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THE SECOND FORM MYSTERY!|

H By FRANK RICHARDS.

; A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
i Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyiriars School.
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THE rIRST CHAPTER.

The Unpopularity of Shylock !
Look at the

€6  HERE he goes!
i rotter 1"’
It was Dicky Nugont—

Nugent minor—of the Second
Form at Greyfriars who spoke thns
The feilow to whom he referred was
crossing the ‘gquad, with his hands 1 s
trousers-pockets and his shoulders rather
hunched up. He did not lock a partica-
farly pleazant specimen of the fag tribe.
And he was not.

He had a cunning face, which made.

inm look older than his suppoesed years.
And Lis ways were as cunning as his facc.
The Socond did net cotton to Spring at

all, 1lis only pal in the Form was
Sammy Bunter, whom cveryone clse
despised. .
“Here, I say, Bolsover!” yelled
Speing. _ |
Bolsover majer. who had almost

reached the gates, turned his head.
“ What do you want?” he roared.

“T want to speak to you!” shouted |

bock Spring. ' e v
“Well, that can wait, can™ 7
“No, it can’t!”

Bolsever halted. his heavy face flushed |

the

with  wrath., Nuapoleon Dupent.
French junior, who had become quuite a
chum of Bolsover’s, and was then going
outi of gates with him, also halted.

Spring hurried to come up to them.

“Hle's going to dun Bolsy,” swd
Myers. Myers and Gatty were, as usual,
Dicky Nugent's companions.

“Let him ! gruwled Gatty.
bizney of ours, 18 1t 7"

“Wa've stopped his Shylock games in
the Second,” said Dicky. **No affair of
ours if he goes lending his cush to the
chaps in the Remaove.”

“T atn't so sure we've stopped them,™
said Myers, shaking hie head. “He's a
cunning beast. e knows how to hie low.
vou bet! But this ought to be funny,
md I don't a bit see why we shouldn’t
hear.”

“T don't, as far as that goes, replied
Dicky. *Come along, Gatty, old tep !”

The three quickened their pace a hit.
When they came ncar enough to hear. 1t
was plain that Spring had already made
his demand for the retuarn of a loan made

“Tis 1o

to Beolsover, for the burly Removite was |

sayIing :

“Rats! 11l pay you when it suwits me,

s don’t let me have any of your retten |

cheek "

“Tut you premised to pay a fortnight
ago.” answered Spring sulkily.

“Dare say I did., 1 expected to have a
remittance by this time. Matier of fact,
I've had ene; but I wanted that for some-

thing else. You must wait till T get my |

next, now !”

Spring looked sulky and furious. He
had begun to doubt whether lending to
fellows in the Remove was going to turn
out quite the profitable game he had
imagined it.

Twao or three had borrowed and cashed
up, They did not appear inclined for
further dealings. Something of tha un-

popularity which Spring had earned in
the Second had spread to the higher
Forims. There was a pretty gencral Lidea
that he was a cunning voung cad, and
decent fellows preferred to have as little
to do with him as maght be,

Bolsover major, who was only a decent
fellow by fits and starts, and Skmmer,
Snoop. and Stort, who were not decent
fellows at all. also preferred at present
to have very little to do with Spring.

All of them had borrowed money from
him, and mone of them had repaid it
They knew that further borrowing was
hopeless till they had cashed up; and 1t
seemed to them simpler not to cash up.
As Skinner remarked, Spring, geoing on
in the way he was going on, stood a very
fair chanece of getning kicked out before
the end of the term; and if he had to go,
he would probably have to go in such 2
hurry that there would be no possibility
of his getting in his debts before making

good for Bkimner & Co,

“F den't mean to waib any longer for
my money !” suid Spring.

“Oh, don't you!” returned Bolsover,
| standing with his great arms akimbo.
F “PBerter that you pay him, ees it not,
Bolsover, mon ama?” inquired the
French junior gently,
L ““T haven't the sof, fathead!”
r “F vill to vou lend 22

N Yo won t! ‘3‘_'-{"11:1'.!‘1" il Ilu'c]‘_]. I
should have to pav vou back, even if 1t
wasn'b conventent.

Bolsover had evidently his own peculiar
notions as to the decent thing to do.

Spring. “I'm 110 pal of yours—I
wonldn't care to be—bhut Fve got to be
paxd | ™ :

“Well., von're going to be paki—some

day,” replied Belsover coolly.  * And the
rorbeny interest is mounting up all the
time, =0 I don't seo what you've got o
gramble at.”

“Interest aim't any nse to a chap if he
| doesn’t get it !” growled Spring.
| “You ought to have thought that out
' before yon lent the chink,” said Bolsover.
“It's a bit late in the day now.”

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared the other three
Second-Formers,

Spring darted at them a savage glance.
Bolsover only grinned. e did mot ap-
pear to mind their heaving about his
private affairs.

“T mean to have it | said Spring deter-
minedly. “YVou'd better borrow from
Dupont, if he's foel enough to lend any-
thing to you, for I've got to be pard back,
and that’s all about it!”

“What shall vou do if T don’t pay?”
inquired Bolsover.

“Yor'll see!” snapped Spring.

“Well, then, I'll see.

like to see, vou know, young Shylock.

track "

Bolsover was quite cool about it, Ile
knew that Spring would not dare to go
to either Form-master with such a com-
plaint. Toe much would come out to suit
Spring if he tried that.

his departure—which would be all to the |

“You've got to pay me back !” snarled }

I should rather }

Shall vou put Twiggy or Quelchy on my

But one could never count on Bolsover's
remaining cool for long. though anyone
who knew him well could have countud
with certainty on his coelness deserting
him at Spring's next werds.

The new Second-Former backed a bk,
to take himself out of the reach of Bol-
sover’'s heavy hand. Then he shrilled:
|- Yauh! Thief!” |

Bolsover made one prodigious bound.
Spring sprang. Bolsover clutched at Ivis
collar. Spring tumbled, catehing his foit
against a brick which should not have
been there.

“A thief, am 1. vou young rotier?”
roared Bolsover, clumping the head of the
ag as he dragged him up. “Say 1t
agan, and P'll give vou "

“Yes, vou are a thief—a beastly, low
thief ™ snarled Spring, all a-tremble with
rage,

The heavy hand fell agamn.
saucaled.

Dicky Nugent did not quate hke it
Speing was no credit to his Form.  Stili,
he was Second Form, and one of the
most cherished traditions of the Second
was the resentment cn masse of any
injury inflicked upon w member of the
Form by a bigger fellow.

“Qughtn't we © hegan
doubt.

“Hanged if T care whether we ought or
not |7 growled Gatty. “I'm joly weld
not going to!l”

“Same here!” said Myers., *1 draw
the line somewhere, and 't not going te
risk being whacked by Bolsover for the
Lsake of a cad like Shyloek !

“But he's Second, vou know,” pleaded
Dicky. ‘““We can’t——"

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! What ave yon
kiling the kid for, Bolsg!"”
| It was Bob Cherry of the Remove who
spoke thus, and with Bob were five of his
chums—Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
renerally called Inky, and Mark Einley.

Bolsover ceased to whack, but stull
gripped  the collar of the squirming
Spring.

“The young voiter called me a timef !”
he grr:m-"-gd

“Well, vour am’# that,” sard Johnny
Bull camdhidly. “ ¥Youw're lots of other
thimgs that you'd better net be; but I
must say vou ain’t that,”

The bully of the Remove did not logk
highly pleased with this testimonial {o his
character.

As he did not care to rétort upon Bull
he gave Spring another hearty clump.

“That's about enough, 1 should think,
Bolsover,” said Havry Wharton mildly.

“I'm not asking vyou what’s enough,
Wharton, so you can mmd your owna
bizney'!"” arowled Bolsover.

And, to show his perfect mdependence,
he clumped Spring again.

“What's 1t all about, kids?"" asked Bob
(therry of the three chums. i

‘“ Shylock dunning Bolsover,” an.
swered Dicky, with commendable brevity.

“Have vou been borrowing money of
that kid, Bolsaver ?” demanded Whartcn
sharply.

Spring

Picky, n




Every Monday.

“Yes, I have. And I shall pay him
back—when I think fit. YI'm not going to
bo called a thief, though., What 1s 1t to
do with you, anyway, Wharton? You're
too jolly nosy !”

Wharton flushed. His anxiety for the
credit of the Form which he captained did
now and then lay him open to that re-
proach. - .

“T don’t think it's quite the right thing
to do,” he said, keeping his rising temper
well 1 leash, _

“I don’t care a scrap what you think.
The young cad lays himself out for it—
does a blessed moneylending trade with
anyone he can rope in.”

“Well, better let him go now, any-
way.,” said Harry pacifically.

“T'm not going without my money!”
whined Spring.

‘*Stay, then! You don't expect me to
colleet your debts for you, do you, you
voung Shylock ?” Harry snapped.

““Hear, hear!’ said Johnny DBull. “A
chap like you is'a giddy disgrace to Grey-
friars, Spring !”

“You're right there, Bull!" growled
Gatty.

It was not often that George Adalbert
Catty found himsclf in complete agree-
ment with a Removite, but he was so
just then.

“Yon ought to stop the young rotter,
Dicky,” said Frank Nugent. *“ You pre-
tend to be skipper of your Form 4

“* No pretence about it, fathead! I am
—everyone jolly well knows that!”

“Well, then, why don’t you =

“T do, duffer! TI’ve stopped young
- Shylock’s games in the Second all serene.
'Tain't my bizney to be protecting you
Remove bounders, I §'pose? Yon're big
enough, and ugly enough, to take care
of yourselves, Look at Bolsover,
I'minstance !’

* Liock here, voung Nugent

“PDon’'t care to, thanks, old Dolsover!
Plenty of prettier things to look at!”

“You'll get a thick car 3

“You'll have to catch me before yof
can give me one, cocky! Better hand 1t
to Shylock—you’ve got him!”

It was not a thick ear that Bolsover
major gave Spring. He only bestowed
upon him another sounding slap of the
head.

Wharton looked daggers. But he
passed on without saying anything move.

Bolsover was alwayvs ready for a row.
But it was not worth while to quarrcl
with Bolsover for the sake of Spring.

Moreover, Bolsover was in the wrong,
f_ln%hﬂ should certainly have settled up his

ebt.

But mneither the Famous Five nor
Dicky Nugent & Co. had any sympathy
to waste npon voung Shyleck. 1f he had
taken a few slaps of the head that he
might not have deserved, he deserved
many that he did not get!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Major and Bunter Minor.
1 TELL you I haven’t, Sammy !"

I William George DBunter, the

Owl of the Remove, spoke thus

to his minor, Samuel Tuckless
Bunter, of the Second Form, 1n the
Remove passage,

Sammy’s fat face—as fat as that of his
major, and even more discontented—was
full of wrath and disbelief.

“VYou're a liar, Billy I” he said, with
more candour than politeness. ** Every-
body knows you're a beastly hiar. They
say you can't tell the truth if you try;
but I don’t believe you ever do try. I'm
not going to be stuffed up with a whacker
like that, anyway "

“0Oh, really, Sammy, I can’t under-
stand why you should be so disbelieving !
It ain't brotherly IV

“ Brotherly be blessed!

I wish you

! George loftily.

The MAGNET LIBRARY.

were'nt my brother—1 tell you that
straight ! What's the good of a major
that evervbody despises? Nugent major
ain't so mean as you. When he gets a
remittance from home he always whacks
out to young Dicky.”

“I tell you I haven't had any remmt-
Euni!{*, you young fathead!” snorted the

wl.

“Tell that to someone softer than I
amr! I saw the letter. It was the mater’s
writing. Come to that, I've got a right
to read it—she's my mater as well
as yours, I s'pose. But I don’t mind not
reading it as long as [ have half the
postal-order.”

Neither of the Bunters was exactly a
model of the filial virtues.

“You may have scen a letter. That’s

ot nothing to do with it. It was my
etter, anvhow; and I don't see why I
should show my correspondence to fags
in the Second!” answered William
“But you didn’t see the
postal-order—I mean, there wasn't any
postal-order |7

“Yah! You wouldn't have said it like
that if there hadn’t been. Heow much
was it for, vou rotter? I'm going to
know, and I'm going to have half of it !”

“Oh, really, Sainmy! Can't you take
my word ?"”

“Of course T can’t! Anvbody who did
would be a jolly mug, I reckon. Was 1t
a quid ?"”

“No, it wasn’t, then! T'm not gomg to
tell yvou how much it was. As a matter
Dfl Ifﬂ'r:t. there wasn't a postal-order at
a '?? .

“There was—I know there was! 1
swear there was, you great, fat pig!”

““ Shouldn't swear, Samivel,” spoke the
voice of Squiff—otherwise, Bampson
Quincy _ Ifley TField—from the rear.
“Swearing ain’t really quite gentle-
manly; and vou are such a nice little
gentleman, aren’t you?”

“Yah! You shut up, Squiff” squeaked
Sammy.

Squiff took him gently by the ear.

“Be a little gentleman, Sammy, even
if it hurts ! he said.

“I don’t want to be—I
You're huorting. Leggo
beast "

“Not so—not so, eweet child!” mur-
mured Squff,

Billy Bunter thought he saw a chance
to roll away.

‘““Here, stop ! howled Sammy. * Btop
that fat rotter, somcbody ! He's got—"

“Wherefore this haste, Banter, my fat
tulip. and what is it that you've got?”
inguired Peter Todd, appearing suddenly
round the corner of the passage, and bar-
ring the Owl's path.

Peter was thin, and he left guite a wide
space open. But Bunter was fat and
clumsy and lazv. Moreover, 1t was a hot
day, and he did not feel at all equal to
the physical exertion of trying to dodge
Peter,

“1t’s no bizuey of vours, Toddy,” he
said peevishly. * And that little sweep of
& minor of mine is lying. anyway."”

“You surprise me, Bunter! Surely no
scion of wvour anecient and honourable
house could stoop to a lie?"

“You think yvou're clever, Peter Todd ;
but I don't want anv of wyour sarc.
Lemme pass, can't you?"

“1 can; but I'm not going to just yet.
Whai's the row, yvoung Samny?”

“That beast has got a remittance from
home—a postal-order o

“What? Not really ?" gasped Squiff.

“YWho says the days of miracles are
past ?"" said Peter Todd solemnly.

“You could knock me down with a
crowbar after hearing that,” Squiff said.

“1t ain’t true !” howled Billy Bunter.

“What do vou think, Squif ¥ asked
Peter Todd. * Here is a problem worthy
to engage your massive brain. They're

my ear, you

won't be!

Three-halfpsnce. 3

seldom truth-
to choose

both—er—shall we sgay,
tellora¥  There's nothing
between them on that score.”

“Jxeept that our beloved Bunter has
had more practice at not being a George
Washington, as he's older,” replied
Squiff, with a grin.

“ As they contradict one another, they
can’t both be lying,"” went on Peter. *' It
scems unlikely that cither can be telling
the truth—--"

“Oh, really, Toddy! You, at lecast,
ought to know how perfectly truthful I
am !"" said Willlam George, in accents of
deep reproach.

“T do, exactly !” returned Peter,

“Well, then "

“Dry up, Bunter!" snapped Squff,
“This is indeed a problem, as you say,
Toddy. It wants weighing up very care-
fully. Stand still, Samivel! You can
go if you like, of course, but I'm keep-
ing vour ear; and, though it’s no orna-
ment. and not too clean, you may have
some future usge for the thing.”

“We have to take into account the
extrome improbability of Bunter’s getting
a P.0O.," said Peter Todd, wrinkling his
brow in deep thought.

“ He always has them coming, but they
never come,’” rejoimed Squiff, “If oue
really has come now 7

“Tt hazu't " howled Bunter,

“That would seem to argue that it
has,” Peter said. “It's always safest to
helicve Bunter's statements 1uside out, so
to speak.”

“If it has, I shall take it as a happy
omen,’”’ said Squiff. * It means that the
war will end next week, or next month,
or next year—sometime, anyway !’

“(0h, chuek all that rot!” equeaked
Summy. “TI thought vou fellows would
geo fair play; but veu keep on talking
silly piffle instead. T know he's got 1,
and lEut proves 1t |”’

“Hardly, I think!" said Petor Todd
drily.

“1 haven't got it, vou young fbber!™
howled William George.  * And 1t was
for me—there wasn't a single word said
about whacking it out with you. I doun't
see why Toddy and Squiff want to
meddle—it ain't their bizney, T suppose ?”

“He hasn’t any P.0.." said Squiff,
with a judieral air,

“Point number one.’ said Peter Todd.

“ And the P.O, Le has is for him alone.
Samivel has no right, tirle, property, or
interest in 1(."

“Point number two.”

“ And it's nothing to do with either you
or me, Toddy."

“ Point number threa. And there really
13 something in that pomnt, Squiff. Let's

| get down to ericket.”

“That’s an 1dea, After all. why should
we take tronble for the sake of Samivel,
who, I fear, will never be a really nice
little gentleman? IHe's too suspicious.
He thinks his major untrathfal,”

“1 jolly well know that he's the biggest
liar at Greyfriars [ hooted Samumy.

“Well, that's knowledge, for what it's
worth. Come along, Toddy, old bean, and
leave the merry Bunters to 1i."”

Sammy sef up a howl of disappointment
as the two Removites went, His hopes
of gaining something from their mterven-
tion were dashed completely.

“ Stop that row, you fat hittle sweep !™
snorted William George.

