop
Hi #aid nothing one way or the other.

[t waz the day after Bunter had made
his great protest, and he believed himeelf
etill a sufferer from missing his second
course then. By this time the effccts of
the caning had worn off. It was easy for
him to persuade himself that he really
did net mind much about that, But he
did not try to persuade himself that the
loss of the suet-pudding and treacle was
s matter of indifference. )

“Wun Lung gottes pie—velly nice!”
sxid Hop Hi, )

“He ain't likely ic whaek it out with
me, though,” replied Bunter, in the tone
of a suffering mertyr who expecte to get
nothing, a.n]f is petting rather less than
that, ;

“Wun Lung wantee whackee out pie
with handsome Buntee [ .

“Oh, I say?! What's the matter with
it, then?" .

“ Nothing mattel. Velly goodee pie
Buntee comee alongee—lookee, seel”™

And Bunifer went. ]

It did not matter much what the pie
was made of after that—and 'W'L_:I.ﬂ Lung
had made piee of curious ingredicnts be-
fore this—as long as it looked all right.
Bunter would put doubt and dread behind
him, and do heroic deeds. .

And it looked a loveiy pie. The crust
wea thick and faky, and micely brown,
and inside veal and ham nestied among
shreds of egg and golden jelly.  Bunter
would almost have sold his eoul for that

e,
¥ Tt made his heart yearn towards Wun
Lung and Hop Li t0 an extent that sur-
prised himself, He felt that the two

grax'ﬂ-fa.ced Chinese bovs were. the ouly | [

riecnds he had in all the blrak, ecold
woarid.

“You are a pal, Wung Lung, T must
say ! he eaid, his mouth watering and
his cyes gleaming. )

“ Runtee lii:euﬁitt]e picces pie ¥ asked
Wun Lung softly.

“1 should Jike a hig
Bunter, with manly frankness, 1
1 shouldn’t mind the lot. I've had nothing
to eat worth mentioning to-day. Frout s
an old hunks. He maoy take you fellows
in, but I'm too 8y for ham, QF couree,
he'll have his lkmfe into me after that
bizney vesterday., But who cares?”

His auditors might have replied quite
trubtnfully that they certainly did naot,
But they refrained, Wun Lung put about
bhali the pie on a plate, and Bunter started
operations. )

* Buntce velly blave !* said Wun Lung.

“Oh, come off it! I'm not having any
more of that ju-jitsu rot !™ :

“Wun Lung not wantee. Likee be
fliendly with' handsome Buntee”™

“Well, I don’t mind, if you're golng in
for grub like this repularly, and don't
mind whacking out!” eaid the genercus
Dunter. “You don’t eat yourself,
though, cld chap?”

“Wun Lung not hunglee.”

* What about your minor ¥ Kids in the
Sceond are always peckish. 1 know
Bammy is—perfect httle gorger !

Hop Hi took a piece. But if Bunter
kad not becn so busy he would have scen
that there wae something behind this hos-
pitality,

“Buntee scen Skinpee lately 7 asked
Wun Lung.

“*No, and don't want !” replied Bunicr,
with his mouth {ull.

* Fishes had lettel from Skinnee yestel-
dav,” Wung Lung said.

“lHow do you know? Did Fishy tell
you?"” asked Bunter eagerly.
_Bomething had gone wrong in connec
tion with that letter. The copy of i which
Bunter had labericusly mage. had disap-
peared, He had locked * everywhere"—

picee,”"  =aid

“In fact, |
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" except, of course, where it was. In fact,
he had dropped it in the course of his
somewhat agiteting interview with Mr.
Prout, But it was not Mr. Prout who
had pigked it up. MNor was it Wun Lung.

As for the original, Fishy had promptiy
burned that.

“Bammes tollee me. Fishee cloutee
Sammee’'s head, velly cluel,” said JHop
Hi, shaking his own eleck cranium, -

“Berve the young beggar right!” re-
turned William George, i1n orotberly
fashion,

“Buntee t'inkee Fishee and Skinnce
up ta low gamec?” spid Wun Lunpg.

18 eves, narrowed to mere shts, were
fas on the fat face of the Owl, But
Bunter, munching away with hnge enjoy-
ment, did not notice that.

“1 don’t know, FHow shonld I#" he
asked mdifferently.

. ""Pie allee lightee, Dunteg?”

“First chop!”  answered Bunter
heartily.
“Buntee tellee Wun Lung what

Skinnes wlite to Fishes, and have

anothel piecee piel”

o e -
e A . L
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an appointment. When you've another
pie like this, I don't mind giving vou
another look-in. It isn't to be expected
that I can meke o practice of pssociating
with Chinese and such  riff-endf; my
titled relations would be frightinly
shocked if they heard of 1! But, onoe
in a way—"

“Hop Hi, bettel you see if can buyee
any mole little puppy-dogs,” eaid Wuww
Lung.

“What )

" Dogee-pie—velly nicee ! said Wun
Taungz, 1mn his blandest stvle,

“Dogat. 0Oh, wou filthy heusthen!
Groooo-oogh!  I—]— It will make
me #ick—I know it will! Grooogh!
Yow! You ought to be hanged for
this!"

“PBuntes no wantes anothel nicce
dogee-pie ?”’

Bunter didn't. At least, it did not
look 'z though Bunter Jdid He
snewered not at all in words, but ho
went thence holding his waistcoat in both
hands, as one who fecls internal pains.

i

— "
T —
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=

[ The ploiters eaught! (See Chapter 9))

“Pll have another piece of pie all
serene ! Plenty of jelly, please. But you
can’t expect me to tell you what was in
anuth%r chap's letter. How ehould I
knowi™

The pie was not a bribe, of course.
Wun Lung made that plain by putting
the remainder of it on Bunter's pinte.

* Buntee not see lettel 17

“0Of course I didn't! Haven't I said
a0 7

“Wun Lung tinkee peoliaps showee
j"ﬂ‘u-"

“ Mot lkely 1™

Wun Lung must have known that if
Bunter had anything to tell, cash would
have bought the information, however
obtained.

But Wun Lung did not offer cash. He
had hkis own reasohs no doubt.

It was not a moral objection that kept
him back. The moral standards of Wun
Lung were not as those of the West—
save in one thing. Loyalty to his friends
was that one thing.

Bunter finished the last scrap on his
plate, and his manner changed at once.

“1 must be off,” he said.

T} IrTﬂ- Eﬂi i

Bunter sat alone in No, 7, und groaned.
Greyfriars was not ss much better than
home, after all! Even Aunt Rebecca
would not have given a fellow dog-pie,
though she was quite capable of denying
him suet-pudding.

But gradually Bunter began to feel
better, The pie really had tasted most un-
commonly good, and his pains were only
imaginary, he found. ‘Teke it at the
worst, and say it was puppy-pie. Well,
he didn’t want any nore; but if it was,
there was nothing the matter with the
favour of puppies, and it was no good
making a fues about it!

He looked out of the window, and saw
Fichy mooching towards the gates alone.

The weather was better to-day, and on
Little Bide a vigorously contested four-
a-side footer game wis Iin  progress—
Greyiriars v. 3t Jim's.  Sylvester was
in goal for the home side, Tom Brown
at {uack, and Bquilf and Delarey were
the forwards. ©On the other sida Buck
Finn kept goal, Noble played at back,
and Clifton Dane and Koumi Rao wero
in the forward line.

Tue Maguer Lispamy.—No 514



10 THE BEST 3% LIBRARY D& THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30. LIBRARY. *1®

Squiff had just scored the ninth geal
for Greyiriars, while the St. Jim's score
stocd at seven.

The footer had no attraction whas-
ever for Bunter, Butl the sight of Fishy,
coupled with the recent talk in Wun
Lung's study, made him reflect that he
held a sccret of Fishy's, and thab it was
Ecr good holding it unless he was paid to

o 80.

He had stuck to it when Wun Lung
Lad tried te pump him. That ought to
make it worth more, he thought.

He rolled downstairs, and pursued
Fishy across the quad.

And Hop Hi, gliding out of the next
study, pursned him.

But Bunter's pursuit was open and
clumsy. Hop Hi's was quite otherwise.
The little Chinee tock care that the Qwl
should not see him.

“*Oh, beat it, DBunter!” said Fmh
irritably. “I've got no use for any
pulaver with you, I guess!”

“That's where wou'ra dead off
Fishy,” answerecd the Owl coolly.

Dusk was gathering. On the footer-
field the game [imished, and.the ruddy
and muddy plavers came away, arguing
good-temporedly as .to what could be
held tn constitute ofside when there
were only four men in each team.

Koumi Rao had come with a rush at
the finish, and the score had been made
nine all—or ten all, or eight all, no one
was quibe sure which, though everyone
kunew that it was level except Buck, whe
claimed a victory by five gosls at least
for 3t. Jim’'s.

It did not matter much; and all
were agreed that % had been an un-
commonly jolly game, and that the rest
were asses Lo miss if.

Meithey Fishy nor Bunter saw the
dark-skinned man who was standing
under the trees within a huadred yaeds
of the pates, He drew back as they
stopped, and hid himaself behind "o holly-
trec. He was near cnough to hear cvery
word they said—and he did hear every
word !

1f Fishy had seen him he might have
recognised him as the some man he had
geen in Courtheld a week or so earlier.
If Pict Delarey had seen him he might
have suspoctod him of beiog the same
man who had prowled about the school
and hod made exit over the wall. He
could not have been sure of it, for the
darknezs had not allowed him to see
the fellow’s face. DBut he would have
been riglt.

If Hurrop Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob
of Bhanipur, had seen him he would
searcely {Iuwe suspected evil, for the
man’s face would have awakened no
echo in his memory., I Koumi Rae,
Jam of Bundelpore, had seen him ke,
too, would have set him down as a
stranger. Bub 1t was as cerbain as any-
thing could be that his business at Crey-
friars was with either Inky or Koumi
Rtao, and that his intent was not good.

And if Bunier had seen him  he would,
of course, have zet him down as “a
nigger.”  Bub ke was no more o pigger
than Bunter. He was o Hindu of fight-
ing race and high caste.

Hop Hi did see him, but emly as a
varuwe shape. Amd Hop Hi also heard
the conversation between the traitor and
the blackmailer,

“1iver, what d've mean®" demanded
IFish,

“It'a anly rvight, Tishy, T ain't going
ta tell anyone if vou treat me fairly. 1
only want halves. I don't ask for more
than that.”

