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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Napoleon !
APOLEON "

i

N “ Oui, mon pneie?”

“* Viens ici, Napoleon !”
“Je viens, mon oncle !

Harry Wharton &Co. could not help
glancing round. ]

The chums of the Gregirinra Remove
were on the platform at Friardale
Station. It wasz & half-holiday at Grey-
friars : and the juniors had come down to
the etation with "i-;]arm:iu-ﬂmit.h, who was

ing home for the afternoom.

gﬂThEey had seen Smithy off, when the
dgwn train_came in, and two passengers
alighted therefrom. .
" 1t was very unusual to hear a foreign
language epdken in the little country
station. And the name ‘' Napeo
naturally struck thd-juniora a Dittle,

“Mon oncle” was a little old gentle-
man: with & pointed beard, in a tightly-
buttoned black frock-coat which showed
off his bany Ggure to at advantage.

Mapoleon, apparently, was the youth
who stepped out of the train sfter him.

“ Froggies !” murmured Johnn
™ payd Harry harten
iﬁgrﬂyj h“ Re?lzl::-mhnr that they are

tes, Johnny!

“H’y nistake !’ said Johnny Bull
“What on earth do two Froggies—I
moean French—want in Friardale?'"

“ Rotter ask them " grinned Nugent.

#“Thet kid must be Napoleon!” mur-
mured Bob Cherry.  “He doesn't seem
to have aged much sioce he wae at
Waterloo IV

“Tt is not the ssmeful Napolcon that
we have in the history class, my estcemed
Bob,” remarked Hurree Jomset Ram

Singh.
“Go hon 1
“Voile, Mapoleon!” continued the

French gentleman king round
up and down the p;&tf-:-rm,
semImes ek

“Oui, mon oncle !

“Faub chercher une vorture pous aller
a ecole,”

“A Pecole!” murmured Bob. “Can
they be going to Greyiriara?
ecala i3 a achool, isn't it, in French?”

“It is—it are '™ said Johnny Bull.

'“*Not much good their chercheying a
voiture here,” grinpned Nugent. * There
isn't & cab to be had, Tell him so, Whar-
ton—you can parley the best Francais in
this crowd.

Just then the old gentleman epotied
the five juniors, and bore down upon
them, Napoleon following in his wake.

“ Bonjour, mes garcons!’' aaid the
French gentleman, lifting s bat, ‘to
which the juniors responded by raising

him,
HEnfin, nove

sir straws. *'Is 1t zat perhaps you shall
now to direct to Greyfriars Schoel T

“Certainly, air!” said Harry “'We
belong to Greyleiars £

“Ah! Ben you shall be schoolmates of
Napolean 1" excluimed theé French gentle-
man, with & beaming smile. * Napo-
IMH 1"_

01, mon oncle?”

lean ™ |

Bul..

A blessed

“Voilu, Napoleon ! Zese good hoys,
zev shall beleng to Greyfrars, and ey
wiil be schoclmate viv yoen! Hat you
salute zem, Napoleon '™

Napoleon Lifted his hat, aud bowed low
to the Greyfriars juniova. It was auch a
low bow that the Freoch youlh scemed 1o
be folding himself up like o pocket-knile,

Harry Wharton & (lo., snppressing
manfully o desire to chorile, bowed in
return to Napoleon,

Not to be outdone, Napolean bowed
again, lower than before.

he juniors watched lim in  scmwe
alarm, fearing that he would pitel heels
aver head at their fect. Dot Napoleon
was evidently a practised hand, for he
righted agﬂin- without o disaster.

“Je surs heurenx-—szo happy, to meet
viz sorhe sehoolfellow,” snid Napoleon,
having regained the perpendicuolar.

“The pleasurefulness is terrifie of ocur
eatecm gelves,” azid Hwmree Jamset
Ham Bingh, i his best Knglish—which
was quite on a par with Napoleon's own,

* And there is, perhups, voiture 77 suid
the French gentleman mquiringly.

“There o't @ ecab, monsieur,”
anawered Harry, “The eabhy’'s gone on
munitioms. But the Head’s teap 13 out-
gide—pearhaps it hes come for vou.”

‘Zere 13 actrap?”

“Yep"

“But it is not zat I vould go mito &
trap,” eaid the French gentlemian. Jook-
mg bewildered. * You choke, fan’t 2"

“Choke ! ejaculated Wharten,

“"Ha means joke 1" mucmured Nogent.

“Oh, joka! Not at all, siv—tho trap ia
there, and I expect it is to take vou to
Groyfrigre, if you are going there,” said
Hearry. “I'll ask Gosling.™

“Je crains—]I fear zat vou choka wviz
me, because I am a foreigner,” said the
French gentieman scespiciously, " Bat 1
am, as you say, wideawale, and you do
not catch me m trap!?”

"Ha, ha!'—I—1 mean, a trap 15
voiture ' gasped Wharton., “It's all
right, sir! This way!"

The French gentleman was evidentl
unaware that in the- beautiful Kogh
language one word has to do service for
soveral articles. He followed the jumors
from the station, with Napoleon. Out-
side Gosling was stapding by the Head's
trap, waiting, and he fouched his hat to
the stranger. Ewvidently the trap was
there to convey monsicur to the school.

Mansgieur tapped Wharton on the -arm,

“ Mon cher garcon, zat i teap?"

“That's the trap, siv.”

“Mon Dieu! Hagﬁlwn e

" Oui, mon onecle ¥

“Une weiture iz a trap, in English,
Mapoleon. You will remember zat.”

“ (i, mon oncle !

“%ere i3 ozzer traps, rab caich ze
mouze and ze rat,” said monsienr. ¥ But
zere 18 also trap zab is voiture. Clest
drole. Zat English, he is great langusge,
and veree remarkable. lsn’t it? ol

bonhomime, vous etes ici pour mol, n'eel- |

gtaw

osling scratched hiz head.
“Wot does he say, Master Wharton %

B

!

lie asked.
lnge,”

“Have vou come to tuke Lim to the
sehool V7 oasked 1Marry.

*¥es; if 5o be he 13 Mongseer Dupont,
with "is blessed neplew,” answered Los
IR

“You are Monsiear
asked Havey.

* Muis o !

“Then the trap is to take you o Crey-
friure, sir-——the voiture, 1 wean,”

“Bon! El mon neven angst—and my
nophew” Napelean. Mais  hominesze
wan, Le say, ' bleaged neplew,” ™ a0l
mensiour, puzeed, © Napoleon |

“(hii, won ongle?™

Yo oare not bk ¥

* Non, men onele !

“Vous vous trompez!”
to e sstonished Gosling.,
he 15 not wounded!™

“YWoumded 77 vepeatod Gosling dazedly.
“Who said e was wonnded 77
- " You did,” chiuckled Nugent., * Blesse
iz wounded, in French.”

0, my bese ! aand Gosling.,  “Tali
im to 'op in,  Maeter Wharton, for

weas” sake ! Why theae "ere furriners
can't talk plain  ITenglish  beats e
"ollow 1™ _

Gosliug gathered up the reing, and the
French gentlemaen, still locking puzzled,
tanded his nephew into the trap, and fol-
lowed him in. . The porter placed & trunk
and a bag and a rug and ap wmbrella i
after them, and touched hia cap. Mon-
sienr Dupont _placed a large silver piece
in hiz hand, and Goaling drove off.

The Frizrdale porter looked ot the coin
i hie hand, and ejaculated :

“PBalk b

“What's the matter, Sammy
Bob Cherry,

“Look at that there, sip!™ said tho
porter, o disgust. fle held up a five-
franc piece.  * What's the of that

theve 7'
it's worth threc-and-six,

ST ocan’i upilerstaned his Furrm

EH

D:ipmlt .

suid monsenr
My nephew,

aaked

“Why,
theveabouts,” said Harry.

“Oh ! said the porter. “I fancy thoy
wouldn't give we that for it at the Red
Cow. Praps onoe of you young
Bentgm——" '

“Certainly, if vou ke ! said Ilgery,
with a emile,

[le changed the fHive-frane pices,
leaving the Friavdale porter very woll
satiafied.

The Famous Five sauntered down the
villa]g{r street after the trap, which was
bowling along in the distance.

“That woung merchant must be
coming to Greyfriars,” remarked Bob
Cherry. A new chap—what "

“Yory new,” salid Wharton, langhing,
“I wonder if Le's coming inte the
Remaove.”

“0Oh, my hat !

" Looks rather & decent sort of chap,™
remarked Johnny Ball, “The fellows
will pull his leg no end, though, ™

ac pullfuiness of his esteemed leg
will be tferrific,”  said Hurres Jamsel
Ram Bingh. * But if he honours the Re-

move with his august presenca we will

o



Every Monday.

lock after him. The esteemed French
ara our Allice, and it iz up to va.”

“Hear, hear!”

It was some time later that the Co,
came baek to Greyfriars, and as they
neared the gates they sighted the trap
coming away from the school. Monsione
Dupont was seated in it by himself.
lividently his nephew had remained ut
the school. The French gentleman re.
cognised the juniors in the road, and
raizod his hat to them politely as the trap
passed, and the Co. roturned the salute
with greab solemnity. ] .

“8o that moerchant is a Groyfriars kid
—that's settled ! said Johnny Buil
“Iot's get in, and seo whether they've
shoved him inte the Remove”

And the Co. went in at the gates.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Napoleon of the Remove !

Y SAY, you fellows!"
I ]iiﬂy Bunter met the Famous
TFive as they came in.  Bunter
was grinning all over his fat face.

“Fallo, hallo, hallo] Whercfore that
swoet and fascinating grin?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“1 sar, vou fellows, thero's a new kid
in the Removel” announced DBunter,
“He's a cotker | A regular corker ! Hoe,

he, hel”

“86 he's in the Removel” asked
Harry Wharton.

“A Froggvy!'" grinned Bunter. " Ha
can't talk much English. He's got a

French accent vou could cut checze with,

1

e, he, ha!
“Where s the merry merchant?”
asked Bob. o
“ He's in the Common-room now,” saud
Bunter, I fancy Bolsover major 1a

oing to put him t gh it. Il he,
in'ﬁg

“What on carth’s Bolsover got against
the new kid "’ demanded Nugent.

“Ho's beenn put in his study,” ex-
plained Bunter. *' Belsover's had No, 10
to himself since Elliott went, you know,
and he wanted to keop 1t to himself,  He,
he, he ! Rut, of course, Quelchy put the
now kid there. Dolsover couldn't expect
to kerE a study on his lonesome,™
“Tiko hin check to think of it!" said
Johnny Dull. “Not very nice for the
new kid, thcrugh, to boe planted elong
with Bolsover.’

" Bolsover thinks it ain't aice for him.™
grinned Bunter. 1 heard him  tell
Skinner that he was going to talk to the
new chap about it ou know how Bol-
sover talks to a chap! Io, he, he!™

Harry Wharton frowned.

¥From tho direction of the Common:
room thers camo the sound of laughter
and buzzing voices. Tho Grepfriars
juniors were much interested in the un-
usual new boy. Wharton glanced at his
chums. They had been going np the
Removo passage to get tea, but it
occurred to Wharton that tea had bettor

be postponed o littlo. .
Bob Cherry understood his look, and
grinned.

“Right, O kioz ! he said. “It's wp 10
us ! Bolsover isn't going to bully the
new kid while we're hanging around 17

“He can't complain of the fellow heing
put in his study,” rvemarked Nugent.
“Jolly lucky he wasn’t planted in our
slndy 1V .

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1le might be, 1f Bolsover shifted him
aut, us we're only twoe in Neo 1" ve-
marked MNugent. * Bolsover®™s got to be
bottled up.™

“The bottlefulness must be terrifie,”
azzanted Hurreo Singh. “The worths
Nap s an esteerned Ally, end we will
stand by him and see fuic play.”

The Famous PFive, with that benevo-
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lent intention, headed for the Common-
room. A shower of rain had driven most
of tho juniors indoors, and the room was
pretty well erowded. The arrival of the
new junior had come just in fime to
a‘EnrdI the Removitea a little enterbain-
ment. It was, as Harold Skinner re-
marked, very conasiderate of the Ilcad to
save him up for a rainy day. _
Napoleon was standing in the middle of
a crowd, most of whom were guite good-
humoured and fricndly., PBolsover major

was not looking good-humoured, how-
ever, 'The bully of the Remove was
wrathy. Having scttled that he was to

have Study No. 10 to himself, since his
study-mate had left, Bolsover was ox-
tremoly exasperated at hmu:;gh the ncw
fellow shoved in on him. Bro Were
fellows in the Remove with whom Percy
Bolsover would have condescended 1o
share his study; but mnong those fellows
there had been no great kecnness for tho
honour. But he certainly did not mean
to havo & new kid, & nobody from no-
where, planted on him like this, if ho
could h{fp it. Arguing with Mr. Quelch,
the Remove-master, was out of tho ques-
tion: but Belsover was ready to addresa
the most forcible arguments to Napeleon
Dupont, undoterred by sny considera-
tions of hospitality or politencas. Folite-
ness had never been one of DBolsover
major's weaknessea, .

I'iupolmn Dupont was answering some
questions put to him by Skinner when
Bolsover major joined the group. :

“8c you're tho new kidi"” said
Skinner, planting himsclf in front of the
French junior, and staring at him.

“Oui, ow ! answered Dupont, with an
oxpansive smile.

“Wee, wee!” mimicked Skinner. ™I
vsed to have o guinea-pig that went like
that. Wee, weel”

“ O, 3141 i

“What's vour
Skinner.

“Napoleon Dupont.”

“Then he's really named Nopoleon!™
gaid Skinner, “Oh, my hat! And what
do you mean by coming to Greyiriara
with a name likoe that?”

“YHein?"

Napoleon scomed puzzled, as well he
might be by Skinner's question,

“Yes: what do you mean by it?"
chimed in Stott, joining cheerfully in the
ﬁgre.uable diversion of raggmmg the new

oy.

name " demanded

“Jo mne comprends pas”  said
MNapoleon. *C'est mon nom.”
my hat! Can't you +talk

“ Maia oui. I shall have a small Eng-
lish,” replied Napoleon, with another
wide amile, i

“ A what?” yelled Bkinner.

“A small English.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the juniora

“Ho means & little English,” grinned
Eq‘uiﬂ".

‘It is not how you shall say him?"
asked Napoleon.

“Ha, ha! Not quite!™ chuckled Peter
Todd. % .

“Here T learn to spick Euglish bottoy
viz me,” said Napoleon. *“ Here I loarn
glny ze cricket, and zo feectball, fsn't 167

ut,”’

“Fectball I said Skinner,
somebody !

“¥ou shall not call*him fectball 17

“ Foothall " grinned Russell. “ Make
it football, old ecout!™
‘ ;‘ But you play him viz both feet, isn't
:t ? EL

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“Zorr he iz focthall, T zink., Buat vou
call him fm::EthalthIEat is wonderful lan-
guage, zat English!”

“%1:1, ha, hat” - i

Bolsover -tgajor pushed Skinner aside,
and took his place.

“Fan me,

Three-halfpence. 3

“Look here, Froggy—"

[ 1] vat Ilf EET i

“Pon't bully the new kid, Dolsover,™
aeldl Bquifl gquietly.

“ Whe's bullying him? The fellow has
been stuck into my study!” cxeleimed
Bolsover indignently.  “I've hod that
study to myself since Elliott left. I don't
want a silly now lad stuck i my stady.
I'm not going to stand 1t)"

“Comment ¥

“What on carth cdoes he mean by com-
mong "' anorted Dolsover major.

“Ha, ha! He means °what"—what
did you say?" chortled DPeter Todd.
“Where's your French, Bolsover ¥

“Well, I'll tell him fast mmugh what X
asid, and in plain English, too!™ said the
bully of the Remove. *Look here,
Napoleon Bonaparte——"'

“Non, non! Napoleon Dupont,”
"f;'.!h, bother your namel Look here

“Je regarde "
* You've been stuck in my atudz1®
“I am stuck?"™

“Yeal”
“Non, non!" - Napoleon looked down,
and looked round, a3 if examining his

person to see where he was stuck., " Vous
vous trompez. "

“ Wha-a-at "

“1 mean, you mistake yourself, T am
not aticky !"

““Ila, ha, ha !

“Oh, yo wgods!" gasped Bolsover
major, “‘I mean you'ro stuck in iy
study. Queleh has shoved you into
No, 10"

“Pus du tout.”

“What does that mean?” howled
Bolsover.

* Not at 21l,” grinned Todd.

“Why, he knows that Quelchy
shoved him into No. 1017
Sknner.

“Non, non! Monsiour Quelch ho ia
rer_regdm'litcn; he do not shovoe me!™ ex-
claimed Napoleon. “Ho do not touch
me at all, nxm[ff.iug to shake zo hand.”

““Ha, hia, ha "

1II

has
cxclaimed

mean you're going to dig in No
181" yelled Bolsover.

“Pas possible! How shall 1 dig in-
doors!” exclaimed Napoleon.  * Zat is
not possible! In zo garden—yes; but in
z0 chambre, pas possible.”

“Obh, crumbs! No. 10 is your study, I
mean ! shricked Bolsover.

" O, oui!”

“Well, No. 10 38 my study, too ' said

Bolsover., " Quelchy has put yon in as
my study-mate., Sayvvy?"

Napeleon gave onother expaneive
amile.

i, out!
me, 8n't it

“That's it. Now——""

“I am honour—I am delighi! Ve shall
be great shune™

“YWhat?''

“] ambraca vou, mon ami!"

“Wha-a-at¥" velled Bolsover, * Here,
drargpimoftf 1"’

Bolsover faicly slaggerad as the French
junior rushed at him and embraced Lim,
evidently with the intention of starting
on o friendly fooling with his ' study-
mafe.

The Remove {ellows

You arve studvanate yviz

hewled wiath

lauchter.
To Bolsover's horror, the French boy
I[iSEEd II'i.III;, 1111 IH,“.-II‘ {_‘]Il“l"l'n':"i. "I.'I-'!II'II. ].".”Jd

emacks that .rang through the Common.
TR,

CGroogh!” gaos Bolsover.

He Lurled the French junior off.

“ia, ha, ha!™ roared the jumiore.

To Napoleon's surprise aud dismay,
Bolsover major shook a big fist fairly
under hiz nose. It was at that moment
that the Famous Five arrived in the
dodrway. .
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“Y¥ou ~— you —xou  sickly worm !
shouted DBaolsover. “What do yon mean
by slubbering vver me?”

* Comment 7™

“I'm not going to have you in m
study! Understand that!” bellowed Bel-
SOVer. “Aud if you get foot 1 my
stucdy 11l =ling you out on sour neck!
Got that®”

—— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the French Siyle !

ARRY WHARTON tapped Bol-
sover on the ehoulder,

o easy ¥ he =zaid.

“Ainel your ewn business!™
shonted Bolaover nejor.  “LU'm not going
to have that worm crawhng into my
study 7

“Wou can tell My, Queleh that,"

“I'n telling him! T give him a
hucding of he comes mto my quarters!
In fack, T'll give him one now a8 a
warning."”

And, shaking off Wharton's hand, Bol.
sover major steode vp to the new boy,
biaidishing s fsts,

' l"'{:;.j'mln:m Jumped-Baek in alorm.

“Commenti” he oxelasimed. ™ Vat is
zi<? Vy for you punch at me?”