“Qha'n’t ! You've pot my chink, and
vou're fatter than I am, anyway, and
you're a bigger sweep than me, too!
Don't touch me, or T'll yell till Quelchy
hears! That Least Squiff nearly pulled
my ear off, and I'm not jolly well stand-
ing any more from anybody "

“T,ook here, Sammy, there’s no mean-
ness about me! I'll tip you something
if youw'll only have some sense!”
Tae Magyer LiBrary.—No. 549
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“Halves !
take a penny less than halves!”

@h, really; bow can you say that
when: you don't know how much 1t was?
And' there wasn’t a postal-order, really.
I'm only going to tip you out of—out
of gonerosity, you know. Heore, you
can-have this. And don’t ever say agamn
that I never stand you anything !” :

Into Sammy’s hand was thrust a
doubtinl-loocking threepenny-bit, which:
awoke in him a chord of familiarity.

Saumy gazed upon it with scorn in his
liitle, mg-hke eyes. |

Even-a threepenny-bit woukll have been
scmething, But not that special three-
penny-bit!" He had twice been a wit-
ness to unsuecessful attempts on the part
of His major to pass that, -

“You—you Oh; you are a beastly
fat chiseller!” squealed Sammy.

And! he flung the threepenny-bhit
straight at William Geeorge’s face—
straight into his open mouth.

“Ow-yow ! Gurrrrrg!” spluttered the
Onl,

He hurled himself in wrath upon his |

PHIOY.

They. crashed down together; with a
mighty crash, William George was still
spinttering.  Sammy squealed’ like a.

voung pig. The echoes of his squealing |

resounded. far down the paesage, and
reached the ears of Mr. Queleh in his
sanctum,

William George was reslly angry. Hae
had made up his mind to sacrifice that
threcpenny-lnt to quiet Sammy’s impor-
tunities; And he had expected some:
decent measure of gratitude.

Bui Sammy had not bBeernr in the least
grateful,  And parting with the doubtfnl
cein might now prave difficult. For he
had swallowed 161

In his wrath he beat Sammy about the
head with his fat fists, and for all their
fatness, they hurt.

* ¥arococh ! Stoppit! Help! XMurder!
He's killing me !”" equalled Sammy.

“What ia the meaning of this unseemly
disturbance ¥’ smapped Mr. Quelch, ap-
pearing upon the scena with a frowning
brow and rustling gown.

“Yow! 'That beast Billy's irying to
—yoop I—kill me, sir " wailed Sammy.

“T—L O, sir, he chueked a three-
penny-bit in. my mouth, and I've swal-
lowed it !’ howled William George.

“You are a greedy and foolish fellow,
Punter ; But I should have imagined that

cven voar greed and stupidity would have|

ht-ﬂl]]ﬁllﬁli-: short at such an action as that!
Surely you need: not pander to your un-
natural appetito witli enirent coin: of: the
realm (¥
“J——— Oh, really, sir, you don’t sup-
pose I swallowed it on purpose;, do you 7"
“(zet up at once, you absurd and dis-
graceful boy! 1 am ashamed that yon
should hasa treated yomr brother so
badly, whatever the proveeatien given
you!”
~ “Pm not & bully, sir. _
his head. Bome fellows would have——
“Silence ! As for you, Bunter minor,
it . wonld’ be better that you should keep
away from the Remove quarters. Your
brother will do you no geod. He is not
at all the exemplar T should choose.”
“Oh, really, sir! I'm sure I try—
- “"But he’s had a postal:order, sir, and
he won't——"
“DBe silent, hoth ef you!
permit. argument !
“ And Le won’t whack out!”’ finished
Bammy in an agonised sgueal.
“ Go at once, you disohedient urehin, or
I shall cane you!”™ thundered the Re-
move Form-master.

13

b ]

I will not

Sammy had to go. Thera was nothing |

else for it
Trr MacexeT LisRARY.—No. 549.

1’m Joily weil not going to)

I only spﬂlﬂ{t}d: _

He went heavily and dolefully, as}:
though all: the woes in’the world: were

piled upen his fat young shoulders.

Even a bad threepenny-bit would have |

been better than going thus: Someone
might have taken it

ilis major chuckled. Willlam George
thought himself well rid of the persistent
Samuel.

Mr. Quelch heard that chuckie, and
whipped round.

“What do you mean by that effensive
noise, Bunter " he snapped.

““Nun-nun-nothing, sir! I—I1—1

“Come with me, Bunter! I will not
brook your impertinence !”

Bunter had perforee to follow ta the
master’s study. There he stood, looking
like a statue of fat misery, while M.
Quelch selected a cane.

“IT—— Oh, rveally, sir, T don't see
what I've done to be caned for!™ he
burbled.

“T am the best judge of that, Bunter.
Hold out your haud!”

Swish |

“Yoop! Oh, don't, sir!”

Swish, swish !

“Yarooaoah !

“You may go, Bunter!® said Mr,
Quelch 1cily.

5 |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sammy Walks In His Sleep.

bt 3 NYTHING the matter,

my 7" asked Spring.
“Well, I should rather-think
there 181"
Bunter.
These two were not exactly fricnds,
for neither was the sort to have a real

chum. But the fact that the Seceond
barred them hoth pretiy complotely

Sam-

formed a bond between them, and they |

were often to be seen in company. _
The rest of the Form were in thewr

Form-roem, prep heing over, and’ bed- |

time not yet come: SBpring, mooching

about the passages in disconsclate mood, |
had rum agamnst Sammy; alse mooching; |;

and stall more disgruntied.
Sammy's normal expression was any:

thing but cheerful, or even resigned. |

But just now he looked very much at
odds with all the warld.

“Bomebody. been walking into you

43
[ ]

Anquired: Spring.

“Yes; my beastly major!”

“He's left some marks, too.”

William George had really been rather
rough on his minor.

may be made for a fellow who has been.
forced: to swallow a threepenny-bit—and |

8. bad threepenny-bit at that.
“T'Il' pay himn for them, the rotter!
But I didn’t so much mind his lamming

‘me as his eticking to every blessed penny.

of the remittance he had from home.
I'm jolly certain some of i1t was meant
for me !

Spring had very little syﬂipathj,f. for |:
tanyone ;- but if there was anpthing that

cottld sat the little in him at work it was
a money loss, It scemed to him a posi-
tively dreadfunl’ thing to lose money.

Spring -bade- fair to finish up a million-

aire—unless lie. got into . prison first,
Onee you. are a millionaire there is; of
course, no danger of thati

“1 should haye 15, by hock or bv
crook !’ said Spring.

“Oh, you'te jolly clever, I dare say!”
snarled Hammy. '

“{lever or not—and T reckon I'm as
sharp as most people, coma to that—I

wouldn't be diddied. out of my casli, old.

seout !’ '
“What about Baolsover?”

HBammy.

Spring fuched, and gcowled;

growled Sammy:

i

But some excuse |:

sneered |

fn.wakmmd bhim.

. "“T'll have. it out: of him, you bet!”
he said sullenly.

a Hﬂ“‘v 'j.l'_!l

“That’s no concern of yours! 1 can’t
trust you, you know, young DBunter.
You gave me away before.”

“Well, everybody else was down aon
you!” replied BSBammy, with stmple
candour.

Spring grunted. Perhaps he had soma
dim idea that the time when everyone
else was down on a fellow was just ths
time when a pal aught to stand by him.
But, alter all, Sammy was not a pal, and
was by nature incapable of being one,
much as Spring himsell’ was.

“(Can you tell me a dodge to get part
of the chink out of Billy 7" asked Sammy,
**That mmght be some use.  Neot that
he'll have much left now, unless 1t was a
biggish remittance. Hea’s been aver to
Courtfield, I krow; and he was after
gruly, you may be jolly, sure. And I saw
him come out of the tuckshop; all greasy
and hot, and blowing hard. Held bcen
nlling himself up there, the rotter, with
‘my money

And Sammy groancd in angwmsh of
gpirit,  His head ached' from that
brotherly punching, and his heart with
the szense of loss. Like Billy, he pre-
ferred, if ache there must be; it should
‘he clsewhere, So, at least, one might
judge from the fact that both were
always ready to risk tliat other ache.

“1 should take it out of the beast's
pockets! You’ve a right to; you know."

“Can’t get at them !” said Jammy dis-
mally. *Tain’t as 1t he slept in our
dorm, - I'd do it then all serene. But
I'm not going to risk myeelf among
that Remove crowd, and very likely gel
nothing after all.”

“Hallo!" What are you. two bounders
plotting about?” asked: Gatly, coming
out of the Form-room, ‘

* ‘“Nothing!” replied Spring.

- “We an’'t plotting at all. We're only
talking,” said' Bammy.

“Well, if you take my adwvice, Sammy,
‘vou won't talk to Shylock,” said Dieky
‘Nugent, appearing- behind Gatty. ‘““Shy-
lock’s a rotter ' 7 |

| “And if Shylock takes my advice he
won't taik to Sammy. Sammy’s
anather!” added Myers.

The three passed an, leaving two scowl-
ing faces behind them.

“TIl get- even with that zang before
T've done !” eaid Soring vengefuily.

“7T shouldn’t mind doing that. DBubt I'd
‘rather get even with. my. heastly major,”
roturned Sainmy. _

. The treatment to which. Sammy. lad
‘heen subjected was preying on the mind
‘of that sensitive youth. He might: havo
forgotten the punching and the con-
temptible meanness of that offer of a bad
threepenny-hit, but He could not forget
the postal-ordor. -

By this time tHe order had been
changed; there could Le no doubt about
that, BMost of the resultant money had
been spent—of that also there vould be
little doubt te anyone who knew the
ways of Billy Bunter.

But a shilling or two mmglit, remain,
and a shilling or two would be Lbetter
than nothing. ' _

Sammy went to sleep with Spring’s
advice in hie mind! He only wished
that he had' the courage to act upon 1k
But he had not. Bammy had as liftle
‘of the heroic strain in. him as, his
Jbrother.

His bed was next to Spring’s, and
Spring was a light sleepern Bome time
‘after mdimight he aweko.

At first he did -not know what had
But. then he heard a
‘grunt, which; if it did not proceed: from
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a pig—and that scemed improbable— |
['-{'JLHd only have comé from a Bunter. |

He turned his head.

Sammy had got out of bed. A Limd
was up, and moonlight streamed full
into the dormitory. .

Spring watched cagerly. "There was
something queer about Hammy., Al
firsat the new boy thonght that Sammy
was taking his adviee, and meant fo
raid the pockets of his major. Then
le doubted.

For the fat fag did not proceed to

put on anything over his pyjamas. It
was a hot mght, fruly, but Spring
thought it unlikely that Sammy wonld

go to the Remove dormitory with only
his night attive on.

Ile was going somewhere, however—
that much was certain.

Sitting up mm bed, Spring watched
him move towards the door.

Then it was that he understood.

ITe had scen a sommnambulist before,
and just as the somnambulist had moved
6o moved DBunter minor. His hands
were stretched out bofore him; but he
was not groping his way. Ile walked as
if awake, without stumbling or running

mmto anything. But le was plainly
walking in his sleep !
Spring grinned ennningly as  he

slipped out of bed and followed.

There was no very definite design iIn
his mind in doing that. But it was not
mere idle curiosity that moved him.
Seldom did the Shylock of the Second
do anything that was not intended to
serve his turn; and there was but one
thing that bhe really cared about—
money !

“He's going to pinch whatever he can
find in that fat ass's clothes,” he mut-
tered to himself, * He's thought about
it f1ll he avent to sleep, and then he’s
dveamed about i, and now he's going
to do 1t without knowing what he's
dong.”

No one else stirred. Spring followed
Sammy into the passage, and closed the
door softly after himself.

The fat fag made straight for the
Ramove dormutory.

He did not run agamnst the door. He
opened it as easily as if he lad been
awake, and passed down between the
two rows of beds to the virtuous ecouch
wherenpon his major lay, snoring for a
dozen.

Billy Bunter's clothes were thrown
confusedly on—and off—a chair at the
foot of the bed. Sammy walked straight

up to that chair, and took up his
brother’'s trousers,

His fat hand was thrust inte the
pockets, one after another. Spring

could see his face. It was quite ex-
presstonless, and it remained’ so even
when the fat hand came out with some-
ihing in it that glhistened in the moon-
light.

Sammy did not know what he was
doing. Even-had he known, it would
have been stretching the point a bit to
call him a thief. For that remittance
from home could hardly have been in-
tended =olely for William George's
benefit, and, in fact, though of this
Sammy had no proof, there had been
striot Injunctions in the letter accom-

panying 1t that it ehould be shared with |

Sammy.

But the thought which leaped into
Spring’'s mind was the thought of a
thief.

“Thia 18 my chance to get back what

that cad DBolsover owes me!” BSpring
muttered.

A few beds away from Bunter major
someone else was snoring. Bolsover

could not rival the Owl at that; but in
any ordinary dormitory he would have
been regarded as a wretehed nutsance.

- of fear shook b,
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his trumpeting

cad !

With Bunier present,
was hardly noticed.

“Sounds like the
Spring.

e found that Lie was right. ‘

It was the work of a moment for lim
to go through DBolsover’s trousers-
pockets. ) '

The result was disappointing. Bol-
sover owed Spring a sovereign, with
accummulated imterest. His pockets pro-
duced only half-a-crown and a few odd
COpPPers. o

But all was grist that came to Spring s
mill, He transferred the coins to his
mouth, having no pocket to put them
in.

muttered

Then he stole softly away in the wake’

of Sammy, who, having accomplished
his mission, was making tracks for the
door, +

The door clused almost in HSpring's
face. For a moment a desperate thrill
If anvone awoke
now——-

But no one awoke. The Remove, one
and all, slept on peacefully.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Somebody’s Haif-crown !

PRING hurried out, his hearl beat-
S ing fast.

Sammy Bunter's fat fect made a
pattering noise on the linoleum of

the passage; but Spring followed almost.
without a sound. _
He entered the Second Form dormi-
tory close behind Sammy. As he passed

a washstand he snatched from i a
sponge and dipped 1t into a ewer.
Next moment the sponge  was

lanked down upon the face of Dicky
R’ugent. _

Then, dodging past 'the unconscious
Sammy, Spring slipped into hig own
bed. He took the coins from his mouth
and thrust them under the pillow.

Dicky Nugent awoke with & snort of
wrath. *

“Which of vou bounders did that?”
he shrieked, sitting up in bed with the
water dripping from his face.

Nobody answered. Spring - had no
notion of confessing to the crime.
Sammy -did not hear. And if anyoue

]

{
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else in the dormitory heard he answered .
not e

Then Dickv's eyes fell
minor standin
light.

“BSammy, you rotter,” howled Dicky,
“vou did that! I'll give you jip for it !”

“Wharrer marrer?” grﬂwfed Gatiy,
rubbing his eves as he sat up.

He also saw Sammy., Sammy was on
his feet: but he was 1o more conscious
of what was going on around him than
if he liad been snoring in bed,

[lis eyes had the fixed glare of the
Hlec-pﬂﬁ'ahzer. but no one noticed that.
Fis podgy right hand clutelied some
coins; but no one noticed that, either.

Dicky wae out of bed now.

What had been done to him would
have annoyed him In any case, even if
(zatty or Myers had done 1t.

Anfl Gatiy and Myers were his bosoim
Sammy Bunter, the supposed
offender, lie loathed as he loathed only
ona other member of lha Form—Spring.

He fairly hurled himself at Sammy.

That luckless fag went down like a
ninepin before the impetuous rush,

But there was something queer about
his fall. He went down without yelling,
which was quite unlike Sammy.

“Get up and take your licking, yon
fat young beast!” stormed Dicky, stand-
“(old-sponge me, will
you? T'll teach you to do that!”

“Hold on, Dicky!" said Myers, also
awake now, “Ilow d'you know Sammy
did it? ’Tait’’t much like Sammy to get
out of bed for that sort of trick.”

Hop Hi, Sylvester, Castle. Maraden,
and half a dozen others were awake now.

Spring thought it safe for him to ghow
himself awake, too. Ile sat up, with an
elaborate yaw.

The bit of acting was wasted. Nobody
was thinking of Spring. But that was
exactly what Spring wanted, He had
no vearning for attention.

“T lweard something
Gatty.

The moneyv had tumbled from Samm;'s
hand as he went down. -

“Qs did L.V said Sylvester,
sountled like coins.”

“Ow! Where am 17 moancd Sammy,
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awakening suddenly fo find himsclf on
the floor. '

| jolly soon show yeu where you
are, you fat toad!” ﬂmﬁped Dicky. I'm
juﬂy well not going to have wet sponges
pnt on my face by fat cads, o don’t you
jolly well think it!”

“I didn’t—— Yaroceh! I never did
—— Yooop! I've only just woke up.
Have I tumbled out of bed?”

“Rats!! VYou can’t swizzle
snorted Dicky. _

“I don’'t know what you're talking
;hﬁilt* 1""11111513 have tumbled out of bed.

“It was half-a-crown he dropped,”
said Gatty, emerging from beneath
Sammy’s bed with a coin of that denom-
mation in his hand.

“I haven’t—I dido’t! I don’t know
anything about it! ’Tain’'t mine!”
burbled Sammy.

Then he realised that he was blunder-
ing. If that half-crown had been found
ander his bed it was as much his as any-
hody’'s—more !

“I mean—— Oh, gimme me my half-
erown, Gatty! It must have rolled out
of my pocket!” he corrected himself.

me "

“But vou hadn’t got half-a-crown ! | ] ‘
- getting at 1t

objected™Castle.
were stony ™ )

““ And that fat lout of a major of yours
is stonv-hearted !’ added Marsden, who
fancied himself a wit. ]

But no one toock any notice of Mars-
den. His humour was quite wasted in
the Second. .

“Me tinkee Sammee sleep-walkel—
pickeepocket !” said Hop Hi.

