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A Magnificent New
Long Complete
Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co,

The Shylock of
. | the Second!

By
i Frank
Richards.

at
Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

At Rylecombe Station.
¢ ALLO, hallo, halle! Where-
H fore this thusness?”

The speaker was BDob Cherry
of the Greyiriars Remove,

He and his chums of the Famous Five
—Harry Wharton, X¥rank Nugent,
Johnuny Bull, and lHurree Jamsct Ram
Singh, familiarly known as Inky—had
just passed t-hmuih the wicket-gate on to
the platform of the little country station
of Rylcombe. They had ridden over to-
gether to fetch a parcel which Wharton
expected, and which all of them regarded
as important.

The Rylcombe Station platform was
not, as a rule, at all a crowded spot.  But
just now it looked crowded—hcence Bob’s
gquery.

“ Pretty nearly all the Second herc.
What are they after 7" said Johnny Bull.

“Not quite as bad as that,” replied
Hu;ryﬂWhartun, langhing. *‘I can count
clzht.

w Eight of the Second are about as
many as anyone could stand at a time!”
rrowled Jehnuy.

“Morc—heaps more!” agreed Bob.

“The wheezefulness must be the meet-
fulness,” Inky said thoughtfully. * Per-
hapsfully the Second have come to wel-

comefully greet a  highly-respected
parent.’”’ .
“ What? Parent of all of them?

rqueried Johnny. _
“ Anvbody who had that little lot 1n
his quiverful would be a greedy bounder
if he wanted any more,” Frank said.
“There’s my minor among them. Hi,

Dicky 17

“Do you want me?” yelled back
Nugent minor.
“¥Yes. That's why I called.”

“Well, you can come here, then!”
replied the undutiful younger brother.
“I’'m not going to run about after you.
don’t vou think it, old tep!” 1

“Shall we go and slaughter the whole
crowd !” asked Johnny Bull.

“Too hot,” answered Harry. “Be.
sides, we really haven't any sufficient
cause for such a drastic measure as that.,”

“They're checky, the young rips!”
rrowled Johnny, whose temper did not
appear: to have been improved by the
torrtd temperature.

“Nugent minor was,” Harry said.
“Trank has my full leave to correct him
in any manner he thinks fit.” ) _

“'Tain’t worth the trouble in this
weather,” said Frank lazily. ““And vou
know as well as I do thar 1t's no gocd
thinking of itaproving Dicky.”

““There being no roomfulness for the
improvefulness 7"’ purred Inky.

““There being heaps and heaps
plied - Frank emphatically. * But
hope !”

“Might slay Sammy Bunter, anyway,”
suggestcd Bob, with a grin that was not
exactly bloodthirsty. ‘“No one conld
miss Sammy, and he’s fat enough for kill-
ing—in spite of the rations.”

““That would be too kind to the rest of
the kids,” Harry said. *They bar

I re-
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Bunter minor no end, Can't make out
why they’'ve let him come with them !”

“1 can. Ain't he the Owl's brother,
with a beautiful fami'y ressmblance 77
Bob answered.

And it certainly was a fact that William
George Bunter— Bunter of 1he Romove,
and the elder brother of Samucl Toeklvss
--was nat, to sayv-the leas: of i, casily
choked off when he desired to favour un-
willing schooifellows with the inesiim-
able benefit of his society.

There were Eiﬁht ok the Second—the
junior- Form of all at Greyfriars—present.
as Wharton had =aid. Dicky Nugent was
supported by his chums, Gatry and
Mvyers. Hop Hi the Little Chinee, and
Sylvester, the American voungster, had
come along tozether; and | i
Pettifer had joined the throng

Carcful counting was necezsary before
tho fact that the number was only vight
could be established to the satisfaction of
anyone really interested, however,

The tropical heat might make Johnny
Bull a tritle morose, and Frank Nugent
very languid; but it had no effect what-
ever upon the high spirits of the fags.
Sammy Bunter, penmless, as usual, stoed
sadl contemplating *~ an  automatic-
machine; but the rost were simply all
ever the place, in a4 manndcr not at all
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pieasinz (o the one ancient porter o
duty.

“Hi, Sylvestor!” szang out Boangd
minor.

“What do you want?" ecalled back

Sylvester, swinging by his hands from
the top of the station namie-board, winle
the agile Hop Hi, seated above bhim,
flourished his legs to repel the attentions
of Castle and Pettfer,

“Come down from
Johnny Bull.

“What yvou sayce, Bullee?
hear,” replied Hop Hi blandly.

“Now then, you young furrin mmp,
just vou drop off that, an’ quick sharp
about it !” rumbled the peorter.

“No savvy,” said Hop Hi

“I want vou, cof course.” answered
Sammy Bunter to Sylvester. Samioy s
fat face was wrathfnl and discontented.
“Ain’t you eomimg 77

“Not likely! I don’t want you, you
know ! Sylvester said, scrambling wp
beside his Chinese chum.

“Those kids will get the stationmaster
on their track,” grumbled Johnny.

Harry Wharton had gone into the affic
to inquire for his parcel, Frank Nugent
had sunk down upon a seat, and vos
fanning himself with his straw, Inky,
who revelled in the heat which seemed to
the rest almost unbearable, stood an the
edge of the platform, in the full sunlich:
rlare, gazing over the low roofs of the
stattion bumldings to the distant hills,
which shimmered uwnder the torrid ravs.

“That’s their look-out,” answercd Bob
lazilv. Bob was not as near collapse as
Frank, but even on him the heat had its
effect. -

“Well, it 1» in a way. DBut they ought
to be stopped, and I'm going to stop
them ! growled Johnny.,

there ! yelled

No can

platform.
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“1 shouldn't bother, if I were 3o, ol

chap.” )
“Yeou would if ‘

von wouldn't be o beastly slack, then.”

g o,
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“Are you culning Mylvester ™
howled Sarmy, J
T am not!” shoated back the boy

from the States,

“ Look ’ere, voung gents, you goticr
coame h

“Get away. young Castle, or——7

“We kickee wvou 1n the wmuges .
finiched Hop Ihi, for Sylvester.

His foot swung withim an  ueh
Postfer's nose. (astle grabbed
swinging boot of =v vestir.

“Lend me a v, Dull, there's a
decent chap i pleaded Sammy, 1 can't
ret this ro o waork without one, and
there' s chocolate i it i

“I'l lend you =zomething to teach you
fo be honest 1if vou don’t step that, yon
voung sneak-thief !’ snorted Johnns.
“All right, Bowker! I'm coming! 1l
soon fetch them down [

The faces of Nugent nnnor, Gatty, and
Myers appeared abeove the edge of the
The inguiring minds of " those .
three voung gentlemen were busy upon .
an oft-tried juvenile experiment, Thev
had just placed two pins, crosswise, upon
one of the rails, with mtent to see whar
shape they would have assumed when thie
wheels of the tram had run over them.

There aro vory strong objections to this
cxperiment, You have no right en the
PErmAanent-way, Y 0l dre i HI0re OF 10ss
danger there. Yoo caunot, as a rale,
find the pms afrer the ttam has passed.
and 1f vou do, they have been spotled as
pins and have not taken on anv useful
new rele,.  But the trio on the hine wore
not weorried by those or any other
cbijections.

Now, for the first time the ancient
porter perceived the threc.

“You come cuter that!” he smd
crosslv.  “Come outer it d'rectly this
minute, or 'l fetch the stationmaster to
Whv, vou might go a-gettin® of
vourselves run over ! The twain. ghe’ll he
alone niost any time now |7

“She's not signalled
Dicky coolls,

“Come out of 1, vou seing idiors!”
roared Johnnv Bull

“Lend me a p=rny, somchady " wailed
Sammy. “Suvivestor, von voung beast,
lend me . "Tam’t anvthing to

o i 1 B
] ;'
VO |

_ Yeu've always got plenty of tin,
and =

“Diyear? Come onter it! Come down
offen 1t !7 rombled the porter, direeting
his glances first to the three on the
metals, and then to the two on the board.

“You kids really are the giddy Iimif,”
remarked Bob, standing in the shade
and gasping.

“Come and help me to stap them,
slacker!” snapped Johnny,

‘““No, thank wvou! It's a bit too
vicorong for me. Got a clean hanky
about you, Johnny?”

““No, ass! Why?”

“Never mind, then. I shall have to
stop mopping my ‘eated brow, that’s all.
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- Every Monday.

Mjr wiper's wringing wef, and so hnt
can !?erﬂlj hnlr:‘lg | s
‘“ Yooop!” yelled Pettifer, as Hﬂ

Hi's fa;u:&t at the end of a leg whi
seemed mag:cnll elongated, caught him |
a tap on the back of the head
“That not hultee,” said Hop
kindly. “But  me givee you one that
_will hultes if you no stopee!”
“There’'s the signal down, Dmky g
gaid Teddy Myers.
“1 do« wish someone rnuld lend me
nny !” burbled Sammy Bunter.
g ‘Come down—come up!”’ roared Bow-}
er.
“ Whichee we doee?” asked Hop Hi.
“You conie down, t'others come up, |
else 'Il_know the reason ‘why!” ..
- “If you Rmkf mé again, -young Sylv ess

a

ter-——”
“1 ghall if you don't leave me alone,
Castle ! Yarouuh | Stoppit!”

“Clome down!” snapped Johnny Bull
“ And you three, come upl ’I‘he train’s |
Oh, you young===- ¥eoop!” =

Castle had dragged Sylvester. ch*].
vester had clutched Hop Hi. ~Hop Hi,
his position already imperilled by tho
attentions of Pettifer, camne down, bein
unable to  stay. whers - he was, &
brought his chum with him. an Hi

S S

came mthnut a sofind. But if Le could |
and Syl | .

not be heard he coukl be felt;
vestor made noise encugh for two.

Johnny Bull felt Hop Hi, if he failed
to hedr him. The litile Chinee tumbled |
rizht on the head of Tnh.nr}

Johnny stumbled backward, and srhote |
Bowker: Bowker went down like one
shot. Tle rolled over the edxe of ‘the
plaiform; and pulled Johnny over with |
him.

Like an arnlanf}le tha two- smn:te
Dicky ‘Nugent, Gattr,” and - Myers, who
werg just_serambling up.- ~Dicky -and
Myers were ﬂung acrogs the rails, with
Jolimny and ‘j' porter on top-of: ‘them.
Gatty fell clear; into the six-toot way.

The reils guivered beneath ‘the shack |
of the: train; mow closé at hand,  The
at;-mnmnaater and H ‘Wharton came

running out of the t}ﬁc-e together. Hob
Cherr; Epta‘ng down from !i atfﬂﬁm
waved hiz- avms wildly, and Eam‘- hia
stentorian voice throu j “tha Leat-laden
air, ~Inky ecame -ond & -day-dream of
India,. and “was  dowii--beside "Bob HL 81
snstint, Frank Nugent opened his eyes, |

" gave a-vell of agonw, and followed. Tniky.
“ Come -back ! Cleh‘ar o1 the- wﬂr*

Oh, degr, theyli=all be-killed!” -malted
-the Et&tlmimaﬂfﬂr,

Hil-

_COWESE;

enough risk for ong day.”
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his hest‘r but his Best would not have
been nd enough,

“1 say, i you'd only let mie get up
myself——"*

_Frank Nugent broke in on- ~his ]i)l"ﬂﬂl&!‘ 8

m}m lai nt

% Dickyt  You'd have been
dead now if it hadn’t been for Harry.
And nhat Eh{ml'.d

mater?’

Frank's "voice shook - He w}ﬂ ‘quite |
unstrun

Bat mkv tcm'k his narraow squeak far |
more lightly.

‘Oh, tra:t.s*" he said. " What's it |
atter —what -you'd have had to eay if
| there’s -nothing to be md? And "**“-nf
sthere wn't.”
ht be decently rr‘mhal‘ul ﬂ:ns—
‘said huaskily.
» grateful enough! ThanLa
o eud “ﬁ harton! TI'll do as much for
if I ever get the chance. And now

ilYﬂu m

w&g,’%‘;F

W

b-to" meet o new ki ou know, and
’ _iut
Pnn ull the sa.me
meant the becund Form master

ol
fet me get up on to tha platform, We've
'Eﬂft w cnow.. .'ﬂ]ﬁ hap
an I sh B R

By “HNwigay ” the dterespertful Dlﬁ}.ﬂ'
¥

Twigg.
He WEE a]:mut to éut front of -the

‘engme; bit Frank cn.ught his arm. .
e Yﬂu o round - bv the hackl" he
saich F should th mk

wu ve . run

| kdd

“Well, leave go of me, chgmp! re-
plied - Dicky, wriggling  hard. - "1
shbuldn’t be run ovar y a giddy engine
that's ﬁtmdmg still, anyway.- Good
thing Wharton’s gob a bit mére nerve
than -vou have!”

atforin &nd the- new boy.

The rest followed himy Jnhnnj' Buall
hmpm% Gatty ran on ahead of them
after lnk:,', but Myefs, a good deal
shaken, and very pale of face, seemed
to have tathor lost interest in the new
arrival.

“Did Twige send the whole crowd of
you, kid?" asked Bob Cherry.

“Eh? ﬂh no! He only told Dicky
and Gaﬂy ta go. T came with them, of
colrse. Wa three always go aboilt
together.”

“ And the rest hitched on?”

-“Wﬁll we didn’'t mind Sylvester and

H: They're all' serene.
drdn’t much mind Castle and Pettifer,
thongh. we couldn’t see what thay
wanted to come for.” But that ‘rotten
young Sammy’s the limit. He wmﬁﬂ
conie, though. There was no ¢
‘hun off.”

[ 1111& Dicky bolted for the” rear ﬂm;l the
p

have ﬂaui to -the |

}

And we |

i

: tt.

| sure;”
meet | from-

very aseured, though

3

Three-halfpanu; S
attention given to them—unless he
gu the true reason of- it.

That reason was  made Iﬂm

instant he was called away to iu.-‘r dutihs
“He didn’t say a blessed word abont

reporting “us sto the Head!"” said Gattsr.
| with ‘obviouns relief.
- **He ain't half a h&ﬂ_‘ old stick, af-tﬂr _

all” remarked Dicky. - -
“1 guess he d:dn’t think of-it,” Syl-

vester said.  “ Lots of time :,'et. for
 thinking.”
*“What have you kids—eér—you thaps

| been. up to?” asked the new ‘boy, with
an casy smile.

Somehow, both the smile and the
manner of speaking made Harry Whar-
 ton fancy 13 the new _ arrival was

older tima m&t -ef the Second.

#¥ou wait 6l you're spoken to!”
said Dicky Nugent severely. *We
know how to deal with cocky bounders
in the Second! What s your name?”

"Flifrmg," replied the new boy.

e’s-been to school - hefﬂra - Tm
thﬂng;ht Harry. - “A kid fresh
“would have mmmmed hia
Christian name, t@o, suve as eggs.’

“ Well, not so much of it!" said Dmkv
4 ciprmg ain’t so very different frnm
bounce, and I'm blessed if you haven't
a bit to spare of that. _Weﬂ call hlll].

Eprmg only smiled. His manner Was
perhaps  bomnnce
wis hardly the vight word to deseribe
He was not taller ' than Dicky
uﬁi‘; and not as tall as Gatty; but
Ked -older than either.
-His age was not a matter of imporiance
to Harry, of course, ‘As a rule, the Re-

'Bonnrﬂr you fellows !”

- Move anﬂ the Seconid éid not mmv- very

closely into contact.  But Dieky Nugent

was Frank’s minor, and ﬂllﬂi i ﬂuuﬂed
the Famous Five generally to look upon
the Eemmi with Something like a fatherly
eye.

%1 say, vou new ehap, hﬂ?& you o

:{!atmy abount you?” ~

It “‘was Sammy Bunter whe' put ﬂmt
question, of course.

**Oh, here you are, you sponger!"” ﬂmd
hittle Syiventﬁr. “¥ou don’t want to

“bothering a new chap beforc he's. faﬂ'}'

.uut of thﬁ train,

| Sylvester!
| know=it's mﬁ&‘l‘

‘was beginning to. diglike; _

s i m o
Sammy puﬂkﬂted e penny . in haste.
Then, with all the dlﬂ'mtjf he Wi capnble-
of, he wr}* -
1Y was tallkin

“t6 Sprmg'= _young
You 8

n't.butt m, you
- Got @ penny ﬂbaﬂt

_'WL =55
i - “the new: ‘boy, _still

wﬂhtﬁ#mﬂdmvwhuh Wharton

| you

‘fWhaiis h:s interest in, the new ka&‘-!” ““Lend us one, than

‘. ﬁﬁ? P
"Don't-let. the banaﬁy young.

Tﬁu. ,_If rﬂu

reat to the* rescue -withouk

seeond’'s wana HE&T'

delay.- ——Inky -

_ o
: 2 F.ranl"hhad g{abhefthlﬂ Bi]ow};:? anmnid.,y g - Four mﬁ; hd g'rwiad

d dr im_into satety ohnny | yo farle. - = T
EBT:JH had strugeled up,, anid pulled Myers| - “He'll soon find {mt whe&ﬂr ﬁl‘ﬁ"tﬂ rﬁﬂﬂé» %f;“f}gth{ Enweﬁmmﬂ :
out of the:- heap Cherr'f ‘continued | relations” or n id Bob. - did tﬁﬁﬁ, Butmf Imﬂrft.r“ 3 enting =

vell ﬂm driver of the | other -chap Qil unly say  how murh

to wave and

oncoming b‘i:%ﬂm . And he could have -'c:lm:\xll-;l he’ l'.:}t gnt, Sammy would settle. that _E:;p?ﬂm“ What's -your name, -youigi. -

done Mo ter, for it was very near|on the & T

now, though of course, with steam shut|{ *Not he!” Myers aatd. " Bammy thm}gli? IfBl::;ti; E:;;ﬂu:a Een}im;]‘; m%::;f?

off, and alnmi{enmg: down, - would be anyone’s cousin or nmiece:orjy .o nfu to be civit!” said ﬂamm}'
Harry seized Dicky undir ‘the arms. | uncle or anything inr sixpence—unti ‘the | "HFE;thB;. b 17 &

There was jush time, perhaps, to get | sixpence was: s , anyway.” . -

11]1:2.1 clear.- The doubt “did not daunt 'ﬁ:};}H’m' So that's the new kid?” said| -1 d”“,t‘ffﬂ wh:ﬁlg_}u &;l;’d aa:ﬁsi?