“I'm going to lick you, you worm!”

“Watl e zat an Fnglish custom?”
demamded Napoleon., " You lick some-
vun, like ze leetle puppy-dog?”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

" Lake that, you foreign idiol
Bol:aver.  And e punclied
French junior's nose.

The next instant Bolsover major felt
as if an eavthguake had happened.

With lightning quickness, Napoleon
Fad lifted his foot, and his boot was
teiven on sover's wisteoat.

‘Tiie bully of the Hemove sat down
with a very unpleasant jar,

“Ow ' ke gasped. " Yurrrggh!™

Mapoleon grinned down on himn.

“Here, chuck that, Frenchy!” ex.
claimed D3ob Cherry, " What do sou
meair by kicking a chap®™

The French junior looked reund in sur-
prise at the disapproving faces as Dol
sover sat on the floor and gasped.

#fat is la savate,” he said. M Zat is
Froneh custom, In Engl.ﬁml WO fIELI"It-
viz ze hand, in France viz zo foot. La
savafp, ™

FY snonted

at the

“You'd better nob  introduce  that
custom here !’ growled Skinner. ** You'll
get scragged if you do.”

Bolsover major staggered up, still
gasping. IHe had been hurt.

“You cowardly rolter!” he panted

“T'I simmash you for that.”

“I am no coward ! exclaimed Dupont
lits eyca flashing. "1 am not alraid of
you, zough you are moasch bigzer as me.
If you fizht in your way, I bhzht in my
way, isn't itf"”

*Thal's fai¢, when you come to think
of it!"” prinned Nugent.

“Put up sour hands!™

“YVat for?’

“"¥Fou'ro gome to fight me, you sad!”

“Zen T put up my foot)” mnswered
Dupont. “1 do not understand la boxe.
La =atate, I understand zat."

“12o vou think I'm going Lo have a
kicking mately with sou, like o pawr of
bleesed mules?” howled Bolsover.

- "I vish not to fight viz yon., Butf L
fight, 1 do him in my wuy; In boxe, I
know hun not. ™’

Bolsover major, furious
pauead.

There was something to be snid for
Napaleon's point of view., He had his
own customsz, though thrﬁ il not sguare
with Britreh idess at all. Certainly he
eonld not be expected to deop his own
method and adopt another that ha was
unaccustomed to.
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roarcd Noleover.

as he was,

The bully of the Remove did not want
another kick,

“*Wiil you fight fair, you booby?” he
ﬂemaﬂderi

“ But zat is fajr. I know not la boxe.
But you ehall fight viz me in my way,”
Hllg%&ﬂtﬂd NB.];I{} eon. "' Fat ia fair,”’

“Catch met” growled [olsover. *In
England we call a fellow o coward whoe
kicks in a fight.”

I?E:mt shrugged hiz ehoulders.

n you kecp your way, and I keep

mine,” lie ‘said. = “*VYou fight viz ze
hand, and T viz e foot. Or ve will not
Bght at all. Vat is zere to feht about?”

“Ga it Bolsover!™ said Owilvy, *Let

Lirp give us an exlubition of the French

style 1™
“Not for me!” answered Dolsover
major. “I've had cnough of his French

etyle. You can have some if yon like”

“No fear!” chuckled Ogilvy,

“en let us be iriends,”  Snggested
Napoleon, emiling expansively.

“That's a g “idea,”  suid Bob
Cherry, langhing. * Betrer make friends,
Bolsover, or next time you'll get your
watchehain pushed through your baek-
bone !

“Ha, tia, ha!l”
~ Boleover major gave the French
junior a glare. Ile was not in the least
inclined to make friends.

“T won't have him in my study!"™ he
growled. "“Let him come there, that's

and I'll make him eorry for himself !

And Balsover major stalled out of the
Common-room.

Harry Wharton followed
stopped him in the passage.

“Don't be too rough on the new kid,
Bolsover,” he said quietly. “It's up to
us to treat ham rather decently, as he's
¥rench.™

“You can have him in your study, if
vou like!" sneered Dolsover major.

“We're two 1n Noo 1-already.”

him, and

" Make it three, then! Anyway, I'm

naot going to have him in my etody.
Let him come, and I'll boot him out fast
enoinch ™

Wharton's eyea glinted,

"Therr vou won't be allowed to!l™ he

ented sharply. “IE yeur bully the now

kid, Boleover, you'll get a Form rag-
ging.”
“Oh, rats!" &snswered  Bolsover

savagely, and he went sullenly up the
staircase.  The Ca. came f:mgF the
E:'l.ﬂﬂ.g& with Napoleon Dupont. Frank
MNugent had politely asked hnn to fea
i UF:'&,L!J.I}' Mo, 1, an mvitdtion that
Napeoleon accepted effusively.

In Mo, 1 the fve Juniors pooled their
rations and any other supplies they could
get tozether, to make as handsome a

spread as possiblea. :

"Wnr-tig‘m fare, vou know,” =said
Harvy, as the French junior sal down
at the table.

Dupont smiled and nodded.

“Je szis. Hae i very good,” he
answered. “But zere are mang ziugs
zat you ean get zat are not chboned,
Yon like ze frog, isn't it?"

“The what?” ejaculated Johnny Duall

“Ze frog,” enid Dupoft innocently.
“Zere 13 a river near zis ceole, Bn't it7
¥You can find ze frogzs zere,”

“We could find them if we wanted
thent,” said. Nugent. * But what should
we want frogs for®” ”

“"You do-not weat zem, isn't 1t? Zat
18 all right; I vill show you liow to cateh
ze frog, and cook him."”

Y (roogh 17

“e 15 verree mica,
hia . eyes  chatening. “ Demati-—1tn-
morrow I go hunt ze D)(:r-nng, and you ghall
share him viz me, isn't it7"

“ Waw—we don't eat frogs in England,”
said Nugent faintly.

* Pourguoi~—vy not?"

“ Bocause—becanse—""" It wonld not
have boen polite to explain to the French

* gaikl Napoleon,

junior that the bare idea was revolting
to the DBritish mind. It was only a
question of different national costoms
wgaln.

* Bacanse—=—"" murmure]d Bob Cherry.

“The becau-efulness is toveific,” re-
marked Huorrea Jamset Ran  Singh
blandly.

“Perhaps you hnow not how {o gonk

him,” eaid Duopont, puzzled. ** Zat is all
right: T vill give you instroctione”

“You jolly well won't!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

* Comment "

*Ahem! How do
snrdines

“Verree good, But 2e frog—he 1a vab
wou call tip-top,” said Napoleon. " You
vill enjoy him, I zink. Also ze enail

“Eh

“*Viz zoae snails zat live on ze vall, you
mike verree g sonp—""

S T

“Mon Dien! Vous otea malade—youn
are ], isn't it?" exclaimmed MNapoleon.

“ Nunno !’

*“ You look quite pale viz you.”

“It's—it's néthing ! gasped Wharton,
“Tuck in, old ecout, and we'll ghow you
round the school after tea.”

Mapoloon tucked in, and after tea tho
chums of the Remove took him for o
walk round Greyfriars, and ehowed him
the sights, llaving done that, they felt
that they had dene their duty to an
Ally, and Napoleon was left to his own
devices,

you like tho

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Form Ragging !

&b HHIE Y¥ah! Oh! Ah' Mon
:{' s e 1M
Harry Wharton amd Frank

Nugent were at prop in Study
No. 1 when that loud howl reached them
from farther along the Remove passage.
Thev recognised the dulcet tones of the
now Junior ab once. o

“That hrote Bolsover agam!
elaimed Wharton angrily.

“Are von going to chip in?" acked
Frank.

TOughton't I lo?™ )

“ Just as you like! Prep can wait, 1
anppose.”

Harry Wharton left the study, followed
by his chum. Several more fellows WEre
Farhf-ring in the passage, attracted by the
foud howling from No. 1. It was plain
cnongh that the new study.mates were
at loggrerheads.

Wharton threw open the door of the
sturdw.

A rathor peculiar sight met tho eyes
of the Removiles, :

Ngpoleon Dupont was hopping on one
leg, and Boleover major had & grosp
upon the ankla of the other. ]

Napoleon had evidently been trying on
“la gavate * again, and Holsover major,
on hia guard this time, had captured his

0Xs

ol _

l:”rl'ha French juuior hopped helplessly,
Bolsover "grinmng o he nlrag%ea.l hit
round the study by the ankle. Napoleon
had to hown very actively to keep from
corming with a erash to the floor.

““TIs, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. “Is
that a French dance ¥ )

“The ead tried to kick me!” grinned

Bolsover. “ LN give him kick!  Kim
an ! :
“Lot me go, i't 1677 shrieked

Napoleon. ** Zat you release my jambe !
A moi—a o Y

“T11a, ba, hal™ ;

Bolsover, grinng. led him round the
table. bopping frantically on  one leg.
The jnniors roared as they looked on.
Although Bolsover was a bully and un-
doubtedly to blame in the dispute, 1t
was just as well for the new fellow to
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have o lesson on the subject of kivking,
the Juniors considered.

37l {:::u let po of
aivieked }IIPDHL _

“T haven't got your jam, you - silly
idiot " growl Bolsover. "Ido you
think I'd eneak o fellow’s grub, you
worm "

“A jambe's a leg, you ass!” lLowled
Peter Todd.

“Well, I'm keeping his leg, anyhow,”
said Bolsover. " He shoved it abt ine,
and [ cavght it, snd I'm keaping it.™"

“Mon Dhen! Je vaia tomber ! wailed
Napoleon, My owzer

kbl
'

my jawnthe

“Let go viz voul
jambe he s fatigne,”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Lassrx! [ go
Dupont,

“You can go to fall, as you call it,
and be biswed!” grnned Bolsover.
“Come on! Here we go vouml the
mutberry-bush t

And round the study table they went

to  fall ! velled

again, Dupont hopping wildly.

“Chuck it, DBolsover ! sald Harry
Wharton,  “ Enough’s as good s a
feast, you know."

“ Here comes Wingate 1" called Kippa
from the atairs.

¥ inve 1

Wingate of the Sixth strode, frowning,
to the study doorway. The vells of the
unhappy Dupont had reached the cap-
tain of Greyfriars in his own study,

“YWhat on earth ia all thia?" ho ex-
claimed angrily. * What are you up to,
Bolsover ™

“Giving the cad a trobt,” answered
Bolsover major coolly.  “I'm teaching
him_not to kick a chap in the tummy!

“I Enow not la boxel!" wmled
MNapoleon. "1 vish not to fight viz any-
onge, but f I fight viz him I use ze
foot, sn't it "

“Let him go at orice, Belsover!™
snapped Wingate., "I suppose vou have
been bullying the kid—iz that it¥ Let
Lim alone !"

The Remove hully reluctantly obeyed.
Even the trucelent Bolaover did not
ventura to dispute with the captain of
Groyfriara

“1 don't want
study !"" he growled.

“That isn't for you to settle,” eaid
Wingato eharply.  * Any mora of this,
Bolsover, and I'll sce that you get a
licking. Wharton, I expect you to sec
that this new kid isn't bullied here, as
head of the Form."

“I intended to, Wingate,"” answered
Harry.

“No more bullying, Bolsover,” said
the ecaptain of Greyfriars. “ As for you,
Dupont, you'd better learn not to kick.
It doesn't go down here,™

“Oui, ow I

Wingato strode nwa{; fmwpinf.

“I'm not going to havoe him here, all
the eame,” growled Bolaover. * If you're
zo jolly fond of him, Wharton, you ean
have him."

“Thia iz hia study,”" eaid Harrr, “and
you're going to be decent, Bol:over,
You heard what Wingate said, If you
don’t leave Dupont in peace you'll get a
Form ragging.

" Ilear, hear 1™ eaid Bquiff.

“The ragfulnees will be tervific, my
ecateemoed Bolsover."”

Bolsaver major scowled savagely. He
snatched up a Pushion from the arm-
chair, and hurled it at Napoleon Dupont.
That was Bolsover’s way of making it
plain that he was not going to be
dictated to.

The missile took Napoleon quite by
surprise. It struck him on the cheet,
snd hurled him backwards, aud he
crashed on the floor, his hewd coming into
contact with the wainscot,

“ 0w " he howled,

Bolsover was  repontant the next
moment. He had not meant to hurt the

the rotter in my

!
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Fronch junior so much. But he was too

dogged and obstinate to give any ox-
rossion to lis repentance. Ile gove the
emovites a glare of defiants a8 Harry

Wharton ran to help up the pew junior.

“That settles t!" exclaimed DBob
'-'.'.ﬂmr‘r? angrily.,  *“Collar the bullying
brute !’ )

“ Hands off !'" roared Boleover, putting
up lis fista at once.

“{ollar b !

Six or seven of the juniors collaved
Bolsover major at once. IE waa time
the Remove bully had a lesson.

“Btick him on the table!” shouted
Bob.,

111 Iﬁggﬂ I -

With & -<crash, Bolsover major was
landed face down on the table.  Strong
hands held him there, struggling, while
Bob Cherry picked out a cricket-stump.

¥aF

Napoleon staggered to his feet,
helped by the coptain of the Remove.
He waa looking azcd.

“Non, non!" he exclaimed, as Bob

raised the stump, “Zat 13 all right—T
E:_'n not mooch huct, 130’ it? I forgive

m.

“I don't!" grinmed Dob.

And he brought the atump into play.

Whack, whack, whack!

Bolsover major howled and struggled.
But the stump rose and fell without
METCy.

“(Zive him twenty-five” said Harry
Wharton.

4w Fifty, if sou like!" chuckled Bob.

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Avor i)it-ie!” said Napoleon com-
miseraling ¥- y not vieh zat you
zrash him.’

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yah! Oh! Will you leave off i
raved Bolsover major, squirming under
tha infliction, * Ow, you rotters! LETFE:I
'l let the Froggy cad slone if you like!
Ow, ow! 1 won't touch him again!
Yow-ow-wooop '

Whack, whack, whack ! _

Twenty-five from a cricket-stump; in
Boh Cherry's werful lhand, waa
enough even for the truculent Bolsover.
By the time the infliction was over
Boleover was quite subdued. He rolied
off the table, and stood panting.

0w, ow, ow !l

“You were warned,” eaid Havry®

La savate! (Sece Chapter 3.) i
Wharto. “Now let the kid alone,
Dolsover! He's done nothing to you™

“Ow, ow, ow 1" :

The juntors left the study, leaving
Perey Bolsover groaning. He sat down,
but jumped up again very guickly, He
did not feel inclined to sit down again
that eveniug, on second thoughts, .
_Napoleon eyed him rather uncasily
when lie was left slone with him. DBut
even Bolsover was subdued now, and
the desire to bully had been taken out
of him. :

“Mon amna,
last.

u{}w g . , .

“Vy sall we not be friends in zis
study 7" suggestad Napoleon. “1 vish
not to bo enemies. Lot ue make friends,
o'

“ 0w, ow 1" Bolover groaned. “I'll
make wyou sit up for this, you young
cad ! Sw, ow, ow [

“¥ou wish not be friend viz me?”
asked Napoleon.

“Ow! Bhot up! Ow, ow!”

Napolean shrugged his shoulders, and
ssid no more. He had done his best; but
Bolsover major was not in a mood to
listen to the sweet voice of reason.

r

said Dupont gently, at

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Bunter in Luek!
APOLEON of the Remove =t
N tracted a good desl of attention
in  the BEu:m-rmm tho next

morning.

His variety ﬁgEniﬂi:h was very enter-
taining to hie Form-fellows, and a little
pirplexing to the Remove-master.

Most of the Remove fellows were in-
clined to like him, he was so overflowing
with good humour and sunny smiles.

He had made one enemy; but he did
not seem likely to be on terms of enmity
with anyone but Bolsover major,

Boleover nursed his injurics. For s
time he was refraining from indulging in
his bullying prochvitiea. He did not want
another Form-ragging. But the bully of
the Remove was only biding his time.

Ho could not forgive the magging he
had received in his study; and he put it
all down te Napoleon's account,

THE Macxer Lisrary. —No, 540,
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After morning lessons Billy Bunier
joined Napoleon as the juniors went into
the quad,

Lilly Bunter was nlways very attentive
to new boys, though not in tho same
way as Bolsover major,

Napoleon was sauntering in the quad-
rangle, at ease with himsell and all the
wur?d, when Bunter joined liim, and gavo
him a fricndly grin, Dupont veplied by
a polite bow. i[u was always ready to
bow ot a moment’s notice, and scemed to

oy the exercise.

ﬂ{"f my, how muoch do yeu like Grey.
friars?" asked Bunter,

“Yerrce mooch ! answered Napoleon.

"¥You haven't scen the postman, | sup-
poar ¥

*Non !

“I an he'a going 1o be late
acain,” pronted Bunter. " No end of
delay in the post now, vou know., It's
awhkward !

“You eall expect a lettaivy” asked
Napnleon sympathetically.

“ Yoz 1've been cxpecting one for some
thne, with & postal-ordor in 14" replicd
Bunter, blicking at him through his
spectucles.

The .menfion of Buater's celebrated
postal-order, which was alwars expocted
and never came, was enough 1o make any
fellow 1 the Remove chortle, Buof
Xupoleun, s o new boy, was ignorant of
Bunter pud hie litdle wavs,

“dat iz too bad ! suid Dopent.

“¥ei, becuusze it happens that LD'in
rather hard up fo-day.” vemarvked Tune
ter. O course, it isn't much —oniy a
fiver I'm expocting-- ="'

*A postalovder for five pooindst”
meked Dopont, in eurprise,
~ " Ahem ! 11 mean a postul-note—ihat
m fo suy, 4 bank-order—I—T mean a
bauknote 1* stammered Buntor, ' A-—n
fiver, you koow, from my pater!™
" Your pater he ig verree recch, =l
i

“ Redling in it,”" wid Bunter carvelezaly,
* All iy people ave rich, yor kpow-—maeat
of them titled, I darc say you've heopd
uf Lovd de Baniep,™

“demais

“Eh?Y Who's  janciny 27
Hunter. ;

“*T mean, novaie !’

“Ch, I aee!? Well, he—bhe's my uncic,
you know, and he sends mo fivers ovee-
sionully. ¥ happen o be havd up this
aflternoon—-a  rather unexpected thing.
but thers you ave. I suppose you couldn’i
fened e five pounds ulﬁn:g postal-- my
bankuote comes, could you i’

* ¥oue avez rason—1 could not !

“I1 vonld moke five shillings do.” ob-
sevved Bunler, 1 sheould take it es a
real favenr, Dupong, if sou could lend
ma five shillings for a few honrs, Tiniil
the postman comes, in fact,” ~

“Only until ze postman, e rone”

d s 'i"'EH.'l'I'

Cden zere you ave,” sud Napoleo,

mnling to Mr., Boggs of Frisrdale, whe

d Juat comwe in might, " ZJeve s ove
facteur--ze postman.”

Bunter's face fell,

However, he called out to Me. Bogg-.

“ Anything for me, Boggsi™

= Mo, Master Dunter 1™

“Bure there's not a registered eifor,
Buoggs?" asked the Owl of the Rewmove
enxously.

*Quite sure, sir ! grinned My, Boggs.
ITe had beon asked that guestion by tgi’i(l}
Bunter about a hundred times,

Billy Bunter grimted az the poztman
wout on s war.