“Crumbs! ¥ shouldn’t wonder if that's
right |7 Gatty said. ‘' He just flopped
over when Dicky barged him, and he
didn’t yell or anything,”

*Everyane knows you

“ Nungent mmor never pushed me over |
I tumbled out of bed—I must |
“Just you}

I believe you were asleep; you looked R

1 :

at all.
have!” sgueaked Sammy.
gmme my halfcrown, Gatty _

“He did push you over; 1 saw him,
just as I woke up!” said Spring. ““And

&

Like 3t."

“We know well ennough Picky barged
him over !’ saad Myers. **But I dunno
;j.!d}u;tjnf the sleep-walkimg., Sammy's art-
ul !

“TI—T s'pose I was walking i my
sleep,” quavered Sammy. “ That rotter
Billy has done it before now, P'r’aps it
runs in the famly.™

“Like good looks and slim figures,”
remarked Marsden.

But no one took any notice of Mars-
dden, His sarcasms fell as flat as his
puns,

* Auyway, that's my haif-crown
sisted Sammy.

e did nat really believe the con his,
for he had neo knewledge of his raid
npon the Remove dormitory; but he
had no notion of losing a chance like
this. |

“So vou say ! growled Gatty.

“Well, your can’t deny 16F Gimme my
bhali-crewn !

“ Don't yvou, Gatty!"" said Dicky.

“Think I'm such a mug?
well likely ! You didn't get out of ked
witn hali-a-crown m your fat, dicty paw,
L'll bet, young Bunter

“1—1 did! I remember !”
Sammy.

“We'd better find out whose cof he's
been boning,™ . said Castle,

By this time the whole
awale.

““* Anybody here had half-a-crown in
I:is ¢lothes when he went to sleep?” n-
aginired Dicky.

I had two,” said Spring.

“I'd one,” admtted Sylvester. *' That
and.a sixpence were all tl}:lﬁ gilver I had.”

“Me havee thlee !” Hop Hi said. He
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é attempt.

 from the door of the Upper
- mtory.
* Any of you fellows awake?” it asked. |

the voice.

bounders have missed any.
- be civil, anyway, Fry!”

_anyone. .
- been Gatty's voice® he had heard,
woke up Temple, skipper of the Form, |

dived into the mysterious recesses of his! and Dabney and Seott.

Ohriental garments, laid on the chair be-
side his bed. “Me gottee thiee now.
Sammee folget me !”’

Neither Spring nor Sylvester claimed
to have lost halE&-cmwn.

“Well, T'll take care of i1t till the
morning,” said Gatty. *“ P'r'aps we sghall
find an owner for it then.”

“There ain’t any need to find an
owner!” protested BSammy peevisaly.
“1t's mine—stands to reason it must be!
Wasn't it under my bed 7"

“It was; and tﬁat’s where you’ll be
in half a jiffy if you don’t shut up!”
growled Gatty.

“Can’t be yours; you hadn’t one!”
said Myers,

“Who said T hadn't?”

Sammy.

“You did yourself !”

“Well, you chaps know what a liar 1
anmt—I mean, you always say I'm a lLiar.

I could tell a lie about this as

squenaked

I
1¢
eaal‘Fj?“; about anythimg else, couldn’t

 §
But Samimy’s ingenuous argument fell

upon deaf ears. Gatty pocketed the coin,

and growled dire threats of vengeance
agamst Sammy if he dared to attempt

Sammy had no mind for any such
He sniffed for a while, and
then he snored.

Spring lay awake long after the rest
were asleep, A plan was forming itseclf
in his mind.

Herbert Spring—or Conrad Arthur
Spring, for there seemed to be some
doubt which was his rightful name—
might be a dunce in class, but his brain
worked quickly enough where money was
cogcerned.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Next Morning !
ISING-BELL had not vet sounded,

dormitory were awake; and Bob
Cherry, usunally first out of bed,
was thinking of tumbling out and arous-
ing his chums,

The sun streamed in through-the win- |

dows, giving cvery promise of a hot,
fine day. A bathe before breakfast struck
Bob as quite the hest possible dodge.

He had turned dows the sheet which |

had formed his only covering during the

' night, when a voice sounded at the door.

*“ Anybody here lost any chink?® it
asked.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
wraong now, Dicky?” ¢ried Bob.

gone

He had taken the voice for that of |

Dicky Nugent, as anyone who heard it
without seeing the speaker would have
done. That was exactly what Spring had
intended.
and he made no answer to Bob’s inquiry.

A moment later what sounded like the
rather growling tones of Gatty proceeded

““A chap in our Form—that fal young
beast of a Bunter minor—seems to have
been sicep-walking -

“What's Bunter minor’s eleep-walking
to do with us?” snapped Fry. *If he’s
broken his neck we don’t mind, There
Bunters about Greyfriars.”
t broken his neck !”’ growled
“But he seems to have heen
collaring other fellows® chink, and 1
thought T'd ask whether any of vou
You mizht

are too n-mn;y*
“He hazn

The voice ceased, and Bpring melted
away without having shown himself te
vy had no doubt that 1t i}:_ai,d.

8
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but several fellows in the Remove |

- growled Bolsaver major.
only chap who's logt money, and nobody

why
He had not shown himseif, |

enough. . _ _
sleep I don’t talk in nune, and I am’t

NOW OWN
SALE.

Others also
awoke; and as soon as the news was
known searches wera made in pockets.

“Nothin’ done here,” said Temple,
after examination. .

“T'm not worrying ! Dabney said.
“If young Bunter’s bagged all I've got
it's only sixpence-halfpenny. I'm not
saying 1 d give the httle worm even the
odd halipenny, but it ain’t worth getting
out for. Yaw-aw-aw ! I hate being woke
up before rismg-bell !”

“Lost anything, Angel?” asked
Scotft,

Angel, by long odds the worst rotier
of the Fourth, was making an inspec-
tion of his elegant pocket-hook.

“(Oh. by Jove, I don™t know ! replied
Angel languidly. “T1 may be down a
quid or two. I'm not sure how many
notes 1 had here.”

“Well, it amn’t a fat lot of good count-
ing them, then,” Scott returned.

Scott did not like Angel.

No one in the Upper Fourth dorm-

| tory appeared to have been robbed. As

neither Sammy nor Spring had been
there, this was not surprising.

Meanwhile, Spring had gone back to
his own dormitory.

He cast a hasty glance around. Every-
ono seemed to he still asieep. _

But the almond eyes of Hop Hi were
open, thﬂu%}: Spring’s scrutiny did not
reveal the fact to him. )

The Shylock of the Second got noise-
lessly back into bed. No sconer was he
there than he sat up, rubbing his eyes
and vawning loudly.

“Did I hear the rising-bell 77 he asked,

Nobeody answered.

‘“ Anybody know the time? My watch
has stopped,” Spring said mext,

But at that moment the rising-bell sent
ite clangour throughout Greyiriars, and
the Second awoke.

Before the bell had ceased to ring a

ecrowd of the Remove poured into the

dormrtory.

“What's this yarn about Sammy
Bunter walking in his sleep and boning
chaps’ chink, Dicky ?"" demanded Frank
Nugent.

A howl came from the rear of the
crowd. For once Billy Bunter had not
stayed in bed after the bell had sounded,.

'He had even got out before it rang.

“TLemme get past!” he roared.
“Lemme get at the little beast!”
“Oh, chuck it, and wait your turn

“You ain't the

B

You'd say

carcs if you have lost some,
But

vou had whether 1t was true or not.
mine’s been bagged !
That fact was evidently of real import-
ance in the eyes of Percy Bolsover.
“(Oh, really, Bolsowver! 1 can't

sge

- b:;; up; porpeise !” said Peter Tadd,
“Gentlemen, let my prize pig conie to the
front, please! He’s one of the giddy

 victims, or says he 1a.”
Fourth dor- |

“T do say if, and I can prove 1t!”
howled William George.

Sammy was sitting up in bed now, look-
inge scared. Dicky rubbed the sleep out
of his eyes, and said grumblingly :

“@Give a fellow a chance! It's true
But if Sammy walks in his

properly awake yet.” .
“Rot ! said Beb Cherry emphatically,

s “You were awake five minutes ago, when

vou stuck your head in at our door and
sanz out what had happened !”’

“1 didn't do anytgin of the sort,”
answered Dicky, in wonder, “1 tell you
I've only just woke up !

'l‘ﬂrnpﬁz, in a very swell suit. of silken
pyjamas and a magnificent dressmg-gown,
Iounged in at that moment, followed by

w

: Dabney, Fry, and Scott.

“What's this yarn of yours, young
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Catty ?"" dinquired the lordly
the Fourth. “ None of us—— ,
“VYarn of mineY I haven’t been tel-
ing any warns!” growled Gatty. ““The.
bell woke me upt” :
“ But you came to our door, and—""
“Oh, rats! T’ll jolly well swear that 1
didn't do anything of the sort! What's
it o do with yeu Upper Fourth bounders,
anyway ?" d
“Nothin’, as 4t happens,” rephied
Temple. “But 1 don't sea why you

should deny " :

“Did you see, Gatty, Temple ?” asked
Squil,

“No; but Dab did.” |

“1 never said so,” Dabney corrected
hirn.  ** Matter of fact, 1 didn't actually
see the kid. But I heard him, all serene.
It counldn’t have been anybedy else’s
volce.”

“Well, it was; because it's jolly certain
it wasn’t mine !” yelled Gatty.

“Clome to that, I didn’t see vyoung
Dicky. But I heard his melliflucne
tonics,” sard Bob.

“You jolly well didn't, then!" con-
tradicted Dicky. “I haven't been out of
bed vet!” “ H

“Ch, really, what does all that
matter 7" asked William George Bunter
peevishly,  “I've been robbed, and
Boisover says he has——" :

“Rats?! What vou mean is that I've
been robbed, and you say you have. But/
you're mnost likely lvmg!" grunted |
Bolsover. _

“TI'm not! T can prove T'm not! I.
had half-a-crown, and 1 should know 1t
again, it I saw 1t—there?” !

“But you'd admit aecguaintance with
any half-crown, Bunty,” said Peter Tedd. {

*skippnr of

“We've known you %o adept a fiver be-.
fore now."™

“This half-crown had a little cross
soratched on it, just near the back of the
King's head!” Banter said triumphantly. |
“That ought to prove it’s mine. I never |
saw such disbelieving beasts as you chaps/|
arc, and you're the worst of the lot, Pecter
Todd, though yeu ought to know me
best !

“That's why,” said Peter drily.

Gatty was out of bed now. Dicky also
scrambled out. Both had forgotten the
question of who had been guilty of gpeak-
ing in their voices in this mew and in-
teresting disclosure.

The half-crown was produced.

“IT'm net going to look at it,"" said

Gatty. “Here you are, Wharton, you
lecok. DBut I expect the fat rotter's’
lying.”

Harry Wharton locked at the ecin.

“For once he 1sn’t,” he said. “The
mark’s here, right enough. Did you take
this from Sammy, Gatty ?”

“Well, I didn’t exactly take it from
himm., But I heard it drop—so dud the
other chaps—and I found it under his

bed.”

“It's  mine!” burbled Bammy.
“Billy’s telling "em! Everybody knows
what a liar Billy is! He saw me put that
mark on, 1 suppose, and——"

“Oh, really, Sammy, you shock me! 1
saw nothing of the sort. I don't know a |
bit how the mark got $here, I had the
half-crowvn in my <change from Mis.!
Mimble—that's all T know. Except that
vou hadn’t any half-crown at all—I'm
certain of thati"” |

‘1 should have had, though—and a
jolly Ei}g]{ht more—if you'd whacked out
fair ! howled Samuel. ]

“0Oh, stop that, you two porpoises!”,
enapped Johnny Bull, “Lock here, |
Dicky, what evidence 1s there that
~ Sammy was sleep-walking at all " ?

“Even though the stealfulness of the
ludicrous and despised Sammy be prove-
fully established, the sleep-wallfulness
docs not follow,” remarked Inky, in his|

| ting I did,

1 shouldn’t do 1t while 1

t lost 7" howled Bolsover.

{ never seen it!"' wailed Sammy.
1 half-erown's mine, really.
| have whacked out the remittance with
| me,

| the ingenuous mind of the fat child that
{ what he believed to be rightfully his.

{ was not in the possession of Sammy.

{ was rather eurious that, as half a dozen of

| had heard, since none had answeted. He

weird and wonderful lingo.
“ Probably went before,” said Squiff.

American junior.
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“TIf I boned anything—I'm not admit-
you know—but if 1 boned
anything it must have been In my sleep,”’ |
protested Sammy  anxiously, i |
was awake—
"tain't a bit likely !"” 4

“] don’t think he would,” said Dicky

Nugent. “Sammy’s a mean young
beast, and he can’t keep his inckmg.
fingers off grub and things; but I don't

reckon he’d bone chink.’

“And he really was walkin
sleep, the silly young ass,” sail
“I'm sure of that!” _

“It's likely emough,” said Harmry
Wharton. ““His major’s done the same
tling. Well, this half-crown belongs to
the porpoise, that seems certain. I sup-|
pose there's nothing against him having
it back, you fellows?”

“1 should think net!” bleated Billy
Bunter. “‘Do you think you can keep 1t
yourself, Wharton? 1Ii's mine! You
just gimme it!"”

‘“Here, hold cn!" snapped Bolsover.
“I've lost half-a-crown, foo, and some
coppers as well. What about them?¥"”

“This can’t be your half-crown, Bol-:
sover,” Harry.said. |

“Whe says it ean’t? Why can’t 7"

“ Because Bunter's proved it belonged J
to him."”

“Bunter's a rotten har!"”

““Yea, so he 13, in a general way. But
1 think everyboedy mnust see that he's told
the truth here—for once.”

“But what about the money I've

in his
Myers. -

“Bhell out, porpoise minor!”

{

Squifi pleasantly. ]
“1 haven't got Bolsover's nmne;v;—“-IIl’;vnli
‘hat
Rilly ought to |

Bl

He would havé done if he'd been |
honest ! y :

““Better go fthrough the fat child’s|
clothes, and look und%:r his pillow," eaid
Peier Todd. “I don't think you'll find"
it, though. My notion is that the ruth-
less greed of my porpoise so played upon

it made him walk in his sleep and bag

But he counldn’t think Bolsover’s chink |
was his, so there isn’t any reason to sup-
pose he bagged that.” .

"My opinion 15 that the young sweep
would bag anything,” said Cecil
Relg'umfld Temnle. '

“Oh, rather ! agreed Dabney. ]

“Y don’t think that,” Scott said, “1
fancv Toddy’s near enough right.” 1

Whether Toddy was right or not—and,
in fact, he was substantially so—it was |
easily established that Bolsover’s lost cash |
It
was now In Spring’s pocket, mixed with
his own money. But no one even
thought of Spring. |

Unless Hop Hi had his suspicions. 1t

the Second trooped downstairs together,
Hop Hi should ask: |
“Toellee me timeee, Splingee, please " |
Spring had said that his watch had
stopped, But he had forgotten that, or,
if he remembered it, supposed that none

pulled out bis watech, and told Hoep Hi
the time, though he did it ungraciounsly, !
as though he resented doing even so slight
a service without getting E—ﬂﬁhiﬂg for it. |
The Oriental face of Hop Hi was guite
impassive.  But bchind that face the
keen Oriental brain was thinking hard.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Molly Gray Will Not Tell! 1

¢t OMEE with me, Sylvestel?”
asked Hop Hi, after morning:
| classes, -

“AWhere to?”

e

inguired the

{ approved at all of Hop Hi's
mashed on Miss Gray.

Three-halfpencs, 7

These two were fast friends
Hop Hi, who got along very well with
the Form ﬁanemlly, had never reaily had
a chum +ill the last Christmas holidays,
-sﬁent at Greyfriars, had brought him and
the American millionaire’s son into close
contact; and very much the same was
true of Reoderick Sylvester.

[now,

“To -Cliffee House,” 7replied the
Chinese youngster.
“Oh, 1 say! What for?"”

“ Wantee sce led-headed galee.”

“You mean Molly Gray, don't you?”

¢ Miss (Glay—yes.”

“1 say, you know, she's a mive kid;
but vou aren’t getting mashed on her,
are you, old chap?”

uite anxiously, I

Sylvester spoke
was eovident that be weuld mot have
gething

Hop Hi did not grin.
solemuly:

“No gettea mashee, Syivestel,
about Splingee.”

“Oh! That's different, of course. 1t
would be awful rot far you to go run-
ning after a girl. You ain't old enough,
you know."

Hop Hi migh

He only suid

Tulkes

t have been anything up
to fifty then, except for the smoothnass
of his face and his smallness. There was
nothing bovish 1n Ins look. Bubt when
next moment he griuned one could see
the boy 1n him, -

“You can grin; but yvou aren't, and
I'm going to see that you don't make a

iddy ass of yourself that way. As for

pring, I shouldn't sworry about the
rotter,”” said Sylvester.

“Splingee thlash Sylvestel. Splinges
ﬁych stlongel than Sylvestel,” said Hop

1.

“1 don't ecarae. That’s all over nmow,
and the other chaps said it was no dis-
grace to me,” replied the Ameiican
junior, flushing. : .

“ Disglace to Splingee,” said Hop H1.

“Well, I don't r him any grudge for
it. After all, it was fair enough In a
way. He had his choice ameng the five,
and he chose me,” Gylvester answered.

But Hop 1Ii shook his head. 1f his
chum bore no grudge against Spring for
that business, Hop Hi did. He had been

watching the new boy narrowly cver

since, and had some pretty definite sus-
picions about him. With all his cun-
ning, Spring was no match for the Litile
Chimee.