*“Christopher Codumbus !
me guessing !
jny_?!l
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it,

You've got
Ialves of what, vou fat

“ What vou're getling from Skinney !®
replied Bunter baldly.

‘The American Jjunior laughed harshly,

“¥ou mugwomp ! Jevver hear of any-
ono  getbing anything from that skin-
flint " he asked.

“Well, you am't doing it for nothing,
'l bet!” said Bunter,

“ Doing what, you hoodlum "

But Fishy was weakening., Even the
obtuse Bunter conld see that, !

“Letting the Skinners in by the win-
dow near the gpreat staircase to.night !

“Gee-whiz!  You're sure  barmy,
Bunter "

“I'm not! I saw the letter!™

“I've a durned good mind to give you
a thundering hiding 1"

“You may have the mind—you haven't
the body, though,” replied Bunter.
“It's no good getting waxy. I know all
about it, and how you are going to chisel
the nigger into going down, so that they
can nab him, I suppoese. I don't know
whother my conscience will let me kecp
it dark, In fact, I'm aure it won't, uniess
—well, balves is the only fair thang 1™

”(lzf all the goldurned rattlesnakes

“Nong of that, Fishy !
to atand it !"

“I ain't making a red cent out of the
schemozzle, It's just o joke I've got up
with Skinney and los cousina ™

“That.” said Dunter cecolly, “i3 a
beastly lie ™

“Bee hyer, pard ! Fishy had Bunter
by the arm quite affectionately now, and
they moved away togpether, Meither
Hop Hi nor the man who lucked in the
shadows heard maore.

s ML

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

What Fishy Did Not Know !

bl IRE for Master Inky—I means
Mastor "Urree Jam Ram
Singer,” said Trotter, appear-
ing to the small crowd of fool-
ballers, who, having bathed and changed,
were cntertaining Inky with a full, true,
and particular account of the great
matel of the afternoon.

“Hand it over, Trotter,” said Bouiff,
“1 say, are we goung to have any tea
to-night ** ]

“It amm't time wvet, Master Squ—I
mean, Master Iield, Bub it's being got
ready. Hob scones—there ain't no cur-
rants 1n them, becaunse Greece, or one of
thrern piaces, has been an’ gone an'
messed up things shockin'—hbut there's
raspberry-jam to have with "em, an' I
rcekon that goes all right I™

“T hope you'll get some  yourself,
Trotter,”

“Thankee kindly. T see as I do!
We ain't 'avin' no bad time in the
kitchen, for all bein' careful abont rations
an" auch !"

Trotter withdrew.,  Inky had opened
hia telegram, but thero was not light
enough to vead the pencil scruwl. They
had been sitting in the firclight.

Now Tom Brown drew the curtains,
and Squiff switched on the light,

Inky read, and hiz [aee lit up, Then
its exprossion changed,

“zood news. I hope, old scoul ' said
angeroo.

“The newslulness has o it both of Lhe
goodiulness and the badfulness,” an-
swoeped Inky, “The esteemed wire is
from the honourable Wharten, and its
purpertfuiness 13 to the effect that they
are coming to fetchiully take me away
to-1norrow, shall be rlad to zee again
my friends” most honourable and affee-
tionate faces; but # will be to me the
wringfulnesa of the esteemed heark to
leave belindfully the friends now gather-
fully around me, who are each and oll-
fully of the true topnotehfulness."

I'm not going

“1 say, Inky, we can’t spare you!"
sawd C'lifton Dane.

“Not likely 1" added Delarer.

at. Jin's and Greyfriars wore in full
agreement on that point.

Though Inky had been obliged to lie
on his couch nearly all the time, yet he
had counted for a whole Iot in the little
community. Ile had taken his acoident
with the greatest cheerfulness; he was
always ready to listen when anyone
wanted to talk—Bunters barred, how-
ever; amd his weird and wonderful Eng-
lish was a constant source of amusement
Lo tho visitors.

But they knew that Wharton & Co.
must have missed bhim, and they knew
that Inky had missed his own special
chums. Now that he was it to teavel, it
was only to be expected that he shonld
want to join the Wharton Lodge parry.
Nothing short of war would keep them
from taking Inky, too; and war was
scarcoly the correct card.

“What can we do?" asked Sqguild,
almost mournfully,

“ Kidnap those chaps, and make them
stay here. They can’t take Inky away
if they ain’t allowed to get away themn-
gselves,"” replied Tom Brown promptly.

Fislh came in just then, and he caught
one word of Tom's speech. That word
made him feel guite alarmed. He was
fresh from his affcctionate talk with
BDunter, whe had now in his pocket an
T O U for 105, bearing the sdlustrious sig-
nature of Fisher T, Fish. Fish_vlha.d not
thought it necessary to mention the
sovereign of which he had relteved Mr.
Anthony Skinner in advance.

“{h, erikey! Who's talking about
kidnapping 7" he asked.

Wun Lunz shot a keen look at hun,
Dut Fishy did not see. And 3 momeont
later Hop Hi appearcd at the door like a
spectre, beckoned to his brother, and
glided away unseen by anyone pise,

The Chinese Bemovite arose, and sbole
acftly from the room.

“Wa were talking about Ionky,” ox-
plained Danc. “ His chuma are coming
to take him away. DBrowney thinks it
would be the correct caper to kidnup
them. There are difficulties, though,”

“0h ! aatd Fishy, And he stooped to
wartn his lean hands at the fire,

“Are they coming by rail, Inky?”
naked Delarey., ¥ Pretty expensive [or
five of them these days, all the way from
Wharton What-isit—ech?"

“'The esteemed wire dors not make
mentionful remark of their wavfulness of
travelling,” answered Inky. ' DBut the
pudiviness of the ludicrous hoof would
searcely be the absued caper.”

“Maot for you, old sport, anyway,” enid
Kangaroo.

“ﬁ can't ba by motor—that's off
now,” remarked Sqwff. 1 cuess they
will deive. Where was the wive handed
in, Inke?"

“T did not observefully retnark. Now
I perceivofully ses that it comes from
the honourable post-office at Potworth.
2o the drivefulness would ne doubt be
the caper.”

“They ean’t be hver to-daw, T guess, if
they've only got as fur a3 Petworth,” re-
marked Fishy., “That's guite some miles
awav. I calenlate,”

“They are coming to-morrow,
ahenrd and esteemed Fishy,”

YO aaid Fish, Ile was wondering
whether Inky's going wonld make any
difference Lo the SBkinners' plot, and le
hardly knew whether he wanted it to or
not. It would only mean a loss of ton
shillings to him if the scheme foll
throngh—unless he could cheat DBunter,
the idea of which was rather comforting
to him. For in any case Fishy had no
notion of returning  Mr.  Anthony
Skinner's sovercign.
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Every Monday.

Hurree Singh and Koumi Rao plaved
chess together that evening. The S
Jim's junior was very guict. He would
miss Inky even more than the rest. . Aund
there were other things-which may have
made him thoughtful. But 1f he was
thinking of the danger which Wun Lung
had foretold,. it is certain that there was
no dread in his mind of facing it alone,
And there was no regret that Iuky should
escape 1it, either, &

Wun Lung and Hop Hi were also vory
quiet, and both of them kept a elose
watch on Fisher T. Fish. Astute us the
two Chinese hovs were, they felt just a
little out of their depth in this affair.

The Skinner plot was only a joke,
though a rotten one.

But behind the Skinner plot—and un-
known to the plotters—they dreaded
something else—some real peril to the
two Indian juniors whem they counted
friends. And it was their uncertainty as
to the exact nature of that peril which
troubled them.

They were sure of one thing, howeyer
—that what they did muost be dene on
their own., Hurree Singh and Koumi
Rao would be likely to resent the idea
of two guardian angels in the Chincse
form, though they coumted Wun Lung
and Hop Hi as gpocd chuma.

It dught to bé easy enough to defeat
the Skinner scheme ; and to defeat it with
the aid of no one but his minor was the
kind of thing to appesl to Wun Lung,

He stayed awake that night, even after
the bed got comfortably warmm. YWhen
he folt drowsiness crecping over him he
fought against it.

Fighy also was wakeful. ITe wae nol
dquite easy i his mind now that the
critical moment drew so near,

_He would have been still more uneazy
if he had even guessed how much morc
than the wherze the Skinners had
planned hung on his treachery.

Guteide the walls of Greyfriars, in the
shadow of the trees, waited a Light teap,
with a fast horse between the shafts. Be.
side it, wrapped up to the eves against
the wind, were two men of Hurree
Singh'e raoce.

There were those in Bhanipur who
were in no mind to submit to a ruler
reared in Englend ; and there were those
of Hurres Singh's own kindred who
wanted himi dead. And theee two men
ware their emisrariez, Neither of thom
knew Inky, and he did not know then.
But their tasl had seemed an easy one,
ay far as retﬁogniti{:n went, for the nabob

was the enly Ilindu among the Grew.
friers boys. The presence at the school
of Koumi Rao had made confusion for a
time.

An descﬁ}:-t.iﬁn, unlese very close
indeed, of one of the two bevas would
have eerved for the other. ut now
Achmet Lal and Nana Sewani knew—ar
believed they knew.

It would be a long story to tell how
these two had reached Greyfriars at a
time when either getting into England
or getting out of it, once in, had become
g0 difficult for anyone without proper
credentials.  But craft had been at work.
Hurree Singh was a ward of the India
Office.  Achmet Lal and MNana  Sewani
were persons trusted by that department.
They had come over in the train of a
very iz man indeed, who had no sus-
picton of their real mission.

MNow that migsion was to be carried
out.

For what came afterwards they recked
little. Wealth was to be theirs if they
puccecded and sscaped. T they did not
escape, that was Fate. And who were
they that they should hght with Fate ?

80, in the glgom they waited, and the
shadow over E{reylriars darkeped !
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Skinners Caught !

ISHY got out of bed, o
Sitting on the edge, shivering,
he asked:

“Hyer, T say, are any of sou

geloots awake T .
There was no answer. Wun L‘lmg id

not consider himself 2 galoot, it seemed,
for certainly he was not asleep.

Fishy drew on his clothes. He did not
feel keen. But he could hardly back out
now,

He stole out of the door and down-
sfairs.

Wun Ling Jdid not follow him. There
wee no need for that yet.