 Aat banknote, he has wot come ™
seked Dupont, with great :ﬂnpnth_r.

“I1°s a delay in the pest,” explained
Runter.  * War-time, you kuow. Never
minl if we wait for our postal-ovders. =0
fong ne we beat the Germans—-what 7’

Tee Magywer Lispany, —No. 540.

domended

T at is so 1
“Will you lend me five bob Lill the
evening post comes in, old chap?” asked
Bunter pereuasively,
EBilly

Napoleon hesitated a moroent,
Bunter's fat face did not, a3 2 matter of
fact, mmspire confidence. Dut Napoleon
wae full of good-nature, and he counied
out tho Gve ehillings. :

* ¥ou pay him zis evening #” he asked.

*“Without fail 1" said Dunter solemnply.

"1 geldom borrow—in fact, nover! Butb
when I do, I square on the mail. Any
futlow m the Remove will tell you so.
I'm famouns for it, Thanks!™

Billy Bunter promptly pouched the five
shillinga, and rolled away., His destina-
tion was the tuckshop, where he strove to
convinee Mrs. Mimble that she could, for
ongce i @ way, Jdisregard the rationing
lawa in favour of William George Buntor,
Having failed to convince the good ludy
upon that point, Bunter expended Na-
poleon’s five shillings vpon uwnrationed
articles, making the best of a bad job;
ane, to mohke all sale, he sat down and
devoured them on the spot.

At dinner, however, Billy Buntor was
wite able to do his bit. e could have
one &rvernl other {eflows” bily, too, if
they had let him. Affer dinner ho
looked for Napoleon again.  The French
youth had shelled out so readily on the
firet ouveasion that Bunter hed high hopes
of extracting a further loun from him.

Napoleon was chatimg  with Harry
Wharton and Vernon-Srmuth, and Bunter
hovered near till they left him. Then he
bore down on the C;'?uﬂif: vouth.

He gave him a friendly dig in the ribs,

“]1 any, N_-;J____':r

“ Connmnent 7

“*You don’t mind me calling you Nap,
do you?’" said Dunter affably, “ You can
eall me William if you like. [ say, about
that five bob——"

* Zat iz all right 1™

“The fact is,” #aid Bunter, blinking at
him watelbfully, I find that it's uot
quite cnovgn.  You aee, I—1 wani to
vend a subseription to the—the Hed
Cross, and I feel that T ocought to make it
ten. Could you apring another five bob
till iny posiel-order comea 7

“¥our banknote, =n't it?"”

“Yee, I mean my banknote.”

“Vorree well,” waid Napoleon, after o
litile hesitation.

Billy Bunter conld scarcely beligve in
e good Inck as he received the second
five shillings,

“1 s ou're an awliull dd chap,
Nap I L:;r g:uin.i'. “1 wish :,'nirri. fﬁmre i n?

ataddy. I say, you'd like 1t ever so mnch
botter  than %)nim; with  that Least
Bolsover—-»

“What's that '

It was Bolsover major's voive.

Billy Bunter bliuked round iy alorm.
The short-sighted Owl had not scen
Bolacver approaching.

=T wny, g that yvou, Dolsover?™ he
starmmered.

“What Jdid you call me?™ demanded
Bolsaver.

=T was ust remacking thet Tapont
wnst ba awlully glad to share a atudy
with & nice chap like you, Boleover,” =aid
thio Owl feebly, “Yow.ow.ow! Leoggo
my ear !

“¥ar you lot
Dupont. :

alsover dul not let go. TTe comprossed
his grm till Duster gelled. Napoleow
praueed up to hiim,

| E{1i

Bolsover major was nob on his guard
this tima.  He sat down suwddenly o the
quadrangle aa he received a drve from
Dupont’e toe in the rile.

Billy Bunter seubiled away promptly,
loaving his reseuer to denl with the bulls
of the RHemwove, Fle had five shillings to
expend before afteraoon leszons.

hirn go!™ exeluimed

p—
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“You — you — vou Fro rotter!
Hﬂﬁﬂeﬂ Bﬂ-ls-nv«er. “Irh mnas;ﬁrjﬂu—-—l'ﬂ

Ile jumped up and rushed at Dupont.

The mimble French junior retveated,
keeping his foot ready. Bolsover backad
away ae he nearly caught it with his
walsteont,

“ Zut you come on 1 grinned Napoleon,

“T'Il smush you!” panted Bolsover.

ITe rushed on again, and again jumped
away [rom the durung foot. There was
a shout of lnughter from the fellows who
looked on at the peculinr contest,

Mr. Quelch’s study window opencd.

“ Holsover !

“Yeors, st
lnnlijlzf! ronnd,

“Ceazo to interfere with Dupont at
once, and take & hundred linee,
Bolsover 17

Poleis SR, AR

olsover major, ziving Napolcon a

look like a Hun, 5t-uﬁmd aﬁ'ay,FDHu Lizdd
had the worst of it again. Bolsover
nujor was nuraing his wrath, and 1t was
very ficarly at hoiling-point now,

stamnered  Bolsover,

=

THE 51XTH CHAPTER.
Something Like 8 Feast !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
looked for Napoleon again
after lossons that dey. He was

o beginning to regard the French
untor as something like & gold-mine.
‘here was a sweot amplicity m Dupont
that appealed to Bunter. Coartainly Nap
was the ouly fellow at Greyfriara wha
would have lont Boanter money expect-
ln% to see it again.
ut the French junior wos not to Lo
seon.  Billy Bunter hunted high and low
forr him in vain.

“I say you fellowe, have you scen
Pupont *” he asked the Famous Five, as
ho met thom on their way to the ericket-
ground.

“He's gone out”
Whartan.

“Oh, blow! Which way did he go ™

“Along the river, I think.”

“Bother " said Dunter,

The Owl of the Remove hung abont
the zates to wait for the new junior.
When Dupont came in he had o bag in
hia hand, and his hoots were damp
There was an expression of considerable
aptisfrotion wpon hia face,

answered Harry

“Hallo, old c¢hap!” said Bunior
asficntionately, " Are you coming to my
study o tea?"

*You are verveo @ood ! aaid Dupont,

“Well, now I think of #, we haven't
mitch in the way of tea ‘to-day,” rve-
marked Bunter. * But I'll come to tens
with yon if you like, old fellow. It
comes to the same thing, doesn't 147"

“Cortainement, | Coma viz pleaspre 17
replicd Dupont, as Bunter trotted by
hia atde towards the School House.

“I'Il carry your bag if you like,” aaid
Bunter generonsiy.

v ¥at is all right”

“ Heen getting somoething for teai"

“{Iui, ol

“Bomething good ¥ asked Bunter, his
aves wlistening,

“Mais oul,
eall top-tip 1

“Pip-top, yon mean,” prinned Bantor.
“TN ecome with pleasure, old chap!
When shall 1 comae ™

“I have fo do 2o cooking,” said
Dupont, "1 am good cook. You coma
abt seven o'clock, and tea he ill be
ready.” .

“Rely on me,” said Bunter. By
the way., old top. can yon lemd me
anather Live bob 41ll ibe post comes in?"

Map gave him a rather sharvp look.

“Ze ypoatman he have come,” bhe
roplicd.

Verree good!  Vat you
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“[-—I mean to-morrow morning's
poat,” stammered Bunter.

“don zat bonknole, he have not
como 1"

_ “Me., War-time, you koow,
in the post. If you could lend me—-—

“ After zo war,” said Napoleon.

“What "

*After zo war, mon ami.”

And Napoleon went into the House,
and hurried up the steira with his bag,
loaving Billy Bunter blinking, 1
simmplicity of the French youth was
apparently not so unlimited as Bunter
hatd supposed.

“Cheo cad I'"  muttered DBunter
wrathfully, “IHe was pulling my leg!
I'l pive him after the war, the rotter!
Tl jolly well tcll him what I think of
him! ['ll— Ahem!” Buonter remem-
mered that he was poing to tea with
Napoleon, and he decided mot to tell
Dupont what he thought of him till after
fea.

Napoleon looked inte Study No. 1
on his way to his own quarters. Wharion
and Nugent wero there,

L

“Mes amis——0 .

“Hello " said Wharton cordially.

Dupont held up his bag. )

“I have good things for tea,” he said,
“§ take it as great pleasure if you vill
honour me viz your company.”

Wharton and Nugent- looked ot the
bay as if it fascinated them, They had
strong and awful suspicions as to what
that beg contained.

“ Another time, old seout,” stammered
Nugent. “Woa-—we—wo're engaged flor
this tea-time.”

“I am sorry !"" said Dupont. “ Anozzer
time, zen."

And ke went on.

For some btime aftee- that Ha{?ulenn
Dupont was very busy in his atudy. A
smell of cooking proceeded from Btud
No. 0. Nap had the natural Fren
aptitude for cooking, dnd certainly the

Delay

scent was very agreeable.
Billy Bunter, coming along tho
ove pasange, sniffed outside Study

No. 10 with great satisfactyen,

“HBomething jolly good I
mured.

“ Hallo, fatty ! Ten’s ready ! bawled
P:etﬂE Todd from the doorway of Study

o

Billy Buntor

“I'm not commg to the stu
Toddy. A chap's asked me out.”

“My hat! ;
Lnow the size of your appetite, to ask
you to tea in war-time.” X

“It's my friend Dupont,” said Bunter,
with dignity. “I'd like to take you,
Poter, but I'tn afraid- I can't, on
refused to cash my tal-order ‘thlﬁ
morning, and I can't call that pally.™

“You can’t call it pally, but you can
call it :mnaihlr.:?” answercd Poter Todd,
with & grin. “Try to get somebody to
ask you out every day, Bunter, old top.
Youll boe awiully popular in this study
if you de.”

“Oh, raty "'

Billy Bunter oponed the door of Study
No. 10, and blinked in. He sniffed with
enjoyment at the scont which smaoto him.

“Ahem! Am I early ?” he inguircd.

Napoleon gave him a friendly smilo,

“A leetls, but zat is no matbair,” he
said. “Zat lofely stew, ho ia nrarly
ready.” i )

“A stew, is 1877 satd Bunier,

”:.Tat;,'nul:ullaﬁtew. Heamell good-—-
vat"

“Topping I anid Bunter. “I'I} pet
ont thoe plates, if vou like. I say, shall
wn lock the door? Belasover will want
his whack if he comes in, and he will
talke the lion's shara. He's & grecdy
boast, vou know, Leb's keep Ium out—
what? 1e'll only kick up & row if ha
comos 1"

#Zere 1z cnough for all,” answercd

he mnr-

gave him a lofty blink.
to tea,

ust be a chep who doesn’t
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Dupont, ““Bolsover, he 1s verroe wel-
come 1"

Bolover major came inio the study oa
he spoke.

He sniffed wppreciatively.

“That's good ! he remarked.

“Varroe good, 15n't 1t?"” said Dupont,
with & beaming smile. “¥You vill have
tea viz mo, and share him, bhein 7
- “No, T won't!" slmpl:u:‘ci Dolsover, I
don't want your prop!”

“&at s not polite, mon ami,”

“0Oh, go and est coke!” prowled
Bolaover. “What ove you turming the
blesaed study inte a blessed cookshop
for "

_Bolsover was hungry, and the scent
of the cooking tempted him; but he
could not vevy well partake of the new
junior's hospitality, considering his fool-
ings towarda tho youth from Le Dolle

‘France. Ilo stamped out of the study

ai{um, and slammed the deor, and went
along to Snocop’s study to tea,

“Never mind him!" aaid Bunter
ﬂheerfull;r. “All the more for us,
‘Dupong 1”7

“I am sarry rat -he ~ill not ke
friends "' sighed Napoleon,
~ “0h, let him go and eat coke! I say,
18 that done?™

“*He iz dono, mon ami.™

[14 G{md IU

A steaming dish, with a delightful
scent, was placed unun the toblo. Billy
Bunter eyed it ecstatically. ‘There waos
enough even for Bunter, und he gloated
upon the prospret.

In a fow soonnds Bunter was at work.

He helped himself, and bis plate was
full to overflowing when he wstarted.
The plate was cleéared in record time.

Napoleon Dupont sate much more
slowly, but with evident enjoyment. o
came in a very bad second in the race
through the fead.

Billy Dunter was in tho acventh
heaven,

The strw was delicious. It was rabbit-
atew, Bunter thought, though pometimes

he fanvicd he found some chicken in it.
Whatever 1t was, 1t was nice encugh to
the taste, and very flling,. And cor-
tainly it was cooked seperbly. Nanoleon
begmed et him across the table.
not, secm to mind Bunter’s continual and
very deep inrosds upon the dish. He
WES deh%hted to find such kecen nppre-
ciation of his hospitality.

"1 say, fyg}x‘: Ir%rﬂm't thinki?g of !-cce%:-
INg any o o r suppor, 1 supposst”
Bunter remarked, as he rﬁn-:-hc:ipgut for
his sixth helping.

“Zat 18 no matkair,” answered Dupont,
Az a matter of fact, the dish contained
enough for several meals, but the polite
Fronch janior submitted cheerfully to
Bunter’'s ecxorbitant raids.

Bunter was looking very fat and shiny
by this hime.

Ie breathed with some difficulty, and
he had unfastened the two lowest buttons
of his waistooat,

But there was skill more in the dish,
and the fat junior simply could not bear
toe leave it there,

Dupont politely left the last lelping
for Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove fairly scraped
out the dish into hiz plate. {-‘apnlean
smiled goninlly.

“1 say, it's vipping ! eaid Danter, for
the tenth time, swith his meouth fall,

“You ke him, fen't it ¥

“What-ho! I azy, Nap, rou do know
how to cook.”

* Maie oui, oui!"

“I'll coms to tea with you again,”
gaid Bunter, as the last morzal vanished.
He bestowed a fat wink upon Dupont.
“1 eay, I'll keap it duck, you know.
Rely on ma 1™

“¥You vill keep him dark?” asked
Nap, in surprise.

He did |

Three-halfpence. T

“Yeu. About the prub, vou know®
chockied Buntor. :

* But vy [or you keep lhum davle i

Bunter gave bim another fut wink.

“Hations ! Lie eaid. - “You wmust
tava busted the grub roles wp hill and
down dale to make a spread dike this!
Ho, ha, he!™

Nepoleon shook his head.

“ Zat would be vorree wrong,” he anid.
It i3 point of honour to keep zo ration
lawe, Buntair.,™

“He, he, he!"

“ But you ara miskake, Zore is :m::..’:i::ﬁ
zat is ration in zat stew I" exclaime
Dupont warmly.

*# Not chicken 7" grinned Bunler,

“ Fore 16 no chickein”

* Rabbit, then?”

“ Fere is no rabbit.”’

“Not game, 14 it T asked Bunfer. ** Kok
veniaon 7

“Lartainly non '™ L

“Blomsed if I know what it i3, then!™
anid Dunter, purzled. “ But it's meat of
some kind, and all meat’s rationed. Don't
vou bo alarmed, old chap; let the ﬁm‘h
riles go hang. Blow ‘em! I've been
10lly nearly starved on rations! Look how
in I've wn L'

* Mon Lheun!™ ;

“IT keep it dark,” said DBunter re-
assuringly. “ Rely on 2 pal! I'd like to
know how you got tho stuff without a
-l_:‘f:“f!, though., Hew did you manage
it}

“ But zere is no card for ze frog,” said
Dupont, in wonder. * You are mistake.
Ze frog i= not ration.”

Bunter blinked al him in afiright.

“The—the what 7" Ji» gasped.

*Zo leetls frog,”” said EUPIHIE “1 am
aura zat zere is no card require for catch
ze frog and cook him. I am certain.”

“Groogh 1"

' Vat 13 zo matteir 7' asked Dupont, in
slarm, staring at him acroes the table.
“You are pale, mon ami!"

“Gurrreregh 17

“Homezing does not agree viz you,
Buntair "

“Ow, ow! You—vou horrid rotter,
d-d-do you m-m-mean to say that that
stew was made of frege?” gurgled
Bunter.

“* Mais oui I"”

* Gropooogh ™

“Ah! In Angleterre you do not eat
ze frog, ism't it 7" said Dupont, smiling.
“ But i verrea good ! But zat
stew he is not all frog, Buntair. Zerc is
also 7o snail—""

“Yurrergh 1

“"Mon Ineu! Vat is zo mabtair? You
are ill1” exclaimed Dupont. “Vat is it
zat trouble you, Buntair®” :
ﬂi]j;r Bunter staggerced to hiz feat, hold-
mg on to the table. He had aix
helpings of that delightful stew; and
now every one of the aix helpings seemed
at war with the othar five inside Honter.
His fat face was white zs & sheat, and
hedewed with perspivation. He pglared
feebly at the astorushed Irench junior,
and shook his fist weakly.

“*You—you—— Groogh I he gurgled.

" But vat ta zo muabtair "

““Frogal Groogh!”

" My friend Buntair——""

“8naila! Owi™
Billy Bunter lurched away from the
table, and reeled into the passage.

Napolean Dupont gazed after him in
astonishment and alarm,

“ Holas! Ile 'ave est too mooch I he
muormired. “It was verree nice, snd he
eat too moochi! Zat is & pitty. Pauvrs
Buntair !"

In the prssage Billy Bunter held on te
the wall, aud groaned in deep nnguisih.

And the Remove passage echoed the
weird sounds:
“Groogh! Gug-gpug! Greooch!”

T#HE Macxer Liprary.—No. 540.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Pound for Bunter !
4
H Bob Cherry looked out of
: No. 13 in astonishment as he
heard those weird sounds

“ Yurrrgeh !V .

“What's the matter, tubby? a
exclaimed Hurree Singh, * The nft{mr?;-atl
Bunter lias been eating too muchiully.

“Grurrgeh I
on all sides. They pazed at Bunter in
wonder, as he clung to the wall outside
No. 10, groaning s gnegling.  His fat

ALLO, hiallo, halle !™
woe ant anguich.
“The matterfulness must be ternfic
Yellows wera coming ent of the studies
face was so pale that he looked really

alarming. Harry Wharion elapped him
on the ﬁ,flnuldﬂt'.

“What's the matter, Buunteri” he
ashed.

“Ow ! T'modying! Grooh I

Napoleon Dupont locked out, in great
alirm and surprise.  He could not under-
gland what was the matter with Bunter.

“ e is inalada 1" he exclaimed.  ** Per-
haps he have eat a leetle ton mooch., e
haa zomne trouble in his instde ! Ilelas 1™

“I'm  podsoned ! noened | DBunter,
“'m dying!  That French villain got
e Eu!.a;:.{-is study to poison me ! Grooh 1™

“What's  that " exclaimed Belsover
major. ‘' What has he been giving you,
Buonter ¥

“What ntter rot 17 exclaimed Wharton,
“Don't hE all aas, ]]’-*:ﬂﬂ.'-f_"l‘! You've been

orging, 1 supposc.

E“E{nﬁmgh! I'm dying ! ‘Tell the [Terd,
on fellows, ao that he can be banged!
h, dear! Owl My inside— Yow.

ow-grogocch 1
“ WNap, vou eulfer, what have you been

up to?" exclaimed Nugent.

MNap guesticulated wildiy,

“MNoring ! Rien! Nozzing!" he ex-
eluimed. T cook ze nice grub, and
Buntair he eat lom, and he like him!
Porhape o leetle too mooch ! Clest tout !
Zat ia all! It was verree nice.” .

