“HIS HIGHNESS!”

A Magnificent Long Complete School Tale.
By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“THE GOLDEN KEY!”

A Grand Story of Thrilling Adventure,
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FISH AND BUNTERS HASTY EXIT!

(An Exf::tmg Scene in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale in this Issue.)



THE "MAGNET" LIBRARY,

No. 422,

REAL SWISS LEVER

WATGHES FREE

GUARANTEED 5 YEARS.

A stralghiforward  generouz offae frean an
endnblizhe:d firme. We ave gliving sway Warches
b thid=and= of peaplo all oves (ke waorld Ou &
huge adveriisemens. Now s your chanes o
abtasin ate, Wrile now, enclosing 100
G, T poating cxpensex, for obs el
cur fashionnble Tadiea” Taong Guards
ar Gents” Alberlx, senk CRrTEHES kid,
Lo wanr wilh the Watch, wiliech wal Lan
glven Fres shonbd wven fake ndvanrses
o ur aarvelious oMee. Wa  experd
varar TrEerds abiont s mid
Iany

B rouw toooell
A showe (heok flee béautaiul Wakcle,
2 Lhink Eads affer To0 gordd Lo be frae, bl
iy sl S, onlwy,. Tulll] sinsple condi
B Liong, ad gXin o Free Walah, Yoo will

b mmaeed, Colepial Ordera 1s.

WILLIAMS & LLOYD,

Wholesale Jewellers,
{DEPT. 17,

The *“LORD ROBERTS"
TARGET PISTOL.

Lenutifuily plated and Snished. May be carried In Lhe
sket, Trains the eve and cultivates the judgment.
i T e 100 vards. Targets fd. por 1060, Noiseless Ball

i ' Cartridees, 1+ per 100, Shot, 36 per 100, Send [or list.
- CROWK CUN WORKAS, 8, Whittall Street, BIRMINCGHAM,

IF YOU

WANT Good Cheep Photographic Material
or Damearas, scod praTcard for

Elﬂ.m;laa
atid Cxtalorpoe FREE —Wearks: JULY NeAD, LITERPOOL.

ARE YOU NERVOUS?

I yom asf nervons ar sansitive. aiffer from Envolon.
Lavy Muodhine e voig iodlgestionm, conadpalion, laek
Pof i lerpos, will péver, or it eotroctiicalion,
T &in tell yad Bow 0 Shanee voue wlede nental gits
ok, Dy mmy Teealment you csn guickly acquire
atrony Aesven Ancd neina concerteation o hiien wililgive
yau ahesinte aetfconnfilencs, Na droes, nppllances,
or Veelba, Bend Ak emper B potaey Btaiege toe rvilestaia
ol oy guirmubes]  eape bm 22 dmas, — ColeRy
0 ger - Banrw, 438, 'Imp-_-p'l:t |!|.'|'i1|J|;|j:;\f|I Takigata
BEFORE Ciroa fomion,”

% REAL GOLD SHELL RINCS

| -istehi, st freee Seind paalleen avigrie]  fh
el ke gat iooenty] Fog ~ere d5kalicne %Y o
P, AT nala Blmga |- Lo 5000 Wiikar T,
Jewallrry, wto- PATN'S PRESENTS
HOUZE, Dept A33. HASTINGS,

—
, m oEeaf. HLH BTLE] 1 il
AMUSING JOKES. 50T ™0l "V Tiurer out. . G

inrgo mmple package and twoe orher wamloriul langhanle Woveliies id, (PO,
# assoveel Jokes, Noveliien, Pusales, 106, 13, 2.6 —ldeal @lo,. Clevadon.
positively eisod a0 5 dags,

S MG K I NG H A B IT Fammants spocislst’s pres

seription, 1/ —H, HHUGHES (B, 1), Leaf Strect, Hokme, Mazchoater,

Famous Doctar s Reeipe for thismast distress-
® e coanplaink. Gl (100, Noverfails, Han-
Me GEORGE, =, Gild Chue e Bage], (LY EDNEN,

FENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat; fits reof of mouth:
astonizhes and mystifies; sing like a ganary, whine like a
puppy, ond unitate birds and beasts, Ventrilonuism
Treatisge free. Eixpeum each, four for I1s,—T. W. HARKRISOXN
{Dopt. &), €39, Fenlonville Road, London, 3.