Having unlatchied the window fixed
upon, Fishy returned. He disecbed hur-
riedly., He stifl had to awaken Koumi
Rao at the critical moment. And the
St. Jim's fellows would be likely to smell
s rat if he appeared clothed. Moreover,
having carried out his contract by rousing
the Indian, Fishy proposed to retire from
the game.

It was o besstly night. eold and dark,
Perhaps the Skinners would not come.
Fishy rather hoped they would fail.

But the trio were already on tha waw.
The anger of Anthony etill burned hotly
against Koumi Rag; James had a epite
of his onn against the band of echuma
generally : and Harold Skinner was as
apiteful zs either of them. He had old
glichta to avenge. DBesides, this was a
joke to him—and the cad of the Hemove
dewrly loved a joke of thiz kind, wlhich
meant suffering for gomeone hg did not
dearly love,

Twelve boomed from the clock in the
tower. The wind brouglt the sound.

“fThe witehing hour of night, when
clhrchyards yawn, and graves give up
their dead I " qluattd Harold Skinner,

“Rats ! replied hiz cousin Anthony,
who was no student of Shakespeare.
“Wheo believes in witches and ghosts, and
all that bunkom 7™

‘Harold Skinner didn’t. There was not
much he did believe in-—as s often the
way with g fellow in whom others can-
not believe.

» But he gave a siari as he passed the
| patient horse and motionless cart under

the trees, The fwo men from the Faat
were no longer there. The horse was in
cherge of & halfswitted lad from the neigh-
bourheod.

“Wew-what's that "

“What?

“There=-uncdor the trees!
like & hearse!™

“Well, it ain't our funeral, anyway!”
said James, with a nervous giggle.

“Iv's all fancy !” Anthony eaid. “I
dun;lt- see nnJ::ItJ:m’hntHnIL’;d

They passed with all speed.

Mt!fﬂﬁ'hﬂi’:. their plot had had a result
that qguite certainly they had never anii-
cipated.

Tt had enabled Achmet Lal and Nana
Sewani to get within the Bchool House
without trouble or risk,

Achmet Lal, watching his chance, had
heard the talk between Fish and Bunter
that afterncon. e may not have under-
stood all, but he understood encugh te
see how well this apparently aimless jape
ehimed in with the mission bhe and his
ecomrade had in hand.

Through the wunlatched window thoey
had made their way. Then, with clectrie-
torches, treading catlike through pas-
sages strange to them, they had made
out the lie of the land.

They had found & side daor which could
be unholted. This they left ready; it
would be more convenient for theiz pur-
pose than the window., Everything else
was prepared. If only *the nigper,” as
Bunter called lim, was indu io ¢ome

qll(mvered Harald.
Where ?" asked Anthony.
It looks

down by Fish, they could act at once, and
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{ bave him out of the house before any

zlarm was given.

In the darkness and the silence they
waited, paticnt with the patience of the
Baet, which is hard for the West to un-
derstand. There was murder in their
hearts; vet they waited as though time
was nothing.

But it was not long they had to wait,

There caine a sound from outside-—the
sound of a whiaﬁmrhig VOICE,

Then the window-sash was pushed up,
and three vague figures climbed t.hmngE,
one after another.

M WWaik here ! saild Harold Skinoer to
his consins, 'l must go up to the Jorm
and give Fishy the signal fo get the
mgger down here.  He'll awaken him
first, you see, and the migger will think
he's going on to wake the rest. But, if
Fishy's right about his pluck, he'l! come
down on his own withowt waiting for
them. ™

“You'll ¢ome straight back, I sup-

ge ¥ asked James Bkinner. “We're a

it logt in a sirange place in the dark,
you knew, and .

“0Oh, you necedn't funk it, Jimmy!?
I'll come down, I we are to handle him
without giving him a chance to squall,
all three of vs will be wanted 1

Harold Skinner stele upstairs. He was
on famahar ground, and that %ﬂ.‘ﬂ: nim a
confidence that his cousin fniled to feel,
They were more than o trifle nervous.
But they would have been far more ner-
vous If they bad gucssed that, within a
few pards of them, two assassine waited !

Qutside the Remove d!)r]ﬂ:.t.ﬂr?f Skinner
wiistled a bar of “ Tipperary.’

Fishy heard it, and Wun Lung. So did
Hop Hi, whom his brother had now
arcused.

Fishy got out of bed. In the gleom the

two Chincse boya waited to hear the
treacherous warning given.
Then Koumi Ruo awoke. Someone

was shaking his shoulder., SBomeoné—he
hardly recognised the tremulous veice—
was whispering in his ear:

" Danger—Inky—down below "

In an instant Koum: Reo was out of
bed. The warning conveyed more to him
than its speaker had meant it to cunvey.
What he thought was that Inky was below,
and threatened by danger—the danger
that Wun Luﬂg had r-Ea,q_i, or pretenged
to read, in the cards,

“Wake the rest I' he hiseed.

And, net stapping to switeh on a lght,
he threw some clothes over him and
weirh.

It was the action of one absoluiely fear-
legs, and not too wise. It wmil; hare
been far better to wait for the rest. Tt
would bhave been the merest common
eense to have locked to see whether Inky
was still in his bed.

But the cournre of Kounmi Rao was
far in excess of his prudence. He had no
suspicion of Fishy's treachery, either. Ha
did not doubt that others would follow.

And he did not go unarmed. Koumi
Bao wasz not the wild, halfsavoge fellaw
he had been when St. Jim'es firet knew
him. But he was of the Fast still. And
now there was a keen-edged dagger in
his hand ae he made his way downstairs,

Any of the Grevfriars fellowe wounid
have known where to put hand on a
switch and flood the staircnse wilh light.
Koumi Rao felt for one as he passed
down, but did not find it

Behind him he heard volces. Fishy
had awakencd the rest, he supposed.

But it was Wun Lung whe bad done
that.

“Oh, I say, Havold, there's eomeone
back there in the passage! I'm sure of
i

1t was James Bkinner who spoke,
Koumi Rao did not recognise hia vorce.

But he heard the answer, and the
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manner of it caused him to drop the
weapon he held.

wRats ! snid Harcld Skinner sharply.

That was what mode Koumi Rac drop
the dagger. This was a matter for fists,
not for steel., What these fellows were
aftar with Inky—how they had come
there—he did not know. But he gnessed
who they were, and he saw in_this no
mote than a spiteful echoolboy plot.

They did not hear him come, his step
was so light. They did nob see h‘.IETI 1
the gloom. 1ut cthers saw. Achmet
Ta) and Nana Sewani had watched nntil
the gloom was to them no longer dark-
HICEs. :

He was close upon the Bkinners before
they were aware of him.  Ile :.pnlgn:

“What— Ah!" : .

That was all they heard. The “ Ah'!
was the unmistakable exclamation of one
garnrised by a sudden atiack.

A cloth had been flung over the lace
cf Ivoumi Rao; & strong arm had twined
about his neck, exercising a deadly pres-
sure upon his throat. e smelt some-
thing swoetish and sickly, and then every-
thing faded from him, and he knew no
mors,

With yells of fear the Skinners made a
kolt for the stairs, They forgot the open
window. Instinet drew them towards
where there was help. :

What hod happened they did not know
—could not even guess, But they knew
that sorhething hnd happened there in
the darkuness, 80 close that had they but
atretched out their hands they might
almost have touched—what?  Ah, what?

That thoy could not tell. Ouly in their
first panic they were sure of its horror—
sure of nothing else. Not even that it
had been Koumi Bao who had uttered
that ery as it seized him ! _ )

Past them in the darkness slipped Wun
Lung. ° Above sounded voices and the
pad of slippered feet. ] . :

“1 say, we—we're running right into
them!™ panted Anthony Skinner.

All three stopped. Full of glarm
though they were, they were taken with
u sudden dread of being discovered by
those above.

If anything had happened—and sorme-
thing must have happened—it would be
of amall use for them to maintain that
they had meant nothing worse than a

ape,

: E_Fi'lf*:,r would have been to hlame for the
opportunity given for that deadly night-
work., DBut for the window left unlatched
it might never have been done.

Something brushed past them on the
stairs, and they drew back, shuddermg, |

Iut it was only Hop Hi going aftee his
brether. .

“Cut back ! hissed Harold Skinner.
“Through the window—over the walll
Let's clear out of this!”

But it was too late! )

In front of them somecne switched on
a light. And behind them anscther sud-
(icrn-ﬁ,.' lit the hall, And up above the
fellows ware rushing to capture them.

There still seemed a chance.  They
weore disguised as Hindus, and the dis-
zuises, easily to be seen fhrough ot close
quarters, smight serve them if but barely
seen a3 they made their exit,

MNo one was vizible below, The hand
of Wun Lung had switched on that light,
and Heop Hi had just been in time o
discern his brother’s fleating form. Oat
into the darkness and the danger the tweo
littla Chiness had gone without a
moment’'s heaitation.

The Skinners fled. DBut they were too
late !

“Got you, you varmint!™ sung out
Buck Finn, and a lasso whizzed through
the air.

It was a clever throw,
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Harold Skinner was leading the re-
treat. The hide lariat possed over the
head of James in the rear, over the head
of Anthony in the middle, to fall albout
the shouldera of Harold, io tighten with
a jerk. to bring him down on the stairs,
with the other two sprawlhing on top of

him ! )
“Bravo, DBuack!"™  yelled  Sguall.
“That's bonza! Got the brutes!™
Heedless of danger, they rushed down.
efore the two on top could scramble
up. Squiff and Kangaroe, Delarey and
Thane, Tom Drown and Buck Finn were

upan them.

Bomeotie’s foob sent Aying the dagger
ihat Koumi Rao had dropped.

Horree Singh came limping up, with
Sylvester. Dnt Fishy and the
Bunters prefereed the apfe shelter of the
dormitory, where Billy and Sammy
cowered under the bedelothes, and Fisher
T. Fish wished he had never been born,

But Mr, Prout still lagged. AN knew
why, Tt could only be because he had
not heard.

They seized the three pretended
Tridiana. They hanled them to their feet,
surprised to find them offering so little
resistanoe.

“ Holy smoke ! It's that duened critter
Shinoer " howled Buck Finn,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Three Missing !

1 N his two crawlers of cousing 1™

A snapped Delarey.

“My hat! This is too
| thick ! said Tom Drown dis-
auatodly.
"It was only a jape ! whined Harald
Skinner. “You chaps needn't get on
your cars about it !”