“Oh!" exclaimed Wharton, o light
breaking on Lim. ™ Xou had Bunter to
tea——"

* i, oul "

“Arnd you gave hing—— >

“ Ze lotely stew of ze frog, and ze snail
soup, saill Dupont.  ** But zut is first-
ghgnp—hu:ﬂ:ur as your English rosbif, ien't
"

“h, my hat!"

“Frogs!" moaned Dunter, "“I—I—
I've been eating frogs !* I—I thought it
was chicken ! érﬁﬂg‘h! Frogs! Snails!
Inside me! Ow!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha ™

There waa a voar of laughter in she
Remove passige,

Bunter groaned.

“0Oh, dear! T'm dying!
feels awfully queer! I'm goin

My inshle
to be

ill. Toddy, you beast, stop cackling and.

help o chap to the dorm ! Do you want
me to be il here? Groooch!™

Peter Todd, chortling, gave Bunter a
Liand, and marched him away. It was
time. In the dormitory the fat jumaor
was very ill indeed.

But instead of sympathising with him
in lita woes the Remove fellows only
howled with Jaughter,  They ecould
imagine how Bunter had tucked into the
feed, not knowing what it was; and it
made them rell

Napoleon seemed puzzled by the merri-
mment in the Remove,

' It is not for to laff.” he said reproach-
fully. * Zat pauvee Buntair, he suffair,
isn't it? He is malade.”

"“"Ha, ha, ha ™

“"He'll get over i,” said Harry
Wharton, f&nghing, “It's chiefly 1m-
agination, The stuff ean’t lurt lum, if
it doesn't hurt you.”
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“The muck you've fed him on," said
Souilff.

“Muck?” exclaimed Dupont, in
?stmnis;hmﬂnt “You speak of zose lofely
roga.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Zose beantiful frogs!" said Nupoleon

inditg:mut];.'. " Zose nice snatls !
“Oh, don’t 1" gnsped Wharton, “ You'll
make us all like Bunter if you keep

on !

“Vat? Dol zat is pood, i T makes you
like wyour schoolfellow, isn't it?" suid
Napoleon, getting into difficulties with
the English language again, I am eure
zat it 13 bezzer for you to  like L,
Liein ¥ '

*Hn, ha, ha !

“1 like him myself bbeovse he so euch
lofe zat rood cookery,” sasd Pupont. “1
am desolate zab he is malade, Bui it ia

OuUR SNVER
Al WL Tulin (W10

FidE YEARS HEnCE o

-

CET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

IT is mosily on the impnlse of the |
moment that we friiter away onr
money, If we stopped to think we should
remember that we aze asked to save, so
tbst onr money ml?' make thingy easier
Ior the brave boys ' oul thers.™
I you carty a War Bawings Card in
yonr pockel, i5 will be & very mapmul re-
o i1

ndar,
You won't mindgolng without pour Little

plessures when You remember lor whom
it is thai you are saving.
I you hawven™ ops of 1lissea War

Bavings Cards, gel ong to-day from mny

MEee.

Kach card is divided np inta thirty-ona
spaces. Whenever you have 0d.-to spare,
yon joet buy 4 sftamp at tha post-office
snd fix it on one of the ey. Az soon
a3 all the wspaces are filled ap you can
| iske the card (o & post~affice and ex-
e it for & 162 84, War Baviogs

-

In filve yenrs® tims that cortifiosts will
be worth EL.
for & patriotio

:

This is the best
%oy io pot money by, Won'l sou try it P

not ze frog and ze snail—zey are good—
top-iip, as you say in English. Perhaps
he cat a little too mooch.  Zat 13 2¢ mat-
taie.”

And Dupont went back into his study
shaking hig head, Nothing was likely to
convines him that his beautiful dict was
repulsive to nuvboedy with a properly-con-
stituted British mind.

It was some timoe before Duniter came
down; and when he appeared in Study

No. T he looked pale and weak, as if he

had just returned from a very stormny
Channel  trip. Peter Todd and Tom
Dutton grinned nt him  as he dropped
feobly into a chair at the table.

“1 can't do ur:i,r prep to-night, Poter,”
said Bunter fechly,

“Oh, buck up ! zand Puter. “Try to
forget about the [rogs 1"

"*Groogh!  Don't  mention
gasped  Bunter.,  “T'Il slanghtey

Tomm !

French horpor. I hope Boliover will
smash him up! The awful rolter 1V

“He was only being  hospitable,™
chuekled Peter.  “In France tley cat
that kind of thiog and like it."”?

“Don't! I—l say, Jdo you think
Quelehy will zo for me if I don't o any
PI‘E!P'J’”

“You beb!”

b, dear !

Billy Dunter set to work drearily. Life
did not scem guite worth lhivioe just then
to the Owl of the Remove. )

But aiter prep. he recovered a little,
As a matter of fact, the peculiar French

.-l;l:i[;t? t.h:}ugh mpufsiue to the :!li:l'ld. Wia

not harmful to the body; wul there was
really nothing the matter with Bunter,

“Is there anything to eat i the study,
FPetor " he asked.

“Hallo! Yon want to gorge again?”
exclaimed Peter. ]

“I'm awfully emply, you know!" zaid
Bunter pathetically.

“There's a sardine-tin——-"

S0, pood 1Y

“ But there's no sardines left in g——""

“¥Yah! You funny icdiot!”

“YWaeall, would vou hke 1o get hold of
some cheese ("

“Yea, rachier!’

“Then I hopo you'll be able to, and
i,:u;._‘: can give me gome," sad Poler cheer-

tliy.

Bunter glared ot him with a glare that
almest eracked his spectacles.

“You silly owl!” he roarcd.
a fime for your rotten ;ukw?
empty-—famishing, in fact.’

“Waoll, trot alimg to No. 10, and a=k
MNap if he's got any more [rogs——"

“ Look here—"

“Or znatls—-"

“Groogh!™

“Or stuga!l” yelled Peter, as Bunter
rolled ant of the study. ** Ha, ba, ha !

Billy Bunter did not apply at No. 10.
Mot even in e state of actual {anune
would he have accepted agein the hos-
pitulity of the French junior.

He blinked dismally wto No. 1, where
the Famonas Five had gathered for a Ew
after prep. They were ecating baked
cheainuts,

“T say, you fellowa—"

“How did he know we had chest-
nutsi' said Bob Cherry, in a tone of
wonder.

“Oh, really, Cherry, I didn't know,
you know. fiut, as you'ra 8o prissing,
I'll have some,” said Bunter,

“ Do you think they'll agree with the
frogz " asked Bob gravely,

“Grooh! Shurrup '

“Or the—-"

“Shut up ™ howled Bunter, *“llo you
want me to be ill again in this stady 2V

“I'Il jolly well fake my cricket-bat to
you if vou arel” said Harry Wharton
warningly.

“You're

“Ta Lthis
I'm

an unsympatheiio  beast,
Wharton! I say, these clhiestnuts are
pretty good. You don't mind if I have
somo mare, do you I |

“Loave us one each,” said Nugent, sar-
castically,

“ 1 will,” said Bunter.

And he did, gathering up the rest in
his fat paw, the chume of the Remoye
eyeing him with wide-open eyes as he did
B0
“1 sry, you fellows,” continued DBun-
ter, apparently oblivious of the looks the
Famous Five were giving him, *“I'm
dono with that foreign cad! 1 teok him
up, you lc!mwF beeauze I was——

“* Hungry 1" asked Bob. _

“Ng, you asas! Because T was kind-
hearted,  But I'm done with him.
shall treat him with contempt in  the
future. DBut that placcs we in rather a
difficult position,” said Dunter, blinking
serioualy at them.

that }

“ Do it §"



Every Monday.

Yo,
money. ]

“Weatl, you owe cver:,'imr!; olga in the
Remove money, don’t you?' _

“(h, really, yon know! I owe him
money, and, of course, if T refuse to
speak to & chap 1 can’t remain wnder
an obligation to him. You sce that,
don't pou ¥’

* Better settle up, then,” snggested
Wharton,

“Quito so. But I happen to be short
of money %

" Not really 77

" Yo, 1*ualt$,” saicd Bunter. “There's
been m delay in my postalorder——m—m™

“Ielp ! gasped the Famous Five with
one voree,

“Ohwing to the war
no ond of delays in the post,’” satd Bun-
ter, O povhaps the Censor — they're
wtways consoring letters, you know, I
pay, Wharten, do you think the Censor
would bag my postal-order #7°

“You howling ass, no!t"”

“He would have to be a very clever
Censor to bag that pestal-order,” grinned
Lok Cherry., A regular micacle-
worker.”

“ M, yeally, Cherry!
how the matter atawla,” said Bunter, 1
owse that feilow ten shillings, and T'in
bound to square him if I'm going to treat
him with contempl. Under the cires, T
suppose you fellows can lend me some-
thlug?”

“Certainly,” said Bob Cherry.

Dunter brightened up.

After getting two loans out of Dupant,
it was really a strokoe of great business
to raise a third loan on the strength of
the previons two being unpaid.

“Good!” he exclaimed. *You're o
good chap, Cherry 17

“*Mone better,”” agreod Boh.,

“1'm not going to lend the fat spoofer
anything,” ssid Johnny Dull, with a
snort. “Don’™ be an ass, Bob!  You
kaow he wou't pay Dupont.™

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“2¢till, I think I ought to lend Bunter
something, as he asks for it,” said Bob,
“¥ou mean it, Bunter ™"

Y Yer, old chap!™ asid Bunter eagerly.

“ A pound do ! asked Bob.

“ Ripping 1"

“1 could make it two pounds if you
like” :

“{M course, that will be better,” said
Buanter gleefully, “I'll gettle up out of
my benk order—I mean my postal
fiver-—"

“\Well, here you are,” said Bob,

And, with great heartiness, he poundad
Bunter on the chest. The Owl of the
Remove staggered back with a yoll. The
other fellows had guessed, by that time,
that Bob was weorking off that ancient
wheeze on Bunter; but Bunter’s brain
did not work very quickly.

* ¥arooh ! howled Bunter. " Wharrer
you at, you wdict? Wharrer you punch-
g me for, you dengerous mantae ¥

1 was giving you a ponnd—>""

. “You—you—you—->" stuttered Bun-
eI
+ " And here's the other-—*"

Billy Bunter did not wait [or the other.

e bolted,

Yoy,eee, I owe the fellow

1

vou kuow—there's

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Napoleon Plays Cricket !

6 {1} shall play ze game, isn't it 7"

Napoleon Dupont asked ‘that

question of Harey Wharton after

lesgona the next day. A numboer

of the Removites were making for Littlo

Bide for ericket practice, and the Famous
Five were among them. .

“*Yes,” answered Harry, with a smile.

“Bon! You show me, jan't 1£7"
# All serene,” said the captain of the

Well, you szee !
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Bunfer feels grozgy !

(See Chapter 6.} '

 —r

Remove., *You're goivg in for crcket,
ave you ?" ]

“Non, non!”? szaid Nap, looking
puzziod.

“You're not?"” asked Harory,
puzzled.

“Non, non! I go out for cricket,”
answored Dupont.  * It is not permissible
to play cricket in ze house, I zink.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I mean, you're taking up cricket,”
said Harry, laughing. **You want to
learn it, I mean 7' )

“Oui, ouil” said Napoleon. “He is a
great game, | bhave watch him viz plea.
gurc, Here, I learn to play for ze school,
isn't it? 1 am one of cleven! Hon!"

“You won't be ono of the eleven yet
awhile,” said Harry., * You've goi to
learn first, you know. We'll give you

cqually

| some instruction with pleasure.™

“The pleasorefulnesa will be tercifie,”
agrured Hurree Singh.

“1 zank vou," said Napoleon.

The French junior waiked down to
Little Bide with the five. Bolsover mmjor
was there, and he grecied his new study-
mate with a scowl; but the other fellows
gave him a good-humoured welcome,
They were rvather curtous to sen how
Napoleon would play cricket.

“ %cu’w. plared before, Nap® aszked

.

ap shook his head.

“T have nover play him, but I have
wateh him,” he replied. Dot I zink ke
is verree easy., You shall strike ze ball
.viz #e stick, 1sn’t it¥"”

“The bat!” grinned Souiff,

e bat? But ze bat, he is o bird,”
epid Nap, puzzied.

“Not this kind of bat,” ehuckled
Sauiff. “There are lots of bats, from
birds to brickbata: but we ose a cricket-
bat in this game.™

“Ha i & wonderful language, zat
Fnglish,” said Mapoleon. *“Tt is verree
clever of za English- fo learn elr
language, I zink. Even ro leetle onfants
speak him so well, It s wonderful !’

“Marvellons ™ agreed Bob Cherry.
“In fact, marvelyious, Take this bat
Nap! Take it by the handle. That's
really best, when you're playmg.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

MNapoleon took the bat. )
"E-ggw him how to handle it, Squiff.”

LA EE e mEeT—

 Bampson Quincy Iffley Field had a'bot
in hand, and he proceded to demonstrate
to Mapoleon how it ehould be nsed. Nap
watched him  very intenily, and he
nodded, as if understanding perfectir.
Wifat iz verree easy,” he said. *““Hup-
pose zo ball iy zere, I go for himr like

zin |

“Yarooh!" roared Bob Cheiry, as
Dupont suddenly ewung his hat vound to
tuke & drive. Bob unfortunetely caught
it with his ear.

“Mon Dien! Vat—"

“You howling idiot!™ yelled Baob,
closping the side of his head in anguish,
“What are you trying to brain me for?
Oh! Ah! ¥ah! Oh!"

“Heloa! 1 have hurt you!” exclaimed
MNopoleon, “The sorrow is profound!”

“You fathead ! You ass! You jabber-
wock 1" Bob Cherry had quite forgotten
his politeness to a stranger and an Ally.
“You howling chump " J

2o easy, DBob!" sud Wharton,
langhing. * E‘@ap's got to learn yet, you
know t"

“He's net going to learn on my
napper!™ groaned Bobh. " I'l give him
a wide berth when he's batting !

“*Helas! 1'm sorry !”

“Try again ™ grinned Squiff, “Back-
nedal, you fellows! Danger!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Napoleon tried again, and the _Euniﬂr!
tock great care to keep out of rench, He
BWUTLE the bat aroumd with groat enorgy,
and knocked up a eonsiderable smount
of turf, and seemed sat shied,

“He is good? he inquired, when ha
was out of, breath.

He seermned surprised {o sec the cricket-
ers howling with laughter,

“{)b, yes, he's good!” gasped Whar
ton. “He's ripping, in foct!”

*The ripfulness is terrific!”” -

“Ion! Now I play ze cricket ! soid
Napoleon.  ** You trow ze ball, and I
etrike him viz bat. Zere is noszing elsei”

“Well, yes, thore's a litile more than
that—-just a trifle,” said Squilf.
the wicket. Stick there!™

He led Napoleon to the wicket.

“Yat i3 verree easy,” sand MNap.

“You take the ball Nuogent.”

“Right you aral"
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““MNow, the gama @ to get the wicket
down,” explained Squiff. “That's the
wickot—those stumpe and  baila—ees?
When it’s down the innings ends—sea?”

“But zat is verree easy,” said Napo-

leor. "1 do him quick, 1sn't it." And
he smots the wicket with his bat, and
sent it fying.

uiff stood transfived.

L1]

st &d deo that you'®" he
stuttored. i 1

“1 get hrm down !™

"“Oh, crikey! The bowler has to got
the wicket down, not the batsman!™
shricked the Awstralian jumior. * You
have to k it up. Stick those stum
up, semebody! You have to keep t
ball off tho wicket—szeal™

“Maimtenant, I see,” agreod Nap, "I
have slight mistake. Ndw I understand,
I keep him up. Bon

The wikket was set up agaip, and
Nupoleos took his stand. J Bull
wend B tho other end eof the piteh.
Nugent, grinning, sert dowsn the eusicgt

L le, ta give MNap a chance.
Napodeon smofte ab ®, and by some
strange chance it 7t, The ball whiwed
away.

“Bon!" crowed Napoleon.

“Now you run?”’ shouted Squiff.

¥Vat! Ve for do I run?”

Y Oh, crumbs! Beeause—becauss that's
the game | Run before the Lall comes in!
Put it on|”

“1 anderstand! Yes! I run—1 fiy—I
‘bunk 1" exclaimed Napoleon, and he flod
along the pitch at top speed, passing
Johnny Bull half-way.

Ha pameed the bowler's wicket, but he
did not stop. Bauiff had omittad to men-
tion that he had to stop there,

Thero wes 2 howl as he passed the
wicket and ruzhed on at top speed.
Yelle rose from all sides as Napoleon
bolted off the cricket-ground, keeping on
towards the Sehool House st a terrific
burst.

“He, ha, ha”

“Oh, crumbs!?

Beuiff threw himself into the gvass and
kicked up his heels. Ewven Rob Cherry
loft off rubbing his head, and jyelled.
The sight of Napoleon streaking away in
the distance was ?-:m::l much,

vamshed mbo space, leaving

tha fﬁ:amuﬂtus alimost in a state of
hysterics,
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Wonderinl Game !

ARRY WHARTON & 0. had
settled down to practice when
the French junior appesred on
tha feld again. Apparently it

had dawned upon Napoleon at length that
he was not to keep on running for ever,
Ha stood and looked on at the prachice
for somo time, his head -cocked a little
sideways with an expression of ewl-like
seriousness, evidently deing his best to
master the intricacies of the game.

. The juniors had forgotten Napoleon
but when they quitted practice they
remembered him., He greeted the Co.
with an expansive smile,

"Oh, here vou are!'" exclaimed Beb
Cherry.

“Me voier,” answered Nap. "1 have
run! I have run verree fast! Zat count
for somezing in zis game, I zink "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ta it zot I have won zabt game?”
asked Napoleon.

" Not quite," grinned Wharton, “You
oughtn't to have gone off the field. You

- slop at the other wicket—see?”

“Oh! Zat s some more for me to
learn, isn’t it? It ™ not so verroe essy
as I shall suppose. Zere is also somering
e have to learn to throw zo ball,
mn't i7"
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Fhead, Dt his bead was i no dan

S T'm brained!

“"Bowl it™ scid IIarry. *“Throwing
tan't allowed. HHold on a minute, you
chaps; lat's give Nap some bowling 1™

¢ juniors wers going in to tea, but
they stuji‘uﬁaed good-naturedly. They were
uite willing to help the stranger within
the gotes to learn the great game of
cricket; and tliey alse expected to be
entertained. Bolsover major gave a con-
temptoous snort.

“That #silly owl will never learn
cricket " he-said. I pix the chap who
does the batuing, if that bowling ass gets
hold of the Ball.™

“Like tv take the bat, Bolsover?

“Mo jolly fear'™

“T'h mek it, then,” spid Wharkon,
laughing, “ Mind. INap, you have ke hit
the wicket, not the batsmant H yon
touch me with the ball, 1 touch yeu with
tho bat—hard.”

“Is zat part of ze game?”

#*Nunno! That's part of the instrue-
tions. Show b how o bowl Sqnif."

Souif sent down a fow balls for the
Fremeh funior to  watch, besieusly

ing out how the leather should be
and how it should be delivered,

- he is verres enay!™ was Nop's eom-

Iy

“Well, here you are!”