Sylvester and Hop Hi trolied along
together to Cliff House. The only Girey-
friars fellow they saw on the way was
Sammy Bunter, who was meoning abouf
some two lmndred yards or so from
the gates, looking extremely discousolate.
Sammy mourned for that lost half-crown
like Rachel mourning for her children,
and refnspd to be comforted. Or, rather,
would have refused had anyone proffered
consolation. But no one cared enougih
about Sammy Bunter for that.

**Where are you chaps going?" asked
Sammy,

“There and back,” replied Sylvester.
“We might see you on the way back if
vou still happen to be leafing round here.”

“T'll come with you,” w~elunteered
Sammy.

“Me tinkee not,” said Hop Hi biandiy.

“Why not, I should like to know?”

“ Because we won't have you,”’ re-
turned Sylvester bluntly.

“¥Yah! I shall come if T want to—so
now, then! I s'pose the road's free to

1 me as well as to voun. ain't i7"

“That load,” Hop Hi said, pointing

1 towards Greyfriars.

“Yah! If I don't come it's only be-

{canse T won't be seen with such oul-

giders as you two! Fishy says you're
the only American he knows who would
chum up with a rotten Chink, Sylvester.™
Hop Hi's reply to that faunt was inune-
disite and practical. Sammy found him-
Tag Maaxer Lisrary —No, $49.
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rop A-TEEL
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eclf on his back in the dusty road next
moment, with very hittle wdea how he
had come there. Like his elder brother,
Hop Hi knew more than a little of the
art and science of ju-jitsu.

Having put the charming Sammy on his
back, Hop Hi planted a foot on his

odgy waistcoat.

"%Etf&l sayee begee paldon,” he said
gravely.

“"Yah! Catch me at 1t! TI'll split on
vou for bullying first, ou yellow beast!”

*Lais!"” retorted Hop Hi. And he and
Sylvester - walked on.  Hop Hi meant
““Rats!” But the Chinese fiud the letter
177 very dificult.

*“1 wonder whether Spring was mixed
up in that sleep-walking bizney?” said
Sylvester thoughtfully, “1I den’t quite
_ff?ﬂ l}:m' he could have been,-and yet

“Bettel Sylvester not wolly about
splingee.  Hop Hi lookee aftel Splingee.

The yellow }ace was 1mpassive, and the
words were spoken in a level, unim-
,m.aﬁmned tone. But if Spring could have
beard he might not have felt quite com-
fortable.

The two reached the ClLff House gates
before they encountered anv of the girls.
But there they fonund Marjorie Hazeldene
aird Clara Trevlyn just coming out.

Sylvester raised his straw hat politely,
and Hop i bowed almost to the ground.
Marjorie smiled, and Clara giggled.
They knew the two juniors, of ecourse,
but not as well as they knew many of
the Remove.

“Wantee see Mis: Glay, if blight-eyed
misa will be so kindee as tellee Miss
Glay,” said Hop Ha.

“Which of us & blight-eved,” Mar-
jorie” asked Clara, giggling again, *“ It
must be me, I fancy, for I'm sure you
den't look so.”

“He means ' bright-eyed,” 7 explaied
Svlvester, “That’s both of yon,” he
added galiantly, and then biushed at his
own boldness.

Marjore looked with
at the (hinese junior.

“T1 will tell Mollv,” she said. But she
epoke a trifle doubtfully,

“He doeen’t want to spoon, Miss Hazel-
dene,” said Sylvester.

Both the girls laughed at that, and
Sylvester blushed again.

Marjorie tripped hghtly off.
moments she came back
Gray.
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somae <curiosity

In a few
with  Molly

pence !
| Molly looked at

And it's a national |

The red-headed CLf Touse junior
toesed her mane at the sight of Sylvester
and Hop Hi.

“1I'm not thure that I want to thpeak

to them at all, Marjorie;” she said. *I
don't know them very well,”
“Oh, I would, kiddie, I think.  Syl-

vester's quite a nice little fellow, and so
18 Hop Hi, though, of course, he 1sn’t at
all like an English boy.”

Marjorie and Clara passed out of the
gates together.
the. two Second-
Formers in a way that was not specially
friendly.

“1 underthand you two want to thay
thomething to me,” she said.

“Hop Hi wants to ask you——"' began
the American boy.

“Bettel lettee me talkee, Sylvestel.”

“Oh, all serene, if you want to, old
man."’ . :

“Me tmkece you knowee Splingee at
homee, Miss Glay?”

“Yeth, tho.I do.

about him.”

“We don't like Inm, either,” said Syi-
vester. ““Hop Hi bars him no end.”

Moliy looked at them with some sue-
P1Cion,

“You may think you can pump me,”
she said. *‘‘Buft yvou're making a great
mithtake. You don't thee any green in
my eve, do you?”

“Velly nicee blownee eyes,” said Hop
Hi blandly. “Pletty Miss Glay tellee
Hop Hi about Splingee, please! Splingee
lottel at Gleviliara—tellee what Sphngee
do befole he come to Gleyihars,”

“What did you call me?’ snapped
Molly. But even though she snapped her
cheeks dimpled and her eyes were not
angry.

“Pletty Miss Glay,” ivephed Hop I
demurely.

“Then 1it'th hke your giddy cheel,
that'th all ¥’

“He doesn’'t mean anything,” said Syl-
vester, ' 1 don't euppese he really thinks
you're pretty at all. It's just his way of

flashed

L]

talking.”

“Then he'th not truthful!™
Molly.

Sylvester had rather put his foot in it
Hop Hi's outspoken compliment had not
]‘EHHF ﬂ.lll]ﬂ_?E{E Mizs Gray at all; but it
annoyed her to be told that it meant
nothing.

“Hop Hi velly thuthful,” saad the httle
Chinee earnestly. * IHop Hi tinkee Miss
Glay velly pletty, and——"

“0Oh, drop it, pleathe!
that thort of thoft talk. And I'm not
going to tell taleth abkout Herbert
Thpring. He wath a very nathty boy
when I knew him befors, but perhapth
he'th better now.”

Hop Hi shook his head sadly, imply-
ing that he did not believe i any
reformation on the part of Spring.

Sylvester opened his mouth to speak,
but a clutch on his arm commanded
silence.

The head-shake seemed to make some
impression on Molly Gray.

“If vou mean he 1thn't——"" she began.

Acain Hop Hi shook his head.

“That'th all very well, but 1 don’t like
telling taleth, and I don’t know why you
come here athking me thingth. Bethides,
I muthn’t thtay out here talking to you
—Mith Prim would be very angry if the

I don't hLke

knew. But don’t you know Algy Mer-
ton ¥ :
“ At Highcliffe 77 asked Sylvester.

“Yeth., Algy knowth all ‘about
Thpring, and ilgy’th a friend of mine.
You go to him and thay that youv'e theen
me. Then he can tell you what he hiketh.
But I don’t mean to tell you anything at

| all, beeauth—oh, well, jutht becauth !

Hop Ht’s face was quite impassive, but
Sylvester looked very dieappomnted.

But I don't like
him a hittle bit, and I don’t want to talk }

O

‘here, are wa ¥’

NOW ON
SALE.

“T'm coming, Alithe!” cried Moliie
Gray. And with that she darted away.

The two fags looked at one aunother.
Their errand had not been a success.

But Sylvester had not the least idea
that he had speiled his chum’s chance of

learning anything., Hop Hi had a very

efrong 1dea to that effect, but he said
nothing. Master Roderick Sylvester’s
impetnosity was mot suited to diplomatic
methods. But Hop Hi had felt that he
could not tackle Molly Gray alone.

“Shall we go straight to Ilighchffe ?”
asked Sylvester eagerly.

But Hop Hi shook his head.

He saw no use in going to Highchffe
at all.
. Merton, of the Higheliffe Fourth Form,
wias not at all hkely to tell what he knew
about Spring to two Gréyfriars fags. Ile
would tell nothing without explanations,
and Hop Hi had no mind to explain,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Was It Sammy ?

H. I say! This i1s too beastly
thick for anything ! Someone’s
been at my money (" howled
Spring.

Rising-bell had just sounded on the
morning after the fruitless errand of Hop
Hi and Sylvester. Maost of the Second
had not been in any hurry to turn out,
and as yet only three had left their beds
—8pring, Hop Hi, and Pettifer.

There was an expreasion of acute dis-
may on Spring’s mean, cunning face as
he fumbled 1n the pockets of his trousers.

Nothing eclse could hit Spring harder
than the lces of money. Evervone thers
knew that. DBut no one felt any sym-
pathy for him in his logs.

“Rata !V said Dicky Nugent.
“You're too giddy careful of your oof to
leave your purse in your pocket!”

“Look under your pillow!” growled
Ga,t;ty. “T'lIl1 bet that’s where you put
it !’

“T don't, then!

my trousers-pocket,
]

I always leave 1t in
We're not thieves
snarled Spring.
“TI'm not. T dunno about everybody !
answered Dicky,
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Every Monday.

“1f Shylock’s lost chink, T &'pese other
chaps have, too,” said Gatty, with no
appearance of concern.

"“Have you?” inquired Castle.

“Np. IIadn’t got any to lose.”

“Qame with everybody else, 1 veckon,
except Sylvester and ITop Hi,” remarked
Myers. ‘“And they’ve got too miuch.
They deserve to lose it if they ain’t care-
ful 1" |

“T am careful, always,” eaid Sylvister,
extracting a pocket-book from his pocket.

Then his face fell,

“0Oh, ecrumbs! All

cone !” he gasped.

my notes have

“ Jolly careful chap, ain’t yon?” gibed
Dicky.

“Well, how could I—-"

“It's no odds,” struck in Myers.

“dammy's been walking again, that's
all. 1Ie’s got the chink!”

“71 ain't—I didn’t—I never!"” burbled
Samuel, “1 knew some of you rotters
would say it was me. But it wasn’t!”

“How d've know that, {fathead!”
asrowled Gatty.
“0Of course 1 know, you chump!

Wasn't it me ? I mean, it wasn’t me, and
I jolly well know it wasn’t!”
“1 g'pose you knew when you boned
your major's chink, and bully Bolsy’s?”
“Yes, of course I did! 1 mean, no,
of course I didn’t! How can a chap know
when he's asleep ¥”’

“Well, then, you «can't know
whether 7

“Pon’t be such a silly fathead,
Gatty " equealed Sammy. ‘‘T'm qute
certain I never got out of bed last

night "

“T,icks me how vou can be certain!”
said Castle.

“Tle can't possibly be !” Myers said.

“PBut if he did, and deesn’t know 1t, we
can’t say it was his fault,” said Dicky.
“We ain't calling you a thief, Sammy,
though I must say we might almost as
well have a real thief in the dorm as a
siddy sleep-walker like you.”

“ The question is, where's the money 7"
said Spring eullenly. **I'm not going to
lose mine, I can tell you that! If he’s
lidden 1t <

“1 didn't—1 never took it!"" howled
H&l’l]l]]}’.’ “You can look anywhere you
ltke——

“We're going to do that, anyway!”
growled Gatty.

And they did look. They searched
Sammy’s bed and Sammy's clothes, They
tried every likely and unlikely hiding-
place, Lut they found no trace of the lost
moncy.

Spring’s purse had gone, with every-
thing in it; and a wad of notes had been
taken from Sylvester’'s pocket-book. The
American junior was not sure how many ;
anything %mm six to ' ten, for a pound
each, he thought, No, he had not the
pumbers.

He hore his loss with resignation, after
the first shoek of discovery. DBut Spring,
who also had not the numbeirs of his
notes, was very far indeed from bheing
resigned. e made no end of fuss.

And all the time Hop Hi, saying
nothing, watched him clozely.

Dicky Nugent turned suddenly upen
Hop Hi.

“Yonu lost anything, kul 7" Lhe asked.

The little Chinee shook his head.

“How's that?” growled (latty.
“You've always gobt some !”
“Mea mnot eo caleful as Sylvester.”

replied Hop Hi. " Me keepee oofee in
velly unsafe place. DBut Sammee no
lindee, allee samec.”

“T never looked. 1
such a beast, Hop Hi!”

“Shin out, Sammy, vou rotter! T.et's
have a squint at your feet!” said Gatty
commandingly.’

Quite a crowd had gathered around

Oh, don't be
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1 Hop Hi is warlike ! (See Chapter 11.)

Sammy’s bed, ‘but Sammy showed no
mmclination to shin out.

“ What do vou want to lock at my feet
for?”" he squeaked.

“MTo gec if they're dirty,” answered
Gatty.

“Ng need to look; they always are.
Sammy's a filthy young beast;” said the
polite Dicky,

“Oh, I know all that; but il he’s been
paddling about the linoleum barefoot
they might show marks.” _

“(r the linoleam might.” said
Muareden. “Where the dirt came off
Sammy's feet, you know. Let’s look at
the linoleum.”

“Rats!” snapped Gatty.
to leck at his beastly feet !”

“Tt was that rotter Spring who put
yvou up to that!” wailed Sammy. I saw
him whisper to you. But I don't cave.
You can see my feet if you like, They've
as clean as anybody's here—as clean as
any of vour ugly faces, come to that!”

e threw back the bedclothes, and
exposed to view two podgy feet.

“What's that on his left big toel”

“T'm going

asked Spring, stooping to look. )

“Pirt,” said Dicky. * Same as on tae
right, you know.”

‘“Ha, ha, La!”

Tt looks to me like some of the tooth-
powder Sylvester spilled last night,” said
Spring.

“That wvou spilled, you mean, you
clumsy idiot!” snapped Sylvester. “ It
was vou jogged my elbow while I'd got
the tin in my hand. And yvou'd no busi-

ness  anywhere near my washstaud,
either, you know that.” o

“1t was quite an accident, and 1
apologised at the time,” said Spring
meekly.

“There's some of the powder down by
Sylvester’s bed now,” remarked Myers.
“But T don’t think 1t can be that on
Snmm}:’s foot, It wouldn’t stick, T
faney.”

“ Sammy wouldn't use tooth-powder to
his feet. He never uses 1t to his teeth!”

said Dicky.

“Perhaps he’s got the foot-and-mouth
disease 1" chipped in Marsden.

But, as usual with Marsden's jekes,
this fell flat. He himself might hLave
had some difficulty in explaining it; and

no one elge bothered about it at all,

“Somebody slopped water over it~
said Castle. “Shouldn’t wonder if 1t
wonld stick after that.”

“ Loeoks as if it had, anyway,” Pettifer
said, with a sidelong glance of suspicion
at the luckless Bamuel.

‘“Let's have a squint at it,” suggested
Myers.

“1 ain’t going to have any more chaps
meddling  with my feet!” squealed
Sammy, covering his pedal extremitics
up 1n haste.

“Ass! Tat idiot! I don’t mean your
ngly foot! 1 meant the mess by the
washstand,” replied Myers.

A dozen or more moved across, and

examined the damp mass of tooth-
powder.
Dicky put a finger into it. Some of

the stnff stuck to the finger when he tock
1t away.

“Y,0o0ks jolly suspish!” he said.
does stick.”

“1 haven't been near that washstand .”
bleated Sammy. “I never use———"

“We know you never use a wash-
stand.” broke in Castle. *“That ain’t tho
question. Question 13, what were you
doing near Sylvester’'s bed?”

“1f Sammy trod in the stuff,” sad
Myers, “how is it the print of his foof
doesn't show ? Mind you, I ain’t sticking
up for Sammy. He's a rotter, anyway.
But, as a scout, I say there ought to be a
footprint.”

“ He must have trodden in it, elee how
could it be on his foot?” snarled Spring.

“ Perhaps only his toe touched 1t,” sug-
aested Dicky.

Myers was now down on his stomach
on the floor, examining the damp mass
with critical eyes.

“T1 can see finger-marks,” he said. “I
can't see any footmark, nor anything hike
Sammy's fat toe. As a scout, I should
expect i

“There’'s the stulf on the fat young
cad’'s foot to prove it, whatever you can
see or can't see!” snorted Spring.

“It

“ Ain't that good enough?” growled
Gratiy.

“Yes, in a way. Bui, as a scoub, I
should——-"

“(Got nothing at all to do with 1it,”
struck in Dickv. ’'Taint as if we were
trving to make Sammy out a regular

Tar MAGNET LIBRARY.— No. S48
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thief. It's not as bad as that Dby long
odds.”

“] reckon that a chap who would steal |
in his sleep wouldn't take much tempting
to make him steal when he was awake!”
said Gatty. !

“ Oh, I dunno! You may be right; but
still, T shouldn't call Sammy a thiel. All
the same, he must have bagged the oof
and hidden it somewhere. Dan’f you
think so, Hop Ha?”

The Chinese junior gave the slightest
possible nod of assent. His almond. eyes,
narrowed to mere slits between their

lids, were fastoned wpon Spring all the{¥

were the o

time, s though Bprmg
* ﬁll}iﬁ crowd who interested

fellow in the w
him.

“1t's jolly well got to be found!” said |
Spring; hotly. **I'm mot going to pretend
1 don’t mind, like Sylvester. 1 do mind,
a heap!” :

“ Nobedy's likely
said Dicky. “We
money-grubber you are, Shylock {7

“Well, it ain’t to be expected that I
should put up with the loss of five quid, |
and more, because that fat young cad |
walks in his sleep!”

“No wuse talking about your quids
now!” growled Gatty. “If we don't
hurry up we shall be all late for
prayers!”

Sammy scrarabled out of bed with
tears in his eyes, He felt his position
painfully.

It was no use for him to protest that
he had not been walking in his sleep
again, though he felt sure he had not.
The evidence that he had seemed almost
conclusive ; but it did not convince him.