“ Mo, of conrse not ! Wa ought to be
pleased nt being roused like this for your
rotten japes!™ said Clifton Dane,

o Wt'fl. I'vo as good a right hore as you
have! You're an outsider, come to
that I"* the cad of the Removo sncered.

“(h, we're not worrying about your
rights ! Yon'd better astand on them !”
Sguiff aaid. “You aren't likely to get
out of here in a hurry when Prouly sees

“May I observe that—er—Irouty
slready sves them, Field!” _

Squilf almost blushed. Skinner did not
aimost groun=—he groaned outright,

Myr. Prout had his gun. But that for-
midalble weapon was not needed. He
could not very well shoot the Skinners,
though for a moment he felt greally in-
clined to. L

“YWhat is the meaning of this disgrace-
ful and preposterous—er—masquerade 7
he Lellowed. .

“ It waa only 2 joke, sic," said Anthony
Slinner. *“Diazh it all, I shouldn't have
thenght anyone here would make such a
fuss about a moere jJape !

“That's all, sir—a mere jape!" echoed
Jamea,

“A—a sort of Christmas mummers
biznoy, sir ! chimed in Harold.

DBut that did not go. Fveryone but
Tiuck Finn was looking very grim. Buoek
tricd to look grim, too; but he was so
eased with himself that it was not easy
for nim to fecl properly annoyed with the
Skinnera,

“I think we must put them in the
punishment-room  for the night,” anid
Mr. Prout. *'In the ml::-rnin%-—“

“Why, sir, it's freezing hard!™ pro-
tested Harold Skinner. * We should be
dead before morning 1"

“(Food job, too!” growled Kangaroo,

“Not if you're well warmed up with a
E&:}Ehpfurﬂ 1.1;4;:;:31:?’;1}*% g}&ets&iu )

vite a g notion, Saquiffi—a happy
thought I' satd Mr. Prout

“It you try to cane me——""
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Mr. Prout cut in on Anthony Skinner's
speech of protest.

“1 shall not try, vou worthless and in-
truding puppy!” he snapped. “I shall
do it !

“Then vou'll get an action for assault
bronght——"

“Where i3 Kourmi Rao?”

It was Hurree Singh who spoke, and
there was acute anxiety i his tones. Ila
fogpot his weird and wonderful Eunglish,
too—a suro sipn of distress in him,

He had limped back to the dormitory,
wondering  that his fellow-countrynian,
usually so light o sleeper, should have
failed to be awakened,

As for the rest, in the oxcitement they
had not thought of Koumi Rao at all,

Ile was not in the dormitory, of course,
Fish and the two Dunters were there—-
that was all,

The shadow of a great dread lay upon
Hurree Singh.  Fear Jotched at his
heart.

“Then——  Oh, I say, if he's gone,
theae rotters must know somethig aboud
it zaid Sguiif.

“Look here ! eried Delarcy. His eyoe
had canght the glint of the dagger a4 1t
lay on the earpet.

The three Skinners had  exchaneod
glances, Each of them read plainly the
message the others senk.

Deny everything ! Braren i
Nothing seen—nothing heard !

After all, they were prepared to swenr
that 1t was no fanlt of theirs. The
window had been nnlatched by Frshy—let
Fishy bear the blame! If their ' mere
jape " had had tragic consegquences, why
should they shﬂuﬁ{:r responsibility  fer
what they had never meant—what hLad
never enbered their wildest dreams?

The rest were staring at them.  An
cxpresaton of horror was upon the face of
Mr. Prout. It seccmed impossible that
thess boys had moant what the dagger
secmed to say—and yob there 1t was!

None of the juuiors tock =0 black a
view, They did not read as many
shifling shockers as Mr, 'rout!

They looked upon the dagger p3 a mero
property article.

But little Sylvester throw a new light
upon it.

“That 15 Koumt Bao's,”™ he said. *I
saw it once when he opened hia box.
Therce ia an emerald in the hilt.™

“Where can the lad be?" asked Are.
Prout, wrinkhing his forechead 1 per-
Elﬁxit;{. He also did gueer things with
is gun 1n hizs agitation--things that
made 1t prudent to give lum plenty ol
room.

“1 saay,

aul !

where's Wun Lung*" sand
Delavey., " Needn't ask where Fizhy and
Bunter are. That'zs casy pucssing. DBut
Wun Lung doesn’t funk things.”

Y His minor, too,” said Squiff, *“Hang
it all, has someone kidnapped all threo
of them ?  Did you follows hear anvthing,
or see anrthing ¥

He turned so sharply upon the
Skinnera that they were almost sur-
rised into felling the truth. Jamws
Ead hta mouth open to speak, but ho
shut 1t again witheut actually being
puilty of anything so contrary to the
Skinner prineiplos,

Mot a ing ! replicd  Harold
sulkily., “How could we? It was dark.
You can't shove this on to us! What.

over has happened to them—if anvthing
has—woe weren't in it,"”

wat his vobes was very shaky.

Harold Skinner was a hard case, But
he was not so bad ns to take this aflair
quite coolly, cven apart from hia fear
for himaolf.

“YWe muat make a search ag ones”
said Mr. Prout. ““Arm yourselves, all
of you! Polker, tongs, cricket-bat—any-
thing! As for these wretched young



Every Monday.

ecoundrels, they muat go to the punish-
ment-room ot once. }.Eield and MNable,
will you see them therey, and bring the
key to me?”

The two marched the three off. No
one thought 1t queer that the three wont
meekly.,  Bguif and Kangaroo were
over t‘}?m weight of that cowardly trio.

The search was hegun at onece, And
within about two minutes Clifton Dane
had found ihe unbolted door. That it
should not have been unbolted My,
Prout knew, for he had made a tour of
mspection before poing to bed.

It was Dane, too who found the tracks.
In & patch of mud were the imprings of
the feet of two men, and the Canadian
junior, well up in scoutcraft, was cer-
tpin that they had been earrying a
burden bhetween them.

Thon S&uiﬁ and Kangaroo joined up
again, and the search wont on,

Electrie torches wmade glimmers of
light in the ¢uad. Mr. Prout paced up

and down with his rifle over his
shoulder, Fish fame creeping down-
stairz, with a heggard leok on hie

hatechet faee.  By-and-by, when thoey
were quite sure that thore could be ne
danger for them, Billy and Sammy
Bunter also appeared, They said that
th%}' had ondy just woke up.

ut for some time no clue rewarded
tho searchers,

Half an hour raust have passed before
Squilf and Puck Fion, at the saome
moment, discovered spots of blood near
the wall,

“1 guess  someone's been  sloshed
hyer ! said Buck gravely.

“Nooks like it.” returned Bqguiff.
My hat! What & thing it is not to have
a clue! We can't follow! There's no
telling which wayr—="

1 calealate ['ve gollen a clue ™
Buck eatd, “See hyver, some paloots
have ecarried off Koumi HRao, sure!
Waal, then, where air Wun Lung and
Hop 117 M wou ask me, sicee, they're
iest followin' up themm galocts!  And
they were hol oo the track, too, vou bet!
So one of the galoots turned and =loshed
em hard—see ¥

“Looks as if he might ba right,” e2id
Dane,

“Iut the sloshiulness could not have
“Inky, old chap, you oughtn’t te he
out 1

“Rata! How can T stayfully remuin
within doors whene-- "

“That slosh didn't put ’em off it
though,” went on Buck Finn, tuking no
notice of the fact that Squif and Teky
were talking, 1 den't care wlho. suvs
what agin them Chinks, they've stickers !
‘They're white men, though they do hzve
yailer skins!”

“I don't know ithat anyone hut von
ever 2ald anything against them, Duck.”
remarked Kanrarono,

“Waal, T take it all back? T'll ask
their pardon! And thar sin't sanvone
keener than T am to find them  lemme
tell you that ™

Some were quicker at starting on it
however, though DBuck rmeant covory
ward he =aid. )

Delarey and Tom Drown were already
over the wall, Suaiff and Kanearon
ard Clifvon Dane followed thera,  Pooclk
Finn was held back by Inkye, -

“Mary I pohlitefully request fhiot the
cetocmed Buek will give moe of Jus great
kindfulness the noeessitful bunk{nlpos: ="
sibed Imlew,

“Ei?" Ges-whiz!  Vou talk sommn
queer ! DBunk you up—ch?  Dut your

bad leg won™t-——"

“It 13 not for the honour of a Nubob
of Bhanipur to stand idle while his
friends are in neril,” said Inkyv. And
Buck stared at him harder, for it might
have bren Koumi Rao talking.

Bomehow or other, with the help of
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tite junior from Arizoma, Inky got over
the wall. He could mot walk without
pain; but he could walk, and that waos
enough for him,

MNow (osling appeared from his lodge.
srumbling.

“Wot I savs is this "ero-

Mr. Prout eut him =short,

“Opon the gates, Gosling! There has
Leen black work here to-night 7

“Which it nin't-—""

“No one iz bloming vou, man !
me ab onee !

They were questing along the road
PIOW, the Ooloniuel j1.|11i:_1:n-'. and  Indy.
Even Fish had joined thems, Bat Billy
and Sammy Bunter lkept elose to My
Prout. It made them lecl casier to be
near & gun, even though it was more
hikely to injure them than anyone elsc af
it was fired.

The place where the cart had stood
under the trees was found, They made
samathing out of thot, for there were
keen ecouts among them.

“"¥You don't mind if we follow

sir 7™ =aid %m’ﬂ".
“My dear boy!
gent?! The
¥our peoples--
“My povernor would eali me a rotten
voung funk if T wasn't an !’ s2id Squill.

“Bame here I Delavey zoud,

"Koumi Rao and the ather two pre nm
more danger, sir,” was Tom Brown's
plea.

Ranpgaroo said nothing aof all.  Fe
nweant to o, ANFWLY.

f{dnit the chin-wazein' ! =aid Buck
Finn., “I reckon it's *Quick march?
for mine, any road ™’

Into the darkness ther faded away.
but down the road the gleam of their
clectiric torches was scen now and then.

“Fish! DBunter ! said Myr. Prout.

"Trighy's rone. siv,” said Billy Bunto
meckly. "I--1 folt that I counldu't dis-
obey vou, sie,”

“Ha, ham ! Ium, ha ! repliod Ae,
rout.

LB

Obew

uj.

Reully, T eannat con-
uncertainty,  the danger.