Bouiff handed the ball to Napoleon,
and ]'!:m[-ked away out of danger, DMast of
the junicrs crowded well out of the line
of fire, thinking it safest to be belund
the amateur bowler,

Napoleon clulched the ball, and Axed
his eye on the batsman's wicket, Harry
Wharton stood well on hiz guard, pre-
pared to dodge the ball if it flew st his
¥, as
it happened. Napoleon took o little run,
a8 Squitf had done, and folded himaelf up
like o pocket-knife, and the ball lew from
his hand. :

For & moment, Wharton wondered
where the ball had gone. Then a terrific
vell from Bolsover major told him.

Bolsover jumped clear of the ground.
clasping lis head, and roaring with
anguish. He was well behind the bowler,
but Dupont wus & bowler of unusual

wOTs, ;

“Yah! ¥ah! Yoop!” rosred Bolsover,
Ow. my napper! Ohl
Oh! Oh!”

“Ha, ha, lat!?

Napoleon locked roundd.

“Vers is zat ball?" he inepured.

“Yah! Ohl Yarcoch!”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Hold on, Belsover!” shouted Harry
Wharton, as the bully of the Remove
nsde & furious rush at Dnpont.

“I'l smash him !" shrieked Bolsover.

“Tt was an accident.”

“T'Il accident him!™

“3on Dieu! Vat—vy for— Yua-
ooooh!" volled Napoleon, s Bolsover
fairly hurled himself upon him, and got
his head into chancery.

Thump, thump, thump!

Percy Bolsover was hurt, and be meant
to hurt the unhappy bowler. He did!
MNapoleon wrigeled in his grasp, and
Felip&d with anguish,

i:["I"I'ua'a juniors rushed to drac Bolsover
oM.

“Let go!l” vellad Bolsover [uriously.
“I'm going to amash him ! 1'1 slnughter

‘ilim! I'll pulverise him! T'll spifficate
iim "

“Mon Dien! A moi! Ok!  Helas!
Healp ™

Thump, thumpy, thump!

A dozen hawds fastened on Bolsover

major, though the juniors were laughing
almost too much to drag lam off. The
burly Removite was pulled back, and
Napoleon struggled out of hid grosp,
breathless.

“Lemme get at him!" howled Dol
BOVEOL,

“¥ou stay there” answered Squiff,
bumping him on the ground. **It was
an accident. Don't bo a fooll”

“TN—I'H—I'Il—-—"" panted Bolzsovar.
L Y 0Oh, dry up! Come on, Nap.”
t “Oh! Ah! Ow!" gasped Nap., “I

L am injure! My uose, bo i3 in pain b O,

do not like zis game of cricket? Fle is
too rough.”
“What?"
"I do not like Im ! gasped Napoleon,
“Zat Ea.me. he may be all right for ze
b English, but I like him not. [ play no

more crickol,” :

Thera was a howl from the Removites
a3 they realised that Napoleon supposed
Bolsover's performance to be a part of

l the game.

*Oh, ,come onl” y;u:l.Pm.i Bob Cherry,
almost weeping, “ You'll be the Jdeath of
me, Nap.”

Zat game, he 13 finish ¥ psked Nap.
“ Ha,
- Boh,
“And zat Bolsover—he win?”

}  “0Ob, dear! No, yon win,” gurgled
Bob, " You take tho cake. You wander
off with the whole biscuit factory |

n I"Eﬁpnlﬂm: looked a little consoled.

- Bon !"‘hﬁ satd. “If T win 7o KAmE,
zab is all right. It is not every beginner
zat win his Grat gawne of ericket, [
zink."

“Ha, ha, ha!" i

Napoleon left the field with the chums
of the Remove, under the plensing illn-
sion that it had been n game, and that he
had won it. IIe was rather doubtful,
however, whether he would take up

a! Yes, he is finish,” chortlod

i cricket. Bolsover's game scemed to him

extremely rough.

But when the effect of the pominelling
wore off he was feeling mora confident,
Wingate of the Sixth met him in the
Flouse a little later, and stopped to speak
to him good-naturedly.

"1 hear yon've heen playing cricket,
kid,” snid the captain of Crosfriars,

‘Mais oni!” smid Nupoleon, with a
h&umu:}g sinile.  ** He i3 vough game, but
when I grow accustomed I zink I Kke
him."

A rough game, is 1Y asked Win-
gate, looking ot ki

“Yes, vazzer; bult T win him,” sail
Napoleen brightly, *'I win 2o firs€ game
of ericket zat X 'J‘.-laﬁ' at GGreyfriors. Zat
ia ‘gﬂﬂd, 't ®i"

You-—you—you wou the game?™ stut-
tered Wingate, “On sonr ownt”

“Yes, Twin him. I throw ze Lall" ex.
plained Napoleon. “He hit Bolyover on
26 tete—on ze head—vous savez!”

gt M? hllﬁ I“!

o Bul:ﬁ:wer punch me on ze nose a:qd e
BT A

“Great Seobt 1™

“And Sherry tell me zat I win,"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wingata,

“Zat cricket, he is verres romaerkable
ame," confessed H:Fuimn.. “Ze Eng-
ish zey are & wonderful people, and zelr
games are not like ours. 1 shall play
cricket again,.but not viz Bolsover. Ha
punch too hard, I zink. Vy for vou lafy”

Wingate yelled. But he did not ox-
plain “why for " he laughed. Napoleon
was left to puzzle that out for himself.
In the course of time it dawned upon
Napolson that his ideas of cricket needed
reviging. At prosent he remained in a
blissful state of satisfuction at huving won
his first game at his new scliool,

————tSe—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Siruck Down !
APOLEON of Gresfriars b

found friends in his new =cliool.
Nearly all the Remove liked

hint, Bven Bkinner zaid he was

a harmless- ass. Billy Bunber had not
quite forgiven him for that gorgeous feed
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in ™o, 10, perhsns. But the French
Jarnpien bt only one cuemy—hia stady-
invate.

ITn Ko, 11 he led, as he pathotically de-
scvibed it, the life of 2¢ cot and ze dogz.

All hiz offorts to mollify Bolsover
mejor's surliness were i vain,  The
Bpily of the Hemove was implacahble,

H.'.'u.'h:f forced a2 quarrcl upon the new
boy, and not having had the bost of it,
Helsover major c¢ould net forgive
Napoleon.

He was not allowed to bully Lis study-
malo at ks own  gweet  will, Harry
Wharton & {'u. kept an eye on that, And
he could ot fight him, awd bestow that
kind of pomishmert vponr him. Nap was
ignorant of “li boxe.” e would fight
hiz own way, or sot at all,  Bolsever cer-
tainly would wet have got the best of a
kickinrg-mateh, and he certainly was not
imchned to trey i, He nursed lns resent-
maend, and was ineessantly surly s the
study  to suech an extent that e tried
even sap's wnfailing politoncss,

Map sometimos Jdid his prep in other
studies, wheve he was welcome, to get
avway from Bolsover's surly looks and
snappish tones. B, nutumﬁy, he could
not be expected to give up the study alio-
gether, as Bolsover unreasonably  de-
i tded,

Bolsover, indeed, waz growmg unpopu-
Fir an aceount of hus expnity towards his
study-mate, and that only mereased his
Intterness,

{Onre or twiee he gave way to hia bad
tormipery, awed went for the French junior,
aml on cach ocvcasion the Famous Five
sat in solemn judgment on him, and he
was given a Form raguing.

That did not mprove his temper,
though it caused him to exercise a hittle
wora eelb-restraint.

On Baturday afternoon Bolsover major
vame down o the erichel-grownd with
skinver, and scowled as Lie saw Napoleon
there. Nap was batting, amd the juniors
were grinning, giving Nap a wide berth
at the same thme.

Bolsover major gave an angry snort.

Lot of silly robt ! he said to Bkinner.
“That silly demmy can’t pley ericket!
What's the good of plaring the goat like
thasi"

O, he's improving ! srid Skinner.
*"He's nid & bad chap, %cismhm'. 1 don't
e why you're so {rightfully down on
him." d

Suort !

“He's popular,”™ remarked Skinmer,
with a grin. It was amusing to Skinner
to irmitate the bully of the Remove in
ilis way., " Evervbody seema to like
him."

Brort !

“Herms o decent sort, you hnow,™
chiimed in Hnoop, following Skinner's
lead. **Good-tempered chap. You never
wea bim seowling.®

Bolsover was scowhng blackl

* T fact, T st say
added Skiuner.

“"Oh, shut up!”?
rudely, :

And he moved away from his friends,
beaving them grinmng,

Whiz!

Nopoleon had hit the ball, and it few
past Bolsover's hemd, so close that i
nde hita jump.

Bolzover spun roted iu u fary,

*You stlly dummy ' he roared. * YVou
ciid that on purpose 1 .

“Vat have I done?™ asked Napoleon
imnocently, T hit 2o ball, zat is vight,
isn't 11?7 You mnst uot be in ze vay, Elo.l
sover, ™

y enough.
rather like him,

snapped  Daolsover

M Koep off the grasa, Bolwover!™ sakd
Wharton.

“T'H sland where I hke!'™ sported
Dolsover,

“Then you'll riek getting o knook,”
salid the captam of the Remuove, ' Don't
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be a gilly chump, Bolsover! Keep out of

the way 1"
“Go and eat coke !

" Field that ball 17 shouted Squifl.
Bolsover major’s eyes glittered.
ran after the hall, and picked it un.
“Lizg vay!" called out MNapoleon.

Bolsover major roised his avm a5 if to
tosg the ball back. Iustead of doing so
he whizzed b straaght ol Dupont, )

TLeok outl™ yelléd Bob Cherry 1

He

alarm,
Bolsover, you fool—""
Whiz! Crash!

Bolsover major had intended the ball
to crash on Dupont’s shoulder, and give
him a hard knock.  But Napoleon moved
2t the same moment, and the ball, miss-
ing his shoulder, struck him upon the sice
of the head.

A sharp ery come from Napoleon, and
he fell like a log upon the turf.

On al! sides sounded exclamations of
anger and alarm,

The French junior did not rise.

Harry Wharton was the first to reach
itiin. e threw himself on his knees by
Dupont's side, and lifted his head.

Napoleon’s eyes were closed, and there
was & trickle of red from under his dark
hair.

He was stunned.

“{zo0d heavens!” panted Wharton.

“Is he hurt?”’ Bob Cherry raced up.
““Ia he hurt, Wharton?"

“ Btunned !

“Oh! That brute !

“¥You cowardly rotter,
shouted SBquitl furiovaly.

“Water ! exclaimed erry.

Twu ar three of the juniore rushed off.

IHarry Wharton esupported the new
junior’s head.

Napoleon was atill insansible,

Bolsover major, in his savape anper,
had put mare force into the throw than
he intended. He had meant to give
Napoleon a nasty knock on the shoulder,
which was bad ecnough. But the un-
fortunate junior had received a craghinq
blow on the head, which was & good deal
more gerjous,

He seemed scarcely to broathe as he lay
with his head resting uageinst Horry
Wharton®s knoe,

The juniors gathered round in an
excited crowd.

“Give him room ! cxclaimed Vernon-
Smith. * Dan’t smother the chap 1™

“1 say, you Iellows, is he killed?”
yelled Rally Bunter,

“Bhut up, you fat Jufer !

“I say, you fellowe, i he killed:®™
Bunter wanted to know., I say, Bcl-
sover will be hanged if he 15, you know!
Jolly good thing, tgo 1™

“Dry up, 1 tell you 1™

Bolzover major ehuddered.

He approached the group with lesi-
tating stops, His rage was gone now, Tt
had carried him toe far, and Holsover
would have given a great deal to recall
that brutal action,

His face was white as ho pushed his
way through the group.

“Dion't touch me,
ﬂnﬂpEE{I Tom Drowu,

“Get awar, you growled
Peler Todd.

Bolsover did not heed, e pushed Liis
way forward, and looked' down on the
French  junior's  colourless,  insensihle
facc. LThe trickle of ved from under the
hatr was thickening,

“T--1 =ay—" stainmered Bolsover.
“I1—T never meant to hwrt hun, I —*

Wharton looked up Hercelv,

“Get awny, you bullving brute! You
chucked a ericket-ball at a chap’s head
without ntending to hart him! Get
away i

“I--T never moant-—-"

“h, shat wpt”

“Here's the water!™

Bolsovor 1™

you rotier "

Lirite 1™

L]

panted Bob

Three-halfpence. 1

Cherry, coming up with a8 can and a
ERONEE,

He pushed the bully of the Remove

&t!grﬂ{ out of the way, and knelt hesile
r Napoleon.

Harry Wharton tock tlie sponge, and
bathed Dupont’s fuee and hemd.,  The
cirele of juniors watehed him anxiousiy.

Hﬂﬂhu‘fﬂr major was most anxious of
L.

Dupont was still voeonscious; and the
wretched bully was oppressed by o
cervibde fear that hie was seviously injuged.

To do him justice, Holsover was not
thinking wholly of the cunscquences to
nimeelf.  He was thinkice as mueh of
the unfortunate lad who lay fo still and
white in the prass,

“Hallo, what's the tvenble there®™
called out Coker of the IVifth, coming by
with Potter and Greene on the way to
Big Side,

“{nly an
hastily..

“Nap's killed | announced Billy Bun-
tor.  “"He's dying, onyhow ! Bolsover
major did it 1"

" Hold wour tongue, vou fat fooll™
hissed Beolsover major.

“Oh, really, Bﬂfﬁﬂ‘h‘ﬂ', vou did, you
know " I eay, you fellows, we'd hetter
call the Head, yon know—he will have to
telephone for the polive——— FHare, keep
off, Bolsover, you beast I’

Boleover grasped the Owl of the
Remove by the collar, and shook him
savagely.

“Help ! yolled Bunter. “Don’t let
him kill me, too! Yarcooh! Murder!™

Squiff seized the bully of the Remove
by the collar and diagred him away
from Bunter,

“Eh‘ﬁr it, you bullying fool!” he
zin Fﬁ]-. o “There's been encugh of that,

think |

Bolsover major turned savagely on the
Avstralian junior: but a ferce murmur
from the fellows round warned him to be
quict. He shoved his hands deep into
his pockets. with a savage, sullen ﬁﬂk
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It wae the voice of MNapcolean, as his
eycs opened and blinked feebly at the
surrounding feces,

Bolsover mejor gave o gasp of relief,
A terrible dread had been in his heart
the boy's eyes would never ‘;épaﬂ again,

“Nap, old man 1" exclaimed Wharton,

“Helas! ¥Mon Dhen! Je souffre,”
murmured Dupont. ' La tete—— AR
He put a feehic hand to his head.

“1t's all riFhL_ old chap—»ou were hit
by the bLall,” said Harry.

Napolean remembered.

“"Maiz cui! Bolsove rrow xat ball at

accident,” sald Nugent

my head, o't it! T am stun! I zink
gat I am stum, 't ft®"

“¥es,'' smd Harry.

“Don't move,” said DBeb., “You'll

frel better in & minute or two, My hat!?
You've got a bump there 1™

The French jumior felt his head with
sroping fingers. A great briise was
forming imder his thick hair.

“ Does it hurt much, old top 1"

Dupont euppremed a groan.

“Mais oui! Je sois blesse un peu—I
am wounded a Little. T zink. But zat ia
no mattaiv. My head he go round s littlo
—I am daze] Owi™

He leaned heavily on Wharton's knee,

Hisz recovery relicved the juniors con.
sidernbly. Tt wes nob so bad wa they had
feared at firet. From anxiety for
Napoleon their feclings turned to anger
and  condemnation towards Bolsover
miajor,

Bolsover met their dark glances with
anllen defiance. He was sopry for what
he had done, but nothing would have in-
duced that eullen, obstmate nature to
mako the admission.

“The Head will have to know of this,"
snid Nugent. “Nap can't keep that
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bump dark. Mo will have to sce the
school doctor about it."

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Dy gad, you've put your foct into it
this time, Bolsover !™ muttered Skinner.

“Mind vour own businesy!" snapped
Bolsaver.

“1 should joliy well say the Heod will
have to know !” exclaimed Coker of the
Fifth warmly. ‘' Bolsover, vou young
brute, von ought to be kicked out of tho
selool for treating a kid like that.”

Yor once, the Remove fellowe were in
arreement with Coker of the Fifth.

“You can tell the Head if yvou like,'
said Bolzover eulleyly. "1 dare say that
French cad nwang to, anvway., Tt was an
accident——""

“Oh, choek it t”

"I meant to pive him o koock, but
not to bash him like that " anarled Bol
sover, “The gilly fool moved when I
threw the bull !

“YWhat did you thirow it ot all for, you
cad " growlod Johnny Bull,

“AhT Mon Dica " muarmured Dupont.

" Hurt much, old son?™

“Muis ouw,” said Napeleon, with a
faint amile. “ Mo huart verreas minch.
But I can etaned lum! I zink T can got

!IF;!r Zat you assist me, Wharton, izn't
i’ !
“Right vou ave, kid!”

. H helprd the Froench
junior to his fect. Napoleon stood un-
certainly, leaning heavily wupon the
captain of the Remove. . Wharton dabhed
the blood from his face with the SpOnge,
" Hetter got him in,’” said Squff.
There was & vell from Billy Bunter.
_ " Here comes Quelchy ! Now you'll get
it, Dolsover, vou beast "
A burz of voices sounded as Mr.
Quelch, the moster of the Remove, strode
upon the scene.

b ——

Harry Wharton

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Napoleon's Chum !

1 HAT 13 this?  What has
has happened ¥  demanded
the Remove-master sharply.

He gazed in horror at
Napoleon Dupont's white face, with the
red still cozing from under his hair. The
Form-master had f:nuﬁht sight of the
excited group from a distance, and hod
hurricd up, supposing that an aceident
had occurred. Dolsover major et his lips
hard. He knew what to expect as soon
aa Mr. Queleh knew the truth, and he was
]:rt-pnrm to face it with his vaual! hardi.
ood. He knew that it wouold mean o
Hogging from the Head, at loast.
‘he other fellows knew it, too, and no
one wanted to toll the Form-master,

Mr, Quelel gave & eharp look o,

“Dupont 15 hurt!™  ho _ exclaimed.
“What has happencd "'

It was Wapoleon who replied.

* Lore has been an accident, monsicar.
It 8 nozzing.”

Bolsover major aiared at him.

. That was not the roply he had expeeted
the French junior to make.

“1 can sec that there has been an acci-
dent,” amid Mr. Quelch.,  * But how dJdid
it happen 2™

It 13 mozzing, monsicur,” faltered
Nopoleon. “I have a leetlo knock on ze
. tete, but zat is nozzing.”
~ "¥ou have a very sevious bruise!™ ax-
clnimed the Remove.mastar. "I do not
umclerstand thia, Tell ma what hos cavsed
this, at once, Whartan !"

Hrarrj Wharton hesitated, while Bel-
sover major stood silent and sullen, wait-
g for the storm to break.

“Tt is one accident, sir,” said
Napoleont, before Wharton could speak.
“1 hit ze ball viz ze bet, and Bolsover
rrow lim back to me, I move at ze
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wrong time, and zat ball, he hit my head,
Zat 1z all.”’

“Oht” snid Mr. Quelch.