BELUSHIN

drmle of Teskitinniala

— . T

lr-]ﬂ GEH\“’RIHE TH“}H a7 Taks Trleks, €0 Puazslen 6 Gomga, 12
1 e {mr :Im--.--l.;:tuEn. itﬂ;:-'it:. 1 !-IE.;-:- I:*ITL":"
w2 dManar-mnking Scerets [workh LEH &nd 1 e abnpendone raLtinng, # ELLR, Thg
bk = TR G HES & (o, Btutive Bood, Hacboron, Linucreitas. Bucosing Powdor, 6, Pt

Charlie
Chaplin

pAnrrnnas i [INew

Reaches the
Highesi Note

of vintous fun this

week in his now
world-famons fool-
in which
are, anid hove
Tseremy, Lhe greatest

sueeoss which has

aeks,

coer appearsd
ON THE FRONT PAGE

of the only halfpenny comic picture
paper which regulmly featurcs the
vrent C.0. on its star

week, Get it to-day—The

FUNNY WONDER.

Every Tuesday. one Halfpenny.

paga  each

e e,

GREAT ANTI-GERMAN LEAGUE FO
BOYS AND GIRLS IN THE “BOYS FRIEND.”
PRICE ONE PENNY—OUT TO-DAY.

; 3d. Sto}y-books
Now On Sale!

4 New Additions to
the '‘Boys' Friend”
3d. Complete Library,

MNo. 328.

“RIVALS AND CHUMS!"
A tirand New School Story of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
No. 329,

“THE FIGHTING STRAIN!"

A Great Sporting Tale.
By T. C. WIUNALL,

Mo. 330.

“KING OF THE FAGS!”

A Complete Tale of School Life,
By GEOFFREY MURRAY.

MNao. 331.

“THE SPORTING JOURNALIST!"
A Splendid Adventure Story.

By GEOFFREY GORDON,

Buy Your Copies To-day.
Insist upon having the

“Boys’ Friend” 3d.
Complete Library—MNone
Better.




'1”‘-‘*"';*"-'“1'3: o b T IR r’%’ifﬂ
_-r;‘h The Editor will bﬂ-dn
it obliged if you “illﬂgf
l.,hand this baﬂ'{.i‘ﬁ
_ 'when finished with, ?{r-
L ’ﬁ to a friend. . . *3&
W R R

AL S A TS B
A Complete School->
Story Book, attrac- 3

%

#twe to all readers.:: N
BRI

“HIS HIGHNESS!”

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Whartun & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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I “Jolly particu’ar for a Hua, aln't *fnu?" sald Blly Bunter, holding up his ilals “':’uu ought to bz pleas:d |
|

at being spoken to at all” {See Chapler m;.

— e R I A O e N N e ST FLLY

T T R —

THE FIRST EHAPTP!{. Billy Bunter, whn had just roMHed in, in a state of
Bunter's Latest! groat excitgment, full of news, blinked indiguantly ag
thﬂ unbelieving _]Ulli'LJI'-i

L PRINCLE .
'-"J'YEE. ralhor 1 1 tell You its true " he exclatmed wrathifully, “lls’a
“Ratg ™ a 111'11 1o |
Thers was o general chorus of “Rate!” in “ Bow-wow !" said Bob Cherry,

the junior common-room at Greviriars, “A real prinee!”
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“("heese it )" said Johnny DBull

“And he's coming inte the Kemove !

“ ot ! said Prank Nugent,

“Amd he's coming this afternoon

“ O, draw at mild P osald Havry Wharton.

“Dut it's frue!”

“ How can it he true when it'a you that’s telling us:”
snid Dol Cherry, in a tone of gentle remonstrance.

Aud the Hemovites chuckled.

Billy Bunter's very spectacles gleamed with wrath.
He had expected to astound the Remove fellows with his
btartling mews.  And he found every fellow there a
doubting Thomas. Bunter's yarns were too well known,
But this, the latest, that a real Hve prince was coming
into lz;he Lower Fourth Form quite put the lid on, so to
epealk.