Harr - ' ’ o P s
“Let me!” A boy, who looked at first. R‘IHJIEE 11tt1e ;Ih n§“ Spﬂﬂg - H“] endl T'll pay you |
Tt - was Fr'mk Nugent's voice by his | if any, older than the fags sround h ack one day before long.’

- side,

“Oh, “why don’t you stop?” wailed
little égheqter |
A tanned, red face showed faor _a

moment, lmkmg out of the cab of the
engine, ~Then came a squealing of
brakes, and the train pulled up just as
Hu.u";F threw himself and his burden
inte safety.

But far his promptifude Dicky must

have been killed, The driver had done i

stood with a suit-case at_his feet in the
midst of the small crowd. No one was

 paying much attention to him as yet.

They were all listening to the station-

master, who was saying things about|

breaches of the  railbway bylaws, and
criminal recklessness, and so on; and the
Second-Formers ‘were listening ﬂ.nxmusly,
hanging with bated breath upon the
official’s words, so to sgea.lf He ought
to have felt pleased by the earnest

“ At— about the date of the Gieek

Kalends,” miirmured Frank Nugent.
o That’ aboup -it.  We all’ -knu"w
Sammy ! agreed Bob.

“The payupfulness is nni the Bunter
cﬂparfulness 1 purred Inky.

“T don’t know what you mean ab@uii
the Greek calendar, or whatever it is,”
Spring said. ‘1 hate Greek and Latm
-nnd all that silly rot”

“My brother means

niever,” Ha,;d
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Dicky., Nugentminor had no great store
of sical - lore; but he kneéw -that
- the Greeks had no Kalends, and that ““at
the time of the Greek Kalends ”” meant
: jiﬂﬂa‘fer. 2 +

*“Beware of the Bunters! The'y bor-
row, but they pay not back!”™ said
Frank. : -

“I'll jolly well see that that fat young
beggar pays me back!” replied Spring.
And his face toock on a hard look. He
might not be keen on Greek or Latin—
“no one i the Second was, for that
matter—bui there was something he was
keen on—his money. |

So Harry Wharton thought, and won-
dered why the new kid should have lent
that twopence so readily, The fact of
his  not knowing Sammy Bunter would
not account for . True, Svlvester, who
knew Sammy well, had lent him a penny.
But Sylvester did neot expect it back.
and would not have missed a hundred
pennies. A fellow so keen on his cach
a8 Spring semed to be would have liked
to know the borrower before ho lent, one
wight have thought. ' |

But it really didn’t matter. The
Famous Five went off with Harry’s
parcel, leaving Spring to the tender
nfercies of Dicky Nuegent & Co. He
seemed very well able to take care of
himself, and, in any case, D'’cky and the
rest would have the handling of hum
sooner or later,

The train had steamed out again. The
stationmaster, had gone into hiz office
without delivering any threat as to a
report to Dr. Locke. Sammy Bunter
came back from the automatic-machine
with a brown smear under hig lower lip.
The Second-Faormers cleared off.

TH_’THIHD'(}H&PTEB;
Queer Fish!
W DON'T cotton to Bouncer a httle
bit.” said Dicks Nugent frankly.
The Second were 1n their own
quarters, the Form-room. Most
of the Form were present, and Gatty
had just lighted a fire in the grate, The
heat was rather more intense, if anvy-
{tjhing. than it had been earlier in the
ay. )
fully, you couldn’t cook herrings with-
out a fire of some sort, and a fellow would
have to be beastly hungry before he ate
raw herrings.

““Me either!” agreed Myera. *“I eay,
old man Jare you dead sure those herrings
are ?

“Good? Oh, don't be a silly ass,
young Myers! Of eourse thev're good!
1 bought them myself, so I ought to
know "

_ “Here youn arve, Gattv—some more old
mpot papers,” said Castle, coming up
loaded with wastepaper. -

“Chump! It’s wond we want! Vonu
can’t make a fire it to cook by just with
paper " ' '

"“Try your head. old top!” suggested
Mareden facetiously. |

“T'N try yours—with mv fist !”® snorted
Gatty. ““Nv hat! T never saw such a
set of duffing asses as there are m this
giddy Form! We never shall get these
herrings cooked at this rate.” _

“We'd better, and auick ahout it,” re-
marked - Dicky Nugent, sniffine.

“Why?” snapped Gatty, handling one
of the half-dorén rather dissipated-look-
ing fish almost lovingly.

*'Cause they won’t keep much longer.
T fancy they're some of the seazon-hefore-
last’s_stock that the man palmed off on
you, kid,”

‘“Gatty looked so Fresh that the mer- |

r:'han*t' thought it wouldn’t matter if the
. herrings were o bit w |
THE MioxeT LiBrary.—No. 545.

1 barked Sammy.

But as Gatty said, quite troth-.

{ Voon!

bit wangv,” Marsden | here. ass!

said. Marsden had lately set up as the
wit of the Form, and, although severely
gat upon, persisted in making jokes which
the rest, as a rule, persisted in not
seeing. _ :
~ They failed to see’ this one.  Their
interest was centred upon the herrings.

“1 don’t mind 'em just a little bit
wangy,” said Myers thoughtfully, “Tt
gives ‘em more flavour, and when there’s
only about a quarter of a bloater to each
chap—" -

‘*“These ain’t bloaters, you silly chump!
They’re fresh herrings !’ howled Gatty.

Dicky.

off,” Myers sad. “it doesn't
eelf it's too
that kind. But——

“And get pot-o-maine poisoning!"
squeaked Sammy Bunter. *“Not any for
me—not if I know 1! T dori’t want to
he poisoned, if you chaps dol” |

“Well, you weren’t going to have any,

-

| anyway ! said-Gatty, pushing éne of the

doubtful fish, on the end of a penholder,
mto the smoke—the fire was as yet a
possibility of the future. But Gatty, who
was something of an optimist, drew hope
from the

for smocking in anv case.

* What kind of poon1g are you going |
mauired Dhcky |

fo have, Sammy?”
Nurent, winking at Svlvester.

“I'm not zoine to have it, you chumn!
I jolly well sha'n't risk it,” replied
Sammy crossly.,

“Oh, sorry! But what kind—"

“Corrv? .What are vou sorry for?”

“Because you aren't going to be
notconed. of course, you frt younc
Aaffer! Rat the Second naver do get anv
'uck. What sort of poison d'd vou savt”

“T'm not gomg to boil my cab-
b&.ﬂ"‘:‘-‘——"'?’

“That’'s an old cne, porpo'se minor
-nd 1t's beastly cheek, too!" said
Micky, catching Sammy by the seruff of
his fat neck, and sgueering bard. 3 |
don’t nut un with cheek from you, let
me toll vou!”

! Varoooh! Btoppit! Lemme be, you
rad 'Y howlad Samuel.

“What kid of poison did you gav? T’

leave 2o when you tell me thet ”

“Potomaine, of vourse! What an

} ‘enorant chap vou are, voung Nugent!”

wasned Ssmmy. his fare . red sand his

hreathing hard from Theks's handling.
“Where d'd you mick un that word?®”

sl pad }_[nt-—.:-rtnn_ "I[ didn’t dm ant of

the dic. I know.”
“Oh, chvuek all that rot!” snaoped |
fiatty.  “There, vou mllv chamre!|

Vnn've made me drop that fish inte the !

fira ¥

“7 vnass 1t's easier to see the fish than
the five!'? remarked Svleester,

“Fshee muchee smellee!™” said Hop
Hi, who had jn#* come in.

“Well, vou Chirks eat «tinking fich 1™
araowled otty, “Didn't Twirev toll us
«n the other day In geazraphv lesson?
Who gava_there’s no sidd- fire
theve? T've burnt mv hlessed hand ¥

He had resened the fish. however. Tt
searveely looked more attractive. eovered
with seraps of charred vaner. But Gatty

took ont a handkerchief that had oh- |

vignuslv seen  oconsiderahle sorvice; and
that mizht once have haen clean, to put
that t+-1lmg matter right.

f“That was the Japanese,” said Pet-
tifer.

“What Japanesae? There ain’t anv
If there was, and I knew

they’d made me burn my hand——"

IJap:m we wera doing.

oke: and perhaps he thoucht |

+hat the f-h_ would be none the worse !

call that tea.

| ing up a word in the dic!

“I mean what Twiggy said, It was
) We haven’t got
to Chimna yet.”

“Did you ever know anyone who had -
pot-of-marmalade poisoning, Sammy "
asked Dxiy Nugent. :

“No. I didr’t. then. There's no such
thing. wvou silly chump! It's poto-
IDAaine.

“That's rews!" said Marsdon sarcas-
tically. Marsdsn read the dady papers
sometimes—an uncsual babit for a Second-
Former. 1t wa: not a habit of Dicky's,
but Dicks Lzppened to run against a

. *They're herrings, all serene ™ replied | c2%¢ of plomame poisoning, and he knew

“But they ain't iresh—not by !
| long odds !” |
“When a bloater or a kipper is a bt
xd, realy | Youire
matier o very mach. You can kid your- |~ L
high<ured, or something of |

better than Sermv.

“How do vou spell 77 he asked.

“Arv war veon ke, fathead! Yarooh!
Stoppet, Nugent minor, you young beast !
£ =lways bullying a chap!”

“1 dunno!” said Gatty thoughtfully.
He was sniffing one of the kerrings as he
spoke, and not thinking the least in the
world about the subject which interested
Dicky and Marsden from the heights of
their superior knowledge. | !

“ Nobody ever supposed you did,” said
Dicky. * You're about the worst speller
in the Form, old bean.”

“Whe’s talking about Epellh%? I'm
not. I really dunmo, Myers. They do
niff 2 bit—not quite a nice kind of niff,
either. And the fire won't burn. It's-
i+ pity, after paying all that for them,
to sling "em over to Sammy; but he's
the only chap here who would eat- them
raw, and if they poison him it doesn’t
much——" :

“Yah! Think I’m going to eat your
giddy smelly fish, Gatty, do you? ’'Tain’
likely 1

“Bammy’s going to spell
not put in for a dose
Dicky, grinning.

“I'm not jolly well going to spel it,
and I'm not jolly wel— Ymopf

tomaine
’chhsem

Keep that fish away from me, young
Nugent! Ow-yow! I shall be—
farocoh I ‘ "

“Spell it!” commanded Dicky, swing-
ing a decidedly decayed herring by the
t1il so that it flicked Sammy’s nose. It
had to go very near indeed to Sammy’s
face to do that, his nose not being at all
a prominent feature of the land ;

“I—I1 Oh, don’t! 1 can’t; dunno
how. But it beg;inu with *p,” and then
there’'s a ‘t'——" :

“1 wish there was!” sighed Mpyers. -
“Of course there i1s in Hall, if you can .

But it doesn’t look as if we
should. get any here, Gatiy’s herrings -
h&iﬂg off » L

“The doctor at home thought Billy had

it once,” went on Sa - *“That’s how
I know about it. Hé'd wolfed two big
tins of salmon. But it was only tummy-

whe, 1 don't see how the doctor knew -
that. though. He seemed quite sure as
socn 25 he heard how much my major
had had. But if a bttle bit of salmon
ould give anyone potomaine because it
came out of a tin, two whole tinfuls
would be enough to kill a fellow with it,
you'd faney.” : _ :

“What a pity it didn’t!” said Castle. -
“1t would be something to get rid of that
brother of yours, even if we still had to .
bear you P |

“It’s spelt f ptomaine,” and the proper
way to pronounce it is ‘tomaine,’ like
that,” said Marsden, with an air of im-
portance. “I looked it up in the dic
once.”’ '

“What's the ‘p’ for ?” snarled Sammy,
“You think you know everything and a
bit over, Marsden. 'SE'.ﬂh1 ! Fancy look-

Sammy’s contempt for such a proceed-
ing scemed to be shared by the majority
of . the Second. Marsden's display of
erudition fell flat. Gatty was mourmng

| the fact that the herrings really were too
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far gone even for Second Form consump-
hmj and the rest were more meclined fo
mourn with him than to argue about
spelling.

“Pity to waste ‘em |V eaid M‘;mﬁ
“ Let's ram them down young Bunter's
neck !

“Yah! You just try it on, that's all I”
snarled Sammy.

Mrers advanced at once with a herring
in hand.  Sammy backed,

““Ha, ha, ha !~ roared the Second.

':3;1111_1111? Bunter was by long odds the
most un[mpu]ar fellow in the Form. He
deserved that distinetion, too. There
really was not anything nice about
Sammy.

“Leave off, you cad! Lemme be!
Stop hun, you rotters! I won't——"

”W’h&t are you kids doing to my
niinor 7. demanded a voice at the door;
and the face of Willlam George Bunter,
i1k e unto the moon at the full, a Ppeared

**What's that to do wrt-h yvou ?"” snapped
Gatty. *““Clear oud, ﬂe' Wedon't
dI (:J“r H""‘! ERSLG I?ﬂﬂ.ﬂ‘dﬂ“

“Oh, really, don’t be =0 ahr’ rd! Yon |
ought to be more respectfal to your|
seniors, Gatty!” repled Bunter, with
IMMense dlgnltr .

**I1a, ha, ha'

The notion of being respectful to Billy
Bunter appeared to strike the Second
Form as humorous, Bunter fatled to sec
why it should, but 1t did. '

“We're mng to shove these wangy
herrings dowm Samuel’'s mneck!” an-
nounced Castle.

“You'd better not try to do anything
of the sort!” snapped the Owl of the

Remove. “Im not going to have my
I"ﬂmnr
**Oh, hut up, Bﬂlv ' squeaked the

lllllTl'ﬂtEflll Sammv.

any notiee of you, 'tain’t a bit likely. It

W Iﬁ only mai{n them do it aﬂ the more if
vou buft in, you fathead!”

“Tell you what. There's too much of
the fish even for a greedy young bu:* gar
hke Samimy,” said Dicky Nugent. %
each for them—that’s the ticket!”

Billy Bunter- began at once to back
towards the door, but quite a small crowd

of the Becond were between him and re-
treat.

““Here, none of that!” he said ner-

veously. wy came here to see the new
f‘hﬂp-*-—spl'ull! ain't his name? Isn't
Spring herr&
“No; it's summer here,” Marsden re-°

phml aud jolly hott™ |

‘YXou can s e on 'l{.--'* new {-:‘_:.‘D 23
much 35 vou :JLF if be'l let you,” said |
Ih{ﬂi:r “hu*—

‘Ile won't,” put in Mryers. “Sprin
mav be a houncer. but he's fly. HPF

twig Bunter for a fishy customer by the
lock of him.”

“Or the smell of him!"” added Gatty,
with a grin that Willlam George Bunter
did not like at all.

As Gatty z{poke he picked up one of the
herrings, and moved nearer to the visitor,

*“Here, I say, put that down, you
know ! I won t——- I shall hurt some of
vou if you aren’t jolly careful !

That threat sea]]ed the doom of Bunter.
As he spoke he gave a sweep with his fat
arm, and Gat , Myers, and Castle were
all tauﬁhed Not one of them was hurt.
But it was a grnis error on the part of the
Owl to faney that the Second would be
g0 casily frightened.

Gatty, Myers, and Castle went for him
2s one man.

*Yaroooh!” howled Bunter, as he

crashed down right before the joint
a&':‘.lult.

“Take that!” yelled Gatty, dabbing
the odorous herring on his perspiring
face.
~ “ Turn him over and shove it down the
back of his neck ! shouted Pettifer.

“No can dooee. Buntel’s neck too

ey won't fELE._
| Sammy in his flight,

- (George.
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| Bunter goes throughit! (See Chapter b.) - 1

much fatee. Fillee c¢ollal!” remarked

Hop Hi blandly.

"~ _“(atch hold of Sammy! The young
sweep's trying to do a bunk!™ roared
Dic-ky.

Pettifer put ont a foot to trip up
Sammy, with more
agility than might have been expected of
him, stooped, snatched at the outstretehed
leg, and brought Pettifer floundering
down.

But Sammy came with him, and next
moment there sounded a great spluttﬁrmg
and howling, as Dicky clapped his queer
fish upon the face of Sammy.

“What does this tumult mean?”

It was a voice from the passage which
asked that quest.idﬂ

” T‘ﬁlg’g}’ 1" gasped Myers,
you chaps!”

£ r.ﬂ"-"E‘..

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bouneer's Litue Ways.

| ah AROOOII !’ roared Wilham
: Georgoe Bunter.
“Yarooo-ooo-noooh ! came

the long drawn out echn:: from
Bunter minor.

Neither wanted Mr. Twigg to be in
any doubt that he had been maltreat{*d
- Dicky Nugent & Co., forsaking their
vmtlms stund and looked at one another
somewhat sheepishly, expecting every
second the opening of the door and the
advent of their Form-master.

“Get up, you fat-headed sneaks!
growled Gatty, giving Sammy a dig with
his boot, and glaring down at Wlllmm
“We don’t want Twiggy to
see vou like that.”