Lk 3

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
To the Reseye !

TCI might be told of the daings
M of  that mnight. How iley
searched and found and lost
tracks again; how at long Jasi
they had to give it up and return, (o
trail hopelessly  lost;  how  stulwar!
Kangaroo carricd Inky on his beosd
baek for miles; how Buck Finn stues
to it like & good American, amd eves
Fichy displayed surprising enduranee;
how little Sylvester linishod the coarse in
a dead faint, and in Tom Brown's arms;
how Lthe cheery phack of 5wl and the
cool contompt of futigue and difficnises
thit Delarey and Dare showed Ladped 1o
keep them all poing.  But ot the end it
wus o revord of fatlare )

Some of thern would not so ta Lied
cven when they gat haek,  Thay we and
rested for o while, and then 1% of them
started our aguin.

Nothiug had beon seen of any of the
three mit=aing jumara.  Bot ethor things
had happened,

Buntrr'zs eopy of Slkinner's letwer fiodd
coano nte Mr. Prout's handa, Ie haod
been picked op by Trotter, who Ll
thought 1t part of zome spnof of the
Owl's, and had not taken it seriousle—
until thingz happencd,

MNow Bunirr was in the punishment.
roam with the three Bkinners: and Fish
would have had ko go there, too, but for
the faet that bed was so plainly the enly
place for him. He made & eflean breast
of the whole alfair hefore he turned in,
Fizshy's heart was a small and Ainty
orvgan, bat for onee il was really maved,
and he was most sincercly vepentant,

"lEIrI;; hat! Did vou heur thut§”

One Penny. 13

In the cloor aicv of a sunny, frosly
morning, a dogeart, with a strong bluck
horse between the shaflts, was moving af
g good e along the Sussex lancs.
Y ernon-Sunith drove arud 1larry
Wharton sot beside i, Belind, =il
Fraik Nogent was focked in betweed
Johnny Bull and Yol Chervr, warm o
H (s HEL R

They had zicot overnight at an hoiel
same filbeen miles from Grevfriavs, and
now, fortiied within by a good break-
fast, wore hoping to reach the serhool by
the middle of the mecmng.,

The driving scheme was the Bounder’s,
and he had insisted on defvavivg all
expenses, A motorear bring ont of ko
guestion, the dogeart snd a0 heesn
capable of 5 long digtanee 0f driven
praperly had  been :ﬂ:l?::it:-l'w]; ard  the
ive had enjoved the trip no cmd thus
far,

Havey Wharton's exclamation tvoke in
upon an argunent hotween Johny and
Bob,

“What " growled Joluny,

“A ghout! And—of course, iW's absied
—hut it gounded to mo like Wuon Lung's
volee

“It can’i be! Ok, T say! Teook!™

Neoxt mommnent the horse was left to
hieerlf i the road.  All five had juinped
down, snd wore rushing for o lonely cot-
tazre ity vards away, and off the read,

“ar thov Bad seen Woan Lung, or Hop
Hi—which, they could not tell
i Hea ﬂiqu];_p«n sedl moxt moment, The five
ran as if {or their lives,

As they neared the coltage the eoard

inf w voles they knew came o Lheio, ]_t

was the voice of Koumi Rao. Bat gt
spoke strange things, : -

AL veu parinh dogs! it eaid. I

armt he whain you sought ! 1 am Huviea
Jamset Tlom Singh, Nabob of Bhanjpur 17

It rvang proondly and  clearly—that
aplendid hie: and--for none of the five
were slow of wit—they who hearvd under-
etend—in part, at Irast,

“Imat Din ' eried o fierce voice,

Wat ane of the five koew that weord,
aned vet there was not one of them who
Fatled to know what it meant—""Kill 1"
There was that in the savage tone which
talel.

Thew burst in at the door. One Thindn
hied Ioowmmd Rao oo the ground, strivieg
ta theottle him.  The two Chinese were
warritr an nnequal fight with the other,
st Grerfriars ta the resene!”  yelled
ik,

o one else gave tongue,  DBut the
Bowwder sl Harey  Wharton  harled
themselves like tigers at the would-be
: taurideres, an Bob's ‘r'-'{'!}'.'.'}lt ]'H'IF'I'I'.‘IEI them

to gend i erpshing gver, with ail three

on 1op of Biivin.

Joloiny wind Franl aprang at the cther
Vinskvskinned scoundrel, Round his neck
| wonut Jolmny's strang arms, pulling hin
i ickwards, Trrank pulled, tono. Win
Lung, witle a ferocions howl, horled him-
self ot L in froat, seratehing, kicking —
Yiting, for all they knew, Dut they eculd
forgive him even for thaf,

The odds were too big for Achmer Lal
and MNana Sewani, Within five minules
ihey wore securely tied up, and explana-
tioma were Beinge aslied, hut not siven,

Ionnn Moo was as geateful as anvane
creled Bes Liod st edmpmmncative, YWan
T wes 2t his worsts “mvetorions,
elugive,  Fattle Top 111 was in aa ens to
Lalle, ol worrled not have falked i1 L hodd
b,

“ilalle, halle, hallo! eried Db,

“Here come same of the chaps, juet in
tune 1o miss the :fe

fien?
Porbaps: Pob had not :rr:t]rj,' Tl 1t
fuonny.  [Bat BBob was not tha fellow ta
balk tragically when once the danger waa
OvVer,
Bquiff amd! Tem Brown and DNolares,
Langaroo and Dane amd Buck Finn, in g
Tue Macxer Linrary,—No, 514,
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market-cart, with a big grey between the |
shafts, drove up. Somehow they had hit
the track., and had followed it up. DBut
they would have been too late.

- [ - L] ]

It wos some time before the whole
atory was picced together. Wun Lung
was very loth to explain anything, and
it seemed no uwse asking IKoumi Rao
quostions,

But it came out by degrees—how the
two Chinese juniors had reached the wall
just a3 Koumi Rao, quite insensible, was

sing lifted over it; how one of the kid-
rappers bhad turned and sbrucl, feiling
Wun Lung; and how, helped by s
brother, whe had nob heen perceived by
Achmet Lal in the gloom, Wun Lung,
bleeding from a wound in the head, had
yet struggled over the wall and held to
the trail,

It zeemed little short-of a miracle that
those two should have done what thew
did, for they must have clung behind the
cart unperceived, unsuspected, all those
wearvy miles through the cold, dark night.
But Ciresfrines knew how silent they
aould be, and the world knows how a
Chinese can bear pain like a Stoic.

They were utterly tired ocut when the
-art etopped, and they must have fallen
inte a diteh, Probably they lay upcon-
scious for gome tume.  Bubt, stll, they
were net done—and one of them was
hardly more than a child !

How hard they strove Lo gom an en-
traner 1nto that silent house, where he

risoned, one can only guess. What thair
eelings werae they never tried to tell
But they must have feared that they
would never see oumi Rao alive again.

Probalbly they would not have done,
but that aome doubt had arisen in the
minds of Achmet Lal and Nana Sewam
a3 to whether, after all, they had not
captured the wrong prince. That was
what had caused Koumi Bao to lie to
them. Ile had been told that his friend
lay upstairs insensible, and they had de-
manded that he should tell them which
of the two he truly was.

And he had told them. But he had not
told them fruly. He had lied to save
Inly’s hfe!

Just before that, Wun Lung and Hop
11i, who had been concealed close to the
door sinee dawn, had contrived to slip
in behind one of the kidnappers. From
the window Wun Lung had scen the dog-
cart, and had rushed out and shonted.
Then came the rescue.

That was about all. Dunter or Fish
would have made a novel in three
volumes of it, and it would have been
mostly lizs, Those Orientals told little-—
they scemed to have a quoer kind of
foeling that these Asiatic games would
nat bear to be talked about teo much i
Ensland—but the little they told was
truc, though Kowni Rao had lied in the
face of death, and neither Wun Luung
nor Hop Hi was gquite a model of
veraciby, as a rale

What Hurrce Singh said o Koumi Bao

whom they connted s friend lay im-

when he knew, none other heard. DBut
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ARNE is a pretty complete rotter.

Ong roally finds it bard to say in

what respoct he i3 lezs black than

Loder, thowgh one thinks the wvotes

of thoze whe bave followed their knavish

tricke—om the printed page, that iz, for one

hopea that o rexder would think of following

them in the literal sense-—would give the palm
for villainy to Loder.

But when Carne shies ab anything razeally
proposzed by Loder it 15 usually from fenk.

Walker, or cven Valence, may find a gcheme
Juite too steep for him. Iint one comld
imagine Carpe picking peckets if only e could
gee a way o do it with absolube anfety !

1t iz rather a misfortune when a fellow o
the Carne type §a good at #amea, e aimost
invariahly eauses troulle for has caplygin by
ds ways.  Carne is guite o pood ericketer
anid foothaller; but he will not be bothered
o o keep B oand Wingate pob fud up with
nim  eome  wime agoe. He caught Carpe
smoking, and then there was more tronble
throtzh the Liack sheep's Iwllving toctics:
and Carne cefused to play in oan important
cricket-matel, helieving himself indispensable,
He was not:; Wingate put Hurey Wharton in
bis place, and Harey helped fo win the goome,
and the skipper vowad topk Carme zhould
pever play again while e held the reins,
~ Catne was “act aml park,” as the law term
eoes, in Loder's atierapt to bring over Cokor
to the binck sheep brisade—for the sake of
Aunt Judith'a lavizh tips, of course. Bul
Horace, though not 5o wize as Lo thiuks him-
self, s pob a fool. It was nag.

Thare was [reah tronble a Little later over
the footer cleven, in which Carne still held o
place. Wingate Kicked him ouwt for refesing
to practise, Home of the fellows thonght
Ltmg Wingale ought Lo give way when Carne’s
shady chums backed Nim uwp by resignings
Lheir places; bub stavnch Wingate would not
save in—he proferred toogive up his oflice.
That let in Coker as captain, for tho sehonl
would not have Loder, and Courtney refused
to stand. But King Horace had bat u hbrief
reign. and Wingate came Lack.