Tho pnioes were silent.

Napoleon’s explanation wag in sirict
accordance with the facls, so far as it
went. Certainly, it had happened just as
he dezcribed—only he had not mentioned
that Bolsover had purposely thrown the
ball at him,

The bully of the Remove drew a deep,
deep breath, He did not speak, but his
eves rested very curviously upon his studs-
ma ke,

There was the oppovbunily, now, for
Nupoleon to repay him with nterest for
his persecution, for his long and bitter
enmity.  And instead of taking that
opportuntty the French junior was seck.
g only to shield him from punishment
for what he had done—even while his
head was throblbing and aching from the
cruel blow he had hed.

“Oh!” repeated Me, Quelch, *1 un-
derstaird [ You must be very careful, my
boys, in plaving ericket with one who i
entirely now to the gunme."”

“Ye-e-ed, sir,” gasped Wharton.

“You had better take Dupont indoora
now, " sad Mr, Queleh,  #Let him Le
down o litile, aod T will ask Dr Pillbury
to come and see m, "

“Yes, sir,” said Harry,

;ﬁ-ir. Gueleh walked LWy, aned the cap-
tain of the Remove led Napoleon off the
cricket-ground.

“Well, my hat " said Squiff. “What
a coard!? ‘here’z precious few chaps

wouldn't have pgiven Bolsover awar,
under the circs.™
“Jolly few!” said Bob  Cherrr.

“Dupont's an ass—but he's a good little
asal"  As for that brute—— ‘Where ave
you going, Bolsover?”

Delsover major was  steiding  after
Wharton and Dupont. Tiel elenched his
fiats, and strode after him; but he saw
the next moment that the bully of the
Remove was no longer Lelligerent.
Bolrover rauged himself on Dupont's
other aide, and took his nther arm.

“Let me help you, kid!” ho muttered
awkwardly.

Napoleon blinked at him.

“Vy for™ he asked. “You bilf me on
ze head, isn't it

“I'm sorry!” growled Bolsover.

Napoleon smiled.

“(h, zat i3 oll right! T forgives him,"
he said. “It is nozzing 1™

Harry Wharton did not speak. Between
them; Wharton and Bolsover got
Naopoleon into the house and up to the
Remove dormitory. Mr. Quelch had gone
it to telephone for the doctor.

Napoleon lay on the bed. his face still
white, and his head throbbing with pain.
Bolsover drew a chair to tho head of the
bed, amd sat down, his rugped fuce vory
red. Wharton lingered.

“¥ou can get back to the cricket,
Wharton,” said Bolsover,

“Heo'd better not be left alone,™ snid
Harry.

“Well, I'in staying."'

Wharton gave him a ook : and then,
with o nod, he left the darmitory.,

Napoleon lay s'lont, only an oceasional
moan of pain cecaping him, But he
amiled once or twice as he met Dolsover's
anxious glance. He could see that tha
Remove bully, in his rugged, awkward
way, was rtepentant and  conscicnee-
stricketn; and he had forgiven him

freely, :
"f—]' Bay, I'JI.EDOIJ.H” muttered Bols-
over I:ggiaking the silence at last.

1’

“ Poes it hurt much*"

“Mais oui? But it is nozing!™ said
Napoleon, as cheerfully as he could.
“Only knock on 7ze head—zat is nozzing.”

“I'm sorry, old chapl”

““Zat iz all right.”

‘* And—and I say—"'

“Ouit”

““It was decent of you not fo give me
away to  Quelchy,” said Bolsover
carncstly, *I never thought you'd play
the gpame ke that., I—I haven't treated
vou very decently sinee you came here—

was o bit pig-headed, I admit. DMost
chaps would have told Quelchy.”

Napoleon smiled.

“It was jolly decont of vou," =aid
Bolsover. *'I never expected it, I—I

never deserved it. I should have got &
flogging from the Head if it wus known
how you got thal knock on the napper,”

Hyen 1 am glad he is neot known,”
grinned Napoleon.

Y] Eﬂf'—”

&l ﬂui??‘}

“1 don't see why we shouldn't be
friends,” said Bolsover, getiing J& oub
at last, his rugged face very red. * You're
x jolly good sort, Nap, and-—aud I'm
30rry I've been down on you., I hadn't
any rveason, I admit that. We're in the
same study, too. *'I'm willing to be
friends, if you are.”

“Bont”

*Then
relieved,

“I am verree glad,” sail Wapoleon.
“MNow, I am not able to embrace you,
mon ami, but we vill be rood Iriénds—
bon "

Bolsover grinned.

Heowas not exactly sorry that his new
friend was not able to embrace him. He
s&t by the bedside ; and when Bob Cherry
Iooked iute the dormitory later, to sce
how Napoleon wes, he found the two In
amicable talk, and Bolsover was bathing
the bruize on Napoleon's aching head.

it's a po,” snd HBolsover,

] * ] w L] -

The next day Napoleon Dupont had a
prize bruize, as Bob Cherry called it, to
carry about with him, and on his Bunday
walk he wore his hat a little sadewaya in
congaquence,

But he was as cheerful ns ever.

And his Sundoy walk was taken i com-
pany with his study-mate, and they came
i together, evidently on the best of
terms.

TFha life of “#o cat and ze dog '’
ended in Study No. 10

Napokon of Greyfriars had made many
frienas, but not exactly any chum, so far.
His first chum waea his study-mate,
Bolsover major. And the Famous Five,
surprised ns they werve, were glad {o ses
it.  And when Billy Bunter, after an
unguccessful atternpt to get a mythical
postal-order cashed, was heard to refer to
Nupeleon a2 a Froggy, DBolsover major's
heavy hand descm:geci upon him, sz a
warning to ak more respectfully of
Napoleon of Greyfriars.

(Don’t miss ““WILLIAM THE
GOOD " — next Monday’s grand

was

| complate story of Harry Wharton &

Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.}

NOTICES.

Back Numbers Wanted,

Alfred W, Pound, 6, Stratton Villas, West.
Lury-bn-Trym, liristol—"Bob Cherry's Bar-
ring-0ut,” “Schoolboys Never B8hall oe
Slaves,” ¥ Driven From School.”

P. Gritten, I3, Marinosz Avenue, West
Toronto, Canoda—""Gems"" and Micsers
before 500.

Bert Porter, 51, Agnes Strect, Winnipeg,

- Manitoba, Canada—" Boys' Friend "™ Library,

1-250. 2dx. and postage. Write first.

Leslie Mayer, 2004, 3t. Hubert 3treet, Mon-
treal, Quebee, Canado—"Q " and " M,” 1-250;:
also 308337, &d. each for earller ones, gjd.
the others.
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No. 76.—SIR HILTON POFPPER, Bart.
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IA HILTON POTTER is no Iriend of the
Urevfeturs boys, seniorz or junlora, He
iz e distipeily erusty and narrow-
hearted old follow, with a large eepce

of his own impoertance and =¢lf:zh ideas as o
praperty, :

The isjand in the river iz supposed to belong
1o him. He says it belengs to him, anyway;
aml he owght te Euow. He objects most
seronyely 1o anyone's lpnding on it.  This, of
course, i1 ufterly unreasonable.  Sir Hilton
imse!! can ped very little pleasure out of the
island.  We doea not Myve on it, and doez pob
want to live on it. He is not the sort of per-
200 to wham picnics appeal. It la a f2ir ques-
tiom whether he would ever set foot on the
fsland ot all but for his =illy notion that he
QUeht to keep othera off it .

The contention of the Greyfriars juniors la
thut the izland i not hi=. They have never
P}L‘fﬂ given any prool of bis ownership. Further,
if it is his, what harm ¢can they do by lamding
on it. Huliting o fire, and eating bheic grub
there ?

Again and again they have heen ordered off,
und  complaints bave hbeen laid before the
Head, The island has been forbidden to them
—whicly haa naturally made it more attroe-
tive. A= one of.the school’s governing board,
sir Hilton cannat be regarded by Dr. Locke
us llﬂiiy as e cam be-—and is—regarded by
Itr, ‘keé's pupils, But the Head of Gres-
frizrs lins LIE: erusty ald haronet stzed up
abont rlghtly. e must listen to him; but be
ia nol prepared to do exactly what Sir Hilton
wishes,

Iy ihe way, there was a titne when Bir
Hilten left the Board of Governors. Those of
Fou who remember that finc story, © School-
hoya Never Shall be Stayes *—and no one who
rewd it iz Hkely to have forgotten it—will
recall the fact that Sergeunt S‘tmr? who
turned out to be a Hun in fact as well as il
motbods, was introdoeed to Greyfriars by the
instrumentality of Sic Hilton. hen the big
row that was inevitable ecame the baronet
stood by his tyrannical understrapper, aod it
Yery onearly cume to e, Locke's Tesigning.
Bub the majority of the board backed up the
headmmaster, Rharp went, and Sir Hilten left
the bowrd i Hepust, e hae joined it again
now--Aank wreatly lo dnyoue's delight. For
really Rir Hilton would e out of place on
any sueh hody vnless the other members of
15 were 5Yl hrind, deaf, dvml, and soft. Ile
can o€ noe way hut hizs own, and argument
12 powerle-1 apainst bis rooted obstinacy,

There are plenty of self-willed and obstinate
trien who are renlly good fellows if one cap
ret under the crust, so to speak. But 3ir
Hilten is not one of these, He I3 az selfish
atl huaed ai) throngh as a man well eould be.
! ran only recall one instance of hias skowing
real feeling—that was when Bob Cherry
rezcued Dis little niege from peril. Duntet
zot the cresdit of that. Rob, who, in any case,
woubll ot hiave gone in for posiug as a bero,
had special reasons for keepiog his plucky
foat dark. He wae in deteption that after
noon, and ohviously ¢gne canpat he in deten-
tion atd yet eugaged in rescuing small giel
kitz gome distance away. Hah had got fed
np, and Lad strolled out. He did mot want
Mr. Queleh to know anything about this; and
= for a time he ullowed Dunter f0 pose a3 &
ere.  But it had to come out, B could
ot stand Bunter’: determination to sponge
ipon Lhe grateful Sir Hilton. Al that matiers
little here, save as to the one poingthat Sk
Hilton rteally was pgratelol—which js more
than ¢ne wonld have expected of bhim. And
fromr thal ome rewszoms that he must have
rared romething aboitt the kid—which g alzo
more than one would expect,

e was very hand and mean in the casze of
Leomard Clavering. the bhoy whose iF-.'!““‘E. at
Ureyfriars that fne fellow, Tom Redwing,
took for o time. There were old ties of
asgocintion between Clavering's father.and the
had-temTered old baronet., Sir Hilton wrote
to Dewald Clavering, in South America, and
toll him Lhat le odght to come home and
fnin up, The reply he gol woi Lhat Mre,
Clavering had to think of hid =on"s uture; and
Bir Hilton's answer to that was: of sueh o
nature 33 woull have led any wian to suppose
that e himsell meant to provide for that in
Ahe event of DIis old friend’s son going voder
while fighting the Huns, Anyway, that was
lwow Mr, Clavering took it ; and that was what
the Head took RBir Hilton 1o meoan when the

barenet came along to say  that young
Clavering wus voming to (reyfriars.  To Rind-
hearted, geperous Dir. Locke it secimed almost
inpassihle that & man with all 3ir Hilten's
ianey and with so few ties shonld grudge any-
thing he copld do in such o case. The father
hiad come hack to Europe to fight and falle
come back at Sir Hiltow's asggestion, and
with what secmed fo Dr, Locke-—as it had
seemed Lo Oswald Clavering=—a promise that,
in Lthe event of hiz zoing under, Sic Hiiton
would adopt the boy,  But Sir Hilton had
not intended anvthing like that, It seemnadd.
When he wrote of friends who would look
alter Leonard, he had meanl some pergdn OF
persons unknown—posaibly non-existent—eer-
tatnly not himself! Well, after all, Leonard
Clavering had nothing from Lbe ::rlri' curmul-
geon, and Tomn Redwing had little enoungh.
sir Hilton had something from young Claver-
ing, however; he huad a horsewhipping, and
he thoroughly deserved it, ‘Thoze stories afe
Lo reeeitt for there to be any need to dwell
epon the elreumsiances ; b it is worth while
to recall the fact that the man who was 50
urgent that O:wald Clavering should ecoma
home across hali the world to help Aght for
hin and other mnoncombatants  could sneer
Litierly at OQswald’s som in the gulse of a
mere private soldier,

You will remember how Petér Todd got

hwome on Bir Hilton with Lhe
wash, too. It was 3 wicked tr

axll of whife-
k of Peter's,

ne doubt : but 1 don't think apyone who tead |

the story had any sympathy with the victin
af the trick. . _

A: might be expected of him, Sir Hilton is
s fanakic ahout the game laws. A cher
is to the baronet a terrible eriminal, Valence
amd Bolsover major poached on his preserves,
and Valenee got into heavy trouble through
it, bat ¢ontrived to shift his borden on to the
sbhoulders of Arthur Ceourtney. He gave
Courtoney’s name, amt to Hir Hitton Courtoey
was the detected eriminal.  Then did the cross-

rained barooet show what an ntter tyrant
ge is, and how much rheer Drutality there e

in him, He gave Courtney the alternative of

taking a thrashing from him or bring reported
to the Head—meaning expulsion, naturally.

Courtney had a third vourse—he could have

exposed Valence, But he wauld not do that;

loyaity to a cham, aml a stronger feeling for

If Bir Hilton had
been a gentleman—or even a decent fetlow—
wauld have been merely

that chum's siater, forbade,
Sie Hilton thrashed him.,

that, thrazhin )
naminal ; the shame of submitting to it would
have been punishment ensough for a high-
gpirited fellow not far from manhood.
deulitful, Indeed, if any gentieman would
have asked Courtney 1o suphmit ; but if he bad
he would not have dealt with him as 3ir
Hilton dealt—would not have thrashed him
til Dbe was half Jdead, Sir Hilten did that.

Conrtney endured it—Iit wos ¥ The Only Way.®
That fAne story stamped Arthor Courlney as
ntlemun he was, and it stamped

the gatlant
Rir ﬂﬂﬂtﬂn or what he is—an Q-
wrotg-headed, gelfsh, stnbhorm old tyrant!

It is-
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For Next Monday
“WILLIAM THE GOOD!”
By Frank Richards,

Next woek’s most wimnsing yarn shows up
Billy Bumter in rather o new role. He has
reformed hefore—under the influence of Mids
Cora Quelch; but this reformution, which
~transforms him jpte © William the Good.™ i3
ot hrought abowt in thal way. He had pre

1

tended high metives before, Lasting witﬂ .1
el supply of grub to go at hetween meals;
bt this, again, js not quile as that, In fact,
it is different from anything that has evep
happensd to Bunter hefore, and as amusing
s the fooniest stories ever told ahout him.

How does “Willlam the Good ™ suft tHs
Remove generally 7 Thoes it last? Is K real?
Theze are some of the ull(‘at':uliﬂ sura Lo
asked, DBut 1 am pot going to'answer them
b,

r—

OUR NEW SERIAL.

T hope yon are all réading this. I know
that many of you do pot care for the nrd!an{
type of adventure story which used to deligh
tire boyz of earlier generatione. But ® The
Brown Torrent™ [s not juat om  ordinary
ailventure yarn. ‘There is far more in it than
that—plenty of humour, for ope thing—
strongly marked charaeters for another. Mr.
‘Ridney Drew le & master In this line, and you
cannob afford to mies this fine specimen of bis
work.

Don't worry about the dropping of the
“Greyfriars Gallery ® and  “Town Merry's
Weekly @ mattgr. You will have that back lu
a few weeks—in the ©Gem,” H mok in the
MaGKeET. It is possible to overde even the
heat of things; and I fancy most of you will
 he even kéener on this sort of stull after &
few weeln' rest from it

LIST OF GREYFRIARE STORIES IN
THE “MAGNET " (comtinusd).

The contimuation of the list was erowded
out last week, These zre mot “spacious
times ™ for editors, Couldn't be belped, you
know, Here Is some more of it, anywar.

a8 —* The Form-master's Seeret.®
o590 —i The Hidden Horror®

49.— The Tuckshop Raitdera”

241, —" Coker Minor, Sixth-Former.®
242 — The Greyidars Tnsurance Co®
2434 ¢ The Schoolboy Sleep-walker.”
w44, — The Sehoolboy Policeman.™
=35 —* For His Mother's 3ake.”
o40,—* The Terror of Greylriars.”
247 —%Top Dog!™

245 —“ Tha Bounder's Trtuﬁh,’-‘
o4l - The Greyfriars Crausaders.”
A5, — Bucked m the Schooh®
251, —% The Schoolboy Rencgade,”
952 —t Mark Linley's Fast Fight.®
#53 —« Drommed Ont of Greyfriars®
2534, —% Bob Chergy's Burring-Ouot.”
ngh. ¥ Harry Whartons Win.»

258 —*H The Greyfriars Puntonime ™
ony.— Plahy'z Fag AgeDcy.”

258 —% Rake of the Remowe,®

280 & Left in the Larch.™

B0, — Harry Wharton & Co.'s Rescue®
2m.—* Scorned by Greylriar:."™
oga o & Gnlit io the 3ixth.?

o i I 7 iﬁn Coker.”

My — A of the Bes.®

05— The Captain's Minor.?

o988, — Hobh Cherry's Secret.”

o7, —* Chume Afoat.” :

283 —% The Schoolboy Conjurer.®
o889, —5% Barred by the Fags®

275 —* Bab Cherry's Chase.™

271.—" The Impogsible Four ?

87 —u The Schootboy Moneyionder.®
aty ¢ Friars versue Sninte

274, — Standing hg Bk inner. "

o785, — Peter Todd's Chanee.™

o —% Wun Lung's Seeret.”

77— Holding the Fort.”

978, — T Drrest Peril.?

o, —* His Own DBetrager.”
2443, Tha Bchovlboy ﬂll{;ﬂ-&{’lﬁ-i.’

Tae Maioxxr Liprany.—No. B0,
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A Great New Serial Story.

NEW READERS START HERE.
Hupatt Thuraton buya an idol bearing the Inscription, ~ [ am Sharpra, the Slomberer, and of my awakening the world shall tremble | ™

Ferrera Lord, Ching-Tung, Gan-Wags, Madiock, Prout, and O'Hooney arrive.

erash the hotsl cellapses.

A lank Indian, nemed Gadra Blukli' s IEI'%DII}F-Eﬂ as ook ; and the one-time rebel, Larput Iaj, 13 the shikarl.
quickly shut,

uke Pavton arrives and jolng the cxpedition to the eactus country
It. ‘ﬁw} find & blue-evad native who has been killed by a python, and Duty him.
Some rebelling natives fire on them,

he seea ita eves opan, but the

ielt io comp.

The Attack.