“I do!” gasped Billy Bunter, gouging
very highly-scented fish out of his eyes
and the back of his neck.

“Bo do 1!" piped up Sammy.
you rtfght you cads!”

“Tl give you jip afterwards for your
giddy cheek!” hissed Gatty, w ith an
anxious look at the door.

Still the door did not open.

“] don't believe it was Twiggy at
all,” said Myers, at length.

"Wl‘m else could it hme been ?" ob-
jected Castle.
all serene.”

"!'l'

“Qprve

+ was not there.

“It was Twiggy's voice, | one.

| . Gatty

“.Thu,t great fat Owl can 1mitate
voices,” said Pettifer.
“Not with half a wangy herring in his

mouth,” replied Dieky, grinning cheer-

fully., “It “111 be what vour minor calls
potomaine poisoning this time, sure
enough, ermise-—n{jt just a pain 1In

vour little tummy. I should think mz-
self you're doomed, for a dead cert!
That was the wangiest one of the whole
lot. The niff of it nearly knocked me
over !

“ And Bunter took quite a lot of it
down !” Myers said cheerfnlly.

“Buntel die velly guickee,” said Hop
Hi cheerily. “Wae allee goee funelal
and dancee on Buuteﬁs glave—velly
nicee !

“You Chinese beast!”
!"?T{?\'E‘flllg
ﬁiE left ear.

snorted Bunter,
a fragment of herring from

“Twigey wounld have put his napper
in before now,” saad (ratl,v, “T'll juss
have a squint r_uncuir and sec whether
he's pottering round.’

Catty squinted outside. Mr, Twige
The only person visiblo
was the new hoy, Spring, who came
down the passage as (Gatty looked out
of the door.

“Hallo, Bouncer!" Gatty.
“Seen TWIE‘EF

“Do you mﬂan our respected Form-
master 77 asked Spring.

“1 don’t ]II"IDW about respecfed,”

growled Gatty. *There ain’t a fat lot
a::f that going, though the merchant
might be a worse chap than he 1s. Yes,
I mean him.’

“T saw him just now,” replied Spring.
“He came from this pasage with another
master.’

ga1d

thought he perceived how
matters stood. Mr. Twigg had meant
to investigate tho row iIn the Form-
room; but in the very nick of time,
with his hand on the knob of the dcmr,
had been carned off by Mr. Quelch or
Mr. Capp

It Wnuld hme surprised Gatty to learn
that Mr. Twigg, in his own room, had
heard nothing of the tumult. "That
Bunter should be able to imifafe the
Second Form master’s voice surpriscd no
Bunter had a natural gift for that
THE Macxer Lisrary.—INo. 545,



kind of thing. But Spring had as yet
only seen Mr, Twigg in one brief inter-
view ; and nobody was aware of any
siich gift in the case of Spring.

‘“ All serene, you chaps!"” said Gatty,
bobbing back., Spring fellowed him ia.
“Twigg's gone off. Bouncer saw him.
I may, let’s finish the job properly!
There’s another herring or two left, yon
know.”

“Oh, I guess they've had enocugh!”
answered Dicky.

“] shall sing out if you touch me
again !” gaid Bunter major hotly.

“So shall T! T {ﬂﬂj’ well make the
wholo blessed school hear!” squeaked
Bunter minor.

“What are we going
grub?” asked Myers,
now for tea in Hall.”

“Where's young Sylvester?” inquired
Castle.

Sylvester was the one fellow in the
Second who always had money, and he
was very generous. It was not to be
expecyed that he should stand tea to the
. Form every day:; but at a pinch he

would not shy at doing so.

“Bylvestel gonee to tea with Delaley
and Mauly,” replied Hop Hi.

“Sucking up to Remove bounders!”
growled Gatty, with a touch of morose-
TGRS,

“Not at allee,” said Hop Ha.
azk him; he plomise; he
Rylvestel’s patel likee Delaley.”

(Gatty grunted. He knew that there
was a strong friendship between fhe
American youngster and Delarey of the
Remove—a protective friendship on the
SBouth African junior’s part, almost a
worshipping one on Sylvester’s,. And
lie knew that Abraham Sylvester, the
voungster’s mllionaire father, approved
of it wholiy. Not that Gatiy troubled
his head about such considerations.
What really did matter was that all
chance of Sylvester’s standing a feed to
replace those very disappointing herrings
was off.

“ Anybody here got any chink ¢ asked
icky Nugent. “Bunter, old bean,
lend me a gunid.”

“Oh, really, Nugent minor, I should
tlink you ought to know that borrowing
hite that i3 very unprincipled! Besides,
1 baven't got any money. 1 want to
borrow some myself.””

“Ha, ha, ha 1" |

No ope had thought that Dicky could
borrow from Bunter—Dicky as little
a8 anyone. ’

“1 cam’t see what you silly fags are
cackling at!” said Bunter peevishly.
“But 1 didn’t come here to talk to you.
¥ want to speak to Spring.”

The new boy grinned—an inscrutable
kind of grin. The Greyfriars Second did
not quite know what to make of the
new boy. Already he had made upon
them the impression that Harry Wharton
had got of hm—that he was older than
his supposed age—twelve.

He took coolly the hints of ragging

to do about
“1t's too late

goee.

that had already reached him. This was
no youngster fresh from his mother’s
apron-strings, that was plain, He knew

the ropes. He had told them nothing
about his former school, though he had
been questioned—the Second had no
bashfulness about asking questions. e
evaded inquiries as to where lng home
wad and what hiz pater was. And now
ke did not repudiate—as the Second con-
sidered a new boy worthy to be iIn their
ranks should have done—any desire to
talk privately with the obese and spong-
g Bunter,

Of course, he did not know ag much
ahout Bunter as they did; but Dicky
Nugent & Co. were not given to making
allowances for such things as that.
They knew all about Bunter: and to

TrE MasyNeT LaBRARY.—No, 545, -

| borrow some cash for
“They -

them 1t secemed that his character should
have been plain at a glance to Spring.

“ My pater knows yours, Spring,” said
Bunter patronisingly. '

“Oh, does he?”

The tone was indifferent; but some-
how it did not suggest that the new boy
wanted to choke Buanter off. |

“¥Yes—knows him well. Look here,
I'll see that you're all right at Grey-
friars, you know. Mind that, young
Nugent, and all the rest of you!
Spring’s under my protection.”

“Thank you no end!” said Spring,

| with a Elightiy sarcastic inflection,

“Rate!” snapped Dicky.

“If Spring 15 under Bunter’ s pro-
tection, then Spring had better have the
herrings - that are left,” said Myers
kmdéy.

”’I'gn.t"n the ticket!” velled Gatty.
“ Let's see Baunter protect him.”

“Like he did himself,” grinned
Marsden.

The face of Bpring looked less seli-
a-asiured now. It even locked a trifle
pale.

“He's a funk!” whispered Castle to
Pettifer, .

I say, 1 domn't cotton to that sort of
thing,” Spring said. “Did I hear one
of you fellows gsaying tha,i;}ynu wanted to

ORL

“Unless you're deaf, dad,”
growled Gatty.

“Well, I can lend you a few bob.”
“Good egg!” said Myers exultantly.

“I must say that Bouncer’s got maore
decency in him than I thought,” Dicky
said approvingly. |

“Of course, I shall expect it back.”

“You'd better stand a feed,” sug-
zested Castle.

“Can’t quite see that,” Spring  re-
phed’. “I don’t really know you chaps
yeb.’
“Ah, but you soon will, though!"
Gatty said, with deep meaning.

““Later on—perhaps,” said the
boy, “If five bob is any use——"

“Any wuse—oh, my hat!” yelped
Pettifer.

“¥You can have that. But I ghall
want it back next week, with a bob
interest.”

Curious looks were cast at him. This
was certainly 2 new thing m the way
of new boys. He had not been at Grey-
friars more than four hours or so; and
glready he was talking about lending
money at interest! The Second seldom
refused to lend when in funds, and
were always ready to borrow when out;
but this kind of lending was new to
them—in the Form, anyway. Fisher
T. Fish had done it mm the Remove; but
thﬁ_SeCund moved rather outside Fishy's
orbit,

But thcy wanted the money, and they
had no thought of refusing.

“Whe's to pay the bob?"” asked
Gatty.

“1 don’t eare who pays 1t as long as
I get it. Here's the chink, I 51&11
?‘;ﬂ;l‘flt- some of you to gign an 10U for
it '

Agam they stared. Spring secmed
very businesslike in his usury. "

“Well, I'tl] sign for one,” said Dicky.
“I expect a remittance next week.”

“JTake Bunter 77 gibed Castle.

“No. Bunter's postal-order is always
coming to-night or to-morrow morning,”
coirected Myers.

“As a matter of fact s
Bunter, with dignity.

“As a rotten crammer, you mean
put 1 Gatty.

“I have one coming to-night—that is,
if it-doesn’t come to-might it will——"

“Never come at all!” chipped in
Marsden. '

. “And you know it won’t come to-
mght,” added Castle,

you

new

began

1'.1!
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“Here you are,” said Spring, who had
been writing with a stylograph pen. “1If
three or four of you will sign that, you
can take the chink.”

The paper he had prepared rather im-
pressed those who saw it. It made them
“jointly and severally responsible ™ for
the repayment of the loan within the
space of “one calendar week from the
date thereon.”

-Spring seemed to know all about the
ways of moneylenders, they thonght.
But they did not like Spring any the
better for it

Hop Hi refused to sign. Hop Hi could
have stood treat; he was never without
money. But the Second had come to
know that in matiers of this sort the
little Chinee was a law unto himself.

He would or would not: if he did not
offer, or agree at once when the request
iﬁ‘jlﬂ made of him, nothing could move
111,

Gatty, Myers, Dicky Nugent, and
Castle all signed. The money was
handed over, and three or four of the
fags made tracks for the tuckshop.

Mrs. Mimble's stock was nothing like
former days affluence; but the tuckshop
was not yet a Hubbard cupboard, and
there was still corn in Egypt.

Billy Bunter lingered a meoment or
two. He was thinking of staying to tea.
But the Second were not thinking of
asking him, or of having him at any
price; and a gentle hint, in the shape
of a combined rush, which carried hhm
outside the door and deposited him,
wrong way up, on the cuﬁlo, unsympa-
thetic hnoleum, got rid of him.

Spring followed him out, and when
Bunter had resumed the perpendicular
they passed down the corridor together.

“Bouncer’s a rum ’un,” said Dicky
thouchtfully.

“We shouldn’t have had a feed without
him, though,” remarked Pettifer.

“BS'pose not. T don’t ike him, all the
same, Wae sghall have to teach him his
blessed place!™ replied Dick

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bouneer and Bunter.

—

i O you know my pater? said -
Bpring to Bunter when they
were out of doors,

“Nunno—not exactly. At
leasjtd, 1t’s my pater who knows him, not
me,  answered Bunter.

“ Sure?
“Oh, quite!”

“It's-a rum thing, then. I don’t
happen to have a pater, you see !”

“Oh, really! But you're not in mourn-

ing. Did he get killed out in France?
I'm sorry t”
“I"'m not. He was never any good to

anybody, as far as I can make out, and
I'm not going to waste any sorrow over
him. He wasn’t killed in the war. I
can hardly remember him. What did
you tell me that lie for?”

Bunter was almest shocked. He was
not used to having new boys in' the
Second Form talk to him in this strain,
though net much gloss needed %o be
rubbed off the newne=s of the average
fag before he beran o treat William
George Bunter with the disrespect that
he deserved.

But Spring evidently had money, and
Buntor wius stony, as usual. There was

| quite a possibility that the postal-order

he was waiting for would not turn up
that evening or the nex{ morning; in
fact, no one would have been more sur-
prised than Bunter if it had turned ap.

S¢ he did not resent Spring’s candour
as he might otherwise have done.

“I—I—— 1t was only 'a mistake!”
he mumbled, * Must have been someone
else of the same name,”
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“What do you want to suck up to me

for?” asked Spring, with a curious, hard,
old look in his eyes.

*1 Oh, really, Spring, vou do talk
:i[n a strange way! I don’t know that

“Oh, you needn't begin to ride the
high horse with me! I can see every-
body thinks you're a worm: and that
little beast of a brother of yours is
another! But you can be useful to me,
go I don’t mind that.”

Bunter gasped. It was not an unusual
thing for Bunter to be treated with con-
tempé; but such language as this from
a new boy—and a mere fag in the lowest
Form of all, too—was just a little bit
surprising.

“J—I—— Look here, Spring ¥

“Come along to the tuckshop!” said
Spring.

Bunter’s eyes goggled, and his mouth
watered. He choked down his resent-
ment. Even after swallowing that, he
would still have room for all that Spring
was hikely to stand.

Gatty, Myers, and Castle were coming
out of the tuckshop as the two went in.

“I hope you kids.haven’t cleared out
everything,” said Bunter, with quite a
worried look at the parcels they were
carrying.

“No, worse luck!” answered Gatty.

“Postal-order come, porpoise?” asked
Gatty.

“No. My friend Spring is going to
stand treat,” Bunter answered, with a
smirk. |

Spring grinned. Gatty stared.

“You two are just the right sort to be
pals !” said Myers.

He did not appear to be intending a
compliment to either.

“It's going to cos$ you more than five
bob to fill Bunter up, Bouncer!"” Gatty
growled.

“It’s jolly well not!” said Spring, with
decision.

Bunter’s face fell at that.

But he brightened up when Spring
gave quite a liberal order, which in-*uded
several bottles of lemonade. Bunter had
always room for plenty of that; it did
not seem to affect his storage capacity.

Mrs. Mimble had only just finished
serving them when thé voice of her
husband was heard calling Ler from
somewhere in the back regions.

“Coming, Joseph!” she ecalled back.
And she went, casting a doubtful glance
at Bunter, whom she did not entirely
trust,

No sooner had she disappeared than
- Bpring coolly lifted the lid of a glass case,

and helped himself to a packet of
chocolate.

“Have some, Bunter?” he asked
affably.

Bunter’s hands trembled, and his

mouth watered. There was no doubt

whatever in his mind that his host meant
to steal that chocolate; but he told him-
self that he could not know that—it was
not fair to think it, really. Of course, the
fellow meant to pay when Mrs. Mimble
returned !

William Georgoe Bunter took some, He
thrust it hastily into his pocket—which
would have been guite an unnecessary
thing to do if he had really believed that
Spring meant to pay.

Mrs. Mimble came back, and failed to
notice the loss. Spring winked at Bunter,
who did not feel entirely comfortable.
William George’s notions of the laws of
meum and tumm were unsound at the
best of times; but this manner of theft
was not in his general line,

Glancing ouf of the window, hLe saw
Joseph Mimble cross the quad, Next
moment, to his iIntense surprize, the
voice of Mr, Mimble again came from
somewheres at the back,
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“ Jest one moment, me dear!” said the
voice.

Mrs. Mimble waddled off. Spring
helped himself from a stack of cakes, and
signed to Bunter to de likewise.

Almost gasping Bunter did so. He
rammmed what he had taken into his
capacious mouth in such big mouthfuls
that he came near to choking himself.
His eyes goggled at Spring behind his
big glasses. His head was in a whirl.

Again Mrs. Mimble came back. The
stuff Spring had ordered was disposed
of. Bunter looked round longingly. Ho
was not yet replete.

“Come along !” said Spring.

Bunter sighed, and got down off his
stool. He might have argued the matter
at another time; but just now he did not
feel equal to it.

Spring gave Mrs. Mimble a cool
“Good-day! 7 Bunter departed without
a word to that wronged woman,

Bunter’s conscience was not a specially
tender one; but it did not feel at ease
just then. '

Outside, another surprise awaited him.

“You did that jolly well, old top!™
said Spring.

“Did what?” gasped Bunter.

“Why, pgot. that fat old girl out of
the way so that we could help our-
selves, of course.”

“But I never did anything of the
sort!”

“Oh, rats! That was your ventrilo-
quism. I know all about 1t.”

“I—I—— Oh, really, Spring, how do

you know that I am a ventriloquist at |

all 77

“Perhaps I may know a thing or two
more than you think,” answered Spring.
He looked more cunning and older than
ever as he spoke. Billy Bunter had a
feeling that was in the grip of one
stronger than himself, and he did not
altogether like it,

He knew that he had not called Mrs.
Mimble out of the shop by making the
voice of her husband app
from the back regions.

been Joseph Mimble's voice the first]

time; but quité certainly it had not

been so the second time, for the gardener |

was then crossing the quad.

To Bunter # was a complete mystery.
He began to doubt whether he had not
played the trick unconsciously. It did
not oceur to him that the most accom-
plished wentriloguist cannot throw his
voiee when his mouth is full. Bunter’s
mouth had been full from the beginning
to the end of that snack.

“1 1I— Well, 1 can do a little in
that line,"” he admitted.
about it, of course; but I can do it jolly
well. In fact, if I wasnt such a modest
chap I might say quite truthfully that
there isn't a better ventriloquist fhan
me living !V

“1 shouldn’t let my modesty stand in
the way if T were you!" said Sprin
drily. Neither the tone nor the words
were that of a boy of twelve or =0.”

“Oh, I'm a modest chap; T can’t help
it 1" Bunter replied fatuously. “ Some
chaps ain't modest a bit. Wharton ain't,
f'rinstance. And as for Cherry 3

“Stow all that! Look here, Bunter,
I want a bit of advice, and I think you're
about the right chap to give it to me.”

Bunter fairly puffed himself ocut with
importance.

“Oh, rather!" he said. “You've come
to the right shop if you want advice.
What's.it about?”

“Are there any chaps in your Form
who want to borrow money?”
“You bet! Why, 1 =
“Keep yourself off the list.
fellows who will pay it back.”