But if he had walked—if he had taken
money from the pockets of Spring and
Sylvester, and hidden it, where was the
Lhiding-place? |

It was rough luck not to know #that.
To Sammy’s muddled mind it seemed un-
just, If he must bear the blame, he
ought to be able to lay his hands on the
money! Not that he would have used
any of i1t, of course; but——

That was the way Sammy looked at it.
For Sammy was 2 true Bunter.

to think yon don't,”
know what a heastly |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Spring Meels Merton !

¢ SHOULDNT worry, old chap.
I "Tain't like you to woiry, you
know!”

It was Philip Derwent, of the
Fourth Form at Highcliffe, who spoke;
and it was to Merton, of the same Form, |
that his soothing words were addressed. |
These two and Tunstall—closer chums
than ‘ever in these days—were walking
at a leisurely pace along the road between
Highcliffe and Greyfriars.

“That's all very well, Flip,” answered
Merton, speaking more earnestly than he
usually did. Merton had been one of the
nuts of Higheliffe. He no longer ranked
among them ; but he still retained some-
thing of the languid, nutty pose, based
on the theory that nothing which did not
affect the nuts themselves really mattered
2 scrap. DBut all that was pui behind
lim now. He was in dead earnest.

“That's all very well,” he repeated,
after a pause of & few seconds. “In a

eneral way, T think mindin’ one’s own
izney ain’t half a dashed bad idea. ]
Baves lots of trouble in the long run.
An’ T'll admit that this isn’t exaectly my
blzney.” 1

“ Tt certainly isn’t.” said Tunstall. *I1f/
the rotter were at Higheliffe it would be
a different thing, by Jupiter! DBut he’s
at Greyfriars—"

“T1 know all about that. But, as far
ags I can make out, he's there under a
false name, an’ with a false character,

name's reall

Tunstall.

heard all the ins an’ outs of if.

near my
Reggie was there,

of a rumpus.

sale theft—in: the school an’ out,
|
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as you might say.
roll as Conrad Arthur Spring.
Herbert.”

ooks suspish when a chap

His

“H’Iﬂ'

changes his name, 1 agree,” Flip Der-
went saild.

“ Especially when the name he takes.

is that of a young brother who hasn’t

anything in particular aiﬂ.imt his
character, while he himself has earned

just about as black a name as he could,”

replied Merton. ‘
“Tell us ell about it, old top,” s=aid

£ “I+ sounds like an imterestin’
arn.

“Well, it is, in a way. But I don’t
know that I can tell it properly. 1 never
These
two Springs were day-boys at a school
e. My young brother
too, and little Molly
Ted. Thers was no end
Theft an’ all thnt—-whule;
an
things were made to look as if a whole

Gray’s brother

gang of kids—five or six of 'em-—were
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CADET NOTES.

Among the most successful of the °
Cadet organisations are the wvarious
brigades which are now -officially recog-
nised as Cadet Corps. _

These inclnde the Boys" Brigade,
which is now more than thirty years
old, the Church Lads’ Brigade, and
some other similar bodies.

The present strength of these brigades
is about 120,000. It is estimated that
at the present iime mno Tewer than
663.000 members and ex-members of
brigades are serving with the Colours.
Among them, these old boys of the
bricades have gained more than 900
distinctions during the past three years
of the war, inelnding no fewer than
22 Vietoria Crosses, 122 Military Crosses,
35 D.8.0.'s, also a large number of otler
distinetions, including wvarious ¥rench,
Belgian, Russian, Italian, Serbian, etc.

This is a record, of course, showing
onty one aspect of the brigades’ work,
but one reflecting very much honour on
tl{:eﬂnrganisatlnn and those belonging ¢ |

Our readers who are not already
members of Cadet Corps, and whoe hap- )
pen to reside in towns where no ordinary
Cadet Corps is yet in existence, will
often find that a detachment of one of
these brigades iz formed in their
locality, and they will do well to join
it and take part in this work.

They can obtain full particulars and
information about the hrigades, with
addresses of local companies, etc., on
application to the C.A.V.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courls of Justice,
Strand, W.C.2. ;
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in it together. They were goin’ to get
the sack—young Reggie an’ Teddy Gray
among them—when somehow it all came
out. There weren't half a dozen thioves,
there was only one—this dashed rotter
Spring "

“My word, he must be crafty!”

“He’s as cunnin’ as they're made. No
ona even suspected him at first of bein’

| in it, though he had a dashed bad name

in another way.”

“How did he get his bad name?”

Tunstall inguired. . ‘'

“ Money-lendin’! He's a perfect
young Shylock! Somehow, that told 1n
his favour with the fellowe when this
thiovin’ bizney cropped up. They,

din’t seem %o think it possible that a’

moneylender should be a thief, t00.”
“It's what I should call most of "em,

from what I've heard of the species,”’
drawled Tunstall. |

“Oh, T don't know. T dare say most

sharks.
Westonby

the ‘fellows
have =&

Anyway,
House seemed to

R

| have said he was all right.

| clenched teeth,

| Flip Derwent.
{ Greyfriars as & SBecond Form kid he can

| roundin

Jﬂnd Fred Tunstall

nd

of them are honest enough, if they are.
nt

Ho's down on theinotion the two roles couldn't be doubled
'by one chap. But they could, an’ they

were. The young rotter has a mania for
money. He'd do anythin’ to get hold of
ltr-'l'!

“But how could he come to Greyfriars
under his brother’s name?” asked Der-
went. “Are you sure the Groyfriars kid
is the thieving moneylender, and not the
decent chap?”

“Young Molly's sure, an’ that kid's cute
enough. Besides, thev weren't much
alike, even in face, The family cloared
out after that row at Westonby House.
No one knew where they had gone.
There were only these two, an’ their
mater—a queor woman, with a funny
kink in her-—just the kind of mater you'd
expect a rotter like that fo have. My
notion is that they went somewhere
among strangers, an’ that young Conrad
died. She never cared a lot about him;
it was the young rotter she was keen on.
Perhaps Conrad was buried as Herbert.
Perhaps he isn't dead. 1'm only guess-
ing. But, anyway, there’s been a
change of names, an’ it must have been
done to got the sweep taken into a
decent school. No Head would have
given him a chance if he had known all
the facts. But Conrad was different,
Old Brown, at Westonby House, would
1 guess he
did say so0.”

“You haven't scen the young beggar,
Algy 7" _

“Not vet, Tun. Of course, 1 may
run against him any day. They must

| have thought I'd left Higheliffe, an’ they
| didn't know Molly had come to Chuff

House.”

“What shall you do if you do meet
him?"” asked Flhip

Merton’s eyes gleamed savagely.

“7Td made up my mind to give him
the hidin' of his lifo!"" he said, between
“I sent him word 1
would; but I've mever scen him sinee.
The trouble about Reggie pretty nearly
hroke the mater’'s heart, an young
Teddy Gray «caught it no end from Tis

| pater, an’ there was a frightful upset
{ there.”

“I think he deserves a licking,” eaid
“But if he can pass at

bardly boe up to your wecight, Algy,
thnugﬂ he may be nearly your age.”

“0Oh, he won't show fight, Flippy—he
never does! “Too big a funk y'know!
Got to be dashed certain he can lick any-
body before——- Hallo1”

The exclamation came from Mertona
mouth like a bullet from a gun. For,
& bend of the road, they had
come full npon Spring.

Neither Derwent nor Tunstall knew
him: but it was easy for them to guess
who he was. And they had no doubt
from the first that this was Herbert
Spring, the elder brother, and not
Conrad Arthur, the younger, whose

| name appeared on the Greyfriars roll.
. res
marked Flip Derwent. !

Spring started back in evident alarm.
His face went a sickly hne, and his
?}'E'-E, set too close together, wore full of

ear.

Ile did not breathe a word till Merton,
springing forward, caught him by the
-Ehnulderﬂ and shook him until his teeth
fairly rattled together.

#“Tomme go! Stop him! T haven't
done anything to you!"' he panted then.

“You young rotter!” hissed Merton.
“T've been waitin' for this chance, by
Jupiter "’

Only once before had Flip Derwent
sean their easy-
going chum roused to such fury.

“1—-1 Look here, Merton

“Vou slimy young cad?! You spoofin’
thief !’

11—
my brother?”

ih

Ain't vou taking me for
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Merion
than ever. .
“Neot likely, by Jupiter '’ he shouted.
“That’s what you want people te do,
but you can’t take me in! I know you
too well, you rotter! Where young
Conrad may be——"
I am Conrad!”
“You're taking me for
spose? He's dead !’
“You lying young hound !’

“You're dead sure you are right,
Algy ¥ asked Tunstall.

“He 1sn’t right! IHe's all wrong!
How should he know? I hardly know
him by sight! I suppese it's a genuine
mistake, but I think E?

shook him more furiously

whmed Spring.
Herbert, 1

pring. \

Merton’s hands fell from his sheulders;
but there was neo relenting, and there
was no doubt in Merton's face.

“It’'s true I didn't really know him,”
said the Higheliffe junior. “That was
luck for me. But yeu an’ your brother
weren't enough abke to be mustaken.
An’ what about Molly Gray? She knew
vou al} serene.”

Spring licked his dry lips in fear. He
knew the worst now. Molly Gray had
seen Mertﬂn.’, and had told him.

“8he—she's. lying !’ he muttered
huskily. “Bhe always had a down on
hoth of us—my brother Herbert told
me, I knew Herbert was pretty much of
a rotter; but he’s dead now, and I don’t

gee why I should be blamed for what he |

did.” .
“You say that Molly Gray’s lying?”

flashed Merton.
“1f she says——"
“She says you're

your life a year ago. I mmght have let
vou off that now; but I’'m net goin’ to,
after
Cut me an ashplant, Flip, will you?”

“Oh, rather!” answered Derwent
readily.

There were ash-saplings in the hedge
behind them, and an ashplant is hard to

beat when one has a really safisfactory |

thrashing ta accomplish,

Spring’s face' was like the face of a
cornered rat. But he had not the rat’s
mstinet to show fierce fight when
cornered.

It 18 true that Merton was above his
fighting-weight—taller and heavier, and
with a longer reach. But the disparity
was not so great as to make Bpring’s
chance hopeiess, for he had muscle
enough.

‘““Here you are, Algy,” said Fhp Der-
went, ‘ And there’s more in the hedge
if they're wanted.™

But an ashplant does not’ easily split or
break. That one held out as long as
Merton needed it, and far too leng for
Spring.

Merton’s right armr rose and {fell
quickly, His feet had to move, too, for
he found that using his left hand to grip
Spring’s collar did not give him play
enough, and when he let go Spring
holted.

But the Highcliffe fellow followed him |

up, lashing hard; and Derwent and Tun-
stall came behind.

At last Spring flung himself upon thé
grassy edge of the road, howling and
kicking. ;

“1 guess that's about enough, Algy,”
said Derwent.

Morton threw the ashplant over the
hedge, dragged BSpring to his feet, and
gripped him by the shoulders again.

“¥You'd better go easy at Greyfrairs !”

he said pavagely, shaking Spring as he |

spoke, “If I hear of your playin” any
such dashed dirty games as youn played
at Westonby House ;rc-.u’ll get 1t in the
neck, you young cad!”?

“Halle! There's somehody being

| ““Hallo, Shylock!
i pening to you?!’ asked Dicky, as they |

: ought to apolo-|
gme_ for shaking me like that!’ whined |

:

e Herbert Spring, an’ |
you are! I promised you the hidin’ of |

you've called that nice kid a har!}
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| kind to our Shylock ! said Dicky Nugent
to Gatty and Myers.

The three had just come within sight
of what was happening.

Merton saw them, and let Spring go.
The three Higheliffians walked off to-
gether. The Second-Formers hurried
after Bpring, who was making tracks for

Greyfriars.
What’s been hap-

caught him up.
" Mind your own business, can’t you?”
snarled Spring, wriggling with pain.
“*That ﬂhﬁ) was Merton of High-
chffe,” said Myers.
“Don’t I know that?”
“IFriend of yours!?” growled Gatty.
“No. I hate the beast!”

| o« You seem to hate pretty nearly every-

bady, old top,” said Dicky.

“80 1 do. There’s a rotten gang of
chaps at Greyfriars!™
“Bhylock’s waxy about losing his

dibs,” said Myers.

“Oh, they'll be found all serene!
| Sammy’s hidden them wup somewhere.
F Thing to do is to watch Sammy to-night
and see where,” replied Dicky comfort-
ably.- *“That's dead easy.”

““If they’re not found, it's going to be
unhealthy for Bunter minor!” snarled
[Bprmg. “B'pose I walked in my sleep
and stole? KEverybody o

“We shouldn’t believe you were
 asleep,’”” said George Adalbert @atty,
with entire conviction, “ You're too
jolly crafty, Shylock; that’s what's the
matter with youl”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Hop Hi on the Track !

E’RE going to keep awake and
waitch out for Bammy to-
night, Hop Hi" said Dicky
Nugent.

bé
I:!

#; “Allee lightee. Me keepee awake,

tcuu;,“ replied the Chinese jungior.
““No need,” growled Gatty.
' of us will be enough.”

“Three

t  “Shouldn’t waonder,”

“Allee lightm. Anybody knowee?”
- Hop Hi said, with apparent indifference.

l' “You can tell Sylvester. That will be

all right, won’t it, you fellows?” said
Myers. ‘‘ But, of course, there’s no need
for him to keep watch.”

*“ Anybody else knowee?”

t The question was put in quite a casual |

| way, and none of the three guessed that
t Hop Hi attaehed any particular import-
anee to the answer,

“No—yes, We told Shylock,” sﬂ-id-

Dicky.

Hop Ht’s face was guite impassive as

he heard that.
“Tinkee Sammee walkee again?' he

- asked.
said  Gatty.

“There’s a chance, anyway.”
1 say, Hop Hi, we saw
 talking to that Higheliffe chap Merton
this afternoon,” remarked Dicky,

“No savvy Merton,” said Hop Hi.
{ B%Tgester came up at this moment.

“Why, that’s the chap——*"" he began.
Then he caught a warnin
| h1s chum, and understood that he was
F saying too much. It was the merest

f bink of an eyelid, and the other three

noticed nothing. DBut Sylvesier had
 begun to realise that Hop Hi had some-
| thing up his sleave,
*“Yes, the chap that nearly went blind
after he had a fight with that rotter
‘Ponsonby,” said Dicky, who had his awn
‘reasons for disliking Ponsonby, the
leader of the Higheliffe nuts.

f i that had been what he had meant to

say.

{ “Merton was shaking the sweep.”

“Why for shakee Splingee?”’ inquired
Hop Hi.

L “We might as well

loak from |

} passage was almost completel

“1 know,” said 8ylvester, nodding, as |
| merely

-of that.
 slippers creaked.

Three-halfpenc. 11

" Because he loeves him so much, [
s’pose. Ha, ha, ha !” chortled Gatty.
The three passed on, Sylvester looked
at Hop Hi in a puzzled way.
: wmve gone and ssen
Merton, as Miss Gray told us to,” he

But Hop Hi shook his head. He did
not consider that the time was ripe for
asking questions of Merton.

He was glad to know that Spring knew
Sammy Bunter would bo watched that
night. It was quite a useful bit of in-
formation to Hop Hi, who was playing
h}:ls own game, kept dark even from his
chum.

Sammy was not told, of course. The
Second cleared off to bed at the usual
ttme. ‘The moon, now at the full, would
net rise till well on into the night, and
the sky was not as clear as it had heen.
By eleven o'clock the Second Farm
dormitory was dark,

And by that time Dicky Nugent & €.
had had nearly enough of their watch.
They had not dared to go to sleep at

- aa1d.

 first, lest they should not wake up; and
| when a couple of hours had passed

and Sammy still snored on, they began
to wonder whether there was any profit
in staying awake longer.

" Yaw-aw-aw !” yawned Dicky. * Any-
body awake?”

“Of course, ass!
. Gatty.

“ Are you, Myers?”

“Eh? said Myers, sleepily.

I am!” growled

I “Are you awake?”

“How could I answer vou i asn’'t
fathead ?” I I 1 wens

‘“ Asleep, Shylock 7*

No answer to that. Yet Hop Hi, wide
awake, felt sure Spring was not asleep.

" Let's chuck it !’ said Dicky. *“‘‘I'hat

 fat young cad’s snoring away like one

n’ﬁ}oﬁk i

“ He won’t walk to-night,*

half doubtfully. ¢
“Good-night, you chapst” eaid

Myers, “I'm going to sleep for one.”
Silence fell upon the dormitory after

Gatty said,

| the ** Good-nights ! of Gatty and Dicky

Nugent had been spoken.

_ : ] Hop Hi lay
quite still, but wide awake.

| _The silence lasted for somcthing lika
Fthma-qun-rtm of an hour.

5 3 Then the
' volce of Spring was heard, with a mock-
ing nole m it;

“Nugent minor,

Gatty, Myers!

| Thought. you fellows were going to stay
 awake 77

Nobody replied to that.

" Anybody awaké at all?” Inquired
Spring.

To that also there was no reply.

A quarter of an hour . The clock

| in the tower was just chiming twelve
when Spring got out of bed, and crept
- stealthily towards the door.

Shylock |

He had not reached it when Hop Hi
slipped eautiously from between the |

{f sheets and followed him.

The door closed neiselessly behihd
Spring. Next moment it opened as noise-

| lessly, and Hop Hi ghded into the pas-

sage.
He was just i time to see Spring open
the daor of the Remove dormitory. '1he
3&1‘}{ to

ordinary eyes, but the little Chinco

| seemed to have the.eyes of a cat.