Arthur Carne is not a prefeet. He held
that dignity once, but lost it most deservedly,

-_.-'.-.-r._._'_.—l—‘-# 'ér"‘

He was with Loder, Walker, aned Tonides i
bagging the supper which helonged to the
Remove during the brief time when o prefect
crenpied a study on the Remove pasaage for

disciplinary purposes,  Amd he was in the
Aaghiight photo of the Sixth Form beaulies ot
earda in Loder's study which Ogilvy pot siter
the supper had bBeen eptent

He was ab that tea-party of Loder’s wlen
Wun Lung—who bhates Lheem all—was forced
to do the cooking., Therenfter the little
Chinee told themw all that they bhad taken
~velly stlong CUhinese poizon ™ and  might
anticipate apeedy  demise “in gleat agony.”

His luek was not as sond as Loder's.

Printad snd published weokly
Aganty for Australasia: Gordon

by the I'roprietors =t The Fiectway Houss, Farringdon
gﬁnarh.uﬁciiu::::::, a;rlhu.'r', Adebalde, Itrisba
Cape Toawn and Johannosburg.

They didn't die; but they had a roce fright.
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when Inky left two days later—for the
five who had come to fetch him stayed at
the school till then—the words he said
to im at parting were:

“Farewell, my brother !

And Harry Wharton saw tears
Tiks's evea as he spoke,

The two kidnappers were delivered into
the ‘hands of the police. DBut high
authority stepped in. There was no trial
—at least, no public trial—in England.
They were deported to India, where
donbtless they paid the peuelty of their
attempted crime.

As for the Skinners and Bunter and
Fish, they also paid the evildoers’ peaalty.
Mr. Prouvt's arm ached when he had
fmished with them. He said many things,
toe, and if the Skinner trio did not go
properly ropentant, they went very sore
and swbdied. The Bunters were sent
home, and Fishy developed quite a sur-
nrising amount of decency for the
remainder of the holidays.

But Buck Finn would have no more
to do with Fishy., He did his level best
to chum up with Wun Lung and Heop
1i. Buek admitted that he had had a
groveh against Asintics generally; but
that had gone, and he reckoned those
four from the Fast—Konmi Hae, Hurree
Singh, Wun Lung, and Hop Hi—were s
white mienn 23 he had ever met!

(Don't miss ““ FLAP'S BROTHER !’

—next Monday's grand complete story

of Harry Wharten & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.)

in
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But, though Loder and Coarpe are " pals,”
it §s not in their line to take risks for ona
another's sake. When the traimer Sanwyer,
seeking o Kidnap Mr. Lascelles, gob hold of
Loder instead, Walker and Carne found oud
next morning that Loder®s bed bad pet been
glept in. They jumped to the very reusonnhble
conclusion that there was something or other
that was dispraceful connccted  with  hia
abaence, They wonuld have lied with glibness
— It lies might have been found eut. They
were too mneh in the dark for Iving. S0
Corne rafffed Loder's bed to make it look as
if it had been alept in. It was pot a great
thing to do for an old chum: but it was as
far us Carne's friendship wonld carry him in
the circumstances.

(f course, Carpe hates Wingate., The sort
of fellow Carne i3 just naturally hatgs the
gort of [ellow Wincate i3, Amd once Cirna
wias quite Aaure that he had got tho npper
hand af the Greyfriars capbain,  The stoery
was ealled  “The Tpper Hand” and it
appenred not so very [ar back but that most
of you will remember it. Corne apiod on

Wingate, found him  giving succeour 1o b
conviet  in the ecaves hy the seashore,
practieally hlackmatled  bim, exolted  like

the cnd he iz in his power over a fellow worth
ten Lhowmaand of him, and humbled Wingate's
priddi.
: And after all the convict turned out to be
e lrne™s own Tuther.

1f there bad heen o zmcrap of  gond 0o
Carne that experience should have converted
Bien Lo pathz of decchey.

It did mot' ; :

Wohen Caroe i npext profmncent SEsain. we
Rud him in g plot with Ponsouby of High-
clifTe to dree the dreink of the ficst eleven
footier players in ofder thal they mpy loas
a mateh, and Ton aml Coacoe may win tleeir
rascnlly hels, Carne worked the dodge under
the eloak of hospitabity. He gaked the fellows
he meant to drog to sapper. Tf anything
conld have made his conduet seem Dlacker, it
wis  gust Lheat. Even  the =avapes  have
higher  comeeptions  of  what  hosgabality
meanst

But Danter had bheard, and Buanber told,
DMzeredited at first. the tale came to he
belioved at leneth, Harry Wharton watoed
Wineate, and there was more doubt. But
Wiregate acted in the long ran, and Carng
wns foreod to drink aome of  ihe doctored
stull, nnd was completely bowled ont.

That, ton, might bave been o legson, one
would think. But lessons are wasted on bhis
rotier !

ne. mnel Wellin

.!a:;-m':. Londan, ft_l:T i, En land. Subacrlpl ion, T4, pAT Anoum.
ﬂﬁn? A, Housh .a.r:?na, The Central Hows Agency, L,
Sxtupday, Dpcambar 15k, 1912,
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The Flight !

B, BENJAMIN AMADDOCK removed

i os=hart elay pipe from bis mouth,

To lnck ut Mr, Maddock was like

o breath of sop air, He was salty

from Lhe top of hiz hristly head to the soles
of his gmple boots-=pickled by the sea.

He blew out u clowd of smoke, and nodded

to his friend, larry O'Rooney, Esq., very late
of Daltybunion Castle, Ireland. They were
both of the hest, these two mariners, built
of the best lemp ever grown, with o corg of
sofid ecopper underneath, thangh they were
not oil-paintings (o look at, In fact, any
perion who waz not totally blind would have
buried their psrteaits of such a misfortune
had placed them in iz posscszion.
_ “Itead ot again, souse me!” sapd Mr. Ben-
jamin Maddock, late of the famouz steam.
yacht with the high-souwnding title, Lord of
the Ideep. “I ain's got u proper grip of b
yet, E’lan it apuin, souse me 'Y

Harry O'Rooney, Esa.,, refroshed  himself
from a tumbler which may or may not have
contained ginger-uale,

“Bedad, Ben, Of read every loine of ut as
clare as print!” he said. * 5o [wat d've mane,
rade ut agin? O0i'll give ye the gist of uk.
Here's ould Tom Prout axin® us Lo go down
for Christmas. He's in the counthry, iz Tom,
lJt-'ﬁ in o duz-out is Tom-—in o Juz-ount, Of tell
ye.

“You don't mean to tell me, souse me,
Barry, that oid Tom Prout i3 afraid of silly
abe-ralds 2" asked ‘Maddox, glaring,  “Yaon
don't dare to tell me that? He don'b say
that in hiz letter, does he?n

“Redad, " 0i've half & moind fo pick wp Lhe
table and Bash ve wid wt 'Y said Barry
0'Hooney, “lz ut onld Tom Prout that wid
garg the stump of o penny cigar for air-
raids? Ut's a paceful -Christmas he wanis,
Ut'z gentleness and joy he’s axing for wid
Bis ouhl pals. Utz me and you he wanls Lo
Bo down, d'ye see?”

A light of intellizénce héegan to wawn in
the eyes of the sun, They were in
brxurious surroundingz, and sat in leathser-
covered ehairs stuffed with borsehair. They
had only to tonch the bell to command the
appearance of a  liveried atlendant, who
would produce onything they wished for, from
five-shilling cigars Lo priceless chaompagne, afl
Free, pratiz, and for nothing.

The room, the eigars, tho champagne, the
attendant, and everything elze were the per.
sonal  property of Lis Imperial Highness
Frinee Ching-Lung of Kwai-hai, Chinz, The
prince was a  millionaive, and Mr., Barcy
Eooney amd Mr. Whomas Prout respected
him snd admired i, Ching-Tung's :kin waz
yellow, hut he had been educated in England,
and his hears wus British to the very last
drain of blocd in- . With Ching-Lung amd
hiz friend Ferrcrz Lord, who was their em-
ployer and maszter, the two salty zea-dogs had
roamed the wide world over and met with
many adventurez,  And here they were in
Ching-Lung's princely London home lo spend
Christmns.

It woulit have heen a gorgeous Christmas;
even the war could not have spoiled that,
Mr. Thomas Prout had also been invited, but
he was not there., Hen Maddock's next
remark explaincd why.

r'E|[J:'-'f':r that E:kimoe—that Gan-Waga, zouse
me!

“ Redad, se've got ut, Ben!™ =aid Barry
O'Rooney. =Ut's that baste of an Iskimo
Moind ye, ubt's not that 00'm not fond o' the
rogue.  All Of'd do to Lim, Oi'd hreak him
inta small paces and make a pecklace wid
thim, The throuble is that the prinee is
hehpind him all the foime, We've suffersd
engugh, bhoy, to undersihand that.,  An
the spalpesn kraows ut. Av 8°d known ut,
Oi'd miver hiave left swoate Ballvbunion, me
choslldhood’s home, to go to say., Ay 0i'd
kpown n

The door apened, Mr. Doarry O'Tooney shut
deown with promptitede. A rentleman whose
huild was short and very wile waddled into
the room, iz eves were Jike libttle plaszs
poadz, and he had no nose worklh speaking
about. [Ts bair was af the Dlackest %et, and
hyng in little tallowy wisps. He was fat, and
hiz mowth was wvast, He zmiled, displaying
hibs I'uﬁ =l of thirty-lwo teeth, white amd
gleaming, perhaps as fine a set of notural
teeth as ever existed in the head of any
boman being. It was Gan-Waen, the Eskimo.

“Hallo, Haddicks! Hallo, Barry 0'Loona-

By SIDNEY DREW.

bics!? sl Gan-Waens, & 1L - Tnga !
How you waszes, my butterinls hoyz, hunk
I feel just aweetfulness o sees yo'.  Shpkes
bandsa, yo© wghfuls cle raseals !

_Bﬂ] and Mr. Barry O Rooney shook hanida
with Mr, Gan-Waga, They were very gl to
see him after o aeparation of some monihe,
but they were not casy in Lheir minds, Gan
beamed on them, and then took out o splen-
A vigar-ease with gold mounks. It belonmed
to Prince Ching-Lunz, it as Can-Waza
heiped himaclf az he clhose to any of Ching-
Lomg’s helougings, amd the prinee did not
object, that odid not maiter.

EWe're amoking  pipes,  Gan®
bo'=uy  hastity  and  distzustivlly,
nesdn't offer us one 't

“Idom't yo' worrias, ole stick-in-lhe-mul.
nes="  zpid  Gan-Warsa, opening the cose,
“hhese cigars a lots too much butterfulies:
fo' yo'. Heo, ho, ho, ho, hoo! T potted had
lumehes yetness, Thiz my lunches, ole deara.”