“Oh, really, Spring, if vou doubt my
honour——*

I mean,

ear to come

“1 don't brag

Three-halfpence. I 7

“TI don’t—not for a moment.,”

“That's all right, then, I can always
take an apology.”

Spring grinned cunningly, and his
volce was insolent as he said:

“1 don't doubt your honour. I know
joily well* you haven't any. But that's
no odds. You needn’t think you're
coming it over me with imaginary posial-
orders, But I want putting up to tle
ropes, and if you give me a tip or two—
well, Pll chuck out a tip of two of another
sort to you now and then.”

It was not quite pleasant for Bunter,
but he managed to bear if.

“There are lots of chaps who borrow
at times,” he said, *“ Mauly bhas no end
of chink; but I've known him to—he's
s0 careless. And the others nearly all
do it, if they can get anyone to lend.
Fishy lends sometimes, but they don't
cotton to Fishy's ways.”

“What's the matter
ways? Too fishy?” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” cackled Bunter. That
waa a joke, of course; and fellows like
their jokes laughed at. He thought it
would be worth his while to keep in with
Spring, though the fag did cherish the
unaccountable delusion that he was nok
a strictly honourable person.

“What's the matter with him?" re-
peated Spring. “That's the American
merchant with the hatchet-face and the
nose, isn't it?”

“Yes, that's Fighy. The chaps don't
like his way of lending, because ho
charges interest,” .

“Why, of course he does!"™ replied
Spring. “A fellow would be a silly
mug to lend without.”

“Lots of fellows in my Form do it, to

with Fishy's

' oblige a chum—when they’ve got it, that
18, They're rather a poverty-=stricken

lot on the whole, I must say.”

“To oblige a chum? Oh, my hat!
Catch me on that hop, and tell me of
it when you cateh me! 1 don’t believe

'in having chums, for that matter,

It had really | There's no profit in it.”
“But I'm your chum, you know,
Spring ! said Bunter oeilily. He felt

sure that Spring must have a lot of cash.

“Not jolly well Likely! If you wers
you'd be continually sponging on me,
and I’m not going to have that!” |

As that was exactly what Bunter in-
tended, he naturally felt indignant. Bug
he choked his indignation down, with
an effort.

“What interest do
asked mgratiatingly.

“Penny a week on each shilling—or
less. If vou borrow sixpence——"'

“I'd rather borrow half-a-quid,” said
Bt}nt{!r; “or a qguid, if you can spare
it.”

“You won't, though. What I mean 12,
a penny is the mintmum rate. TIf the
loan’s sixpence, or even twopence, I ex-
pect a penny interest. Your minor bor-
rowed twopence of me af the station.
He will have to shell out thregpsnee next
weelk to make 1% straight.”

Bunter had his doubts. They wera
justified, for there was a really remark-
able resemhlance between William
GGeorge and Sammy, and William Georze
was, to put it mildly, hardly faroous for
the punctuality of his repayments.

“Tt seems fair enough,” he said.

“It's no end reasonable I” said Spring.
“No chap would expect to pay less.”

It was at the rate of well over four
hundred per cent. per annum. But in
charging at that rate Spring was not so
very unlike grown-up moneylenders.
And talking in pennies and shillings
seemed to lesson the grossnsss of the
charge, .

“Well, I know of a good dodee,"” zaid
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Bunter. “Lend me a bit, you know,

and the othér chaps will think 1
“That 'm a slly, soft ass!” Spring

struck -in, grinning. " Well, that won't

hurt me, and they'll find out their mis- |

take before long. You mean, you'd go
on wagging your tongue about it.’

“1 should talk in certain quarters, and
with due discretion, of course!” gaid
Bunter loftily. -

‘“Oh, T dare say!
discretion—I don’t think! Here's five
bob. You can pay me back out of Your

next ﬁﬂﬁ?&f-ﬂrder, and I sha'n’t charge |.
mterest in your ‘case. But if you hear |

of any cliap in your-Form, good: to repay
principal and interest, who is hard up
for a bit, just you let me know.
duds, mind'! That’s what I want you to
do. I'll attend to the Second, and .the
Third as well. But you can help me

with the Remove, and perhaps with gomie |

of the other Forms.”
““There’s chaps in the Sixth
*None for me, thank you! How are
you ever to make the beasts pay if they
don’t choose to—eh?®?* - -
Bunter reflected that Spring might

have as much difficulty in getéihg, such
fellows as Skinner and Bolsover major to
cash up as he would with Loder and
Carne. But he did not say so. Bunter
was quite willing to act as decoy-duck for
Spring in the Remove as long as Spring
treated him with proper consideration :
and any loss Spring made would not fall
upon Bunter’s shoulders, so that there
was 1o need for him to worry in the least
about that.

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sammy Hears Something !

¢ HERE'S that sweep of a
, I ~ Bouncer going off with fat
Sammy !” said Dicky Nu-

gent,

Gatly stared.

“What’s the matter with that?” lLe
replied.  *They suit each other a heap
better than they suit anyone else,”

“They're both rotten outsiders!”
added Myers.

“Yes; but—— Oh, never mind them,
anyway ! Come along !”

Dicky could not find words to express
exactly what he .felt, and, as he was
not much in the habit of giving his
attention to moral questions, he let it
slide, and forgot all about it. But pro-
bably the thought that was in his mind
was that, rotter as Sammy Bunter was,
and as Herbert Spring seemed to be,
the two were likely to become worse
rotters through association.

Spring had no special hiking for Bunter |

aminor. Yet it was a faect that Sammy
suited him better than anvone else in
tire Second, The rest were mere healthy,
notsy kids; and Spring was neither noisy
nor healthy—in mind, at least. Sammy,
like hig elder brother, was ready to toady
to any extent if he found it profitable;
and, though after only three or four days
the Second had already discovered that
Spring was notably tight-fisted, he would
now and then relax in favour of the
Buntera, |

The crafty-faced new junior and the
obese Sammy strolleéd together down the
road towards Pegg and ClLff House.
Sammy kicked loose stones as lie walked ;
and Spring, with hands thrust deep into
his ' trousers-pockets, and Iz shoulders
humped up, looked no better satisfied
with things in general than the scowling
Sammy,

“Where’s that filthy fat major of
yours 2" snapped Spring at lerigth.
"I dunno. How should I? I don't
1ue Macyer LiBrarY.—No. 545,

You've a fat lot of ]
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keep the beast in my pocket!” grunted
Sammy. e s

“ Well, I wanted him; but T couldn’t
find him." = & b

“Tain't my fault, 18 it? What did
you want him for?”

“That's no bizney of yours, is it ?"”

“No, I s’'pose mot. And, come to
that, I don’'t care a hang about it.- But
you'd better look out,’' Spring,  or Billy
will.do von down, He's that sort.”

“He’d find it took all his time to do

.me down. Tm pretty fiy, T can tell

you!” said Spring boastfully. - :
“You think you are, I know. All the
fellows say €o. “You ain’t very popular

| in the Second, Spring, old top "

" Who cares? - What’s the use of being
popular, anyway?’ .

"“And 1 heard Bob Cherry say that
you wers a’'grasping little cad—a regular
Shylock, in fact,” went on the agreeable
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GET ONE OF THESE CARDS.

IT is mostly on the impulse of the

moment that we fritter away our
money. If we stopped to think we should
remember that we are asked to save so
that our money may make things easier
for the brave boys * out there."” .

If you ecarry a War Savings Card in
your pocket it will be a very useful
reminder. i

You won't mind going without wour
Httle pleasures when you remember for
whom 1t is that yon are saving.

If you haven't one of these War
Savings Cards, get one to-day from any
post-office,

Each eard is divided up into thirty-one
spaces. Whenever you have 6d. to spare
you just buy a coupon at the post-office
amnd fix it on one of the spaces. As soon
as all the spaces are filled up you can
take the card to a post-office and ex-
change it for a 15s. 6d. War Savings
: Certificate. : '

In five years' time that certificate will
be worth £1.

This 13 the hest way for a patriotic
boy to put money by. Won't you try it ?

Samuel.  “Did he mean Shylock
Holmes?”

“ Sherlock Holmes, you fat young
duffer "’

“Well, what’'s the odds? If Bob

Cherry’s so ignorant, I can't help it, can
I?  Did Sherlock Holmes lend money ?
I thought he was a detective.”

“He didn't mean Sherlock Holmes;
he meant a Jew chap in one of Shakes-
peare’s plays,” said Spring morosely,

“Oh, Shakespeare's all rot—silly stuff,
I call it! But you are a bit of a Jew,
Bouncer.,”

“Just you be ecareful how you talk to
me, young Bunter! I'm not putting up

with any of your cheek.”
“I'm not_afraid of you, you know,
Bouncer. You're a funk! The chaps

all say so.”

Spring gasped. To be taunted thus
by the obese Sammy was about the limit.
But it was a very Lot day, and, though

fellow want to slay him.

Sammy was no warrior, he was by no
means above kicking, biting, and
seratching, if  assaulted. Whether
Spring was a funk or not, he had a lively
;ﬂgar for his own skin and his own com-
ort.

" Because I wouldn’t fight Marsden. 1
suppose,”” he said sneeringly. “I don't
mind telling you this, young Bunter, 1
could ick Marsden, or any other chap
in the Form—easy! T'm jolly strong,
and I can box, and I'm old—I mean, I
could——" |

“You can brag all serene!” Sammy
interrupted him, with a sniff. “ But
that doesn’t go far. If you den’t fight
the next chap you quarrel with the Form
will rag you for funking, I know—
they've ragged me. They seem to think
a fellow ought to fight to amuse them.”

“They won't eatch me on that hop,” -
Spring said. “AHl the same, I could
wipe the floor with the best man among
them, I know that,”

“Rats!” said Sammy rudely.

Spring lost his temper, and seized
Sammy by the back of the neck. ‘

“¥aroooh!” howled Sammy. “Rtop-
pit, you beast!”
“Just vou be civil, then!® said

Spring, shaking him savagely.

“I sha'n’t—I mean, I will, of course!
Don’t you like a chap to tell you the
truth, Spring 7"’

“You Bunters can’t tell the truth if
you try!” growled Spring, releasing him
with a vieious shove, -

“ Well, then, "tain’t our fault, and no-
body ought to blame us for it. But I'm
not a har. Billy is, if you like. I never
saw such a chap for pitching them.
Hallo! Here’s that red-headed kid from
Clif House! She's a bit gone on 1ne,
Bouncer—you see !

Sammy put on his most agrecable
smirk—that sort of facial ornament cal-
culated to° make g healthy-minded
It did not
arouse any such desire in Spring ; but
as his eyes followed the direction in
which Sammy’s were gazing, with an
expression I them that reminded one
of the look of a boiled codfish’s eves, his
face went pale, and he bit his lower lip.
. Yet there was nothing really terrify-
ing 1 the aspect of either Miss Molly
Gray, the CHff House junior, with the
brilliant mane of red hair, or in that of
her dark-haired companion,

“I say, Bunter—S8ammy—Ilet's
back. I don’t care
tered Spring,

“1 do,” replied the gallani Sammy.
“Catch me turning bauﬁ! Come on!
Ill—what do you call 1t *—produce
you know,"

It looked as though Sammy would
have little chance of either introducing—
which was no doubt what he meant—or
of producing Spring, for the new boy
turned abruptly.

’ “1 say, don’t be bashful, you know:
I'm not,” said the fatuous Sammy;,
catching him by the arm. *“I get on
with girls like a giddy house on fire.
You just watch!”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!" muttored
Spring, trying to wrench his arm away.

But Sammy held on. The fact of the
matter was that Sammy was just a trifle
doubtful of his ability to keep up his
end in a econversation with two girls.
Moreover, he did not veally believe that
Molly Gray had cast the eye of favour
ann him ; or, if he did, he was capable
of believing against all the evidence,
e was counting upon the cool and
ready-tongued Spring to do the talking,
while he stood and fascinated the little
red-headed girl with his beautiful beiled-
codfish orbs,

" Thpring—Herbert Thpring 1"

" Bhe’s spotted me!” proaned Spriog.

: turn
about girls!” mut-

you,

. ““Oh, here’s a beastly mess!"
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It was Molly Gray who had called.
Spring saw that it was no use fo attempt |
a bolt now. He turned with a sullen
face, dhd lifted his hat as the girl came |
P,

She did not hold out her hand. Spring |
did not hold out his. lle seemed rather |
inclined to lurk behind Rammy Bunter.
Moliv's companion stood a little aside,
as if vealising that this meeting was not
a very pleasant one for the ftwo con-
cerne

But H:ltuun hml no notion of standing

asile., He wanted to hear all that he
r.-m_ald. : )
“Yes, it's me.” Spring said sullenly.

“ But I'd no ][1L¢! you were anywhere
dtmu this way,

“T am at Cliff Jlouthe,” answered
Molly, who lisped. “*T did not expect to
thee  you— -and in Greyfriarth ecolourth,
too !

“W 1, what’s the matter with that?’
mumbled Spring, flushing, and looking
at her in a manner intended to suggest |
that it would be wrong for her to say
ton much.

But it was possible thal the ideas of |
Miss Gray and those of Master Ilerbert |
Spring as to what was too much differed.

“1 thouldn’t have thought they would

have had you,” said the small girl
frankiy.

“T.ook liere, yon know, you don't
want to talk like that—before this fat
ass, too!”

“I thall thay what I like! You know
I don’t like youn, Herpert Lhpring. 1

just hate vou!”

And she spoke as if she meant 1t,

“1 don't care,” said Spring sullenly.
‘ ‘-"r.'hatﬁ a kid like you kuow about
“HHF

know that you got my brother into
trouble, and that he would have beeu
tlE}EHEd B

“Oh, shut up!” =aid Spring savagely.
“1t will he the worse for you i you,
don’t ! |

“Do you think T am afraid of yow,
coward!” flashed the child.

She was under twelve, Spring was
understood to be about twelve. But
there looked years of difference between
the two.

“1'll protect vou, Miss Gray,”

Saminy, rather tl'EﬂlHlﬂ'LlF].T :

It was too good am opportuniiy to be

sa1d

missed, Sammy thought. But he did
hope that no protection would he
needed,

“Non!*

Yolumes could not heve told of more
scorn than was conecentrated into that
single  word. Somehow, the Bunter
brothers did not exactly go down at
Chff House. .

“(Get away, you* fat voung cad!”
suapped Spring. “You're only trying
to hear all vou ean, vou rotter !

“Oh, am 17 I'm doing nothing of the
sort, Bouncer! And, anyway, I've as
much right here as you have; and I'm
not going io cleay out to please you,
that's flat! BEEidF'H NMiss Gray may
ne-?fl my protection.”

“She’ll jolly well need somebody’s if
she 1sn't particularly caveful!” bnariﬂ.f_l.
Spring. his face old and wvicious.

“She'th not afraid, anyway,” retorted
Molly. “Ruat I don't want to tell
Thammy Buuter all about vou. He'th
not a nithe boy at all, and if T were you
I wouldnt go abont with him.  Aud
he'th ouly 1n the Thecond.™

“Well, so’s Spring,” said Sammy, in
evident surprise,
“Dou't be thilly! How ean he lm

W hm} he’th ath old as Harvry Wharton ¥ 3

‘My. hat! That's news!” gasped
Sammy,
“Rot!  You don't know anything
about my age,” ;.tlﬂ"&TlF'l.’l Npiring.
“Oh, indecd ! T should think T ought
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‘ Sammy’s prnteetmu not wanted ! (See Chapter 6.) ]

to, whei vou lived nextht ﬂﬂm
a few monthth ago—didn't 17’

“T'm thirteen next birthday.”’

“Fifteen last birthdayv, vou mean!”
retorted the uusparing CLff House girl.
“But. of courthe, vou were alwayth o
dunthe in the thehool, 1 know that,
Where do voun live new when wyou are
at home?”’

“Find' out for yourself!” snarled
Spring. “1'm not going to telk you all
my business,”

“J don't want to hear it. Thome of
it wathn't verv honetht before, and 1
don’t thuppothe you've improved much.
Ynu don’t look as if von had, anyway !”? |

“Leave my looks alone! 1 don't see
why you want to pitch on to me at all,
We could pass Hl'l.’hﬂ-l_lt speaking, I sup-

to us {1l] l

pose, couldn’t we?’
I've

“Yeth. but

i, H‘m thee,

friendth at (}lF"i’f[‘lﬂ.Ith - |

“Me and others,” said Sammy im-
portautly. “Reﬂll}', I don’t think you
ought to be #o rude to thp vonng lady,
Spring—I1 don’t, really. f she Lknows
anything bad about you, tlu: best thing
she can do is to tell 1t out straight. I'm
to be trusted, I suppose?”

Miss (iray pointedly ignored Buuter.

“There'th Algy Merton at High-
cliffe, too., Thpring,” she s«aid. “1
guelh vou'd better keep out of Algy’s
way unleth you want thingth to come
ont,”

“That beast?” groaned Spring, 1
thought he'd left I |

“He came back. I shall leave vou to
him, 1 thmmk—that would be betht. Algy
will know how to deal with a '

“Just you stop! Don't veu dare to
say another word before this fat ead or

Iﬂ
He flourished his fist in her face, His
own face was convulsed with rage, and,

though he mav not have intended to
'-‘-5:1111# her, he looked «quite capable
ol 1t

Sanmuny shrank back. If Miss Gray
despised his protection it would be im-
preper for hmun to force it upon her—
especially as there seemed some need for
1t Now,

Liat !

“My If that Gad Bounecer isn't

going to hita girl !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Spring Fights !

T was Dicky Nugent who spoke thus,
appearing suddenly round a corner,
with Gatty, Myers, Hop Hi, and

mylvester.