Hop Hi did not fellow hia quarry inia
the Remove quarters. He stooped by the
door, and, had anyona else Been there to
hear, the pattering sound of a number
of emall objects falling upon the linolewmn
might have been heard.

ﬁnp Hi stepped back into the shadows.

Spring had gone barefooted, or with
118 socks on., Hop Hi was sure

For he knew that Spring’s

assed. Spring must
JABRARY.—No, 549,
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Lo busy in the Remove dormutory.
But there was an unpleasant surprise
awaiting Bpring when he came outf.

ITe had gone there to steal; nothing
could be more certain.  And the hittle
{ ‘hinee wanted him caught red-handed.

He detested Spring. . Part of his hatred
was due to the Sylvester affair, no doubt.
but not ull.of it.

And not all of his Lkeenncss for the
business he was engaged upon was due
to his hatred, He had a zest in 1t for
its own sake.

Morality had very little to do with
it. - Hop T1i had not yet absorbed the
dritish public school spirit to such an ex-
tent as to feel about Spring’s knavery
quite as Dicky Nugent & Co. would have
folt had they Lknown. He despised
Spring's dishonesty, perhaps; but he re-
lished the pitting of his own shrewd
$rain against the craftiness of young
Shylock,

Sammy really had wallked in-his sleep.
and had taken the half-crown from the
pocket of his brother. But Hop Hi did
niot believe that Sammy had taken Bol-
sover's money; and he was sure that if
was Spring who had nfled Sylvester's
pnnketnhﬂnf‘:* _

The tooth-powder “incident showed
Bpring’s resourcefulness.  But Hop Hi
had seen through the dodge. It was
Spring who had jogged Sylvester’s elbow,
causing him to spill the stuff; and the
(‘hinese youngster had no doubt that it
was Spring who had faked the apparent
evidence that Sammy had stepped m it.
Tasy cnough to do that! Just to Lft
the bedclothes from the feet of the snor-
ing Sammy and dab on some of the
gtuff ; that was all!

Spring's statement that his money had
heen stolen, his seeming indignation and
dismay—these were points in the game.

Sammy was being used as a stalking-
horse, or a scapegoat. Spring reckoned
it safe to pursue his depredations under
cover of Sammy’s sgleep-walking. No one
doubted that Sammy had walked m his
- elaep.

To-night Spring, knowing that Sammy
would be watched, had waited until
Dicky Nugent & Co. gave up their vigil,
and had acted when he thought all =afe.
Liord Mauleverer and Inky, and one or
two more in the Remove, usually had
plenty of money. If al]l of it was col-
lared, it would be assumed that Sammy
had made off with it and hidden 1t, quite
unconsciously—=at least, it would be so
assumed, unless Spring was caught in
the aet. '

And to get hingca.ught im the act Hop
Hi had strewn drawing-pins before the
v~ or of the Remove dormitory. Some
fr :akish Oriental whim may have dictated
tl o dodge. Sammy’s foot, smeared with
ths“ tooth-powder, had been counted
evidence against him. Spring should be
cenvicted through his feet also !

3o, confident in his own craft, Hop Hi
waited in the gloom. '

— s s —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Cunning of Shyloek !

r HE door of the Remove dornitory
creaked ever so little as Spring
opened it Hop Hi moved
nearer, gliding ghestlike through

the gloom.

“Ow-yow! Oh!"”

__Spring's feet had found the drawing-
pins !

“(ottee vou, Spling 1" hissed Hop Hi,
rushing forward.

But he exulted too soon. He . had
underrated the craft of his adverzary.-

" “Whalton! Chelly! Oh, you lottels!

You velly gleat lottels! You Jameo me !” .

The voice was as the voice of Hop Ii,
TaE MaicxET LIBRARY.—NoO, 549,

But 1t was not
It was Spring.

lifted in wrath and pain.
IHop Hi who spoke.

And Spring dodged past Hop 171 in the

gloom. It was easy cnough for him to
do that. Hop Ii had ventured too far,
and had got two of the drawing-pins i
his right foot and one in his left. Pain
meant less to him than to Spring; the
Chinese can bear pain with greater
stolcism than, perhaps, any other race on
carth.  But, between pain and surprise,
I[Top Tli was flabbergasted for the
moment.

And in the next moment he knew that
his trick had failed—that Spring had
outwitted him in that round,

The clamomr of voices arose n the
Remove dormitory. The door opened
again, in the second dfter the door of
the Second Form dormitory closed be-
hind Spring.

Hop Hi might have bolted, in spite of
hia damaged foot. But he did not choose
to bolt. Perhaps he thought it was use-
less after that outery in his voice.

“Yarooooh ! velled Bob Cherry, first
inio the passage, first on to the patch of
sharp points, ‘*Yeoop! Hop Hi, you
voung rascal i

“Handsome Bob Chelly wantee Hop
Hi?" spoke the little Chinee out of the
gloom.

“Want yvou? My hat, yes! I want to
give you a jolly good hiding! Look
out, Harryv! Look cut, vou fellows!
Strike a light, somebody. This flooi’s all
over tintacks!”

“Dlawing-pins, Chelly, not tintacks,”
Hop Hi corrected him

A mateh flared up, held between the
finger and thumb of the Bounder. Be-
hind Vernon-Smith showed a crowd of
faces.

Wharton and Johray Bull, Inky and
Frank Nugent, Delarey and Squiff, and
Tom DBrown, Peter Todd, Redwing,
Huazeldene, Bulstrode, Ogilvy., Vivian,
Desmond, Morgan, Bolsover, Wun Lung.
Dupaont, Rake, Russell, Skinner, Stott,
and half 2 dozen more had been pressing
forward when Bob gave that warning.

They halted suddenly, packed -close
together. Others pressed behind them,

and a hum of volces sounded. 'The
Remove had been pretiy  thoroughly
arouscH,

But Billy Bunter still snored, and Tom
Dutton, who was very deaf, still slept on;

and Lord Mauleverer was not out of bed,

though he was sitting up and taking some
languid interest in the proceedings.

‘i 've a candle-end, Smithy," eaid
Peter Todd, “ Mustn't waste matches
these days.

The wmatch flickered onf. Peter
wriggled his way through the ecrowd
somehow. He could not wriggle back,
so dense it was; but the eandle-end was
passed to Vernon-Smith, who. struek
another match and lighted it.

“Y,ook at that!™ eaid Bob, pointing

to the floor. ‘‘The voung villamm! lle
must have meant to lame us all!”’

“Pick them up!” ordered Harry
Wharton.

Hop Hi obered without a second’s
liesitation. His mind was made up. To
accuse Spring would be useless.
not Spring who had strewn thoze draw-
ing-pins. No one had heard Spring’s
voice ; no one had seen Spring. It was
quite possible, thongh Hop Hi thought
it very unlikely, that nothing had been
stolenn. As for catching young Shylock
with the proceeds of his thefts upon him
—assuming that he had stolen anything—

"Hop Hi had now too much respect for

the exceeding craitiness and the resource
of his adversary to hope for that.

Wun Lung wriggled out of the crowd
H._td the door and reached his brother’s
slgde,

It was .

NOW ON
SALE.

“ Whatee he
asked,.

“No can talkee,”” replied Hop 111, 1le
did not even look up as he spoke. Not
until he had picked up the last drawing-
pin did he raise his head.

Nearly all the eyes of the Remove
were upon him when he did so. He did
not meet those inquiring glances. ~Ilis
own eves were veiled, and his ycllow face
was quite impassive, So, in spife of his
puzzlement, was the {face of Wun Lung.

[t was plain that Wun Lung meanl to
staird by hig brother, But at present Hop
Hi was in no nnmediate danger. Unly
Bob Cherry had been hurt; and the
rood-tempered Bob, having picked the
drawing-pine out of his feet, was no
longer very angry.

“YVon'll blessed well have to tell, you
vellow imp!” snorted Bulstrode. il ¢
was only the other night we had Sammy
Bunter here, sleep-walking!” )

“Me no sleop-walkee,” said IIop Hi
mildly.

“We can all sce that,” returncd Whar-
ton. “But it’s easy to be fed up w]t’:l

ghmee 3you Dplaves?”

' visits from vou fage. and this trick——

““ Perhape ha was after Sammy " sug-
rested Squiff!

Hop Ili was rvather a favourite with
the Remove, and there was no dispost-
tion to be too rough on him. _

“Tf go, where's Bammy 7" said Rake.

“ And what did this young yellow
sinner meant by einging out as he did,
accusing us of laming him?” inquired
Bol Cherry.

“ You puttee dlawing-pins down ?" said
Wun Lung to his brother.

“Me puttee dlawing-pins down,” an-
swered Hop Hi coolly.

The Removites looked at one another
in great perplexity.

They knew of thethefts in ihe Second
Torm dormitory the night before. Dicky
Nugent had told the IFamous Five, and
they had agreed with Dicky that to watch
for Sammy Bunter's next walking, and
thue probably to find the hiding-place,
which even Sammy himself did not know,
was quite the best plan. In any case, as
the thefts were uneconscions, so to say,
involving no real guilt o the part of the
fat young somnambulbist. 1t bhad not
scemed worth while to report them-—as
vet. If they went on, and watching
failed, something more would have to
he done.

But there was nothing to show that
Samnpiy was in this affair, There seemed
to be no one in it but Hop i, and he
would not explain.

The sneering voice of Skiuncr struck
in upon the silence.

“1 don’t ~know what you fellows
think,” eaid the cad of the Remove, ““bnt
my notion is that it would be just as well
to see if anybody’s lost anything.”

“Do vou think Bunter minor’'s been
in here 7" asked Harry Wharton.

‘“Oh, I'm not saying anything about
Bunter minor!  There's no evidence
acainst him. For the matter of that, 1
don't know whether anybody’s been in
at all: But there seems to be blessed
mysterions things going on in the Second,
and+T don't quite see why our Form
should be dragzed into 1"

The Removites trooped back into the
dotmitory. Hop Hi went with them.
If he had lost his head for a moment. and
had done the wrong thing, he was cool
enough now.  But his only real mistake
had been one for which he was hardly

to blame—the failure to grab and held:

Spring at the eritical moment.

™ =

"The blinds were I}u”tﬂ QoW aﬂd thg— =

lights switched on. There was a general *
=oxamination of oks, |
spurses. But Billy Bunter still snored,:3

pockets,

and Tom Dutton still elept on; and

pocket-books, |
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Mauly sat up in bed, with his head back,
propped: against a pillow, teo lazy to
trouble abeut making sure whether his
money was safe.,

“No one’s lost anything, it seems,” |

snid Harry Wharton.

“Unless: Mauly has!” growled Johnny
Bull, “Tumble the bounder oul of
bed, somabody ! He hasn’t looked yet !’

“Oh, h&gﬂg; it's all right, I'm: sure,
dear boys:l* Hop: Hi wouldn’t touch any-
one's cash 1’

“But Sammy Bunter might—in his|

gleep,” said Frank Nugent.

“Has Sammy heen here? That’s the
question " Tomr Brown saidi

“Can’t have been!” sgaid Sgumif.
“ He'’d have punctured his fat feet, and
howled: so. that the whole blessed house
would Have woke up!”’

That seemed likely enough.
diffioult to imagine Sammy walking ever
those drawing-pins and- not raising such
howls as might almost have awakened
the dead!

“Did you see Sammy?” asked Bob
Cherry of Hop Hi.

The little Celestial shock his head,

“Or hear hhm ?” put in Rake.

Hop Hi shook his head: again.

“ Bee anybody 7 inquired Delarey.

This time the Second:Former nodded.

“Who was it7 Speak out, kid!”
growled. Bolsover:

Another shake of the head.

“Too dark to see; I suppose,” said|

Peter Todd. ‘“But the other chap must
have got punctured'a bif, too. We must
look out for a lame duck to-morrow.™ -

‘“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Mauly’s: been
burgled I’ hooted Bob. Charry.

Jolmny Bull' and: Ogilvy, by methods |
mr which force played a largor part than |
persuasion, had get Mauly out of bedi|
and to his pocket-book. Now the school- |
bhoy earl stood with. dropped: jaw and |}

face of eonsternation.

There was not a single note left. in: the |,
gome- |.
where between twenty and thirty pounds |

pocket-baok. There bhad ‘been

there avernight!

“How wmuch; Mauly?” asked the
Bounder.
“T"m not jpa:’.n151,i15i'n.re, dear boy. Twenty,

A eclean

anvhow—p’r’aps twenty-five,
sweep, begad "

Mauly's voice sounded worrmed. All
three knew that Mauly did not much
mind' losing his money. Plen
where that came from. But what Mauly
did mmnd: censiderably was the manner
in which his chums in the Remove testi-
fied their disapproval of his carelessness.

“Oh, you are a silly ass, Mauly !” said
Sir Jimmy Vivian frankly.

““On. pranciple: and’ in: & general way,

Vivian, I agree to that verdict,” Peten |

Todd said: “Mauly is a silly ass about
cagh. Butb i this partiemlar case he enly
did what the: rest of us did, and one
must really take it for granted that Grey-
friars chaps aren’t thieves, old top!”

“He, he, he!” chortled Hareld Skin-
ner. ‘“There must be one of thera who
am’t too honest, anyway. Mauly’s notes:
didn’'t go off on their own.”

“Bure you didn’t help: them, - Skn-
ner 7 agked the Bounder sardomieally.,

“Quite sure, Smithy! But I don’t
~ think we’ve far to look.”

And Skinner looked Etl‘.ﬂ.ig;,’ht— at.. Hop |
Hi, who stood: by his brether’s side. The |

two Chmese boys were ne frends of
Harold' Skinner’s, S
Both: yellow ecountenances remained
absolutely impassive. But 1if Skinner
thoughs Wun Lung and' Hop Hui did: nct
resent. his. innuendo  he was. greatly in
error. -
“Rats!” said Wharton, “Hop Hi
1sn't the fellow to do such a thing. Be-
sides, he's relling 1n money as it is
'There’s no motive for his doing it.”

I was

ty mare |
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“ AlF the same, it wouldn’t be a bad
ides to search him,” mumbled Snoop.

Linley said quietly. _

“ Not much to search,” added Squiff.
with a grim

Hep Hi came forward. IIe had no-
thing on but his pyjamas, and his feet
were Bare. Thero was bleed on the right
foot. One of the drawing-pins had gone
in deeply.

“Bearchee ! he said

As a matter of form, they searched
him. Skinner suggested that the pas-
sago should also be searched, and this was
‘done. But there was no sign anywhere
of the missing notes.

sard Frank Nugent,

“The ludicrous and venerated Sammy,
sleepfully walking, is dangerful to the
communtty,” remarked Inky. _

“Better ctear off, Hop Hi!" said
Harry Wharton. *“We must lock into
'this in the morning. There’s nothing
against you, anyway, except a blessed

ailly teek.”

- “Speak for yourself, Wharton!”
sneered  Skinner. ‘ Everybody 1isn't
obliged to think that yellow-faced little
rotter as innocent as a new-born baby, 1
suppose, even if you do? What's steal-
ing to a Chink? 'They all do it.”’

' H'Y".E.p'
Skinney !” said Fisher T. Fish.

Hop Hi cleared off. Spring seemed to
‘be:asleep when he got back to the Second
'Form dormitory. 'Thea little Chinee did

hidden may be found !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hop Hi’s Way !
SN OUND it? Oh, crumbs! You're

Hop H1!" erted Sylvester.

For once the yellow face was
not impassive. Hop Hi allowed himseli
the luxury of a grin. But 1t was less joy
at* his find than pleasure at his chum’s
tF-t;umplipﬂuﬂ-m;. that induced him to relax so
- TR,

those of the Shylock of the Second, and
‘thus. far Shylock had scored. But now
there was to be a change.

Spring had a hiding-place for his 1il-
That being assumed as certain, he had no

place. :
‘and his race had much patience,

be in the dormitory at that hour. But

there are ftimes when rules must be
broken.

Hop Hi had thought it all out, and had
then confided to Sylvester the result of
his cogitations, with much more that
greatly surprised the American junior,

He did not guess, perhaps, that he

his yellow-skinned chum’

aide. Semeone must keep “cave’ ab
gress,

Hop Hi's theory was that young Shy-
loek’s hiding-place was somewhere 1in,
.under, or near cither Spring’s own bed
or Sammy Bunter’s.

only a narrow space between them. Hop
'Hi examined Sammy’s bed firat. Onthe
‘whole, he: thought it most likely the
hiding-place was there for several reasans,
the: chief of which was that Spring was

.plainly pursuing his criminal course
under eover of Sarmmy’s somnamhbulism.

“T don’t see any necd for that,” Mark |

“Must have been Sammy Bunter,” |

I calculate you're right thar, {

not aromse him. Spring had had plenty |
of time to hide his booty; but what 1s

' smarter than

the cleverest chap I ever knew, |

Hop IHi had pitted his wits: against

The little Chinee had felt sure that|

‘gotten gains somewhere in the dormitory. |

‘doubt at all about finding the hiding- f
It was only a question of patience, } pyyoolj line and abovae it witr everything

Svlvester and Hop Hi had no right to

‘might not have been taken so fully mto
confidence but |
for the faet that Hop Hi had need for an:|

the door while the search was in pro-

The two. beds stood side by side, with

Three-halfpence. 13

And he was right. Within five minutes
he- had found the nefariously obtained
hoard.

The hiding-place was a cunning one.

- So mueh might have been expected of

Spring, thaugh luck had favoured him in
suppiring just such a crayny as he needed
it the very place where he would have
chcsen to have it.