The caze did not contain any of Ching.
Ling's tare and expensive cigars, It com-
tained twelve toallew eandles, six on each
side.  Gan took ouwt one. 1t vanished into
hiz mouth, and, grasping the wick, he jerked
it eleim away, and munched the tallow,
smacking hiz lips amd patting himsell over
the watch-pocket.

“Hilpl" zaid Barry O Rooney faintly. ©0i
mane——  Fwat do 0 mane? TUt'z Christ-
mas, sn't wt, Beni®

He fixed a nervous eve on the Eskimo,
Gan-Waga gulped down the first candle, and
taok a second, The bos'nn, wio defested ful
im every shape and form except that of [re:h
butter, shuddered,

“F think I'll ren out and buy o new pipe
ar two,” he sabd hastily, ~This ane is getting
a hit strong, souse me!™

“1't's the very thing 0i want mesilf,” said
Barry, with egual haste, =01 comec wid ye,
Ben, ould darling,»

They made for the door. Gan-Waga
munched wnd hiinked hiz little black eyes,
tisteming intemtly. Suddenly came a glatter
and o terrific howl, It was gloomy on the
landing. Mr, Benjomin Maddock placed one
koot on the top stair, and extended the
secotd one to find the next stair.  He stepped
on g massive tea-tray, and the result wos o
violent skid. The next moment, gquite agninst
iz will, he sut down hard on the brayv, and
had a cheap ride without having to trouble
to ring for the L.

“Fwal are ye doin' at all, at all, ye son of
A gun? Is ut laving me, ye are?™ roared
Barry from above,

From the darkness betow came a hawl] and
a thud. The lights went up. Me, Maddocok
had reached the mat at the fost of the
staircase with greal swiltness. Barry glanced
Lehind hira apprehensively, and then, forget-

ting all dignity, ke slid down the banisters
like a schoolioy,

said Ll
wan e

“ Ha, ha, ha-a.a.ah! Oh, ba-a-a-gh! Oh,
ha-ha-w-a-hoo ! langhed o voice.
Mr. Benjamin Maddoek had risen, He was

ot huckb wor was be seared; bhe was merely
UReasy,

“Souze me, I'm going, Barry!" he said,
“T'm hopping it and heating it. You've got
Tom Prout's nddress?n

" Am 0 loikely {0 forget ut?* zpid Barsy,
“0i'm lotke ould Tom, and et'z pace Oi'm
wighin® fur—swate, heantiful poace! There'l
be no pacefwl Christmaz wid this spalpeen of
a2 [=kimg, Fhe Dungalow, Little Gimpslornd,
that's the addhress. And Oi've the letther
in me pocket. Harrk at him, the spalpeen !
Just linrrk, Ben?™

“Ha, ha. ba-a-aabh!  Oh-ooh!  Wa.aa-hae
hah! Oh, ba-n-a-ghah-a-boo-oo-coh ™ langhed
Gan-Waga, ©0h, dears, dears! Somebods’s
flopped  humpity-humpitedneszest  Oh, my!
Ha, ho, ko, ho-ooh ™

Barry clutched Moddoek's arm. and the
went ont together into the cold, dark sireet.

Christmas  with Prince Ching-Lung would
have heen glorious; but where Ching-Lung
waz there was nearly always Lo be foond
that fat and pampered Eskimo. Gan.Waga,
And Guan-Waza was the ultermost timit,

“ RBedwd, ut'z beginning to smow, bad luek
to ub!” sajd Parry O'Hooney, “But av ot
snowedd [ifty million blizeards we're off to
Tom. We'll get the ecar out of the garage,
Ben, darlint, and sleide. Oi'm fed up !

Enn:}' had made no mistake about Tom
Froub's addeess. The mistake be made was
to leave that mariner’s letter behind bim,

Mr. Prout’s Dug-out !

K. THOMAS PROUT was as hard as
flint  physically, amt &z bald as
an  ostrich-epe.  Prout had pur
chased the bunzalow at  Littl

Gimpsford for o mere song, for it happened
lo hie in aone of the hétie:t corners of tho
riddd sres. When a bomb From o Golha ba
blovoen his pretry litkle home off the map
Me Thomsz Prowt, luckily for the good of
Bi< hcalth, had happonced to Le away.  Sueld
trifles n: that did not upset the gallant
matriner.  Fimding the bungatow very mucle
down amil very bodly oul, be had at once set!
o work to make o wore scedre bome o Lie
back garden. .

A eold moru ooked down on a white, spow-
elad earth az o motor-car came along the
rond and drew up beside the roins of Mrl
Thomas Proul’s abode. Two popsled, blae-
nosed pentlemen alighted, and elapped their
gloved hands together  amed stampoed  their
chilly feet.

" Tom, ve spalpeen, where art ye, at all, at
all?” roared the voice of Barry {()'Hooney.
“A Merry Christmas, Tom ™

From the mtberior of what apifeared te he
an  overgrown  wifite  mushroom  shone o
wileome heam of ikt

“The same to you, amd many of “em
growled an answering voice. By honey, T
was just thinking yon were seRing mee o papr
and not coming at all! How are you? Come
helow, hoya! Nobody'lb touch the car™”

Barry qund  Ben Moaddock Tollowed  FProub
down the steps of his dug-out. It was filled
with warmth and light, an appetising smell
and a sizzline poummsl. A bright fire wos burn-
ing in the s-ate. In a frympg-pan a splemdid
beefsteak sizzled, surrounded hy onfons that
were raphdly turning brown. On ope hob a
gancepn  hubbled, on the other ;1 kettle
stenmdd, Liftinx the ketfle, Prout poured
some of the boiling water Into a bowl. From
that bowl arese fragrance, The owner of the-
dug-out  fHlled three glagses with  smber-
colmtrad liqior.

“Rum-pupeh, bedad, and nigh as pood ns
me Unele Denniz naed to make in the oold
dayvs,” said Barey.  “Ut's smug guarters ye
hove “in this funk-hole, Tom.  Faith, and o
mistletoe-housh and sprigs of holly, and a
rale Christinas-three!  Od'm send we came,
Bén,  There's no danger of o shortage of
ateshles and chrinkuables, ould Tsiny !

“Hy honey, I've enough for ten peopie?”
said Proul. ~“The peince invited me like he
did you, but I remembered that blublerbiting
Ezkime. It's more peaceful here, even with
hombz dropping, and 1 wanted fo be quiet.
There"s no eace and quiet where thet candle-
chewing, oil-swallowing  Eskimo  is. Boyas,
we'll be hanpy 27

e closed the iron door. and they clinked
plasses. TProut and Barry had bl o long and
cold  journey.  Front dished up the steak
and onions, and added potatecs piping-hot
from the sapcepan and boreting sut of theis
sking.

“There's munec-pies in the oven to follow,™
z2aill Prout: "and lor to-morrow, by Lomey,
I've zot & turkey that’ll make ysur months
warer to ook at! I tell youw, we'll have a
jolty timel”

Then come p silenee, broken plope Ly the
clatter of knives and forks and the pleasant
erackling of the fire. At last Barey O'Rooney
heard a contented sigh, and lfted the howl
of punch out of the femder where it bad been
keepine warm.

“Eure. 0 could wraite a poem about this
pnee,” he said, 0P staret ud loike this,
'No more O wish to roam. Qi love Lhis
paceful home, Beneath sz bhombeprood dome,
This swate dug-out, of Thoamaz Prout, Whern:
the steak is noice and tender and Gan-Wapa
atn't about.” Bedad, O0f could kape on in
that stoile for houes!™

“You'd better not, aonsze me!™ said Mad-
dock warningly. “1 don't want to hove 1o
Eill you en Christmas Eve, Barry, but 14l
zooner have, Gan-Wnaea and bombs than the
shastly stofl you call poetry, g0 ent it out,
sofise me ! (ood-'ealth, bovs, and the com.
pliments of the season! What's the old
chanty. souse me®"

“And to me!" gang Barry, with upraieed
plass,

“Ay¥ ™ roared the bos'un and the proprietor
of the dug-out.

“And we'll furl!” chanted Barrey.

“Ay, and we’lt pay Daddy Poyle for hia

{Continued on page 16.)
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{Continned from page 16.) i
i,.-—l-'hldl"ﬁﬂmm'-ﬂl"—dmt'a
boots ! chimed in Maddock and Prout, with

‘i{"ﬁ{ﬁ:f ghiz delightful little nousical effort
Ahe three marinera drained their plasscs and
shook hands.  They refilled their glasses,
lighted their pipes, and drew their chaire up
to the fire.

“[t'# be Cliristmag morn in foive minutes,” |

aaid Barry, clancing at the cloex. " 3oon
the merry bells will be ringin® oub tlivir
meeaage of pace over the cowld, whoite suow.
And isn't ot pace?  Plain and salm_plc ut ia
compared wid the glided halls of Ching-lung,
but ¥4 love ut. Troth, Oi'm glad we came
. Maddoek put another slice of leznon in his
wigze, Presently the clock chimed the hirth
of another Chnstmas Day. Down the snbwy
road o second motorcar came pliding. 1t
stopped, and two men stepped down—Ching-
Lung and his shadow, Gan-Waza, They etole
forward to the steps of the dJdug-out and

vaitished below, & e d

“0il opea the dure an inch, Tom,” zabd
Barry, rizine. “Ut's o besetdul  dug-oul
intoirely, bt wid such a roarin’ fire uf gets
a throific hot, onld bhoy. Ol let-in &
happy, pacefnl Christmas and o Dhatful "’."
fresh air at the same toime. Arrab. t-hat1§
moiles betther '™ he added, “Clunks of ut.

The Raid ! !

1S NIGHNESS PRINCE CHING.LUXG

lay in the anow. on onc side of the

gteps, and Gan-‘Waga loy prone un;

the other side, 4an  struck  a

match.  BHelow him he-could see the light |
from the open door. A round object went.
rolling down the steps, cmitting a few e-pnr]-mn:
in ils descent. Bomething Lad happencd tof
the parden,  Exccpt where the heat from the |
chiinney had caused a thaw, the dome of the
dug-qut remained white, but the parden ibsell
waa atmost- bare of. spow,- The snow was
not ost, but had merely -altered ita ahape |
and shifted its position. 1t now stood ub the
head of the steps in the form of an snormous
m’?ﬁ?ubnﬂﬂd,fﬂngf rognrgled the’ wicei
of Gan-Waga. -~ Dears, dears! 1 thiok that

¢ Merry Chriatmast”

fotehes thems outy all righitness, Chingy.”