“You h{::wiing cad, Bouncer!” roared

Gatty. :
“I—~I—— Oh, look here! I wasn't
going to hit her, you know! I was only

tlumtenmg her 1’ stammered Bpring.
I dou’t think he would have dared to

hit me,” said Molly Gray, with a toss of
her red mane. ““He ith a coward !
“Wihat was 1t all about?” asked
Myers,
All the new-comers knew Molly by
sight, if they had never spoken to her

before, and there was no shyness on the -
part of any of them but *wglveut(*r who
was somewhat more sensitive than the
rest,

“1 don't think I want to tell yous
Thpring can tell if he liketh. But I
don’t think he will. Pleathe do not

thpealk to me if you thee me again,
Herbert Thpring! 1 do net with to
know you. Come along, Bella !"

The two small girls hurried off.
Spring would have hurried off also:
but there was no chance for hi to do

that. he five new-comers crowded
round him and Sammy. Sammy did
not want to clear out. He felt 1m-

portant, for he had got hold of the tail.
of a sccret. It was only the tail, and
the body seemed still completely hidden
in the burrow, so to say; but Sammy
had his hopes of finding out more later
—and of making his profit out of it.
There was- nothing high-minded about
Samuel Tuckless.

“ Now, then, you swenp
“What were you after? Hitting a girl,
eli? Oh, crikey, am 't you a giddy dig-
grace to thi} Form 7"

“To the schoal,”
grﬁvely.

‘Bouneel hitee galee—not have pluck
hitee one of us,” added Hop Hi.

“Tll jolly soon hit you, wou littie
yvellow-faced savage!” ﬁn&pped Spring.

“ Muchee thankee!”™ veplied Hop Hi.
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Thete was nothing quarrelsome about
the little Chinee; but he really seemed
to want Spring to hit him. Hop Hi
had learned some lessons at Greyfriars;
it was not his home-training that made
him indignant with the new jumior.

“Not whiie I'm here!” said Dicky
Nugent hotly. “Now, Bouncer, we
know yon don't cotton to fighting; but
vou can’t do this sort of thing and get
off scot-free. You'll have to fight one
of us—me or Gatity or Myers, I mean.”

“That's right!” murmured Myers.

“Better be me,” said Gatty trucu-
lently., | )

“Or me,” Sylvester said, very quietly
indeed.

“Notee leavee me out!” protested
Hop Hi. _

“Oh, rot!"” said Dicky uneasily. He
had a shrewd suspicion that Spring, if
forced to fight; would prove overweight
for either Hop Hi or Syivester. ** Now,
Bouncer, you cad, you'il fight one of us
three—" '

“One of us five!” corrected %ﬁlvest_cr.

“Heal, heal!” said Hop Hi He
say, ‘“Hesar, hear!”

““Oh, one of us five, then!” Dicky
said, conceding the point. “But I'm
not going to throw Sammy in, so you
can’t choose him. ¥You'll fight one of
ug five, or we ll rag you bald-hcaded !”

“7 shall firht !" aaid Spring sul.enly.

“ Which 7" ﬂﬁ.l:zil Dicky eagerly.

“Me!” snapped Gatty. “I'm about
hig weight.” . _

That was exactly the reason, however,
why Spring had no intention of select-
ing CGatty. Myers he also passed over
without considering him. He was not so
sure of Dicky., Dicky was slight, and
Spring did not know that, for a

meant to

youngster of his age, he was quite a re-
doubtable warrior. But he guessed that |

t' ¢ admitted Form leader would be no
cduffer. ‘

Hop Hi or Sylvester—which?  After
a moment's thought he decided aguinst
the Chinee, It was likely he might
have Oriental tricks of fighting which
would prove troublesome to meet.

“T'H tuke on that Lttle American
bounder,” Spring said sulkily. “I don’t
want to fight, mind yon, 1 can’t see
that there’s anvthing at all to fight for.
I could lick the best man of you; but
1 choose him because it will be the
casiest job.”

“ Right-ho !"" said Sylvester. _

“Aint he a giddy hero?’ jeered
Myers. ]

“I don't pretend to be anything of
the sort,” Bpring said. “I can't sce
any use in fightmg. I don’t believe n
it anywhere or anyhow.”

“You don’'t believe
gasped Gatty. )

“Of course I don't. It’s all silly rot!
What's the use of fighting the Huns
when we might have kept out of it and
made pots of money by supplying them
with things at top pricesi"

“My hat! What a—a Oh, I don’t
know what to call you!” yelled Dicky.

Sylvester was taking off his upper

arments. He looked very resolute,

o one at Greyfriars had ever seen him
fight, and he had done very uttle bﬂ?[-
ing ;: but there was the fighting look in
his face now. He came of a stock thay
had fighting blood in it. _ _

Spring, Pacifist of the dirtiest kind
though he might be, looked altogether
too much for him, however. As he took
off jacket and waistcoat and rolled up
his sleeves it was evident that he was
far better developed muscularly than
thie little, sitm American.

There were biceps on Spring’s arms—
quite visible biceps. Sylvester’s had to
be taken on faith. Spring had a chest
pearly twice as wide as the other fag's,
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in the war?”’

IHe had a much longer reach. And, by
the mammer in which he squared up, he
appeared to have a much more exien-
sive knowledge of the game. g

The four looked on with apprehension.
But Sammy Bunter nned. Sammy
was not fond of Sylvester, though he
sponged upon him whenever possible,

The little American showed no trace
of funk. From the very outset he was
overmatched; yet he stuck to it like a
hero, Spring knocked him about almost
a5 he echose; but in return he did
mahage to get home one or two punches
which hurt S8pring, and it was plain that
Spring greatly dishked being hurt.

s E, cmmﬂe! We never ought to
have let this start!” groaned Dicky, as
Sylvester struggled up for the third
fime '

“We can’t stop it mow.  But he'd
better give in—it’s no sort of wuse”
Myers said dismally.

Gatty did not speak; but his hands,
big for a kid of his age, clenched hard,
and his burlly chest heaved. )

“Svlvestel licked,”” said Hop _Hi
sorrowfully, a moment later,

COMICS’ CORNER.

“COMIC CUTS,” 1id.

(War-time Price Only.)

Three hundred laughs for three-ha'pence!
That is how * Comic Cuts ™ can be described.
And then there are the thrills in the tales,
It is what our gallant lads in khaki call a
Posh (that means A 1) paper, preduced in a
Pukka (that is tip-top) manner.  Comic Cuts ®
is the tavourite of our Forces on sea and land
and voted champion! And it's a national
necessity, for, despite rations, it makes you
laugh and grow fat. The storiez, like the
comi¢ pictures, cannot be bheaten!

No other paper like it! A chum who always
kceps you cheerful! Yes, it's indeed cham-
pion! 8o get a copy to-day, and plaece a
regular order for “Comlic Cuts,” and you'll
be wise in war-time,

It was even so. The champion of
Molly Gray, the chosen opponent of her
would-be assaulter, could not struggle
up agzamn. He lay panting, his ohve
face Bruiﬂed
looked down upon him with an exultant
grin.

But Molly would not have despised
her champion, defeated though he was;
and his conquerer had no one’s admira-
tion but his own—not even Sammy
Bunter s, 3

“Now me!” said Gatlty grimly,

Spring’s face changed on the instant.

“Here, I say, none of that!" he pro-
tested., **The agreement was that I
ghould fight one of you—whichever 1
chose, E\Vell, I chose Sylvester, and

I've licked him. That's good enough,
ain't it?" . ‘
“Not by long chalks, it's mnot!’

answered Gatty.

Dicky helped Sylvester up, |

“Never mind, kid!” he said consol-
mgly.

“Y don’t mind—at least, not so very
much !’ panted Sylvester., I thought
he'd lick me, He’s stronger——"' ;

“ And ever so much older |” chipped n
Sammy Bunter.

and battered; and Spring |

NOW ON
SALE.

“Bhurrup |7 hissed Spring in Sammy's
ear.

“What do
Myers curious

‘Nothing—at least, nok much, you
know. I—[——"

“Are you going fto take me on,
Spring 1"’ roared Gatty.

“Not if I know it!" roturned Spring
resolutely.

Gatty was taking off his jacket and
E_aist&&at. Spring hastened to put on

18,

“ Look here, let me give him toko[”
pleaded Myeors.

“No, me !” snapped Dicky.

“ BSphng bettel like to ﬁg{lt me !” said
Hop Hi

“I'm not going to fight any of you.
I’'ve done all that——"'

“Think vou're going to get out of what
you deserve for Eveing suchh a cad as to

Fnu mean, fatty?” asked
y.

hit a girl ” *
“] didn’t hit her! DBunter wmunor
knows that. I never meant to.”

“By heking a kid not half your

weight |” stormed Gatty, with some
slight exaggeration.
“Well, vyou gave me my chorwee,” re-

plied Spring sulkily.

Then from over the hedge came the
sharp notes of Mr. Quelch's voice, or so
it seemed. ;

“What arc you boys deing there? To
me 1t looks very suspiciously as if you
had been fighting 1"

“Oh. hang! There’s Quelchy!”
groaned Dicky. ‘“Let's clear!”

Mr. Quelch was the master of another
Form, but he was also the right-hand
man of Dr. Locke, Head of Greviriars,
and the Second held him in considerable
awe.

“ Where 18 he 7 asked Gatty, hurrymg
on his jacket.

“Can't see him. But that was his
voice all serene,” Myers said.

“Come along, Sylvester, old
said Dicky. ‘“Now then, Hop Hi, chase
yourself! But you wait till we catch
you out in some more of your rotten
caddishness, Bouncer! You won’t have
any choice then. You'll jolly well get
me on top of you!"

“No, me !” corrected Gatty.

“ All of us!"” said Myers emphatically.

‘The five went, and Spring stood grin-
g,

“I can't see Quelchy,” said Sammy
Bunter, completely puzzled.

“He wasn’t there,” answered Spring.

“Wha-a-at? That was his voice, I
know jolly well!”

5 .&'Llf the same, ‘he wasu't there. Come
on, you fat young lout! I've a good
mind to tan your hide, but I'll lef you
off this time,”

Sammy was as .obiuse as his major,
Either might have been expected to seo
through such a happening as this, or the
calling of Mrs. Mimble from the shop,
but neither did.

'—

sport 1"

THE EIGETH CHAPTER.

* Jointly and Severally !*’
6 AY back next week?” said
F Spring. 4
“(Oh, yes, you can count on

that all serene,” replied Bol-
sover major off-handedly. “Can't he,
Nap?”

“Oui, oui, mon ami!” said Napoleon
Dupont, the French junicr, who shared
Bolsover’s study.

It was by no means certain that Napo-
leon properly understocd the transaction
just put through, but it was very much

is way to say “OQui, oui!” when Bol-
sover asked for his support. Napolcon
had not exactly loved Bolsover at the
outset, but they were very gooll friends
now.



Every Monduy;

Spring departed, with a sly grin on his
face. He bhad just lent Bolsover major
ten shillings on an understanding, backed
by an I O U, that Bolsover should hand
him twelve-and-six a week later.

This rate was more than the penny per
bob per week which Spring had told
Bunter was the interest he meant to
charge. But Bpring no doubt intended
that as a minimum nterest, not as a
A X 1Imun.

The Bhylock of the Second—Spring
had not been given that name yet, but 1t
was on its way—had already several
clients in the Remove. |

There was Billy Bunter, of course.
Spring would have had no difficulty in
doing without any other client if he had
been willing to lend all that Bunter was
wiling to berrow. Whatever capital he
had for his. moneylending enterprise,
Bunter quulg have taken over, h}%mthei
cating for the purpose any number o
dubions postal-orders,

But that was not quite the way Spring
did business. He had let Bunter have
five shillings—as a gift. That was what
it came to. It hurt him to part with the
sum, but he fancied he saw his profit in
doing so.

Provided that those who had borrowed
of him had paid up principal and interest,
that investment mght prove profitable,
for it was largely owing to Bunter’s tout-
ing that Bolsover, Skinner, Snoop, Btott,
Trevor, and Rake of the Remove had
suffercd their names to appear in Spring’s
black pocket-baok.

Of all these, however, Dick Rake wazs
the only one who could absclutely be de-
pended upon to keep his word. Bolsover
and Trevor would pay some time, but
even that eould not said with cer-
tainty abont the other three.

Temple of the Upper Fourth had con-
descended to borrow a pound m a tem-
porary dearth. Kenney of the same
Form had been obliged to the extent of
halt-a-sovereign. Temple wounld pdy;
Kemney might or might not. With all
his eunning, Spring was not yet equal to
sorting out the sheep from the goats—or,
Eﬁf the black sheep from the rest of the

Spring cared nothing for games. Mrv.
Twigg found him dull in Form. But
there was na lack of keenness, no sign of
dullness about him when money was con-
cerned. He seemed almost to live for
that. Such a pursuit is common enough
among men, but it seldem takes so strong
a hold upon a boy of Spring’s age.

But Spring’s age was something of a
mystery. Sammy Bunter had let drop
another hint or two, and there had been
quite a lot of talk in the Second about it.
Some of the Remove bad got wind of the
doubt, and Harry Wharton remembered
how on the day of the new boy’s arrival
he had thought him uncommonly old-
looking for a Second-Former,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!” sounded the
stentorian voice of Bob Cherry. “ Here’s
the giddy hero. Taken on anybody else
since  you settled young Sylvester,
Spring 1" |

Spring stopped e had to stop, for
the Famous Five were across his path,
and they showed no disposition to make
way for lhim.

“There wasn't much of the hercic
about that,” growled Johnny Bull. “ The
kid ain’t up to this young sweep's
weight.”

“Not by a
agreed Inky.

“Or his age'!” put in Frank Nugent.

“What is your age, Spring?” de-
manded Bob Cherry. “Is it true that
you oughi to be in the giddy Sixth if it
went by that? You do lock a bit ancient
about the mug for the Second, when a
chap comes to think of it.”

“It’s nothing to do with you!” an-

chalkfully long interval!”
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swered Spring sulkily, ‘ But, as & mat-
ter of fact, I shall be thirtecn next
birthday.” :

., And the rest!” Wharton said, look-
mg at the fag with unconcealed distaste.
““See here, SBpring, we don’t want any of
your rotten moneylending dodges in the
Remove! Keep off the grasa. That's a
word of warning to you if you have the
sense to take it.”

“Whao maid I'd been lending. to any-
one in your Form? And what’s it to do
with you f I have? They don't need
%aruteﬂ.ing against a chap in the Second,

suppose? Anyway, you needn’'t be
afraid that I shall get offering a lean to
any of you. Will you let me pass,

please "

“When we've finished with you!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Wharton! Bull! Cherry! Why

are you barring the passage in that un-
seemly manner? I will not allow horse-
play. How many tites must I tell you
that 7"

The tones were the tones of Myr. Paunl
Prout, master of the Fifth.
the Famous Five locked round Mr. Prout
was nowhere to be seen.

They let Spring pass, however., Tt was
not weorth while to fall out with Mry.
Prout over a person of so little conse-
guenoe as ing.- :

He passed, with a sly grin. Hardly
were the five round the corner before the
bulk of William George Bunter stood in
his way.

“Spring, old top, you're the very fel-
low T wanted to see !’ said the Owl of
the Remove affectionately.

“Rats! You're not the fellow I want
to see, anyway!” returned Spring un-
pleasantly. '

“T want you to—-"

“Well, T wo™t! You can save your
breath. I don’t care what it is, though
I can guess easily enough. I won’t!”

; %*hﬂ Owl looked at him very reproach-
ully,

“And you call that being chummy,
Spring !’ he said, with pathos.

“1 don’t eall it anything of the sort!
I don’t want to be chummy!™ Spring
rephed,

“Oh, very well! Perhaps youw'd like
those fellows you were -talking to just
now to know how old you I‘Eﬂflf are?”’

It appeared that, for some reason or

- other, Spring would net like this in the

least, He flushed, and shuffled his feet
in an uneasy manner quite unlike his
usual assurance.

“You don’t know anvthing about
that,” he said, with an effort.

“But I know who does, and T can
find out,” answered Bunter. ‘‘Queer
thmmg they should call you Herbert, too,
ain’t 7 You're down on the roll-call as
Conrad Arthur.”

“That's my name, you silly chump!”

“Oh, really! 1 wonder what that red-
headed kid at Chff House would say
abont that?”’

“T'Il elay that fat little beast of a
brother of yours!” hissed Spring.

“Pa as you like about that,” returned
William George, with- lamentable lack
of interest in what might chance to
Samuel Tucklese. “But lend me ten
bob, anyway!”

“You won't go and blab—-" .

“8pring, old pal, did yon ever know
me to let & echum dewn 7 Bunter asked
reproachfully. :

He got his ten shllings, though
Spring hated parting, It was black-
mail. Bunter knew that, and Spring
knew it. But Bunter did not mind;
Spring dared not refuse.

The Shylock of the Second passed on,

feeling distinctly less pleased with him-

self.
“Hallo I said Dicky Nugent.
Dick had not epoken to Spring for

But when

Three-halfpence. i1

three days or mare. e did not leok
iriendly now, |

“Well?” gaid Spring.

" Some of us owe you five bob,” said
Dicky.,

“8ix!” was Spring’s terse reply.

“You're a rotten Shylock! But here
you are., I've had a remittance this
morning. You needn't say anything to
the other chaps. ['m settling up for
them all, because I don’t like having
myself or any of my chioms in debt to
a rotter like you—see?"

Spring ecowled at the frankness of this
speech, but took the money.

e - cllnean’t' matter about the paper we

Isigned, * said Dick contemptuously.
‘You needn’t think you can get the
dibs out of us twice!?

"Do you .suppose I'm
enarled Spring.