FT R vV that's all ut is, QU ge,” suid
Barry O'Hoowpey. " Afther this
honourable declaration of woar
from behoind a bush, Oi'm in-

tlolned to be nasthy. OFm sartin 00 shall

hurrt somebody av Qi lose my thnper. In the
worrds of the barrd: * Duty calle, and 0§ must
go. Though wve think Ol'd rather not. Ay

Ul'm not ?n toima for tay, XEapo the biit-

thered muilins hot. Elhm:ld' 0l wid a nigger

mate, That same chap will have eold fuce”

B goiod-bole, hhoys, for & bitt®

“ Ensy, souse me, Irlsh!™ sald Maddock, as
Barry swung one leg over the barrier. " Dont
rush at things like a bull at & gote, with your
head down ond heels up. 1! the chiel and
the others have stuck togethér, these brown
bounders wil think twice about attacking
them, uniess they're twenty to ome. I was
thinking—- Legs and winga! Where is het"

(Jadra Sipgh, with a couple of meat-skewers
in his rifle, in addition to other things, was
lying flat on hia chest, longlng for an cnumny
to show himsell sand be skewered.

Maddock wanted hia fiask of gunpowder.
The cook had brought encugh of the coar:e,
black stuff with him fo blow up & fortress.

Maddock began to make a few smoke-balls
out of rags and papers, stuffed with gun-
powder, prossed hurd, ond wrapped round
with string. .

(' Eooney helped by eutting sticks to 0k
findra 8ingh's rifle. TLTarput RBaj looked oR
unconcernedly. .

"It abont foive to wan the ould fose will
do ut on us, Ben,” szid the Irishman, “ Tt
shake out of miss foite or some such bad-
timpered thrick. Load wp your slxteen-inch
gun, cook, and don't spare the stufing."

With a powerfal -L-Imrgt? behind it the bomb
ross to a tremendous height., Just as they
thought the fuze had falled s black clowd of
smoke appeared, and the dull sound of o
roport came back to them, _

fHve. them =ome morer, Ben,® said Gan.
Waga, “That waz all rightness, Yo' see that
l:tu.lil a lopgful ways, hunk ™

“ It moaz pootiful ! sald the cook. © But it

net mosz pootiful you take all my nice
prlowder. ™
“Bedaod, that's a noice thing, Bent!®

grinned Barry O'Kooncy, closing his Knife
with a anap. ¥ Here am 0i cottin® woodl lotke
a ailly sawmill, whin the cook Ats fhe barrel
of the gum loike the zkin fita & plum. Givo
him hould of the ot af wanee, and a box of
inatches, and fire him up, and he can loight
the whole bupch whin he gets up there™

The sugge-tion was not corried out, which
spemed o pity, as the second bomb failed, and
came down with o hump a few hundred yards
away. There it did explode, and shreds of
hurning paper and clarred rags were hinrled
In all directiona, A dry bush burst into a
crackling blaze, and a minute later, as Barry
' Reopey puzhed the stick of the third bom
inte the swnooth bore and igniteéd the fuse,
five of the hrown-skinned enemy, who had
been lurking in the hush, found that It was a
matter <lther of holting or reasting, and
bolted, Two of them discharged arrows just
before they fled that fell short.

THE BROWN TORRENT.

By SIDNEY DREW.

A Thrilling Story of Adventure, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching=Lung,
Gan~-Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Characters, play their parts.

(Now read omn.)

% Fire, sotse me!™ velled Maddock.
or it will burat on top of ust®

(V Eooney dropped the gun that had been
pointed skywards with a slap into his lett
palm. The four men were raaing up the
gloping ground, and in another Instant they
would bave jummped owver the ridge and been
in cover., The old smooth-bore uttered ita
roar. The stiek bad slipped half-way out of
the barrel hefote Barry pulled the trigger,
that was almoat a3 hard, for some reason, to
draw as o double tooth.

Barry eonld hardly have placed the homb
or timed it better if he had been at the heels
of the runaways and thrown it by band. It
was only a rag-and-paper affair, but it had
beer solidly compressed and tied, s0 there
was plenty of resistance. There were no
fatalities, but it blew the four men eclean off
their feet. They were wp again and off the
next Instoant, terrified, battered, and ainged ;
and even old Nacha and the bearers per.
mitted themselves o grin.

2 0h, Barry, what a butterfols Aukez!™ aald
{fan-Waga, shaking with laughter. *Ho, ho,
hoo ! hat # lovellful fluke ¥

“ Phwat d've mane—fluke? HNarrk at ug!®
sald ("Rooney indignantiy. “IMdn't 0§ toime
ut to the milllonth parrt of & sicond, and get
the distance b the millionth parrt of an
inch? And ye ecall ut A _fluke, ye whale-
devonrin® monather! Howld my coat, Ben—
there's nothin' in the pockebs, 3o OF'll thrust
you for wance—howld my coat wholle O1 lay
hirn out! Ha, ha, ha! Av ut wasn't 50
serious 0i'd smoile & Tew toimes; but serious
ut is, ould scout, "and 0i don't loike ot.
There's too mnany of the brown.reptoiles to
he joyfalt™

Another rocket wasz succesfully exploded.

Maddoek and O Rooney were pretty sure that
all the bearers knew Liow to wse a rifle, but
unless g serions danger thréatened they did
not feel justifed in opening the hale and
serving out the weaponas.  And probably
Ferrers Lord and his comrades were not far
away.
_“Ut sthrodke: me, Ten,”™ said O'Rooney,
“that this tsn't a healthy spot, my gay gos
s00n. Phwat d'ye say av we move back intn
Lhe dip vondher? TUt's & bit of an apology
for a trench, ye se¢, and av we pofle up the
bales in front there'll he a soight more cover
than theeo i3 here. ©O'm not narvous, but,
bedod, Gi'm careful I

Maddock agreed. The bollow was a much
gsaler position,

While Nacha kept waich the new barricade
was swiftly formed. The mule was released
from his hepdrope, Weeping Willie dizliked
strangers only litile moré than he disliked
hls neqgunintances, and it was unlikely Lhat
he would allow himself to e captucced Ly the
enemy, The mule walked up the slope with
hiz naual sorrowiul air and Jooked over. He
munched o hit of Ltha burnt rag, amd seermod
te lithe the gunpowdery flavour. Then he
dropped the rag, pricked up hiz ears;, stuck
hiz tail out, swimng round, sgeeading, and
galloped towards the barricade amid o cloud
of arrows.

Then came & volley of feree vells, and wild
faces showed over the ridge, followed by

“ Fire,

The idol's eyes are seen to open, and with a terrific

YWhile watclhing the ldol

They are out hunting a tiger, and Ching Lung manages to shoot
Maddock, Gan-Wags,

arry "Rooncy, aod the cook are

irown bodiea and & meéenacing flash of :.Penrs.

Maddoek thrust hia rifle Into Gon-Waga's
hands and drew hls automatic platola, Larput
Haj's hillmen whipped out their keen-edged
knives, and a3 the brown attackers roshed
howling down the slope Gadra Singh's big
amaoth-hiore ¢rashed oub like a thuoderclap.

Mr, Thomas Prout Goes Nap and Wins It,.
WO miles from the camp, on the
advice of Larput Raj. the hanting-
party divided. 8¢ {far, they had
atfrred nelthor fur nor feather. The
breeze blew straight from the north etill,
with a fuint but perceptible smell of sulphur
fin ft. Thi thin mists of ths early mortning
hod gone. Tho sky was a clenr and Shintn%
blue, apd the sun & fAaming shield; but |
was nob unpleasantly hot, for although
Aharpra might be burning, and, as Chin
Lung suid, they could smell the old fellow's
Lreath, the brecze that met them came from
the region of cternal snows, and retainoed w
portinn of thelr chitl

“iIt's hardly wopth whilse waking any
rendezvous,” salld Tharaton., “We'll all agres
to make comp by dusk. Ts that it:®"

“1t whHl be o neck-LHreaking job to make it
at alt i we don't,” sald Ching-Lang. “On
with the dance, you Iellows, or our game-
huags leolk like belng too fight te Lire as el
I'p to now this neghbourbond s a pura puzzle,
A box of cigars we bent you! The odds ought
to be three {0 one against ws, but we wers
rlways penerous. “The chief has enly como
out for & wulk, and therc's only Proub soul
my poor little gelf agalnat you two renowned
big-pame ghooters amd the famous shikaris.
So-long to you, and excellent rporé!” 3

They parted, Freseptly tha millionnire
pointed to o grassy hill with hLis cane.

“Let uzs go up atel survey the landscape,
Ching,” be said, taking his bisoculars ot of
their leather case. 1 am surpriscd game is
g0 scarce. Halle!  What o you make of
that

He stopped, and beit to examine the fracka
of zome animal. They were only faintly
vigille, am the proond was hand.,

“They look like the dainty footprints of an
Indian rhino, thowgh we seem to be o hit
high up on the map for one of those leather-
skinned pentry 1o he phout, chiel,” agid Lhe
[r’rilum. "Whatever they are, they're davs
ol "™

“Too stale to be worlh [ollowing, hut un-
douhtedly it was o rhitoveros,” said Ferrers
Lord. *He meay beooulb of his Labitade, bul he
is hera all the aame.”

The: meillionmice led Lhe way up the hill. To

the left a river wound and twisted hetwoen
hrown rocks and scrub, 1t wias the stteam
they hnd erozsed at the shallows where Gan-
Wigra lancled the nediseer, Through & rith
bhelween the hille appearedd a streteh of plain
bounded by o dark wall of forest.  The
visibility, a3 airmen ool it, in zpile of the
blne sky, was ooly moderale, Bharpra conld
not be geen, for thot mysterlong and elusive
peak was Lidden by o veil of smoke, but
mighticr and less troublesome peaks could he
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gceny faintly owtlined, the towering monaters,
wine of which etill remaivs uncowqgquered, the
rsl Of £he world,

“Theres game of some sort away on the
plaln, sir,” suid Prout, wio bhad the vision of
i faleon. 1 can see them moving.”

"Wild poudies” sabtd Ferrers Lond; ©ponies
by  the Dundreed,  That’s the real ganie-
whmtry, I have no doubt; an ideal pame-
comitry—scrub  and  jungle, forest-land and
aqoenl grazing on the plain,  That means a
fat larder for cvery kind of beast, A couple
ol days from now L think we ghalt have
wnotel shooting even to satisly our insatiahle
frictils  Thurston and DPayton, and  delight
Larput Eaj.™

He made a rough sketeh of (he country on
o leaf of hiz pocket-hook. A mile or =0
rarther on they beat o small wood that Lad
A Bopefol appearance. - It only produced a
lew jungle-cock; and as a riffle i3 o pretty
peelisa weupon against a jungle-cock on the
iz, the birds escaped unmolested,

“Wold do a2z well as thiz in a London hack
vard, -Tom,™ said Ching-Lung, with a laugh.
"We'd e pretty certain of a foew sporrows
and the cat from next door.  'm beginning
to think yonr kmow all aboul it, chief. anid
that's why you leit your rifle hehind. There
arema to he nothing with four tegs in the
whole parish,™

"No, T expected pame,” sald the millionalre.
"1 was not in a shooting meed, that is alk.
Menty of work for a punt and a shot-gun
there—eh T -

A broad lagoon opeéned before them. On
ity hlue gurface Aoated water-fowl, pot in
lundyeds or thougands, but in hundreds of
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back, but his arms were free, His big hands
slid along the body of his assailant and ronnd
his shouniders till they found his throat.
There they shut together, thumh touching
thumb, and the Hngers dovetailing into each
other with crushing force. It was soon aver.
As Ching-Lung and Ferrerz Lord ram 0D,
Prout shook the man away with the kind of
ahake a terrier gives a rat, and rose, dusty but
trinmphant, leaving his half-strangled assailant
I¥ing. ];rune and quivering, at hia feet. Then
Prout had a #t of conghing., His windpipe
felt as if it had-been twisted round wnder his
“ar.

“Spyin' on ug, by honey!” he eald, when his
hreath came back., I thought it waa a rat
or a jack-rabhit skulking i tle grass op
there, and made 4 slash at it with a bottle.
I must have fetched the little brown heggar
a nasty swips over the knuekles. He come
down a-top of me, and put a very decent
knee-lock on my neck, and teied to bite
through my watch-chain with his testh, He's
i;h'f:n me & hit of a sore throat, hut I hope.

haven't choked the shrimp.”

Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung  cxchanged
glances. '

“The wery twin of the fellow the rock-
python knocked over,” said the millionaire.
“If Prout hasn™t choked abl the voice out of
him he may he able to talk some jargon that
Larput. Roj or one of the bearere wnder-
standa,”

Prout climbed the bank to see if the man
had left anything up there. He diseovered
a bow, a hide quiver well stocked with arrows,
and a double-bladed canoe paddie.

" Here™s some of brown polish's clutter,” he

thowsamwls, Ching-Lung fred his rifle to see
the effect. The birds rose v o vask clond,
with a whirring of wings that resembled the
noize of aeroplanes o full Might, and with a
esdiwour of eriea that almoet dealoned the
thiree, men.

"Now we mnf ag well have Iunch,” =said
Ferrers Lord, when-the wproar bad lessened.
"I there i a head of game anywhere you
mgt have seared it, Ching. Let uz aee
what the cook has put up for us, Prout,”

Prout unpacked the Basket he had carried
slung over his shoulder, and then went to
ook -for e€gos. The reeds were Blled with
nests, but only o few of them contained exgs.
I'tout eracked & couple of them. Boith went
wiff with o {aint, popping nodsc, and an arom.
tiled the air that made the sturdy mariner
vlutel his nose and retreat.  Evidently it was
not the eeason for fresh epps in that vicinlty.
The water-fowl had settled down again, but
they wWere very wary.

“Ign't it quecr €hat thoese birds should he
0 shy in a lounesome place like this, eirf”
asked Prout. “You wouldn't thiok ey'd
BVET sGin 4 man or knew what a gun wae;
and, by honeéy, theyre g watchiul az a cat
at . mousehole!™ )

“dome of them—the peese, wost lkely—have
hwen potted at, Tom," said Ching-Lung. I
don't mean here, bud they miprate onoronoes
digtapces, Orce they've had a dusting with
altot  they never forget, and they put the
wihérs up-fo it. A goose B oa wily bird.
When people talk ahout ailly geese, Thomas,
they are talking through their hats, Accord-
ing to the yarn, they saved Ancicot Rome
rromy heing captured. And with sage and
anione they are qitite régpectable company.”

“Yeg, sir; 1 don't mind inviting one or
iwo of 'emt {0 dinner on them terme, by
honey!™” paid Prout, s he proceeded Lo repack
the basket, “I'd give "eir o hearty weleome ™

Prout had placed the basket on a fat
stone at the foot of the asteep bank, He
packed i with the neatuess of a  trained
saflor, apd placed a white serviette on the
top. He ﬁlance:i! round to ‘see that nothing
had heen forgotten. When he looked at the
hoaket again the serviette wae sprinkled over.
with -~ fragmenta of scil. Ching-Lung and
Ferrera Lord had lighted thejr cigarettes, and

wera sautteriflg  along edge of the
lagoon. - Any small animal burrowl in Lhe
bank might have loosencd the sof and shaken

it down. A tuft of grass above him quivered
suspiciously. The movement came from the 4
roots, not from the top, as it would Have
done if only the breeze had been shaking It 1
Prout picked ;13 an emply claret-hottle, ont of
which they had refreshed themselves, made a
running seramble wp the bank, and struck at
the tuft of gragsa. ;

The result was instantaneous and amazing.
Howling, a browrneskinned man leapt out of
Itis concealment, and came mmnﬁ dowi on
the bearded mariner. He lo¢ is einewy
lega. round Prout's neck, and grappled the
pteerman’s waist with his arms. own they

1 the rough sketch he had drawn in bis

gnid, throwing down the articles. “1'm no
detective, hy honey, bot 25 brown polish
wasn't likely, to bave used that same paddie
for picking his teeth of brushing his bair, 1
take 1t three's a canos not far away. Shall
b lnok for it, sir®"

F it 18 of any eize,” aeid Ferrers Lord, "Tie
thie fellow's hands first.™ | | .

“ He wants sandpapering first, sir,” said the
markner, wipinig: his own hands gn the grass,
“ By honey, he's oiled himself all over till be's
g3 slimy a3 an eel!” And.as vicioua as a wild
eat with its tail in a trap, 1'.1:1'.}, He's chawed
a plece out of my coat, and he's atill got it
between his teeth IV : ¢

From the hollow stock of his rifie Frout pro-
flaced a piece of cord and fastened the man's
wrizsts hehind him.  As Prout was prodding
the rushés with the paddle in search of the
canoe the native came back fo life. He
squirmed and wriggled and jerked till he
gaimed hiz knees. Then he spat out the frag-
ment of cloth, and made a rush for Lhe
lagoow, diviog under the millionnire’s arm
and elndigf C irﬁz.-uug, only o run into the
embrace Mr. Thomas Prout, who arose un-
expectedly from behind a sereen of rushes: -
Frout grasped him by his stumpy black pig-
tail and by the lobe of one ear.

“1 don't want to burt you, by boney,” he
gald, “kut egee bere, browo polish, don't ¥ou
try to do it! Don't get the wind vp eo ruch.
I my pal Qan-Waga sets eyes on you he'll
want to make a meal off you, you're 50 oilr.
ron't do jt, I sayl®

He led the aguirmiog prisoner back. Twice
be twisted round and itried. to bite Prout's
hand, more like a wild beast tham & human
heing. The millionaire spoke to him in the
varopacular, but he stood glaring svllenly, and
did mot apawer.

“['ve foumd the conoe, slr, zald - Proot,
¥and it will take four of w3 at a squeess; bhul
not unleas we can keep that Mitle rat gniet,
for, he'll capsize us, sure. The basket-atrap
‘with do that trick.?

¢ Look lively, Tom!®
“Mind your heauty v

The Erianner saw  Prout and the straﬁ
approaching him from behind out of the fai
of his eye. Ile was as spiteful as a catamount,
A savage back-heel kick from his thick leather
sandal just grazed Proot's koeecap, thaoks te
Ching-Lung's warning, and & more dangerous
kick almosat zeraped his chin.

Prout made no more hones about ik, He
dumped the prisoner down like a sack, and
“held his ankles together by main force while
the prince manipulated the strap.

The canoe was a dug-out, roughly shaped,
but fairly buovanbt. Ferrers Lord ked at
packet-

Fhook. The lagoon had been invisible from
that poind, but be was almost certain that the
&grmt:] I'i:i an outlet to the stream and helped
[}
Ching-Lang took the paddle. They placed
the p[?;ﬁumr in the stern, with Prout to keep

cried Ching-Lung.

rolled together, uvert.urniuf: the basket. Prout
wis too strangled to yell. - He fell on Dis

a watchinl e:[-'e o him. 3
& Keep well out, Ching,” zald Ferrers Lord.

aot old
“It might be useful if you can find it, and |

it the sunlight again, slid

| turned, spilling her cccupants in &

. % Better take bim,
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“ The outlet must be at this end, il we can
got through the reeds, I want to know who
the fellow i2 and what his tribe i3, DBut if we
can't make our way bLack by water ho'll be o
nuesance to ws all the way,*

When only thirty yards from them the reeds
looked like an impassable green wall. Thers
was & slight current, and that in ftzelf, ns
i was moving in the direction of the reeds,
ﬂmwed that there was an opening beyond

12471,

The millionaire drew his hunting-knife, and,
kneeling in the bows, slashed right and left.
It wus slow work, but every stroke told.

® Clear water ahead '™ he eried at last. *1
can see the glimmer of it1 Now it is your
turn, Ching!®

Ching-Lm‘lg paddied sturdily. The reeds
thinned and the speed incremsed. Then camo
Open water.