The skirting of the wall behind
Sammy's bhed ‘had warped shightly,
leaving a narrow space between it and
the wall, 1Into this space, raughly
wrapped up 1 a scrap of brown paper,

- had been thrust a number of Treasury

noties,

There was no actual coin. That, if
‘Bpring had taken any besides Bolsover’s
little all, was safe encugh in Spring’s

- pocket. But the notes mmght be identi-

fied by their numbers, and no deubt
young Shylock was waiting until he could
find out whether the numbers were
known to any of the real awners of those
- notes, ' .

Heo had told everybody that he knew

‘the numbers of his own, and Hep Hi
| found four bearing those numbers with

the rest. Spring was too crafty to farget
that dodge for making good his story.
“T'd better take mine,™ eaid Sylves-

[ t‘f! r-

But Hap Hi shook his head.
- “Notee tukee!” he said
back ' .

Sylvester stared in astonishment.

“Tut the rotter may come along and

“Puttee

TR

- walk off with them I"” he protested.

“Me tinkee not. Watchece him close.
Splingee comee up hele we comee, ton,
and bling Dicky and Gatty and Mycls:”

‘“Oh, well, have it your own way, old
man !” said Sylvester. ** You're a heap
_ E‘m‘ e

Hop Hi smiled his inscrutable sinile as
_he put the notes back, without the brown-
‘paper covering, If Spring eluded their
wateh, and eame up to collar the notes,
‘the absence of the brown [EEEE would
show him that someone else knew of the
hiding-place, and might make him afraid
to remove thent

So Hop Hi thought. Little more than

& child in years, he had the keen, crafty
Oriental brain, and would hawve been fuily
& match in intrigue for many & Western
man. ;
Sylvester thrilled with excitement all
through that day. But if Hop Hr was
excited he did not show 1t. He varied
the: monotony of keeping an eye on
Spring by quite unusual attentiens to
Sammy Bunter. 3 " 5 g

Between tea and pre e too ammy
to the' tuckshop, a.m}m ﬁﬁec} him up to the

‘indigestible Sammy chose to eat.  Also
he talked to Sammy, and let Sammy talk
to him. In fact, Sammy did mest of the
talking. It was all about his grievances—
Billy’s refusal te whack out, and the un-
just and unkind things said about the
sleep~-walking business. _

Hop Hi wanted Sammy to walk again
that night, and he faneied that mdiges
tion and dwelling upon: his wrongs until
his somewhat ﬂEtuﬁe brain was full of
them might cause Sammy to walk., ~1¢
was not a wild or far-fetched notion, for
evervone believed that Sammy’s bitter
resentment at his major’s meanness had
been the cause of his somnambulistic
adventure,

Dicky Nugent & Co. were on the watch
again that night., But Gatty and Myers
had dropped' off to sleep; and Dicky was
only half awake, when Sammy stuck his
fat legs out of bed and lowered his pedgy
feet to the floor. )

Dicky heard nothing, saw nething. But
Hop- Hi, in the bed oppesite Sammy’s,
both heard, and, in smbe of the gloem,

SaW.
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Tri an instant he was out of bed..

Sammy stood as if irresolute. His
hands were outstretched in front of him.

Hop Hi's vellow paw fell upon his
shoulder, and Hop Hi's right foot pressed
gently against his leg, behind the knee.
Sammy, still unconselous, vielded to the
pressure of hand and foot, exercised very
steadily, very gently., Sammy subsided
orr his hands and knces.

Then the foot pressed again
different place, and Saminy’s
under the bed.

““Sammes walkee !" eried Hop Hi, and
Dicky Nugent was out of bed in a second,
rubbing his eves. All down the dormi-
tory the faga awoke. Dicky siruck a
match, and tho fat legs of Sammy were
seen protruding from under the bed.

Spring sat up, and into his face there
came a look of mingled fear and rage.
But only Hop Hi noticed it. The eves
of everyone else were upon Sammy.

“That’s his—"

Little Sylvester's voice trembled with
cxcitement, aud broke. But it did not
matter. Dicky finished what Sylvester
had been going to say.

““ His hiding-place, you bet!"”

Sammy awoke in the clutches of a
dozen hands, and inguired peevishly
where he was, and what they thought
they were doing.

“Lun and fetchee Hally Whalton and
some more cf the Lemove,” suggested
IHop Hi.

Myers darted off,

“We'll wait till they come,” said
Dicky. “The notes are hidden some-
where under the bed, that's a dead cert.
Lucky for you, fat Sammy !"

“It ain’t lucky for me! Why do you

say that ?”" squoaked Semmy. *““I haven't
done anything ! Let me alone, can’t vou,
vou beasts!"”
_“You can get back into bed if you
itke, you fat clam!™ growled Gatty.
“'We've no more use for you. But vou'll
jolly well get it in the neck if you start
walking in your giddy sleep again 7

Sammy was getting heavily into bed
wnen the Removites came trooping in.

It was not mercly Harry Wharton who
came—not merely the Famouse Five.
I'he Remove left every bed but one in
their dormitory vacant. And Tom
Blutton was very angry with Peter Todd
next morning when he got a notion of
what he had missed,

“We canght fat Sammy scrabbling
about under the bed, and we know he's
hidden the notes there, so we sent for you
follows ! said Dicky excitedly.

“Didn’t you look for: the hiding-
piace 1" asked Vernon-Smith,

“No, we dide’t. We thought it was
fairer to wait for you chaps.”
YQuite  right, Dicky!”

Nugent approvingly.,

“Hats!  Who cares what vou think "
retorted the polite Richard.

“Pll look ! said Skinner, pushing for-
ward.

“Oh, really! T don’t think Skinney
had better be allowed to look., 1 ain’t
sure  he's to be trusted!” protested
William George Bunter.

“*Are you. porpoise "
Todd.

“Of course 1 am! Besides, it's much
more my aftair than Skinney's, as my
munor's been dragged nte i,

“*Dragged into it’ isn't half bad.”
romarked Tom Brown, grinning.

but in a
frea-d went

sald Franl

mquired Peter

No one else objected to Skinner's
searehing.  They all Lnew him eute
enough.

He crept under with a lighted candle-
end. Within twenty seconds he cried:

“T've got ‘em!”

Then he emerged, with the notes iIn

his hand. Hop Hi glanced at Spring.
Spring looked worried rather than fright-
ened. It was pretty clear that Sammy
Bunter wes to be Spring’s scapegoat to
the end. '

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Harry Whar-
ton. *“*They're all here, as far as I can
see. This lot must be yours, Mauly; and
these are Sylvester’s; and the four
together are Spring's.”

Spring elutched at his. The other two
took theirs without excitement. Mauly
yawned as, he received his wad.

* Beastly fag, gettin’ up at an un-
earthly hour like this, ¥'know,” he eaid.

* Liet this be a lesson to you, Sammy,”
Peter Todd said solemnly. *f Valk hence-
forth in the ways of the righteous, and
walk not at all in vour sleep. Shun evil
communications, lest haply thou becomest
like unto thy brother!”

“0Oh, I'Ellﬂ]i", Peter Todd! If SBammy
ever gets to be like me, he'll be a bleased
sttht better chap than he is now, I can
tell you!”

“Rats!” said Sammy. “I say, you
fellows, I think something ought to he
done for me for finding those notes, you
know."”

““ And what ought to be done to you for
hirlini them? "asked Squiff.

“Oh, well, you know, I couldn't help
that. Everybody admits that it wasn’t
my fault at all. You ought to be sorry
for me about that.”

“We is—we are!” chortled Bol Cherry.
“We're so sorry, Sammy, that if it ever
happens again we mean to give vou the
bumping of your fat young life !}

“Beasts!" muttered Sammy, as the
Removites trocped out again, and the
Second-Formers scrambled into bed—but
not to sleep again vet. For an hour or
more the hum of talk sounded in the dor-
mitory. But Hop Hi had little to say.
He was thinking hard. Now that it was
all over, he was mnot quite satisfied.
There mizht have been some difficulty in
bringing the thefts home to Spring; but,
as things were, Spring was not even sus-
pected of them.

Would 1t be a lastine lesson to ham?

Hop Hi thought not. Ile meant fo
keep his eye on Spring in the fubure.
If he had known what Molly Gray or
Merton conld have told him he might
have acted differently, But Molly Gray
had refused to tell him anything, and it
n-'Ei.f.] not likely that Merton would have
fold. '

Juat before he fell asleep a new thought
came 1nto his mund.

And next mornmmg he acted upon it.

Hop Hi had hmped since the incident
of the drawing-pins. So had Bob Cherry.
8o had Spring. But whereas Hop Hi and
Bob Cherry had not troubled to conceal
the fact that they limped, Spring had
taken a great deal of trouble to avoid
showmg that he did.

His face went a curions shade of green
when, in the presence of half a dozen
other members of the Form, Hop Hi
asked him:

“Why you limpee, Splingee?”

“ What's that to do with you?” snarled
Spring

“Me tinkee you mockee me! Takee
that!"

And Iop Hi smacked Spring's face.
Then he threw himself inte a fighting
attitude.

It was explained to Spring that the
public opinion of the Form insisted upon
his tackling Hop Hi. Nobody but Syl-
vester had any real notion why Hop Hi,
seldom quarrelsome, had acted thus. But
everybody wanted to see the liftle Chinee
tackle voung Shylock.

S;i:ring did not care greatly about the
public opinion of the Form. but he

thought he could lick Hop Hi.

i e

That was where he made a mistake.
He had the better of the exchanges at
firet; but Hop Hi stuck to it, and, fight-
ing like a small tiger, gave Spring his
guietus in the sixth round.

Spring wished he had taken it in the
first. He would not have been hurt so
much then.

Hop Hi was hurt, too, for 8pring could
punch pretty hard. But Hop Hi did not
mind being hurt as Spring did.

Herbert Spring—who ecalled himself
Conrad Arthur Spring—was not having
exactly a gay time of it at Greyfriars. .

But worse was in store for him-—unless
he amended his ways. Molly Gray ai
Clif House, Merton at Iigheliffic, Hep
Hi and Sylvester nearer at hand, all knew
too much about him for his safety.

And amendment on his part, though
possible, was scarcely likely. Time would
show !

(DON’T MISS “PUT TO THE

TEST!"—next Monday’s grand com-

plete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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BACK NUMBERS WANTED BY—

Edwin Lea, 43, Ormond Street, Birmingham.
—* 8chool and Sport,” “ Through Thieck and
Thin,” “The Boy Withoul a Nume.” 4d. each
offered.

Pave Kiddie, 198, Old Road, Gravesend.,—
“Gen,” 499, 503, 508, 511, 512, 513: MAGNET,
390, 801, 392, 304, 305, 397, 598. Also double
numbers of * Gem »* and MAGNET from 1907-15.
Half-price offered. _

Edward Legg, 13, Newcastle ftreet, Swin-
don, Wilts,—“Gem ® Double Numbher, 1915,
1d. offered.

Pat Gallagher, &, Little Davis Sireet,
Litnerick, Ireland.—MAGNETS, 240-304, 506-312,
414, 317, 320, 321, 325, 330, 33H, 338, 330, 540,
367, 369, 430. Full price offered,

Charles Joszeph, P.(), DBox 159, Oudishoorn,
Cape Province, South Africa, wants ¢ Tom
Merry for England,” - kildare for Ireland,”
“ A Hero of Wales,” and * A Son of Scotland.”
2d. each offered.

Alhert Walton, %5, Lozells Street, Lozells,
Birmingham,—* GGems,” 834-337, 351-353, 3459,
361-364, 375-378. State price.

Frank Collinge, Lower Winteredge, Hip-
perholine, Yorks.—% Gems,” 334-378.

Leonard Hicks, 89, The High Way, Ponty-
pool Road, near Pontypool, Mon.—* Gems,”
334, 335, 337, 851, 352, 358, 359, 361, 362, 363, 364,

70-TH,

R. Gardner, 30, Harlington Villaz, Preston,
‘righton.—* MAGNeT with No. 3 of the Grey-
friars Gallery.

Vietor Lye, 69, Wyeliffe Road, Lavender
Hill, Clapham, 8.W. 11.—Back numbers of the
Companion Papers. Good prices for very old
ones.

V. A, West, 114, Wellfield Toad, Streat-
ham, 8. W.—Maowers containing Greyfriars
Gallery, Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 14, 18, 30, 35. 1id. each
offered—must be clean.

Alee Smith, Stone Street Road, Boxford,
Colchester.—MAGNETS, 254, 261, 119, 179, 24
each offered.

S. Q. Davis, 26, Pearson Street, Kingsland
?‘.t%ad, shoreditch, London, E.—* Gem,” Mo

132.

Horace Finch, 41, Weymoutlh Street, Ap-'--
5]'31{1' Hemel Hempsted, Herts,—% Gem,” X

34.

Frank Kitteridge, 8, Gosber Streef, Eox =2
ton, Worecestershire.—* Bob Cherry'z BHarmizz

Out.” Also any St. Jim's stories.
F. Goldsmith, 37, Harvey Road, 1:--2,
Essex.—“ Bob Cherry's DBarring-Ou:z, - - The

Boy Without a Name.” State price.

John Hardnen, 18, Ince Strect, Heaton
Norris, Stockport, Cheshire—F=o'l of the
Fifth,” “The King's Pardon,™ -Talhot's
Christmas,” “Two of the Sixth,” - Iks [ pper
Hand,” and other Talbot =tori=-. - Hurree

Singh's Peril,” “ Boh Cherry in Search of His

Father.”

Printed and published weekly by the Proprietors at The Fleetway House, Farringdon Btreet, Tondon, .C.4, England, Subseription, 85 10d, par annum,
Agenta for Augtralasia: Gordoa & Goich, Melbourne. Sydrey, Adelaide, Brisbane, and Wellington, N.7. 8Sounth Africa: The (eniral News Ageucy, Lid.,
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ferrers Lord gave orders {o have the
reeds on their own side burned. They offered
fine cover for the hrown warriors who.might
attempt a landing in the darkness. And for
the defemders a landing in force could only
result in two things—the fiercest and most
glorious little fight against overwhelming
odels, and annihilation,

The machine-gun had been shifted down {o
the lagoen, It was impossible to trench such
a length of front without enormous labour,
or to man the line properly if they had done
s0. They erected barricades of turf at vanuua
l'_fhtudHLE::-

The flies were a constant torment. Barry
O'Rooney was the chief vietim. Perhaps it
wis the sweet disposition of the famous poet
from Ballybunion that was the attraetion.
Whatever it was, Darry's life was a weary
thing, and there were red bumps all over his
face and nose. They did not ehaff the Irish-
mWan over his appearance so much as they
might have dome in happier circumstances.
Muatters bad grown too eritical. The sense of
impending danger and probable disaster was
heginning to tell its tale, but they were still
determined and fearless, and ready to fight
to the last.

tmn the look-oui post Maddock had rigged
a powerfnl telescope, and every half-hour the
man on wateh scanned the northern sky he-
tween dawn and dusk, It was seanned in
vaim,

By the light of the lamp Thurston’s foun-
hm-pf_n wits moving steadily over a page of
- the 'book in which every evening he jotted
down the events of the happenings of the
day. He had just written “ No news of Prout
and Larput Raj,” when a sound made him
turn his head, and he saw the shikari. It was
only a glimpse, for Larput Raj, after one
swift glance round, disappeared like a shadow,

Ten minutes later Thurston eclosed and
Llotted the bhook.

Ferrers Lord enfered, and puffed his cigar-
ette into & glow over the glass chimney of
the lamp. He sat down on a camp-stool and
took out his watch.

“ Prout has not suecceeded yet; but he has
not failed,”™ he =aid. “Here's his note. The
water we sent down has taken a lot of gravel
with it and formed a bar. They have had to
ctit through that for a start. So much water
was going over the fall then that it was im-

possible to work under it until yesterday. He
iz hopeful.”
Thurston read the note the shikari had

brought from Prout. Prout: had pgone to
attempt to blow up the waterfall where Gan-
Waga had caught the big mahseer at the time
when, urged eon by Zapra, the priest, the
Dahrans had been trying to cut their throats,

The millionaire’s object was not to drain
the lagoon—for that would take months-
hut to run away encugh water to leave a
streteh of mud between the shore and the
advancing canoes. Twelve feet from the shore,
at the shallowest point, their longest pole
could find no bhottom in that black and
treacherous ooze. If Prouft succeeded, walls
of concrete covered with armour-plate counld
not have afforded a better protection, for
until the sun baked its surface the mud would
not support the weight of a mouse. And}
nonths of heat would not have dried a crust
on it suthcient to hold a man.

“Tt's a dangerous remedy, chief
Thurston, “The vapours will poison us,
stench would kill an alligator.”

“Very dangerous, Rupert,” said the mil-
lionaire, “The sun on that mud will breed
{fever at lightning speed.”™

“ And if Nacha has failed, chief 27

The millionaire shrugged hbis shoulders and
frowned.

“[ have given my promise to Dandu and
his Dahrans,” he answered. %It we beat the
cances, some of us must hold the pass over
the ravine. That must fall on us. 1 shall
send Larput Raj to attempt to get through to
the camp, and send all. the hearers and the |
Dahrans back south as fast as they can travel,
Gan-Waga must go with them. We whites
must hold up the brown torrent and take our
chances of catehing fever. Our word has been
pledged. We cannot break it.”