“"Well, yes—that's just about what T
do suppose,” said Dicky, 1 say, you
needn’t bother ahout speaking to me in
future, Spring. T should see if T couldn't
get a bift into the Third if 1 were you.
The Second has had a bit too much of
vou already.”

Spring was left to muse upon his
growmg unpopularity. He could not
quite understand it, for he saw no objec-
tion to his ewn methods.

It was later in the day that Teddy
Myers approached him.

“Look here, Bouncer,
thinking,” said Myers.
"1 shouldn’t bether if T were yon,”
Spring said.  “You're net really cut
out for that sort of thing.”

. "Dan’t you try to be funny, or you'll
jolly well get your ugly head punched |
We owe you five bob, same of ue.”

“8Bix 1” Bpring said. He had not for-
gotten that in actual fact none of them
now owed him anything., But ho saw
no use in telling Myeve that—as yet,
anyway.

“8Bhyvlock 1"

The name was getting fixed.

Spring glared at Teddy Myers.

“Tt was the bargain ¥ he said,

“Oh, T know what a chap you are for
sticking to a bargain—when it suits
von!” enorted Mvyers. “*There was
Sylvester.” -

Spring’s defeat of the lifile American
seemed to have done mueh to make him
unpopular. Rederick Svivester, who
was rather a delicate kid, had had to go
to the sanatorium next day; and,
though he had been out zgain within
twenty-four hours. the Second generally
were angry at the manner in which
‘Bpring had pasted one certainly not up
to hig fighting weight.

And not enly the Second. Pick
Delarey, the South Afirican jumior in
the Remove, had given Spring a lecture
couched In a very sarcastic vein, and
Bob Cherry had referred to the affair.

“Bvlvester wanted to fight me!”
sa1d Spring,

“8o did I—and Gatiy—and Nugent
minor, but you didn’t take us onl! I
want to now—are von on?”

“No, I'm not!l I've told
I don’t like flighting, I
were going to cash up for— )

“So I am! Makes me sick to think
we should be in debt to such a sweep as
you, Spring! T had a bit this after-
noon, and I've borrowed a bob or two
to make up the money llcre you arve!l
You had better keep dark about it o
the rest. They would say I was a silly
aes to settle with yaou, p'r'aps.”

One moment Spring hesitated. Then
he put cut his hand, and took the prof-
fered maney.

Mvers swung away without another
word,

Spring took-a paper out of his pocket,

“Jointly or severally {” he muttered.
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“That méans that T could call upon any
one of the cads to settle up, and it’s
past time—well, 1t will be to-merrow,
anywav., 1t ain’t my fault if two of
them come along and pay me—I never
asked for it :
sav anything to each other; they both
goomoed to want it kept dark.”

He~did ot foel quite easy. But what
ironbled himy wes not econscience.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Tried hy His Form !

bi ATLO! Here's a stroke of

H Inck 1" said George Adalbert
Gatty.

e had just opened a

latter which had reached him by the
afternoon post. end bhad found a postal-
order inside 1t )

Neither Mvers nor Dicky
(hanced to be there
Pethifer were,

“You'd better cash up to that beast
Douncer,” remarked Castle, who was
ine of those ‘““jointly and severally ”
responsible, and who liked Spring no
better than Dicky Nugent & Co. did,

“(Oh, had 177 growled Gatty.

He turned the ten-shilling postal-order
over and over in his hands thoughtiully.
i‘astle’s suggestion struck him as worth
considering.

“1 should, if T had that. Tell you
what, If you will, I'll owe you half of
1t, and pay vou out of my pocket-
money—a bobh a week.”

“1 gay, though, Castle, where do
voung Nugent and young Myers come
in, if you and Gatty are going to settle
up ! asked Pettifer. **And the rest of
138, come fo that., We're all 1n 1t. I'll
g0 sixpence a week for a fortnight to
clear it off. 1 hate Bouncer!”

*Blow Dicky and Myers! Blow the
reat of you! Do you think I'in 8o etingy
that { mind?” Gatty growled. *'I'll go
-i":]_nf{ see the roftey now, if I can find
Y.

“There's Sammy  Bunter,” . said
Clastle, " He'd know, very likely, Hi,
sammy ! Where's vour chum Bouncer?”

“Ho's not my ehum—I've done with
the rotter!” squeaked Sammy. “ Why,
he wanted me to pay back fourpence for
that two d. I borrowed from him the
Hay e came! What do you_think of
that ¥ iy

““1 should just have paid him the two-
pence and told him to whistle for the
rest,”  said Pettifer. “You didn’t
promiise him any mnterest. Bob Cherry
saya he’s a beastly young Shylock!”

“I cadn't v him any,” replied
Sammy,  “Why should I?7 He lends
my fat beast of a major cash without
asking for 1t baek, and I know more
about the rotter than Billy does! I shall
%Glll;fiwml let it cuf, too, if he isn't care-
11 0 S |
_ " Stow all that! We ain’t interecsted
i blackmailing," said Gatty roughly.
“Where 13 Bouncer ¥’

*1 saw him under the elms a few
momanta ago,” answered Sammy.

.The trio found hin under the elms
still, Sammny followed them, and looked
curiously when he gathered that they
meant to repay a debt. The idea of
aomg anything in that wav—unless
forced—struck the virtuous Samuel as
decidedly queer,

“Well, T dou't know any particular
reason why you should cash up.” said
Suring, when Gatty had gruffly ex-
- plained his misaion. ' '

Spring was suspicious. . He began to
waonder whethor this could possibly be
ouly a string of coincidences. Tt looked
te_him very much like a put-up job.

But Gatty’s manner convinced him
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I don’t suppose thev’ll

Nugent |
Dut Castle and |

-goon,’” Dicky replied.

that it was not, and he suceumbed to the
temptation to tale ihe amount a third
time.

“It's no bizney of vours which of us
pays 1t!" growled .Gatty., “We don't
cotton to beililg in your debt, lemme tell
vou, Just you hand over that paper you
got ns to sign, After that you needn’t
?pfﬁl}i to any of us until you're spoken
0 !

Spring tool the postal-order, gave
four shillings change, and brought the
paper out of his pocket.

His hand shook. He was mnervous.
But the thought that he might as well
be hanged for a sheep as a lamb came to
him, and he hoped that Gatty would
say nothing to the other two. |

“He's trembling with joy at getting
i, " said (lastle contemptuously.
““Meney's all right, but I wounldn't like
%} ?}arﬁ as much about it as this pig does.

“Don't let on to Dicky and Myers till
they say something,” said Gatty to the
other two. '

“Right-ho!” answered Castle
Pettiter together.

None of them thought of Sammy
Bunter, who had rolled away without
making a remark on the proceeding he
thought so queer.

He rolled off to Liftle 8ide, and found
Dmk; and Myers at cricket.

“He, he, he! T could tell you chaps
something !” he chuckled.

and

“Yes, a thumping big lie, I dare |

say!” said Dicky.

“ Nothing of the sort!
for ance—I mean, I never do tell lies,
Nugent, you beast! - This is gospel.
(atty’s paid Bouncer. He. he, Ilzml!
Never thought the chap would be such
an ass! 1 wouldn't, vou bet!™

“@atty's done what?”

“You're gassing, voung Bunter!"

“Ask Gatty, if you don’t believe me.
He's got that paper back, too. T don't
fancy Shylock’s going to do much trade
m the Second. %verybﬂdj seems to bar
the beast. I know I sha’n’t pay him
what I owe him. I don't think he de-
serves to be paid.”

“Gatty! Obh, Tsav! 1 paid the rotter
after dinner!” gasped Diecky.

“And 1 paid him after
shouted Myvers.

“Come along, Teddy!
to be seen into.”

Off went Dicky and Myers, all thought
of cricket forgotten. Sammy rolled after

classes |

This has got

them.
Spring was not to be found. He had
prudently mizzled. But Gatty was

hunted up, and notes were comparted.

No room for - doubt was offered,
Bouncer had accepted repavment of the
debt three times over; and there was
not enough charity in the =Second—at
any rate, where Spring was concerned—
to suggest that he might only have done
it as a joke.

He turned up for prep, but got a seat
near the door, and ~had dodged
before anvone could grab him. He
vanished with despatch almost miracu-
lous, and at bed-time—which was fairly
early for the Second, of course—was
still absent.

“The rotter knows wa shall take it out
of his hide!” growled Gafity, as he hegan
to undress. '

“Well, he's bound

to come along

“Unless he
Pettifer.

runs  awav,” suggesztad

S Jolly good job if he doss!" said
Myers fervently.

“What! AYith our oof?" snapped
Gatty, '

“Worth more than twelve bob to get

rid of Bouncer,” Myers snid,
The Becond in geveral agreed. The

Second had had quite ewough of youne

It's the truth

out |

Shylock, They could see no redeeming
trait 1n him, '

“Here he comes!” said Castle, just as
most of them were getting into bed.

. Castle’s bed was near the door. The
footsteps of Spring were light and rather
stealthy, but he had twigged them.

Then Wingate's voice spoke.

“All right, kid. Report to me if
there’s any bullying. Ve don’t allow
new kids fo be put upon; though I must
say you look hefty enough to deal with
anyone in vour Form, if need be.”

It was Wingate's vowe, C(Castle felb
sure of that. But the.queer thing was
that he could not hear Wingate's step;
and the foot of the captain of Greyiriars,
lithe athlete though he was, fell more
heavily than that of Spring of the
Hecond.

Not only Castle heard. At least a
dozen others caught the words, and,
more than that, heard Spring’s reply.

“*Thanks, Wingate! Of course, 1
don’t like sneaking; but I can’t stand
much more, and I thought it best to
speak to you about 1t.”

Again Castle listened for the skipper’s

step. He could not hear it, and he won-
dered.  Iis suspicion was vague. He
did not see through Spring’s dodge, for
he lacked the eclue—the elue which
Sammy Bunter might have supplied had
lie not been so thick-headed: or Billy
Bunter, but for the double difficulty of
thick-headediness equal to his minor’s,
and absence from the scene.
Spring came in, and faced the day-
light, for it was still practically broad
day, though bed-time for the Second—
more than a scove of accusing aud con-
ternptuous faces.

Ile tried to brazen it out, walking
straight to his bed, sud beginning to
undress withoul, a word.

“You swindling  cad!” piped Dicky

Nungent. * You awful outsider !”

A storm of hisses followead,

Spring’s  face was  pale, and he
trembled. Dut still he made some show

of bravado,

“It was only a joke,” he said. 1
wanted to see how big gsses you chaps
could be. And you daren’t touch me!
You'll have Wingate on your track if
vou do. Besides, the paper said jointly
and severally, and that “means that
could get the moeney back from anyone
who signed it. Well, T've got it. If
(tatty and Myers and Nugent minor all
wanted to pay me, 1 don't see why I

should object.”

“You gay it was a joke?"’ roared
Gatty. |

“Yes. So it was. X howling joke, T .
call 1t !

. Y

But Spring did not look as though he
were really enjoying the joke greatly.

“Then you mean to hand our cash
back?” snapped Myers.

But even yet Spring had no intention
of doing that if it could be avoided,

“Well, vou see——"" he began,

“Do you or don't yon?" velled Dicky.

“1 don't see why I should. Tt wus
jJointly or severallv. If you don’t know
what plain Ungheh means, it ain’t my
fault.”

“We know what plain swindling is,
anvway ! said Castle. -y

“Give the young rotier a Form tvial,”
suggeated Marsden,

The suggestion was" received with
acclamation. The Becond rather liked
Form trials, anyway, and here was real
occasion for one,

“You'll have Wingate along if

“Hang Wingate! Who cares for him,
anyway?”' chitped Dicky. “*You won't
get out of 1t that way, Bouncer!”

Spring was dragged out of bed, The
light was failing partially now. but
there was still plenty for a {rial. Dicky

¥i

" slected himself judge, and put a chair
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upon a_washstand. As an interesied
party, Dicky Nugent was not really a
very clhigible judge; but such small con-
siderations as that weighed little with
the Becond.

The eulprit was placed in a dock
formed by putting four chairs tnﬁether
%0 make an enclosure, and Gatty, Myers,
Castle, and Hop i sat on the four
chairs to keep nm penmned.

“Velly nice,” said Hop Hi. * Makee
Bounce! squilm !”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Diseaveries ! _
PRING was already squrming

somewhat, He did not like this.

He might be able to bear the con-

tempt of his Form, though he was
not so thick-skinned that that failed to
get home on him. But more than con-
tempt was coming %o him now. _

“JLets have the giddy evidence,” said |
Dicky magistenally,

“Here, hold on! TI'll eash up, if you'll
agree to say no more about it,” put in
© Bpring.

“You’ll cash up—we’ll see to that!”
growled Gatty. “ But we're going to
say a jolly lot more about it.”

“And do a jolly lot more, toe,” added
Myers.

“Balence m court!” sang out Dicky.
“Praps I'd better give my cvidence
first, as it séems I cashed up first—which |
shows I wasn’t stich an ass as the other |
P Oh, does it1" snapped Gatty

“Oh, does i1t¥’ sna atty. |

“ Not likely }” said Myers.

“What's all this about? Getl o your |
beds, before I come in and lay an ash-
plant about you!*

It was—or seemed to be—the voice of
Wingate, and it came from outside the
door—or it seemed to come thenceé,

There was an immediate scuttle for
't-hg safe huh;ﬁﬁr of the theeta. - '

Spring wo keep. But if Wingate
arrived aqn the scene there Wﬂuﬁg be
trouble for someone.

But, while others scutiled for their
beds, Castle made for the deaor, Again,
though a hush had followed the momen-
tary exclamation of Myers, he had failed |
to cateh the well-known sound of Win-
gate’s Tootsteps, which ought certainly |
to have been audible.

Castle was not slow of brain, and his
suspiolons had already been aroused.
Heo acted boldly, Risking everything,
he flung open the door.

Wingate was not there.

“It's spoof!” howled (astle. *"That
c¢hap’s a—a—— ; you know—like
Sammy’s beastly brother!”

“What, a ventriloguiser 7"
Gatty. | '

“ Yegr, that's
“1 know

howled |

it 1"’ eried Sammy Bunter, |
now. I really knew before,
b]lt 23 ]

“Hallo! He's bolted I yelled Dicky
~The Second, heedless of Eierythhlg bark
the excitement of the moment, dashed
pell-mell out of the dormitory,

They were just in time to get a glimpse |
of Spring as he ran for the box-room. |

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the giddy |
m%?” ll_zuumed the voice of Bob Cherry,

1e Removites were just trooping up.
b hod. i ooping up |

“It's Spring 1” yelled Dicky, and held
on 1 chase. |

“Thourht it was summer,” said Peter

-
L |

1

Todd. “It’s hot enough.”
D-HE{A'EE I snapped QGatly, {folHowing
icky. |

A Tearful shriek burst upon the ears of |
aﬁj; Removites and Second Foumpers
alike,

“He's ehucked himself out of the win-§

dow | yelled Castle.
Ancother shriek sounded. It geemed to|
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must have come had Spring thrown him.

self out.
Hverybody rushed to the box-room
now, There was consternation on =all

faces. Tragedy esecemed in the amr. No
one cared about Spring alive ; but Spring
after a descent from the box-room win-
dow to the flags far beneath would not
oiily be an object of sympathy, if the
fall left him still living, but also the
cause of heavy trouble were he living
or were he dead.

“What have you young asses heen
doing 1 asked Harry Wharton.

“Nothing 17 replied Pettifer, “We
weore only going to do it.”

“He’s been swindling !’ said Marsden.

“And doing us down with his beastly
ventriloquising ! added Myers.

“Oh, really! TI'm the only ventrilo-
guist at Greylriarse. Everybody knows
that,” burbled Billy Bunter. * Spring
couldn’t. My hat, though! 1 bclieve he
can! I'm sure of it! That was whaj he
did in the tnckshop 1’ |

“And when we were ragging vou In

short at the box-room door, more than
half afraid to enter. ' He made Twiggy’'s
voice come from the corridor, And
Quelehy’s after he’d thrashed Sylvester.
It's H.'f clear enough now. But what's
the =ood if the chap’s killed himself?”

“T think there’s a reasonable doubt
whether he has done that,” remarked
Vernon-Smith drily.

Some of the Second hung back, but the
Removites ghed their way mte the
| hox-room, filling it to overflowing.

The window was oprn. Dicky Nugent
and Gatty and Hop Hi had their heads

| thrust out sq far that they seemed in

some danger of tumbling on their own
account. Dicky and Galty were both
rather frightened, but Hop Hi ovre-
served his Oriental calm. He probably
did not mind if S8pring had hurled him-
self out,

“Can’t see him,” said Dicky, his voice
shaking. *But he must have chucked
himself out. The window was open, and
you all heard that horrible shriek.”

“Tet me oome, kid,”” said Vernon-
Smith ecoolly. The Bounder was almost
the onlv fellow there besides Hop Hi
who was not taken hadly aback,

He leaned far out.

“He’s not there,” he said. *“It
wouldn’'t be a2 bad notion to look round
the box-room. After all, according to

| vo1 the phap’ﬂ i gldd]? TEﬂtﬁlﬂﬁIﬂiﬂt—. 'Ithﬂti

m:éy explain

ighs of relief burst from the over-
charged bosoms of many there. Peter
Todd threw open a big trunk clese by
the window,

“Eureka ! he said.

“It ain’t! It's Spring!”
Sammy Bunter.

Spring got out sulkily.

“l only meant to put them into a
funk,” he said. *Look here, Wharton,
I appeal to you! These rotiers are con-
tinually bullying me, and I can’t stand
any more of it. I shall do semething
desperate if they dom’t stop!”

“1 fancy 1 can see you doing some-
thing ~ desperate!” said the DBounder
cynically, “You're the kind of speci-
men I'd trust with a razor, even in your
most desperate moments!”