The  Azzing-ball EE:n:-u:mﬂerj out of mgﬁt, It .
tolled inter the dug-ont. Barry was the first
to oe it ] )

~Gregt snzkea and scorpions!” he yelled,
vUt's a raid! The Hing are "_dhmr-ping
hombs, and Oi've left the dere—-"

Ther the bomb exploded. It did not make
-a ‘terrific noise, or blow the dug-out and its
occupants inte the next parish but one. 1t
gave = hideous, swishing sound, and Degan
fo bop round with great agilicy, erntling
streama of aparks and ciouds of choking
smioke. Maddock smote at it wildly with'n
cliairs, and hit it. He drove it dean Lhrowgh
the ?m:e of . the clock. . The clogk.struck
twenty-scven, but they did  not- !IIJ'“E“E'I‘ A0
count the silvery chimes. Choked and gasp-
ine, and with bulging eyes, they made for the
door. ; .

“Melp and murther, but nb's gassed Of
am!" walled DBarry. - “Whoy did Ui lave
swate Dallybunion, me cholldbood’s bome,
widout me gaswask?  Ough, ough! Ol'm
strongiced ™ i

“Zouse e, take your great hoof awny!
shonted Muaddock, ms they struggled up the
gteps.  “You're freadin® on my land! 1IN
make yoirr face look uglier than any 2as-
mask after I've done with you!"

Ching-Lung " and Gan-Wags - "smiled  two
happy smiles ps they Hstencd to the scuttling
and anguished “howls. Their shoulders were
pressed nzainst the snowball, _

“] thinks . we -botter let -tliem haves this
butterfuta ‘Christmas presents now, Chingy, old
dears,” sald the Eskimo sweetly. “ They must
be hota, Chingy, and they'll be plad to get
coolneas,”

“Heave!” sald Ching-Eung. “It's a good
thiny, blubberbiter, so geuﬂh it along.”

The spowball descended. . Barry's ascent
had been & -good deal retarded by the un-
generous conduct of Benjamin Maddoeck, who
was clinging to his ankle. Though Harry had
experie some difflculty in going up, Le
found if the easiest thing in' the world to go
down when the snowhall hit bhim. He feil
heavily against Maddock, carrying that

which held #t to earth s coolly as you

astonished and atartled gentleman away with
him. For a second or two Prout sturdily
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endeavoured to withstand Lhe atrain of hold-
ing them both up.

It was too bmygel eves for Proul’s irdh
musc]es. )

"By houey,” he shouted, “don't push!
Den't push, T t2l you! Ow! It can™ he
done! I'm—by honev, 1'm acottled !™ :

Frout tumbled backwards into the dag-ont,
with Maddock om top of him and Barey
Iollowing &0 closely that it was almost R
dead-heat. Then . came the trinmphant
avulanche of snow, burying them completely,
and hiding their grie! and sorrows beueath o
cool, white canopy.

The smoke had almoszt cleared away., The
snow heaved up, and clawing hands and kick-
ing* feet protruded. Then three Hushed and
angry  faces emerged from the Pfeecy heap.
The elock had finished sériking Ly this time,
Only sports and hewvy breabhing disturbed
the placid calm for o few raoments.

Howse me, it ain't aw gir-raid ! said Mad-
dock, in a hoarse voices “Tt's them!™

“The hlubberboiter!” sroaned tarry wilidly.
“We're thracked down!  Oh, whoy did i
lave me sawate home in—"

Hollezokn, Lut there was no need. He was
I¥ing not far from the manglcd wrecknge.
struck down practically by his. own  hamd,
A heavy spaonuner from the car had erushed
in his skull na he was making his escapo.

He flickereat a emile wp at uwa when we
came up, mabiered that ke wished Loadey bad
been in the balloon, and then lay back.

When it was all over I Lurped to Wharton
and whizspered—by e way, 1 forgot to men-

tion that Wharton and Nogent hod stepped

out of the ear before the lun ent the ropes!
—I wlhispered-—— .

iNever mind what von whispered: You've
said emousli =k, W]
THE EXD,
D o —
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Someons was ginging a carol, end well, oniw | For Next Monday :

too weéll, they kucw that sweet and tuneful

voier, though they did not récognize  the
circl. a3 it wag an ortginal cownposition ol |
Gun-Wary'a,

“We wishes vo' Merry Christmas.
Yo nglifwl bounders down therez—
{He Proutas, Losnabic. and BMaddoek !
And how o' likes ¥0© preaepts, hunk *°

The owner of the dug-out rose and shook
hitaaclf. i ;

“Oh, come dowu. by honey.” he ericd, " and
ghinke hands, and belp to elean np this mesg! |
We'ill have 5 oood time yef, after all

THE END.

e L ——

THE BALLOON WRECK!
By BEOB CHERRY.

WY W EHRE'R Wapshot i® said Harry, as
we arrived nt the militury camp.
“look out  for  Lieutenant
Ladey ™

We found the leutemant—he was an old
acquaintance of Wharton's, and much more:
Of a wan than hiz name suggested-—standing
by hiz balloon, . He was golng up for a triad
trip, and had promised to take Harry agd
Frank with him: The -important part of the
progrummme allotbed to- me-and Jobnoy and |
Inky was B0 wateh and cheer.

“ Just in time!™ tHe licutenant grected ws,
“In you get!® -

“Reep your cyes open for Hollesohn, the
ezcaped Hun, you know'!® 1 fold Marcy and
Franky, as they boardod the bDaskel-like car,
* You might eon weross him up there!”

“In a Hepp—what! ~Not likely!  So-long.
Hoh'» [augged Barry. “In caAse we never
comne down, we'll sy good-Biye i

Licutenant Ludcy stood by me and Jobmny ¢
for a minnte or two fastening the belt which

girded hiz rfain-cont—a ripping belt  which
hod been presented to bin . for capturing a
beaztly. Han sniper,

We watched him curionsly, and none of ns
noticed that same beastly Hun spiper Holle-
sohn—whe had been escaped  zomg tllru.'-—-.r
creep up to the balloon and wcver the ropes

plvasze, :

We tuitly staggered as it rusked aloft. Tp,
up it wonk, dimwishing swifely, till it secmed
anly the sivze of a foobthall. Johary and 1
looked agape at each other.

«Oh, gad ! Loock!™ roared Ladey,

Haorror of horroez?! Tongnes of fame began
tor shoot out of it, Accompunicd by dense
voluvmes of amoke, The bulloon waz on fire !

It formed o clowd of it: own in the cloar
bhlug sky. The basket swaved horeibly, just
ke o penduium, hut the saoke " grew 8o
thick that it was almost lost to sight.,

Only for a lew moments, Then out of the
far-pway cloud o small black speck Lecame
vizible. It pot bigger aod bigger ot every
instant. It was the baszkcet, de:cending al a
sickening speed !

We suw it with uncnony  diatinctoezs,
Objects—we knew nobt what—hortled out of
it as it turved commpletely over, but it beat
them to the ground, and crashed into frag.
ments on the crag: o farloenz Itome where
we were standing.

Tmaging how guickly we rushed to ihe
spot !

Ladey had endersd o few mien Lo pursue

“FLAP’S. BROTHER !"
By Frank Richards.

¥
P This lise ctory introduces 1o the MAnNE

Plilip znd Philippo Derwent, the Twine froam
Tasmanin, one of them ot Higheliffe, the
othier st CHIF Honse, The seriol pow run-
wing in the “Gem,” in which they play the
sringipal  parts, is immeusely popular; amd

iiu:n:{J sure that the MAGHET readers who
have not yet made the acquaintance of Flip
and Flap will like those two fine aamples of
Colonial youth even as the renders of our
companion paper do. 1 am not going to give
away the piot; the yaro i3 quite one of Mr.

i Hieliards' beat, nnd 1 don't. want to take wny

of the edge off next week's appetite. Hut
I may eay that Cocky comes "ipto if, and
Bunter plays a venttiloguial part, and ¥rank
Courtenay and the Caterpiflar ase in evidence,

—_——

AN EXPLANATICN.

Call it an opology if you like—I am- mot
too promd to apologise !

Amonyg  the attractions listed for las
week's grest munher were stories  which,
after all, you are not getting il thia week.
Couldn't be helped—miscalculations of space
will aeonr at timez.  Mr. Richards’ Christmus
varn ran ont A hit longer. than hadd
cxpeeted it to do; and the “Magnet Who's
Who * took mip somewhat more space than
the “fem Who's Whe " dld. But you have
not zeally lost anything—you are getling Mr.
Drowes yarn in this number, and Squiff’s wild
affort of the hmagination will appear next
werk.

BACK NUMBERS, Efc., WANTED.

By Perey Dighy, 8t. Gironz., Arlege, France.
—second-hand bicyelo tyre, 10 by 36,

By Hurald Hildersley, 81, Oldpark Roail,
Belfast.--= School and Sport,™ and  storie-
dealing with Lob Cherry prominently—before
No, 414,

By Jame: Gilmere, 14, Collingtree Streot,
Helfust —A&  mood [retwork:  onkbft.—State
lowest price.

By 5. Revy, 174, Linthorpe Road, Midd[oes.
brough.—5 Hisky s - Fag - Ageney,”  “ Figeins'
Fig-Padding,” =~ Wun Lung's Secret,” = Tom
Merry Minor,”™ ® Postal Order Cobspiraey ™
« Figgins' Folly,” “Two of the Sixth.”

By Alfred Walmsley, Taieri Beach, Dunedin,
New Zealand.—= School and Sport * sod - The
sulweol oo Strike.”

Liy J. RB. Thomas, 1, sdlierwood Rosd, Keyns-
ham, Somerset.—Auy numbers of MIONHET with
the old ofange Covor.

By W. Martin, 5, High Cross Cottape:z,
Totlenburu, N.—MaaRET and © Gem,” Nos.
1-360, with a few exceptions.—Flease write
before sending.—2d. each far those earlier
Ehan 150; 1d. later. Also MAacHRT, Nol 344 ;
“lem,” Nos, S0, 305, 510, D14, 524, 325, B35,
and 37%=2d, each offiered.
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