“1 don't know whether vou heard it, sir,®
gaid the praff voice of Mr, Thomas Frout,
“hut, by honey, 1 thought T heard a hang!
In fact, I'm not 20 sure It wasn't two bangs
Parhaps old Sharpra is letting off n few squils
in daylight for a-change. ™

“Yery probably,” answered thic millionaire.
“1 didn't notice anyilhing of the knd, Prout.
"Ware the rocks, Ef.lm: i

Tha stream was rapid now. A= they turned
& sharyg bend a few jogeed boulders juliing
above the surface threatened shipwreck.

Ching-Lung, with o clever twist of the
paddle, ahot the canoc safely hetween two of
them and round a third.

“I don't quite know where we are, chief,®
he said ; ¥bot keep vour oves and ears open
for that waterfall we noticed when we were
croasing the ford. If we go over Lhat we shall
all out of thizs magnificent canpe n goml
deal faster than we got into it, and o gowmd
deal wetter, too. What's that, then% That's
Bharpra, unless he's shifted his
lod e

The sound was a dull booming.

“7 fancied I beard t%o like thuot before, only

& lot fainter, sir,” said Prout. *By honey,
I believe I can guess what it fa! That old
blupdetbuss belonging to the cook. That's

Jjuet the sort of row Lbe thing would make;
and Gadra Sing Is a tertor of o shikarf, Per-
hape be's haviog a day away from his pots
and “pans banging -at hotterBles,® o

It cam'® Prarm somcewhere piear the canip, at
any rate™ pald Ferrers Lord. “Mors rocks,
Ching. hat plenty of room, I think, This river
twists like a demented corkacrew. Nidely
dome! Now you havk a straight run for a
quarter of & mile.”

Bim! Boom!

There was an interval hetween the Lwo
sonmuda, and the secomd wus mvch Touder than
the flrsb., A black amudge appeared in the

sky. The fainter report wae that of Gadra
Sirgh’s gun, the louwder ome the explosion of
the fourth homb. 7

“ A smcke-bomb,® said Ching-Lung, * There's
trouhle, and we're wanted, How far do you

think it Is away, chief, at o guessi®

“Two miles or more in a straight-line,” aaid
Ferrers Lord quietly. “ It wry not be so far
over gountry, bat we bad better stick to the
river, for we don't know whit obstacles we

might meet with ashore, It can only ke
trounble with these mysterious natives ;
I can imagine nothing else. 3hall I take the
paddie??

“Not unless you're dissatisfied with me, old
chap, I was congratulating mysell that we
wera travelling fnely.®

®“Carry on, then. I'm soare T oould do no
befler,” said the millionaire, as he lighted o

cigarette. “Drive ahead, prince!®
Ching-Lung set his  teeth and E’addied
furiously. The canoe carried a hemvy bordey,

but the prince got the atmost out of her. Bha
leaph through the gloom of a ravine and cut
_ ast houlders
and” down a rapid of glistening water so
shallow that she twice scraped the botton.
And then, when she was driving slong at her
very hest, she struck a hkdden snag and over-
eap,

Luckilty the water was barely knee-deep,

though it was rooniog like a torrent. Ferrers

Lord grasped the prizoner by the leg as bheo

was being swept away to almost certain doom,
and gecured Ching-Lung's rifie. Prout made &
plunga after hie own weapon, and secured it,
and it was too well-ofled for the wetding to
have done it much Injury. As they 'sptighﬂd
zahore the cance broke clear of the spag and
drilted n'way. i

“We are close t6 the camp!™ erjed Ching-
Long. “I ¢an bear the waterfall guites plaioly,.
Logva that chap there, and we'll fetch bi .

later. ™ )
» asid Prout, glvia

his rifle to Ferrers Lﬁrrfl. “ That sttap wi
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streteh o feob now i17s Lecn woelled, swd te
H-hpl_ll:lj bogoar will suon wolgule ont of it
As we've brouphl hitn so far, Ly Loney, 1
may as well eart him Bome "

Prout pleked np the prizoner, only fo 1I|n|r
him agaip and race aficy Ching-Lung and fhe
millisire.
and tore oif o
weapon except his knife.

[ hick Dbraneh, as
H: umh[ hear lese

velle. It was o forked Mraeeh, awd fe was
tearing off the twigs when i was fooli-h
enoieh to stumble ovee oo sl awtlell.

Prout went sprawiivg’ 1t wie o heavy fall,
and when be picked limsedl oap he was s aken
amd nearly hreabliless,  Aml qt that moment
Godea Btingelr'= hid simnbili-loee, that seatterod
like the rosc of fa wate ringean. thandered,
and zent o double charge of huckshel inlo
the ranks of the aktackers- Awl that moment,
Aoo, the ritles of Ching-Lung and Ferrers Lord
hezan to crack amd spile

Av il by magic Mr. Thomas Peoul recoverod
Li= breath, and then he had tha time of lis
life. Seven or eig eht hrown.skinnel wartiors
i rushine Lhmu;a:i: the seenlv. They had
iung away their spearz amed Bows fn their
terror and baste, amdl they oid nob see the
hourly mariner unlil oo Inte, Pront’s clenched
Ast= shiot ombarieht anad lefi. Then he pausel
ta blow bis swmarting bootckles, " and ta erin
tlown at his prostrote vietims—Iive of (hent,

“ What's all this, Tom ™ azked the voice of
Mr. Beajamin Maddoek  ©Js 6 skitfles?®

“gkittlés, vou old dead-ercr "Whal are you
talkm: about 7" growled Prout. “1f 1'd been
|11 wyin” skittloa T have koocked over nine of
vrem, wonrldn™t 17 Ot yom see 1 oonly woenk

n.--.p. and got i, by Boner -
r
of 1iTe.  Gardra Singh's fiest and only
sheot Dl filled, Ehe heartz of the
attaekers wiltl disingy and their =kins with
leaden peilet-, cetnd Lhe Bank assanlt of Ching-
Lupg and FPorrcrs Bord, who boad fived buableis
over thelr eads, bad settled i There weee
nine prizoners, i Hve of these had Tullen
before the brawny fists of Mr, Thomas Prout.

“The whole thing i3 0 m=anere, ehief,™ said
Ching-Lupg, *=They soem Neree litt e hnhsx'tra
but they're gut-shy, and wom't Luee frearnis
with any vonragt Wil L they'roo gotng 1o
Tiwrpss_ a5 pdf the way this trlp won't be o
plefte. ™

“¥Yez, it iz a nuizance, Chivg,” zaid e
millionaire. 2 We o don't - want these  Titthe
Lrown bornets buseing round w=" I wizh Pay-
ton would ecome, What is it, Xacha 7™

Nacha salaaanced.

U rent o= |L||Jr=~ Ome nf LEo=e Firdwn  ours
would spedak with: thee,” he =akl. "« [ told him
the great sahibh conve reed not with soine, and
that, I would carry hi= words to thee; hul he
s dumb,”

The Prisoner and His Story.

HOUGH it W0d not been a DEoodless
vicknory s there Bad becn no actual loss

“Good! - He ean talk the yernacokar, then?
Send him slome at onee, Racebha,” =aid Ching-
Lung.

Nacha =ataamed . again, aml  hronght the
prisoner forward. e waz very like the qos<t of
Lig eomrades, except that he had oo coilad
spake tattoocd on hiz chest. i< left oye
wig elosed amd pufty.
who had been wnlucky enoygh o cncounter
Prout in hi: Aight, There were little patehes
of sticking-plaster on hiz chest, tod, . where
Ching-Lung byl extractod some of Gadrg
Singh’s pellets and covered np the holes.

CGadea Sipgh deted as gnard, A prowd man
WilE. t:-u,:lr'a Bingl a2 e shouldered his gnn amil
stuck out® hiz chesk, for Maddoek ®alib and
'Rooney Sahih had shaken him by the hand,
and the great vellow-faced sabib, Ching-Lung.
who in iz own Lol was o mighty rodale, Dl
st ted him on the shounbder ane

ot stuff, Moaz pooliful!

“What iz thy pame, thon son of 1 hrown

adder®  asked Yerrors Lord., = Find Lhy
tongue quickly ! Thy name and thy fribe?™
JUDande, grest One,” angwerdd thes man,

o] am of the Eoprhans, anmd we be lew., Wo
are & poor, penpic, and o peacelul folk."

At this a6 a=tonishing stetement (Ching-
Lung lg.u,;;]um! outeight,  awd Ferrevs Lord
eould Bardly sepross a snpile.

“ Surely, thon vk the gdreatest of liars 1" aaid
the mlllim] e, povinbing o Naeha's hamdaged
Fand, © Al I st hang thee! 1w peaceful
Yok sbbnck - h'irmless trndlen with . hullc?
4ol avrow s spenr?

It was fur our rnm. =phily,  May K my
tongue split if I lie Lo thee! We hung amd we
fish and we enbtivate our Hibke fields and femd
o flocks., We.sire.of the plains yondor.. We
%:.'a prt warlike or Bzhiters Tike e men of

hillz ‘and foreste, Oreal Bahib, we have

N

He leapt up al A ftree as he oan
ha b oo

He was one of the men®

called him

1

wheep, nd the men el :!lu:;
1

[ What eanael, fhou,

winde Phen e man las set eyes on his Tace.

Pk net with no zocceszs ab all.
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decsie wrens, b ifF wi= Ter our lives. Sharpra
Bl Blapehierey b awakeis] oub of lds [ong
forests and the Inlls
ate arteing sccoriding (67 vhe propliey thoat
pate= b Fodfilled.  And we'Be [ow' on numbers
sid woeak, sdehily fRlEL, wad dreid e b o8 ere
swhelwcodd amel =liin, ol evil eontel came Lo
&=, =

“ahmly evil bearts aveepl ovil coan=cl,” sail]
Feppors Lo, <8 fenr | |uu;-1. lang  flaee,
waE this?

“Ihiral Bowas news, salily, Onur young wmen
Lromiglit it thak white 2aliils and their hearers
were wilveneing, and Hhat they bhod many
Fiffes.” Aml witle Lhe terror of Sharpra athl
the fulfiliment of the progphécy came the cvil

counicl to slay rom and seige the rifles, It
wis Zopra, the priest who feeds the gacred
sitnke: of e Darhanzg, whe connsclicd I3,

smying thal liostd,
pered it in his ear
were his words,” sahif

5 The torch of Sharpra the Blumberer is
hrning, and the armmies of the hilis and the
Eorests sweep down to the babtle and to eat
mp the carth. We are a litble people, bub
Eosti, who guards us, has not forsnken us,
Hearken, then, and listen unte the commands
OF  IRoste, amd obey them ere woe are over-
g 1|L Il sumd devoneed.,

“* Into. the hearts of eortain white men, by
Lhi‘ magie OF his’ gpelis, he Lath put it to
Cravel towards onr counbry with many rifles,
Nostn haih zeet ws theze rifles that we wmay
beat hack onr fees and hoid our lunds, for
withdut thew we muost “pevish,  $he white
sahibhs know nol 1hat the rifles are Bor us
Slay them, thew, and Eake what iz ours, and
dre it =peedily, for T LedT the tresd of armed
e aeli The Bidfpathz, ael the Corest- shake
with Chie Leamp of anbrching foel,' ™

As thamsn pansed Forvers Lond clicked open
his mold civaretteiensy ol possed it (o Ching-

ax he slept,  And these

CIt's the way with them.

(# I rock pythan, had whis. .

I Tayion's conversabion with the prisoncre
| lasted a long time. At Iack Le shrugged hi+
shoulders, filled his pipe, and whlked over. to
Ferrers Lotd, who was :fnlng his wet shooting-
Futa puld e crtT by Barry O Rooney.

“I don't think this man-is Iving.” he aoil,
“hut we must take it with a grain of, zalt,
~They always count
Ewer pa six, threg as a dozen, and 50 on,?

®Then you irmagine the're is more in it than
aomere wizsh to cut our throats and seize our
Vifles and helﬁnging.: T

“Frankly, T do, sir,” said Payton. “1 Lhink
it's véry- puailt:!lc that- the hilltmen intend to
rabd the plains, As fAgbters in comwfiatizon
the plamsmen have alwiays béen a-poot ot
No doabt their priesta have raked op this old
legend of Bharpra, and are preaching it Por all
tlwey’re worth, and promising u.niirnm*d Joot
to the hilimen. © Bob vast armies, on the I'nr'l:
of it is alt rubbish, * There'll he a few gueri
l:rmnrh of raiders, and it will he anything bt tr
sale over here. I'm harﬂ!:r in & position to
offler vou any advice, sir, and & would be
sheer impertinence on my part to do so; but
if yon intend to croas the divide T anticipate
solng very lively moments.”

L think it over,™ sabld Ferrers Lord, with
a smile. ®T never rezent advies, and I bave
sumething of. a. fondness for Illﬂ!ly rnomeTis,
ty the way, did vou mention the man "“who
wia Killet to the prisoner®

ST eid, and deseribed him as well as 1
conld, He looked so pleased about it that 1
have no doubt it was their chiel.”

"The hbearers had  erected  the. tent, and
Ferrers Lood went indo it to chenge his wer
clotled,  Ching-Jang and. Prout bad already
pul on dry garments, . Suddenly, and for tha
lirst time, which proved ‘that hiz neck was
perfeetly  sound apgaio,. Mr,  Thomas  Prout
recolleeted that he h-'ufl taken six prizoners
that day, not five,

* By lhoney, 11 forgotfen all abont little
Larprwrny podizh ! ™ he said to Ching-Lung. * Clean

Lunz,

W Have youb gathiered Boall in, Chioe T e
ek,

"L Bamey 0.7 apid ke prince. wille xn
amused langh, Y Eapra. the :ndke-churcimer,
must be sowne pricsi. Or was it thal b put |

oo mueh whisky o his woterd  1've beand |
whisky makes people zen cuakes, :|1f-rh:-.p_,'
it makeg then hear them, toe. There's o 1ol
af truth in o of s I‘I.'IIriI:FF-.h- thenl woe ddidn't '
know onk rifled were intended [ov the special | !
henefe of hiz trilve, T must he wery ignoranf, !
for, "'pon my lonour, 11°s Lhe flesk Pve Laand
aboul i, Awd bere's the Sharpra yarn hol-
bing up apain bke o ocork i oo biackel, We
cal’' Lt gob awaev from as™ 1
“ No,-it's 6 facl we cat'F ool away Trom il"
sajtl Felrers Tard, S 1'm inelived to helieve
this plebald razeal’s story.  TiHes and earl-
ridyes are o very tempting commodity in Lhis

wililerness,  Dandue, 1houw hrown afder, who
1a the chicl of bhy cptdliront brilie  of
hricands?" e went  on, tuining to ihe
Prizone,

SiBhandsa, Lhe son of Zapra the priesh, was
or chiclf, great sahib; et shellor he lives
of & dead 1 knaw nnt. I e is dedl, then T,
Dandu, am chivf. When your coming woag
kpown Shendza went forth ta spy on you, “afid
Zapre tells At thalt you bave luin hio, fand
voows o greal revenge !

Epreab snakes Trome Yeeland ' cried Clong-
Lung.” YHnakes, and =till more snakes ! Don™
yon  remwember the - man  the  rock-prtheon
howled over, chief, when the hrate was bolt.
img oul of thore Durnming  receds with® all its
arales rol-hol? Wemesiz! ' woager e wasz
thie son of fhe kecper of the =acrod smakes.
Hoasti, not Rosti, would bave been-a hetier
name for that spake, for he wos peily well
roastod when ho shid along. ™

At that moment Rapert: Thur=ton, Paylon,
amd Larpub. Haj come over the vidge. Thoey
They were nok
a little surpriszed to zec the ‘prisoness aud fo
Bear what had happeted,

I hand this fellow over o yoil Lo repeat
hiis vorm, Pavbop,” zadd fhe millioyaice. “ You
et e Al bell bl abous the man who Tmd
his 2pine heoken by Ehe rock-python. 1 think

these are the men  who speiled our spork,
Rupert. They secm ta have heen dodging sl

over the place for day= waiching vs snd
Frightening the game”

e wish T hadd =Faycd b Lhe eatap aiad acon
rotee ol the P said Thiecston, @ think
it 2. the HMrest really. blaplk _day I ever had in
i life, and T detoat a blank day, We found
irncks of game, Lt they were all twenty-four
hionirz - el T'aj prut Haj pot guite sucly.. Af
Pavton hade't bean thyre L think the -s.mL it
wenthil have sat down and npouted dust o
i< besat, - He's o bit  jealons of Pﬂrt-:rtl. J
faney 3 but as. 'I'ntml W wa Debier laek, it

forgotien  him, sic! I expeet " the strap
stretohied with- the wet, and he's glipped it.
But it’s only o hop, ﬁl-.!.[], ahtid o jlll'ﬁl'l, so 111
v nnid look. - T wonldn't-bé fair to leave the
pont bergar lying there all night.

“Me, too, 'l'mnm:;' * enid Gon-Wapga.
ulongses, too ald dears !

The 2nn was sinking in & crimaon aky as
Froot showldered his rifte, and the river ran
arim=un in the glow, Guided by the broken
hraneh, Prout went to the place where he
hadd dwnped down his first prisoner. But ne
prisoner wis there.

I:I].E':'

“ laopnks, Tommy—Inoks. looks!™ zpid (man-
Wagra, in n hoarse whisper, and pointed wop-
s} Pz,

Prout onby Iooked onece, He saw a dozen
canoes erowiled with men. They starcd ho
bomger.

(To be continued.)

AN AL AU,

NOTICES.

A AU AL U A T A A e

CRICKET,

Maiches, wanted by—

1:11 ,1.'-11135: C.C.—16—ground, Iackheath.—
Chamberlain, 27, Thornburn Sguare,

'-E F 1

MagcoNT MESSENGERS' C.L.—10—F. Jones,
Meszengers' Dapt,, Marconi House, WU, 2,
“Murwoon AU =13-16.—K. Kew, 67, Willow
Yale, W. 12

Yieroridh AC,—14-17—3 mile radive. Players
wonted.—L. Rich, Victorin Avenne, E, 7,

« H, Penry, b, Munden Street, Hammersmith
W.—16.—Away matches,

Tooridg CoMMen CU0.—15, weak.—Matches
from May 4th.—H. Reffell, 12, Sunnyhill Koad,

B.W, 16,
} AVENUE~Znd Eleven.—H. Jelf, 83, Mont-

mime Road, 5. 11

BayrrHpowy C.0.—=164-17. —Matches wantoed oy
o August—wW, C. Cox, 34, Durden Road,
 Bipithdown Road, Liv erpﬂoI

1I'!uwm1=: A'rum:ﬂr.. —i{i. E.

Jore Tioad, B, 18,

PoOKESDa®E WVESLEYAN (0 —11-15=5 1milia
from Seuthdown,—E. F. Taylor, 1, Stourfleld
Toad, 1'.Huﬂ.. Bournemouth.

Huvroy B !i.'. A S—-lﬁu-ﬁ miles . rading.—A.
Threlfall, 14, Rupert LRoad, Huyton, near
Liverpoaol.

AnerteY C.0.—16:17—5 milea. Also o few
good  players.—A, E. Wowlficld, 12, Palace

Wells, 14, Theo-

it 1nattoer’

Bnuare, Upper Norwoml.
16-68-18