“There’s a yarn that he's preity nearly
old enocugh te need -one,” grunted
Johany Bull.

“T fancy I can detect signs of fiuff,”
gaid Peter Todd. “1 move than half

believe that yarn.” . |

“It's a he!” burbled Spring, “¥Tm
not thirteen yet! And, anyway, what's
that to do with anyone 1"

howled

Nngent Dbitterly. “The cad’s been

coma from quite a distance away, as 1t

 swindling us all round ™

E

our Form-room,” said Myers, stopping

B

“There's worsé than that,” said Dicky!

l

1)

i
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“You fellows had better look out!™
remarked Bob, turning to Bolsover
major and Skinner. '

“0Oh. he can’t swindle me!” returned
skinner lightly.

“But I wouldn’t gunaranter him against
bemmg swindl:d bv youl” said the
Boeunder drily. * Not that would worry
me. What’s the yarn, kids?”

“1t was their own f&ult, " said Spring

sulkily, “They—-="
“We don’t want your version!”
snapped Harry Wharton.

Dicky and half a dozen of the others
told the tale. It was not easy to follow
told this, but the Removites got tho
main facts of it.

“H'm! 1 should think they can he
trusted to do justice upon him,"” said
Peter Todd.

“We're jolly well going to, anyway !™
grawled Gatty.

“Don't gquite kill him!” Squifi said,

smiling. " Better clear off to your.
dorm, I 58, "
“0Oh, reslly, Field! It's not half

finished wvet!” protested Bunter, thrust-
inr himeelf forward. **What does the
fellow mean by coming here and ventrilo-
quising?  Cheek, I <call it—Dbeastly
cheek "

But Bunter was shoved away, and the
Second went off in trivmph with their
prisoner. From their dormitory, as the
Removites passed, sounded the squeak
of Sammy Bunter. |

“He aiu't a kid—he’s over fifteen!
That red-headed girvl kid at. Chff House

saye g0, and she knews him at home!

And he's here under a false name, too!
I know that! Merton at Highcliffe
knows, teo! Ask him!” _

“Looks as if the Becond were making
discoveries about Bpring,” said Ogilvy,
grmnm{;.

“Well, 1
give him what he deserves,”
Wharton said.

“J rather think we can do that,” re-
marked the Bounder. *‘ Shouldn’t won-
der if young Shrlock asks. his prople to
take him away after they’ve finished.”

But Shylock of the Seeond did not do
that, and more will be heard of his carveer

we can trust them to
Harry

at Greyfriars later.

(Don’t miss “ ANGEL OF THE
FOURTH !”—next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

| %—WW AR AWV "'."

E NOTICEWS; '

W. Bowker, &7, Manchester Road, Denton,
near Manchester, wants ter for magazine,
Either typewriter or hectograph. _

W. M, Hatchard, 2, Carlton Road, Leytoiu-
stone, E. 11, wants to buy a cheap hemngr?h.

A. Ramesey, 21, Spofforth Road, Edge Hill,
Liverpool, wants readers for amateur maga-
zine called the = &tar.” ;

T. Watcrs, 19, Sheepcote Lamne, B.W.1l,
wants members for & elub, s
"« Amatenr’s Own,” 130, ‘Sewerby Street, Moss
Yide, Manchester, wants confributions and
readers., Published monthly, price 14d.

A. Durning, 307. Nuneaton Street, DBridge-
ton, Glasgow, wants four boys for the editorial
staff of magazine—age 12-14,

R. M. Stewart, 15. Palmerston Road, E. 17,
wants readers for amatenr magazing.

Editor, 42, Raleigh Road, Hornsey, N.8,
wants eontrihutions for magazine, price 2d.

G. Rose, 8, Lord Street. Gainsbhorough, wants
readers and contrihbntors for magazine,

N. A. Ball, 14, Mill. Road, Pontrewynydd,
Mon, wants readers and centributiors for
amateur magazine, Send stamped and
addressed envelope for reply.

(. Hasleham, 849, Stockport Road; Long-
sight, Manchester, wanis readers—1gd.

“THE MagNET LIiBRARY—NO: 942
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A Great New Serial Story.

THE BROWN TORRENT.

crash the hotel collapses.

A lank Indian, named Gadra Singh, is.employed a3 cook ; and the one-
he sees ils eyea open, but they qulckly shut.
rnll]iﬂ- Payton ArTives and joins the expeditimf to the cactus counfry.
it. They find & blue-eyed native who has been killed by a python, and bury him.
] Some rebelling natives fire on them. The natives are beaten, a
accidentally releases Rosti, the python, Barry, Maddock, and Prout go

leit In camp.

sees a horde of matives advancing,
The Fight (conlénued).

]! NOTS thinks I sittings om the earses
vo' losts, Barry,” said Gan-Waga
mournfully. “0h, bad enoughs

awfuls! I thinks I got them both

snfeness stucks on the tops of mines. Yo

(uite welcomeness to yo' two, old dears. Takes

them off mine gentliness.”

“0i didn't think ut was in the bony scare-
crow,” said O'Rooney. “Bedad, he handed me
out a couple of lovely swipes!
the ears Oi've lost, blubberboiter. Kape all
the three, and good luck to you! Oi'lH shake
hands wid that same cook, O] regpict a man,
black, blue, brown, or whoite, who can deliver
guods loike that. There was only wan man
who could sarve out the sthufl, and that was
my Aunt Biddy. Whisht, whisht! Av coorse,
she was a woman, but ut’s alsy, Gan, to make
a misthake whin ye're athone deaf and can't
hear versilf talkin',  Troth, whin Oi think
of those happy choilhood's days, and the
gwoipes that Aunt Biddy used to swoipe ine,
. Gadra Bingh's swoipes are only a blow wid &
feather. But Oi wish the chafe had towld
somewan else to collar his opld gun.”

“3till more of the brown polishers coming
over the top!” boomed Maddock from lis
watch-tower, © This is lot six!”

Presently Ferrers Lord ordered Maddock to
descend. The millionaire had sent the shikari
for Duke Payton. ,

“Come up with me, please, Payton,” gald
the millionaire. I want to talk to you.,”

Payton elimbed to the little platform at
Ferrers- Lord’s heels. 1le was a fairly heavy
man, and the crosspieces creaked benicath
his weight. There was a taint of sulphur in
the breeze that met them. The bronze figures
and the lines of spears had increascd in
numbers, but the warriors of the strange army
were as inert and motionless as their spears.
A marksman like the shikari could have picked
them off by scores and dozens, but sniping of
this kind would have been gheer murder.
'Thegse quiet tactics did not puzzle Ferrers
Lord, and Payton, too, was beginning to
understand.

“We have made a blunder, sir,” he satd. “1
know now you were right and I was wrong.”

Ferrers Lord nodded.

“Yeg,” he answered, *J am afraid it was
a blunder, Payton. If we had kept quiet,
they would most likely liave attacked after
they had expended their arrows. 1 do not
think they will stir before dark now, unless to
throw more men over the ridge. They are
almost certain to attempt to rush the ravine
after nightfall. You realise how serious it is.
What can you do? What can you suggest?”

They talked together for. mearly an hour.
Then Ferrers Lord descended alone.

“Old wolf,” he said to the shikari, who had
been waiting patiently below like a faithful
watchdor, “bring thou to me old Nacha and
another of the lustiest of thy men, one that
is strong and fearless. It is for a message.
Wilt thou go?” - -

“Am I then a bearer of chits and a letter-

garrier, awhib, when the enemy is yonder and® a very simple calculation in

Niver moind |

Frout, and O'Reoney arrive.

to get Gan=W

(Now read on.)

tlie Tifle the Viceroy gave me is in my bandi”
said Larput Raj scornfully. “Turn thy back,
and then, knowing all is lost, so will 1 when
the last cartridge is gone. 1Is not old
Sharpra our aim, sahib—thou and I? 'Will
this horde of yellow dogs stay ust Nay, 1
will strike off this hand rather than be &
letter-carrier! We may go back, but ever
with our faces northward, fishting always!”

The millionaire laughed, and went into the
tent. He wrote a letter, enelosed a note from
Duke Payton in it, and sealed it. Outside the
tent Nacha and one of the younger bearers
were squatting. They rose and salaamed.

“Who is this youth, Nacha?” asked the
millionaire,

“He is my sister’s son, sahib, the last of oar
race.- The smallpox slew the rest'in the ycar
of tha famine.” :

“Take provigions, and get hack swirtly,
Nacha, with this letter,” said Ferrers Lord.
“MThere is a summer camp of British soldiers
at Narbuddi. If one fails, the other must go
on and give this lctter to the sahib in com-
mand of the camp. Do this, then, Nacha.
and 1 promise thee I will wed thy nephew to
the daughter of the headman of thy village,
and buy him a ‘farm. For thyself, I will give
thee many rupecs and make thee rich, 80
that in days to come thou mayst sit at the

aate of the village in the cool of the evening |

holding thy head high, and tell how thou
didst send help to Ferrers Lord Sahib, thy
henefactor, when hie and his littie band
battled with the brown invaders. Haste, then,

‘Nacha, and fail not, ior our lives may hang

on thy speea!l”

Nacha's eves glistened, and his nephew’s
chest swelled visibly, more with pride at
having been chosen for the task than at the
thought of the great reward Ferrers Lord had
promised them. Ten minutes later the two
set out on their journes. :

As Ferrers Lord came out of the tent shortly
afterwards Gadra Singh bent low before him.

“(Oh, most worshipial and cxcelent of
sahibs,” said Gadra Singh, “I am thy cook, and
shamefully have 1 been abused!  There is
one O'Rooney Sahib who with violence -hath

taken from me the most valued of all my |

possessions, the gun with which not long ago
1 put the®foc¢ to fight, filling them with
wounds and lamentation:. Thou thysell,
noble sxhib, didst say that T had done well.
Truly I have smitten O'Rooney Bahib, and the
gahib with the shiny face who did abet him
in the wrong and grin at my grief. Noble
gsahibs, I ask thee for justice!”

“Get thee to  thy cooking-pots, thon
destroyer of good food!” said the millionaire.
“O0’Rooney did this thing at my bidding.

4 Truly thy gun did good once, hut to-day it

has done much evil. A hard beating would
be thy proper reward. Away to thy pots!
I ara angry with thee!”

Gadra Singh had not expected a reception
like -this. There was somebody else angry
with him, and that was Gan-Waga. As
(O’Rooncy had two damaged ears and the
lskimo only one. the Irvishman, according to
very einple
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The idol's eves are gecn Lo open,

time rebel, Larput Raj, is the shikari.

‘a very strong position.”

By SIDNEY DREW.

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

NEW READERS START HERE.

Rupert Thurston buys an idol bearing the inscription, “ I am Sharpra - the Slumberer, and at my awakening
Ferrers Lord, Ching-lmng, Gan-Waga, Maddock,

the world shall tremble!”
and with a terriile

While watching the idol

They are out hunling a tiger, and Ching-Lung mahages to shoot

Maddock, Gan-Wagn, Barry O’Rooney, and Ahe cook are
nd the party proceeds in peace tp Pandu’s village. Burry
aga's fowi.

Through his feld-glasses Ferrers Lord

Gadra Singh's rifle goes off, and is a signal for the attack. The natives are badly beaten.

arithmetic, onglit to have heen twice as angry
with the cook as Gan-Waga. As a prool ol
the woakness of such cgleulation, Barry was
not angry at all, but merely gurprised. - To
have been knocked down twice by a despiscd
Asiatic did not add to his sense of dignity.
Only Gan-Waga had witnessed hif double -
downfall, and, as Gan had likewise suffered,
he was not likely to mention the matter to
Prout and Maddock. ’ -
Gan-Waga found the mallet used for driving
in the tent-pegs, and with this weapon 1 s
lhand e went in search of the cook. Sounds
of woe and lamentation reached him. Gan
tiptoed forward and raised the mallet, but
he had not the heart to smite, The cuok

sat beside the smoky fire with ashes on hig

head, beating his bony chest with his clencned
tists, and uttering moans of woe. Gan-Wasd
thought this was a good deal of fuss to mske
over the loss of a wretched old gun that
probably would have burst some day s
hlown its owner to pieces had it remained in
his possessiop. Gang swung back his arm,
took aim at the ceok’s ear, and  hit out,
making the ashes with which Gadra Singh Fraadl
decorated bis hair fly off m a grey clond.,
Then the Eskimo made tracks for the trench.

“My poor olds ear ieel a lot betterer now.
Barry,” he said to his fellow-victim. * Ho. ho,
hoo!- 1 gotted my owns back, Barry! |
biffed him a loveliful one. He biffs me when
I nota lookings, 8o I biffs him back.”

o Wus ut a raal swoipe!?” asked the Irish-
man, cheering up. “Did ye pul zome kivk in
ut, Gan, my jooit?”

“I knocks him sidewdyses with his Licad
in a pans of drippings, Barry,” replied Gan-
Waga, with the happy smile of a person whao
has done a good and noble deed, " Dears,
dears! It was a butteriuls kerslup, Barry!™

“Sure, vou gaid just now that wut was
drippin’, ve wavil!” said Barry. “Well, good
lick to vye, Gan! We are honourably
avenged, my son, and O1_ax no more. Rajw
ut @ darrk sacret. Av Prout and Maddock
got to larrn that me and you, bhoy, had becn
laid out by Gadra Singh we should be dhriven
to suicide: Wape ut darrk.”

Meanwhile, Ferrers Tord and Thurston
walked along the line held by the bearers,
keeping out of range ol any chance arrow.
The millionaire had sent the shikari to
Dandn to see how the cliel and his warriors
were faring.

“We may as well look facts in the face,
Ching,” said Ferrers Lord. “We are in a
tieht coraer. We can't retreat.” :

'lte prince nodded, :

“That's true, chief,” he said; “but we hold

“Unless they obtain cances, Ching. That
is the danger. If they succéed in throwing g
strong force across the lagoon, the result will
not be -a pleasant one for us. This is going
to develop into a fight for sheer life.”

«1 wunderstand,” said Ching-Long. “And

theére’s a brain behind these brown fellows.

too. Don't vou think, chief, that we ouaht
to get Dandu’s people on the trek? Women
und children can't travel fast. We . may

m— - —
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have to make a fighting retreat, and then
they wonld hamper us badly. [
Nacha will zet through, but it will take a
long time.”

They reached the point where the natural
brittge had hbeen destroyed. ‘The gurgling
and Nissing of water rose from the chasm.
Ferrers Lord folded his arms, and looked
peross, At that moment the seventh wave
of spears swept over the ridge in a long,
gleaming line, and faded out as the warriors
eame into their positions, a silent, motionless
army.

As they went back the shikari mct thenn.
He had bhrought Dandu with him, and the
chief made the sign of the snake.

“Hail, Azada!” he said, “1 bring tudings'”

“Good tidings, Dandu, T trust,” said  the
millienaire, “for we need them!”

“They are not evil, sahib, Shaldza, who is
brother to my wife, is returning from the
hishing. He will bring ecanoes,
warriors, and mueh dried fish, That is good;

but, there is fear in the heart$ of mg FOUTL
mefi—yet, perhaps it is not fear, but rathe

despair, They see the mighty hosts thav are
aguinst us, and ask who eun battle against
such odds and not be eaten up.
wonmen are weeping, and Zapra, the priest,
telle of misfortune and death; and now he
hias fed.”

think |

somd  sixty

And the |

“Get thy womenfolk and children away,

and send with them zome of the older men,
L

Dandn,” said Ferrers Lord, " Perhaps
may he ahle to pat heart into thy warriors.
Tell them I have sent for belp.
of thy wife's brother is excellent. Wiih his
cunoes he must patrol and guard the lagoon
and the swamps. There lies the danger.”

The sun went down hbleod-red, and grey
clouds came scurrying up from tha north in
rageed, storm-threatening wisps.

Maddock ecarried a uumber of star-shells

and a Tert:'v pistol to the top of the look- |

out post.

The gloom deepened, and blotied out the
strange army. There was something terrify-
ing in the patienee and silernee of these proue
ranks.

Guns were leaded.  Dandu’s men had
sharpened their arvowheads aml spearheads ;
but little reat help could he expected of
therm,

It was very dark, exeepl for the Taint
vlare aver Sharpra, aad so cold that Maddock
hawled down to Prout that he was freeaing,
and would like some hind ereature to bring
him up an extra eoat.

Chine-Lung took him one.

“Souse e, aren’t they quiet, sir?” said
Lhe basun, as he buttoned vp the coat. = H's

hard to fancy they're there at all”

“Switeh on a Mezht, and let us see if they |

are up to any mischief,” said Ching-Lung.
“Strike a decent sort of mateh, Hen”

A atar-shell soared up, aud filled the night
with its green glare. It was a parachute-
shell, It saunk steadily carthwards like a
great lamp.

Still those ranks had wob stirred; but
something had, and Maddoek noticed it.

“Look out, below, zoase me!" he shonted,
ag the star-sbell splnttered out in velvet
darkness. “Look out Yor arrows! All X
Tanks have been shifted closer to the ravine,
g0 I expect they're filled with fresh archers”

“Keep very qniet!” cried the deep voice of §

Ferrers Lord. *Yes, here come the hornets!”

In the sitence they heard the whistling of
ihe arrows. As they {ell they made a patter-
ing like hail. The defenders wero well
sereened, for they had strepgthened their
position during the day.

The firing started by Gadra Singh's -
licky gun had prevented a daylight attaek—
or that, at least, was Ferrers Lord’s opinion
—when he would have welcomed it. Tt was
possible that the same rvesult might be
obtained again.