True, there were noble and distinguished persons in the
Ilemave. Tlere was Lord Mauleverer, who was certainly
an earl. There was Hurree Jamset Ttam Singh, who was
Nabolr of the distant land of Bhanipur—a prinee of the
Indian Empire. There was Bunter himself, who—
dccording to Bunter—was descended from Sir Dunter de
Bunter, who came over with the Conqueror, and had
signed Magna Charta as one of the great harons of
England, If that statement was correct, cortainly Sir
Bunter de Bunter must have lived to a marvellous age,
rivalling the celehrated Methuselah., Aeccording to Heb
Cherry, the only harons in the Bunter family were barons
of beef. And it could certainly have been supposed that
Billy Dunter, judging by appearances, was descended
from a barou of heef.

There was, perhaps, no reason why a
come to Greviriars, Prinees went to
[riars, of convse, was a cut ahove Elen.
fellow doubled that.

All the same, it was surprising. And as it was Bunter
that brought the news, the Remove declined to believe it.

“Well, youll see him this affernoon ! enorted Bunter
at [ast.
ql‘”l;:m eceiulness is the DLelievefulness!" said Hurree
w2 TR,

“Why not give wus an easier one, Buuntyr” asked
Peter Todd.

“But it’s true !” shricked Bunter. “7T heard Mr. Quelch
speaking to the Head about it. I happencd fo be near
tm door.”

“1 dare say that part’s true,” agreed Harry Wharton.
“And if you say you hﬂ}}p&nﬂd to be close to the key-
haole, we’ll swallow that !

“Ha, ba, ha!”

5 %‘n. 1;{::1]13, Wharton, I heard the Head say——"

* Rate !’

“You fathead, Cherry! The Head never says “ rats * 0

“Ha, ha, ka!™

“ He gaid to Quelchy that he wanted him to keep an eve
on the prinee, beeause he feared there’ might he rapging.”

“Catch us ragging a prince!” said Skinoer, with a
chuckle. “Why, we'll take him to our hearts and weep
over him-—if he comes!”

“If " chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The if-fulness i3 terrific ™

“Well, he's coming,” said Bunter, “and the Head's
afraid there may be ragging. I don’t kmow why. 1
know I'm jellv well going to ehum up with him!"”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“And I den't sce amything to ecackle at, either! T
like princes!” ‘

- "“Got dozens on your visiting-list, haven’t you, Bunty:"
grinned Squidf,

“Well, to tell the truth, I haven’t met any so far)”
confessed Dunter.

“ Mold me ! murmured Bob Cherry:
the truth! I feel faint!”

“You silly ass, Cherry ! Our family has come down a
bit, vou see!” explained Bunter. “In the olden times
the name of Bunter de Bunter was known in every i

“Warkhouse?"

“Wo, fathead !

* Prison "

“No, you silly idiot, in every corner of the kingdom!
There was Sir Fulke de Bunter, who went to the "

“Trepdmill ¥

Toe Macser LIBRARY.—XNo. 422,
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rince shouldn’t
ston, and Cirey-
No Greviviars

“Bunter's telling

In every

"To the Crusades. There was Bavon de Bunter, who
gigned Magna Charta. There are several peerages in our
family. I shall naturally chwn up with the prince when
he comes, being an aristeerat myself.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“What I want to point out te you fellows is that
the prince is coming into my study. I've got firet claim,
and I'm going to %mve him "

“You're welcome to my whack ! said Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Dutton ecan eclear out of my study to make room for
him,"” =atd Bunter. “0r you can clear off, Toddy, or
Alenzo can, I'm not particular, so long as I bave the
prince !

““ Isn't he burbling—just as if he believed it himself I"*
said Johnny Bull, in wonder.

“It’s true!” bellowed Bunter. “Quelchy is going (n

speak to vou chaps about it before he comes. The Head
asked him to.”

" Bow-wow !"

“And it's pot to be settled that he comes into my
study,” said Buater. “It's only fair—I shall he a
kindred spirit.™

“Tigolk here, von fat duffer!” =zaid Harry Wharton,
locking very curiously at Dunter. The way Bunter stuck
to his story wae surprising, and the captain of the
Remave began to wonder whether there was anything in
it. " Have you really been spying on the Head®"

“(h, really, Wharton, I happened to hear, by chance
—quite by chance—what he said to Queleh. I had
stoppél outside his door fo-—to admirve the landecape,
and the door was partly open, sp—-—"

“What landscape®”

“IWell, vou getoa fine view of —of (he staircaze, von
know, from Quelchy's door.  And they were talking about
the prinee coming, I don't know why the Head theughid
we ehould rag him—I koow T sha'n’t do anvthing of the
kind ' We don’t get a prinee in the Remove every dav.”