“Of course not, chief,” said Thurston. “ The |
prospect is a bit rottem, but we're all ready
to face it. It's an uglg journey hack for
Nacha and the bhoy, but I'm not without hope
yvet, We'll see it through,”

caidd
The

While Ferrers Lord and Ruopert Thursfon |

were digcussing affairs, Gan-Waga, the Eski-
mo, felt too hot to diecuss anything. He
nnhuttﬂneni hig pyjama-jacket, but there was
no hreeze. There was a heavy and unpleasant

4 bowmen and spearmen,
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scent in the air—the smell of burnt reeds.
The machine-gun emplacement was insuffer-
ably warm. 'l'he sky above was a grey bowl
thickly splashed with stars. Longing for
coolness of some kind, the Eskimo dropped
into the water of the lagoon as silently aas
a hunting otter, and swam out. The know-
ledge that erocodiles inhabited the lagoon did
not alarm the Eskimo,

“Butterfuls and coldness at lasts!” he mut-
tered, * And I so tiredness!®

Watching the ztars, and luxuriating in the
comfort of it all, Gan smoked a cigar to
the bitter end, and then spat it out. He was
as unsinkable as a cork, except when he chose
to sink himself, and a dabchick could
hardly have dived mere quickly; and a dab-
chick will dive at the flash of a gun in time
to dodge the shot.

Gan-Waga blinked drow:zily at the
until he fell asleep, When he awoke
there were no stars. A mist lay above him
and around him. The pearly colour of it told
him that dawn was very near. Gan felt in
one of those mysterious waterproof pockets
of his for a cigar and matehes, and per-
formed the juggling trick of striking a per-
fectly dry match
dry cigar that always mystified Prout, Mad-
dock, and O'Rooney, though they hal:l seen
him l;:ln it a hundred times.

“Who thises, hunk?” he asked himsell.

[ “Olds Shaldza?"”

Gan-Waga let his legs sink and spread his
arms wide apart as he shook the water out
of his ears. Out of the mist came many
faint sounds. The Kskimo dropped one hand
and drew his knpife. He heard the dip of
paddles, and then a faint, gliding swash. He
sank, until only his eyes and the top of his
head appeared above water. A canoe slid
torward. There were five or six men in it,
but even in the mist Gan-Waga knew it was
not a Dabran canoe. He sank without creat-
ing a bubble, rose again, gripping the gun-
wale of the canoe with both hands, and threw
all his weight upon it. Gan-waga heard
shrieks and splashes, the clattering of the
maehime-gun, and, diving again, made for
the shore.

A moment or go later, with the gum atill
clattering furiously, Gan-Waga found himself
swimpming through some of the most extra-
ordinary water he had ever met with. It
was like glue, tenacious and cheking. There
were only a dozen yards of it, bunt Gan-Waga
lay down and =pat and g.taprd for breath
as he gained the shore. No twenty-mile swim
at top speed had ever fakem s0o much out of
him. Fer an instant all was silent.

“Chingy !” he gasped, sphuttering.

“Chingy !”

“Bedad, ut's the wmissing Iskimo!” said
Barry O'Rooncy’s veice. “Howld aisy, sor!
Where are ye, ye wicked zpalpeen?”

Gan-Waga staggered up, black with

from heel to head, and ftell into the eml:rI%'

ment. The mist litted and vanished, went in
an instant, and the morninz sun shone like
a great clobe of erimson fire. A cheer went
up. The waters of the lagoon no lenger
lapped blue to the edge of the bank.
harrier of hlack, oily ooze lay between the
hank and the water, with the fire-charred
tops of the reeds shnwing throngh where
they had been burnt. And as the sun tore
the concealing curtain of fog away it re-
vealed a great flotilla of canoes, erowded with
paddling furiously to
tha attack.

It was the threatened invasion. Buf Prout
had sueceeded. The barrier of mud was
there, and growing wider, though by almost
imperceptible degrees. Prout had hlaﬂti*d a
gap in the apron of the waterfall, opening a
way for double or treble of the usual gquantity
of water to pass down thé river. _

On came the canoes. The blue water was
thick with them. Each seemed to contain
four or five fighting-men, and twe men at the

paddles.  Machine-gun and rifles
t-llt!tl't with a death-hail of bullels. But more
deadly than machine-gun or rifles was that
sloping bank oi bottembess ocze that only
Gan-Waga, of all human hipeds, could have
swam threugh alive, And they realised it,
the brown warriors, and yelled a warning
clamour,

“By ould Ballybunion, we've got the spal-
peens!” cried Barry O'Roomey. “We've got
Whisht! Phwat's that?”

Tok! Boom! Tek! Though it was broad
day, Maddock was sending up star-shells, that
burst with dull reports and left dark smudges
of smoke high in the clear air.

“It's an attack on the pase!” eried Ching-|

stars |

and lighting a perfectly |

An

reebed |

CONCLUSION.

-Igl,lal,lg' “They're making a double event of

The warriors were attacking the pass in
force, and only the millionaire, Thurston, the
shlkari and a eouple of hearcrs were theru
to defend it, till Gadra Singh left his fires
and cooking-pots to lend his aid, for Dandu,
with only a spear, did pot count. Maddeck
seemed to have gone mad. The stock of star-
shells was not large, and he was blazing them
away i the morning sunshine, carelcss of
economy and regardless of expense. It seemed
an insane gort of business, for he was popping
shiells over the ravine as fast as he could fire
them, and also over the lagoon. Gan-Waga
was the first to realise the reasom. -

" Nairyplanses, Ching!” yelled the Eskimo.

“1 hears nairyplanses! Yow! Looks, looks!
Nairyplanses ! !
Ferrers Lord heard them, too. Emptying

his smoking rifle at the spear-armed warriors
who were pressing down the steep path of
the pass, he touched the chief of the Dahrans
i}ﬂ the arm and pointed to the southern sk,

“There is the great magie I promiscd thee,
Dandu!™ he said. ~There is death on wings,
It is the ¢end. We are victors!”

They were nine machines from the summer
camp, sent by General Raynor. While
Dandu stond gazing in amazement, the dark
specks against the blue grew |11]"th' and more
distinct, and the whirring of their propellers
mrundﬁi louder. The enemy at last saw the
strange raiders. They were not eagles, and
they were not vultures. No birds their eyes
had ever viewed were ke these. Maddock
fired his Iast shells and serambled down, his
fingers zcorched and his throat hoarse with
yelling, And then the terrible birds swooped
over the lageoon, with its clustered canoes,
and over the green plain beyond the lagooh
and the ranks of the brown army. And
above the roar eof the propellers rang the
storm-music of the machine-guns.

“By the rifle the Vieeroy gave me, sahib,”
gaid the shikari, with a geim smile on his
lips, “the truth is on thy lips, and ncver did
I doubt this, even in the darkest hour. We
shall see Sharpra, thou and I, and laugh at
these hrown rabhits.”

lte flung a smile of contempt at Dandu,
who was kneeling at the millicnaire's feet,
kissing Ferrer Lord's hand.

Twelve du:;ﬂ later the troops came up The
brown warriors were a brokem army, and had
long ago bheen in full flight. Colonel Raynor
made an inspection of the defences, and then
sipped a whisky-and-soda in the temt and
smoked a clgar while Rupert Thurston gave
him an account ol it all. The eoloncl pulled
at his moustache, :uu'l then held out his frund,

“By thunder, sir,” cried the cclonel, "if
you'd been in the Service every man of yon
wmtld have deserved the V.C.!"

“Especially poor Duke Payten!™ salid
Thurston, with a sigh. “That was the reai
fight ! He died like a British hero!”

From Ferrers Lord’s attitude nothing at all
might have happened, except one of the ordi-
mwary delays that every expedition must
expeet to meet with when ftraversing an
unexplored region. He superintended the
repacking of the baggage in his usual quet
way.. The troops went on, making their way
aeross the ravine. Shaldza brought in thirty
abhandoned canoes. The lagoon was steadily
sinking lower, but Bhaldza knew where there
was a hluff with deep water around it where
they conld be loaded and launched.

“1 don't care to be so undignified as te go
to Sharpra at the heels of our tTDﬂpE, Ching,”
he said, smiling. “It seems too much like a
safe exeursion arranged by Cook’s, or somc
othér firm who cater for teurists and trippers,
If our hrown opponents turn and show Hght
our teeth will be pretty sharp. There is
another lagoon higher ap, and by pushing
through the creeks by canoec we may get
ahead of the troops, if not ahead of the
aeroplanes. Let us start now.”

“¥You'll have vour way, chief,” said Ching-
Lung, with a ‘mugh, “Nothing will stop you,
And the Brown Torrent

Fercrs Lord shrugged his shoulders,

“We. stemmed that th’n we hlew up thae
bhridge,” he answered. “We started out fto
reachh Sharpra, and to: Sharpra we are going.
0Of course, there is nothing to go ler excepnt
a second-rate voleano that woke up atter a
long rest, and has most likely gene to sleep
augdin. Foolish, no doubt; but there yeu arc.
It is just my way."

In the cool of the evening the eances sch
off on their uninterrupted journey. It was
not an eventiul one.

THE END.



16

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

‘ﬁlﬁ-liﬁli‘ii‘il'ﬁﬂl"-ll"‘-il"‘-il'-ii"‘-ll‘ A e e S "’

| THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY. !

No. 85.—Miss JUDITH COKER. {

g 1
&nmnml-..uﬁ.u-.nﬁ.n-.n- e e e, 5 [ ﬁilﬁ-liﬁ-ﬂ‘l‘-ilﬁ-“‘"ﬁ-l:&

| OKER'S Aunt Judy mighi well have
¢- been. given an earlier place i this
cgeries. Sl bs certaindy of more in-

- portance than =ome of the people
who have been allowed to precede her.

As you se¢ her on this pouge she js sroiling
—no doubt upon the maguificent Horaee,
Horace i= the very apple of her eye; she i
the only other person upon earth who =ees
hitn somewhat as he zecs himself —an Admir-
able Crichton, a fellow of simply immenze
bact, judement, and capacity for leadership.
Aunt Judy cannot understand, I am sure,
why Horace iz not captain of Greviriars,
Even Horace himself may have a glimmering
nf a hetter notion a: to the reason of that
than she has,

But Aant Juids
=mmiling faco,

The conviction i= rooted among the (irey-
[riars juniors that the Head 1z afraid of hier
—vonsiders her a terrible woman.

There I= fome ground for this cenvietion,
Loo.

For onee upon a Lime Miss Coker came to
Grevirviars =ceking jstice for her dear Horaero,

1t was a bit umlignified for Horaee to he
still in the shell at an age af which many
“fellows have reached the sublime heights of
“the Sixth. But Horaee, though the biggest
and strongest fellow in his Form, was quite
one of the most backward, There was hardly
“u fellow there who conld fiot lick bhis head oft
in any class subject, We all know his original
cviews on spelling » it is not even the “nu
speling,” as itz ndvoeafes eall i, thiat he
has adopted il it is a style all his own,

* Aunt Judy was bhsstully ignorant of all
this. She sought an interview with the Haoad.
.Bhe began to talk at onee of Horace; and Dr.
Locke, who had fergotten, if he had ever
kriown it, that Coker's Christian name was

|_||:||'_'. Ijruf' _'|]"-,'."_;Ii‘:' -hq'r‘L".' H |

Horace, thought she was talking abont the.

Boman poel, and was quite pleaszed to find
a lady student of Latin literatwee. Bnt that
ndsapprehension was removed, and Aunt Juady
made it elear what she wanted., © Dear Horace
-wonld go ahead like a steam-engine,” she
«aid, “if he had proper encouragement. He
e rrawing so bhig g hoy that he i= chaffed—

I think he called it ehafted, or chipped, or
something of the =ort -alwoul being in !_'H_i*
Shell so long, 1 wam =ure the dear-hoy is

exceptionally clever. His Tnele James said
he was the most hrillinnt Latinist he had
ever, spoken to. 1 remember the incident
perfectly, for it was on the day that Uncle
James had an exeention in the house, and
came o us to horrow SeVANILY p:'.nn.l,r“

T fear that the opimion ol Uncle James
wis not really worth much. He may have
heen worrying too much abont the bailiff av
home fo criticise Horace's abilities correctly
or he may not bhave known any Latin. But
I- think he knew the Iength of Aunnt Judy's
leg—if one may use such an expression in
connection with a lady, o

Dr. Locke gave way. &o miuch did Aunt
Juily's importunity trouble him i tlusgeshe et
Coker have his remove into ‘the Bifth." After
all, it did not matter much. "As far as his
‘scholarship was concerned, Coker -might just
as well have been in the Fourth—or even the
Second, But one could not put a fellow in
biil-coats in the Yourth ; and when moustaches
Hegan to sprount, the fellow on whom they
sprouted looked rather absurd, even in the
Shell, - The Head was almost ready.to pro-
‘mote Coker ta the Sixth in order to get
JAunt Judy to =ay zood-bye, - Bul. he was
utterly flubbergasted when Miss Coker told
‘him that Horace had actually had to correct
hig Form-maater's Latin, = Through using a
false quantity,” she sand. #1 really do _not
Lknow how much he shonld have nscd: but-if
he used a_wrong quantily of Latin, orf any-
thing elze, T am sure it was very fi
bhim.”*  Imagine the - austere Mr.  Hacker
having his Latin eorrectefi by Horace James
Coker, the higgest dunee in the Form ! Those
of -my readers who learn Latin will geb on to
the joke about ¢ qguantity ?; I really have not
gpacc to eaplain it to those who don’t. Aunt
Judy was not joking, though,

Aunt Judy went., Rhe bheld a eonversation
with Horace at the door of the eab, and when
shoe kissed him good-hye he threw his arms
round her neck and gave her a smacking kiss
audible sbme distance away., Wherefrom

which=the. raseal wus bronght to book,

thoze who saw  judged. that he had heard
sorething which had plegased hin.

B0 he had:
i his demonztration of atfection. The greaf
Coker bad no need to eare what anvone
thinks. Hiz motto might be that borne hy
an ancient Seottizsh bonse—="They zay? What
Auy they? Let them =ay ' Bt it wag partly
hecause Coker i3 honestly fond of bis aunt—
as he should be, for ghe has heen as a mother
to him—that he did not mind anyvone’s secing
him kiss her. It is not to be ‘supposed that
he sees her as other people see her, He
jumped on Hobson at onee for making derisive

remiarks about her; and quite rightly., Potter
and tireens know hetter than to eriticise
Aunt Judy unfavourably, They should he
ograleful tio her, far her bounteous tips to

Harace have made the study they share with
hitm a land flowing with milk and honey; s0
bOosay, on many oceasions; and it is not Miss
Coker's fault it dearth iz ever there,

How truly fond Coker is of ‘Auni Judy was
shown when, through the defaleations of ‘a
rascally solicvitor, she bhelieved herzelf to have
lost all her money,  “ The poor old zirl! What
a rovten shame ! said Horace., = She can't
=end me that tenper. Sbhe hasn't a
left in the world out of hfty thousand ponnds,
Now she's ruined I suppose she’ll come 1o live

with my people. She's been jolly gond to
me, and 111 be jolly good to her. She slitin't
ever want for anything while I've got wny-
thing: 1 jolly well know that 1 " '

He gol leave, and went off to see her. More
Lhan anything else she was worrying about
the moncy she had been going to leave him,
He told her that that didn't matter a serap:
and one can be sure that he meant it.

«* Reproach. you, Aunt Judy? My hat! I
should be a.pretiy sort of a rotter il I did,
shouldn’t 177 he zaid, NN A

We zaw the magnificent Horare at his best
then; and we also saw Aunt Judy at her best,
She may seem an old termagant to the Head ;

‘but there must be something greatly generous

about the woman who, at sach a time, was
thinking more of another than of lierself,

Coker undertook to find the abzconding
lawwyer and bring him to book: and he had no
doubt aboul being able to do it, either. He
did-not accomplish his task; bul the Famous
Five, aided by luck, were the instruments hy
Of
courge, -Coker ~thought he had done it all,

: 1 theugh ke admitted that some kids in the
foolish -of -

Remove had helped him. "Aunt Judy hrushed
that aside. Ier Horace—the eleverast and

finest fellow in the world—had done it.

Aunt Judy was the real donor of the Coker
Cup. And on at least one oerasion she
watched a Form mateh at Greyfriars. Horace
was allowed to play for the Fifth because she
was there; and he lost his side the game by
hizs clumsiness, and at the end of it all Miss

Coker’s inguiry of Reggie, -who had sat by |

hier gide, was: “ Has Horace won?” For her
there was no one on the field but Horace
that mattered. Dear old Aunt Judy!

but there wasz more than thal |
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For Next Monday : g
“PUT TO THE TEST!”
By Frank Richards,

Herbert Vernou-Smith is the fellow whe is
put to the test in thisz story, apd it is his
father who tries bis loyulty,

All old readers will remember how fond
Smithy iz of his father, though perhaps it
may be diffienlt for some of them to under-
stand why he should he so., Mr. Samuel
Vernon-Smith, with all his mopey; is by no
means a4 particularly agreeable personage; he

is uneultured and purse-proud, and he went
| fur to make o complete ead of his only son

indulgence, Hiz theory was
that what the hoy wanted he was to have,
whether it waps good for him or not; and
most of Lhe things the Bounder wanted in
those days: were distinetly not good  for him,

The Bounder has changed a good deal sinee
then, He is in every way a decent fellow.
Sometimes he sayvs that there is mobody in
the world but his father for whem he carcs
a rap : but-he does not reallv. mean that. Tom
Redwing and Harry Wharton and Marjorie
Hazeldene ecertainly count for something ip
hi= life—all of thew, indeed, Tor better -

by his foolish

| fluences than hiz futher is ¢apahle of exerting.

still -first in Smithy’s
affections there can be ne doubt .ol thakt.
There shoulil be no doubt, anyway; but
Samuel Vernon-8mith comes to doubt it, and
puts Herbert to the test. . In whal way this
is done I am not going to tell here; that
would spoil the story. You will learn next
week, and T am sure vou will agrec with me
that this is a ripping varn, with pathos in it
a5 well as humonr, )

But the old man  is
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