He fired three crisp shots with hig auto-
matie-pistol. A second star-shell Icapt into
the air, Hiftes began fo spit. Horns uttered
hoarse blasts, and at the sound the first

line of spearmen leapt to their feet and

came charging down aft the ravioe,
knew whera the crossing was.

fn an instant they were scrambling down
the steep side in bunehes of ten or a dozen.

Then Prout’s machine-gun began fo talk.

Maore star-shells went up, and Sharpra, not
to be outdone, sent out a great blaze of
flame that tinged the hlaek, driving clouds
with erimson, and the roar of a tremendous

They

voleanic explosien came to them on the |

wind. Brown figures toppled and fell, and
went huirtling into ihe abyss below.

Dandu and his men, posted hehind the
harricade on either gide of the machine-gun,
pourcd their arraws into the ranks of the
attackers,

_—
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The first line wavered, They fell before
the storm of bullets like grass helfore the
keen edee of a scythe,

Ounee more the horns brayed, and the
secard rank sprang to the assault.
“These brown rabbits bhave more pluek

than I thonght, sahib ! ehnckled the shikari
crimly, as he jerked the empty zhells out ol
the rifle the Vieeroy had given him. “Truly
t-lhia war, and the skies join us and aid us to
stay "

As the shikari spoke the storm that had
heen threatening hupest overbead. A flush of
hehtning that paled the glare of the star-
shells tore across the sky from east to west—
a zigzar har of flame that turned night 1o
day—and the deafening erash of thunder that
followed it shook down a torrent of icy raia,

Then came lesser flazhes, so swittly that a
dozen  separate  storms might have been
raging instead of one.

Still the rifles sounded amd the machine-

vun hammered and pounded. A full eame,
and with it darkness, and then aoother
hraying of horns.

“Souse me, they're coing!” shouted Mad-
dock., *“That's the stuffl to give them! The
hrown polishes have bad cnough!”

The iey rain had turned into a downpour
of hail. Duke Payton sent up a couple move
parachute star-shells. They did not humn
very long, for the hail beat them down
rapidiy ; but their licht showed the brown
ariny retreating towsrds the ridge, leaviug
its dead and wounded behind.

“f think it is the sudden cold that has
beaten them as much as our guus, Chingl”
snid ¥errers Lord. “How areg your men,
Payton?”

“Shivering, and so numbed that they can
acarcely hold i rifle, zir,” saild Payion. ~ We
have o couple of inches of hail in th
trench, You can almost Lear the teeth of
the ponr beggars chattering from here.
stuff is coming down bard enough to blister
their skins: Aund Sharpra is busy, toe.”

The parapet seemed (o quiver as the
millionaire leaned agains? it.  Sharpra was
flaming and in i eruption, as 1f in Pulfil-
ment of the curious propheey.

Even through the thiek-falling screen ol
hail the northern sky scemed ablaze. The
shikari shivered, and swung his arms to

‘warm himself,

“Well, they've had a very nasty pasting.”
sald Ching-Lung. “If they make another
rish te-might I shall he more than surprised.
Do you think any of them gzot down, Tom?"

“1f they did, by honey, it must bBuve been
just after the rain started, sir,” answered
Prout. “It got in my eyes with the smoke
that blew back. I'd got hold of a had belt
of ecartridees, too, and a foot or so of them
ran throvgh without exploding. Better have
a4 look. Where's that Verey, Barry?”

“Oif Jdon't kpow,” said Barry @ Rooney.
“()i laid the thing down; but, bhedad, ut's
that darrk Oi ean't hear mesilf think, and
ali my fingers are frozen into thumbs! Here,
hinbberhotter, 01 know you'd never fraze av
von were put in ecowld storage for six
meonths! Oi've got the thing in my hip-
pocket.  Pull ut out)”

Prout took the piztol, and climbed over the
barricadi.

“Be  eareful, Tom,” said Ching-Lung.
“This slush  must have made 1t pretty
slippery., It you 2o over there with a rush

thiere wor’t be enough of you left to make
a decent funeral. |

“if I do Hop over T don't deserve a decent
funeral,” said Prouf. " Ag a precaution, by
houev, will any kind perzon who deesn't owe
me a grudge or any money held my leg? I

I want somebody I can trust not to push me

in far the sake of what I'm insured for!”

Ching-Lung  volunteered, and, as Trout
erawled to the edge of the chasm in the light
of the millionaire's fash-lamp, the prince
followed.

The hail was melting, and little rivulets of
ice-enld water was trickling into the ravine.
While the prinee graspced him by the ankles
Prout looked over. )

The ravine was filled with darkness to the
viry brim.
into the air. The ball of firg it emitted
showed Prout something thaf® more than
startled him.

Yelling, he cgrasped the siaft of a spear
with his left hand, and with the hand that
held the pistol he struck downwards at the
brown face of the owner of the spear.

“Tumble up and répel beoarders!” he
sliouted. “Bome of 'em .did get through,
and, hy heney, they're on_usl!l”

The |

—

Prout lired the pistol vertically |

F Keep

from thee.
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A Strange Engine of War.

O one eould tell how many of the
attackers had managed to evade the
rain of lead from the machine-gun

and eross the ravine and attempt

the perilous ascent. The raid was a failure,

| for it was detected in time,

The cheerless night dragged on, with
sburpra rmobling and growling, and a cheer-
le<s dawn hroke sullen and grey.

The hearers had suffered greatly from the
eold, and Dandu's warriors looked miserable
and shivering. The chief declared i1t had beén
one of the chilliest nights he could recall.

“ [t euts both ways, anyhow,” =said Ching-
Lung, as he sipped a welcome cup of cofiee.
“The brown chaps must bave felt it just as -
much as eour felloews, This iz where Gan-
Waga has the langh of ws. He likes it.”

Mr. Benjamin Maddock’s duties had not been
enviable enes, for he had found his exalted
pos=ition both wet and draughty., He tock a
turn roand the camp to restore eireulation
and to move the stifiness out of biz knees and
shoulders. His nosze had changed colour.
0'Rooney said it was blue, apd was proof posi-
tive of what he had oftén suspeeted—that the
bos'un was related to thaf euriously-tinted
monkey, the blue-nosed baboon, The eneciny
seemedt to have found some comparatively
dry ecomhustibles, and had Hghted numerous
fires. The smoke of them hlew across th
ravine us thickly as if they were preparimg
an orgdanised smoke attack sheltered by it.

Of eourse, nothing of the kind was conten:-
plated. The mumbed warriors of the strangy
:trm¥ were merely trying to get warm, It was
comfortless in the trench, but it must have
heen mueh more so in the open,

“ This vile weather may last for days, Pay-
ton,” =aid Ferrers Lord., It will help us,
perhaps, for these chaps won't have much
heart to ficht while their Knees are shaking
with ¢old.” : : :

“gr eur men either, sir,” saild FPayton.
“ This elammy cold fakes all the starch out
of them.” :

“ It doesn't seem probable that there will
be any more fighting for some time to come,”
il the millionaire; “go they had bhetter
join Dandu’s men and cub timber., We'll purt
a floor in the trench to keep our feet out ot
the mud, and put up a harricade that will
olf chance arrows, little hard wo:k
will soon warm them.”

The north wind blew in angry gnsts, with

 frequent seurries of cold rain.  Gan-Wage

enjoyed it.
About noon Dandu browght his brether to

the temt. Shaldza was a thick-set young
warrior. He did not  understand the ver-
nacnlar.

“Teil him. then, Dandu,” satd Ferrers Lord,
“that he and hiz pecple must bave a thou-
zatd eyes, We shall hold fast here, as thou
lrast seen, and the foe will hreak each time
he hurls him=zelf at the ravine, as he did la-t
night. It is in my thoughts that he will buill
rafts and try to ferry a [orde over the lagoon
and surrouud us. Let thy hrother he all
eyves, for it may go hard with us. Be brave,
and if we win throngh [ will show your people
a great magic., The foe swarms yonder thick
as ants. I cannot show this magic at once,
hut I have sent messengers to prepare it and
send it to us from bhevond the cactus country,
That our peril is great I de not fry to hide
We are a little band, but our
hearts are hig. We ean die but once, and if
that is fated, let us, then, die like men.”

“ Thy words are brave and good, Azada”
said the chief. “And this great magie,
Azada—when will it come ?”

“«T cannot tell yowu,” answered the million-
aire, shaking his head. “I cannot tell how
swiftly my messengers will travel. When they
reach the goal the magic will come speedily.
1t is not the nonsense magic of that fat, eheat-
ing priest Zapra—mere words and folly. It
will amaze thee and thy people and turn tho
hearfs of our enemies to water.”

The supply of fish Dandu’s hrother had
hrought in was very weleome. There was no
real danger of any shortage of food if they
ecould hold up the enemy, for there was a good
head of cntﬂe, and fair grazing in the hilly
country behind them.

The trenches were speedily rendered more
comfortable,

Gan-Waga, being proof against cold and

* damp, took a speil of duty aloft. He saw no

sion of activity in the enemy’s lines. When
night closed down thousands of little red fires
could be seen, as if the plain swarmed with
glow-worms, Towards midnight Chin_g{:égg

" went into the tent to waken Perrers Lord, but

the millionaire was already awake,
(Teo be continded.)
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No. 81.—Mr. COBB and Mr. HAWKE. E
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L. BEN CORBR is the landlord of the
(ross Keys af Friardale. Mr.

I:&4’_ Jeremiah Hawke lodges +with Mr.
(obb, and plies several trades. In
all of them he has the able assistance of Mr.
Cobb, and it would not be at all an easy thing
to say which of the two is the greater Tascal.
Their presence in the neighbourhood of
Greyfriars is about as bad a thing as can be
for the school, But it is no unusual thing
to-find snch people in the meighbourhood of

‘a big public sehool. “Where the carcase Is,
there will the vultures be gathered together.”
Messrs. Cobh and Hawke are of the vulture
type; and there are pickings for them in
plenty among the Greyiriars fellows disposed
to oo on the randan, some of them with plenty
of monecy to throw away.
¢ .0f course, it is throwing away money. There
can be no possible doubt of that. Througle
a1l the stories which deal with the escapades
of the black sheep the moral hgs been clear
and strong. Mr. Richards is “on the sice of
the angels,” as the old saying has it. He has
shown us Loder and Carne, Skinner and Snoop,
Vernon-Smith, and others less really prone
to vice, being enticed into foolishness by Cobb
and IMawke: but he has shown them risking
much for very small satisfaction. No boy of
any sense who reads can believe fhat the
game they play is in any way worth the
canile. Certain trouble if they are caught,
poszible expulsion, in spite of the fact that
Dr. Locke is more merciful and long-zuffering
(han most headmasters; heavy head: in the
mornings after their silly onlbreaks ; Lthe con-
tempt of the sound and wholesome among

. their schoolfellows—and all for what?

For the pleasure of playing with greasy
curds in a stuffy atmosphere; of winning at
hilliards when the man in opposition think fit
they should win, and losing when the stakes
are inereased suficiently to tempt him: of
snoking, and perhaps of drinking, though the

Pemaovites who go on the razzle don't usually,

transgress far in that direction; in short, of
heing nneomfortable in order to get fleeced !
Do you think it is worth while? Do you think
that sort of thing is ever wonth while as long
a5 there are clean games to play, and intere<t-
ing books to read, and good chums to wilk
and talk with? I don't. Beware of the
delusion that doggishness is manliness. Yon
don’t really nced these things: and no one
whose opinion is worth bhaving thinks any the
hetter of you for going in for them. You
leapn much in har-parlours and billiard-rooms,
mavhe ; hut it is not worth learning, A clean
heart.and a clean mind are far befter value.
It is net priggi=h to shun ovil; better even
he a little bit strait-laced than be a gay dog.
Buot there is no nced at all 1o be straift-laced.
Youw can he an athlete, if you have it in vou:
anid. voil can get far more enjoyment ont of
lifa..than the gay dog gets without going in
for.any,.of his methods of enjoyment,
mnst know of fellows who have proved that.
And even if te he an athlete i= heyond your
reach being a decent chap is not; and you
are more likely to be that if you shun the
company - of snch.as Messrs, Lobb and Hawke
and that of the voung fools who admire such
greasy, grasping, foul-mouthed, drink-sodden
swindlers,, . = - _ -
Something of a sermon—e8? T don't often
preach them; they are not in my line. And
1 don't {think ithey are often necessary,-.Our
ctories, read in the right spirit, are more
cffective than sermeps. Bot Messrs, Cobb and

N
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Mawlke are the sort of people who naturally

form a text for a sermoil.

Many of the Greyfriars fellows have zot
into their clutelies at one time or another;
and. onee in them, have found mo end of
diffienlty in getting out. You will remember
the case of Rupert Valence in that wvery
Hawke saw his ehanece there; a forger is open
to blackmail, for a forger is usually a weak
popular story A Very Gallant Gentleman,”
und misguided person. And Valence might
have been blackmailed fo almost any extent
i it had not been for Arthur Courtney, It
might have been thought that Courtney’s
death, direcily az 1t was, to his resgue
of Valence from the burning Cross Keys—
the fire, by the way, unluckily did not destroy
that shady establishment—would have proved
a very serions matter for Messrs. Cobb and
Hawke. And so it would have done—so might

I|l'1'
I'|I'—‘-l

other matters in which they had heen mixed |

been free 1O

up have dons—had Dr. Locke
iake the action he would naturally wish to
take if he had not the credit of his school to
consider. There is much that the Head of
Greyiriars does not know about the dealings
of his bovs with those twp shady specimens;
but he does know enough to make Cobb’s

ahility to hang on to his licence very donbtiul, |

if what the Head knows were reported io the
police, and by them laid hefore the lirensing
heneh. No doubt there will come a day when
Mr. Cobb will go too far and will lose his
licemce. Tt is not likely that he and Hawke
pluck no pigeons except those from the Grey.

friars dovecote: and, of course, the eard-
puarties late at night are absolutely illegal.
But when the erash comes for him Greyfriars
will not be mixed up in it if Dr. Locke can |

help it., A stronger and more resolute mnan
than he mizht think it worth while to clear
ot such a sink of iniguity at any cost; but
if Dr. Locke lacks something in the matter
of strength, he more than atones for it in
other qualities.

Cobb ig a publican and a sinner.
4 bookmaker and a hlackmailer. BotH are
swindlera, not to he trusted a yard. Jf they
ever play any game on the level, they do it
with difficulty and with reluctance, and also

Hawke is

in order to profit later, when their intended |

victim has heen lnred into confidence,
Skinner is astnte enough; but they pluck

Qkinner. They found Erpest Levison a hard
nut to erack, Levison had precious little

money. and that little he bhad ne mind to
throw away. DBut he was a victim, too,
Herbert Vernon-Smith, in his unregenerate
dayg, was quite a little gold-mine Lo Lbe
urecions palr, The e¥ynical Bounder did gueer
things. He would let himself be done down
with-his evea open to all that was going on
it it bappened to suit hiz whim, as it some-
times did. Money was nothing to him: a
millionaire father supplied bim with all- that
he enulil want and more than was good for
him. Buf he did not want to be expelled;
and it was partly through Iawke's blaek-
mailing tactics that he fell back into his old
had ways, though in rather a different spirit
than that of old. with little real relish of
them, aml with something like loathing for
the shady partners of his pleaflires. Hr was

| at Greyfriars,

under Hawke's thumb, owing Lo the posses-
sion by Hawke of a paper that would have
rained him with the Head. But Ernest Levi-
son eame along, and that crafty brain devised
a plan to get the paper back. It was T&-
covered, and the Bounder owes Levison a debt
{hat he will repay tenfold if ever the chancy
comes his way.

It would be waste of time to iell of all the
fellows who have fallen under the evil in
fluence of these two scoundrels. Ponsouby
and the Highelifie nutz have been there, of
course ; Anbrey Angel is the labest pigeon for
plucking—the easier to pluck, maybe, becanze

‘he has =20 high a notion of his own smartneas,

Carme and Loder are frequent visitors; but
one mneeds not to waste any sympathy on
them, 1f they do not Swindle Cobb and
Hawke, it is only hecanse they cannot get
the chance, not because their “will to do 50
13 laeking,

Luough of Cobl and Hawke!
good Lo be said of them,

There is no
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For Next Monday ; ~ '~ =~
“« ANGEL OF THE FOURTH!"”
By Frank Richards.

This week we have Shylock of the Second.
Next week we have Angel .of the Fourth.
Spring reully is a young Shylock but theee
is pothing in the least really angelic about
Angel, who is a very compléte rotter. It i3
not giving much away to tell you this, for
the story soon makes it very clear.

Vernon-Smith, Temple,. and  Sir Jimmy
Vivian have all known Angel before his advent
All play some part in the
events that follow that event, Temple figur
ing most prominently ut the outset, Sir
Jimmy later, in another story. You will like
these stories, I feel sure. Many of youw arc
keen on Sir Jimmy Vivian, Harry Wharton,
somewhat in the backgrfound this week—but

* 1 there is really no reason why Harry should Le

always in the litnelight—plays a conziderabio
part, too.

AN IDEAL HOLIDAY.

(aptain Elgee, of the Ministry of National
Yerviee, who has the control of the Flax Har.
vest Scheme, about which I have told you,
has asked me to insert the following letter,
received by him; aod I do so with pleasure.

«16, Stamford Street, Blackfriars.
“ PDear Sir,—Just a few lines to let yon
know that I enjoyed mysclf Immensely while
I was at Glemsford working with the flax
hoers. - I only wish I could go for another
fortnight—or for two months—I wouldn't
mind.: I will conclude by hoping that all whoe -
go may enjoy themeelves as much as I did,
Thanking you for giving us siach a good holi-

day.—I remain, yours truly, J. W, ALLISON.”

The next three camps open on July 25th,
August 11th, and August 25th. Volunieers
should send in card at once, as the companies
{illoup fast.

LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES IN
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