“%Well, Tnky's the only specimen so far,” said Bob
Cherry. ““How does it feel to be a prince, Inky:"

Hurree Singh grinmed.

“Inky’s only a nigger-prince ! said Bunter.
don’t count! TYaroooh!
beast! Wharrer marrer!

“IIa, ha, ba!”

“T—I mean you ain’t a nigger!” shricked DBunter.
“That's what T really meant to say. Leggo, you black
beast! Yeoop!”

“Youn must sav, ‘Let go, your serene Highness!™"
murmured the Nabob gently.

“Yarooh! TLegpo, vour serenme Highness!™ srailed
Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Hurree Singh removed his dusky thumb and forefinger.
Bunter rubbed hiz fat car, and blinked at him furiously.

“T1’d jolly well mop up the floor with you only—only
I'm going to meet a prince this afternoon!” gasped
Bunler.

“Ha, ha, ha!” the Removitea shricked.

“You can cackle!” hooted Bunter.

“Thanks? We will! Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, I warn you that the prince is poing to be my
chum, and yon can keep off the grass!” said Bunter.
“There’s another point. We den’t have princes hers
every day, and I suppose princes get hungry after a
journey, like other chaps, so I'm thinking of standing
him a good fea in the study. Tafortunately, T've been
disappointed ahout a postal-order——"

“You can alwavs rely on Bunter to work rvound to
that ! grinned Squifi. " XYou'd Ike a little loan,
Bunter?'

“Yes, yes !”

“Say a muple of quid "

it Ripp “Ig !?

“Then it's another disappointment for you,” said
Sguiff sadly, “You won't get it.”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Oh, really, you beast 2

“Shush!® esid  Harry  Wharton.
Cuelehy 17

Mr, Queleh, the master of the Remove, ruatled into the
common-reoin, There was rain out of doors, and, though

“Niggers
Leggo my eay, Inky, rom
Yocop !

“Iere comes

MANY MACGNIFICENT TUCK-HAMPERS PO R 545" “GREYFRIARS HERALD,” 0. QUT TO-DAY.
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|_T'h'a German ﬂuﬂg ll-l;l:ll-.?;ﬂ-f“fﬂr’l:éll.'l.ﬁ]' u'pn:m Bob Eherry; “ Rattenstein 1 shouted Mr. Quelch. “ How dare you !

Come out here, sir !

(See Chapter 11.)

it was & half-holiday, most of the Remove were jn the
common-rosm, They wondered what their FPorm-master
wanted. Billy Bunter blinked triumphauntly at his Form-
fellows. He was about to be vindicated !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Surprizing News!

BH. QUELCII coughed slightly.
The Removites had all risen respeetfully io
their feet as their Form-master came in.

some of the Fourth who were present

followed their example; but Temple of the Fourth
winked to Dabney. is iden was that the Hemove were
going to get a lecture, and he was prepared to enjoy it.
He did not see what other reason Mr. Quelch could have
for coming to the common-room on a half-holiday.

“My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, T have an annonncement
to make to you. I believe most of my Form are here™

Apparently it was not a lecture, after all. Temple felt
digappointed.

“The Iead has requested me to spealk to the Remove on
this subject,” procecded Mr. Quel&?ff

The Removites exchanged glances. Waa it
there was something in Bunter’s yarn, after all?
Tre MacriT LaprakY.—-No. 422

MEXT
MONDAY—

possible

Come out herz at once "

“WHEN FRIENDS FALL OUT(”

“ A new boy is ecoming inko the Remove to-day.”

Sensation! Bunter blinked triumpbantly.

“The matter tas Leen under discussion some {ime, and
the arrangements Lave been made,” continued Mr.
Queleh. It is now for me to announee the fact. As you
are aware, the arrival of a new boy is not 2 matter of
the first importance. and you are doubtless surprised that
I should address you on the subject.”

2o the Remove would bave been, but for the previous
annonncemeant by Buoter. As it was, they stared at their
Iorm-master.

“The new boy is 3 smnewhat unusual new boy, and he
comes te the school under somewhat unusual circum-
stanees. He iz of very high rank.”

Another sensation.

“His rank is that of a prince.”

“{rreat Scolt!™

“He is nob, however, a British prince,” said Mr.
Queleh, allecting not to hear Bob Cherry’s involuntary
ejacnlation.

“ Another nigger®” murmured Skinner. “You're going
£o have a rival, Inky.”

“The name of the new bov is—abem '—ERattenston.”

There was a weneral gasp.

“A German, =ir!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, lis
choecks flushiag,

1

A Grand, Long, Complcte Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FAANK RICHARDY.
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“A Fiun ¥ ¢jaculated Bob Cherry,

From somewhere came a hies, and a voice: * Shame!”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes sparkled.

“Bilence ¥ he axclaimed.

The Hemove weroe silent, but most of them logked
savage. If there was a German cowing inte the Lower
Tourth, the Lower Fourth would have sometling to say
about 1t. Thev aid not like Germans!

“The boy I speak of is not a German,” said Mr. Quelch.
“I am guite aware, my boys, that a German wonld not
b I}D]}Il}{ur among you. The baseness and treachery dis-
played by the Kaiser and his countrymen during this
terrible war has opened our eves as to the true German
character, and =o !rmg as the present generation lives it
will Lo naturally impossible for a decent EBriton to
asgociate with Germans on auy teyms,”

“ Hear, hear!” zaid the Remaove heartily.

Mr. Quelch voiced their sentiments cxactly. o

“ But this boy, Prince Enppreeht vou Rattenstein, 1= not
a Glerman,” said Mre. Queleh. * He bears p Gernman title,
and belongs to a German reigning familv, but he is a
natural-born British subject, llis father was naturalised
in Britain many years before he was born, and this lad
was horn Lnglish, ar:mrding ta law.”?

“Is a tiger born in the Zoo English, =ir®” asked
Bolsover major, and there was a chuckle.

Mr. Quelch did not appear to hear the quesziion.

“*Now, my beys, you understand why I have spoken to
you,” he said, " Prinece Rupprecht von Rattenstein is of
German origin, but he is British born, and is quite
British in training and in svmpathy. Ile will be, in fact,
exactly like one of yourselves.”

The Removites Jooked as if they donbted i, A wolf
horn in o sheepeot would not be a lamb. en how could a
German born in England be English? But they did not
venture to put that to Mr, Queleh.

*1 desire you to treat this new.comer exactly as if ke
were an ardinary new boy,” conlinued Mr. Quelch. "1
appeal to you not to bear it in miud against him that
his origin was tderman. T may say that any attempt at
{K'Tﬂ-.’?ﬂ'lltiml will be watehed, and severely punished. Bug

do not desire to dwell upon this. 1 prefer to rely upon
vour good fecling in the matter, and upon the eenze of
hospitality and good mannars natiral to Grevfriars hovs.
There must be ne persecntion of Rattenstein, apd I trust
there will be no aveidance of him.”

Most of the 1aniors were grimly silent,

Dut Lilly'Bunter’s voice was heard at once:

* Certainly not, sir! I'm going te chum with him at
oence, sir. T ehonld like him to be put in my study, eir”

“&huit up, you worm ! hreathed Peter Todd.

“ (h, really, Teddy——"

“Any boy who would like the new-comer to be put in
his study may make the request to me,” said Mr. Queleh,
afler a panse,

“I zuess I'm on, sir,” said Fisher T. Iish, the American
jnnior, at once.

Fishy's face was beaming. As a real live republican,
he almost trembled with delight at the 1dea of coming
into contact with a prinee, even if it were only a German

prince.
“ Does anyone clae wish to speak ™
Yo one else did, apparently. There was a grim silence.
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Mr. Queleh frowned a little,

“ Would you care for Rattepstein to be placed :n your
atudy, Wharton" he asked,

Harry Wharton flushed.

“No, sir!” he =aid abruptly.

“Hardly i murmured Nugent.

“And you, Cherry®”

Bob Cherry coloured.

“Aly father's out in Flandeis killing Ians, sir,” ho
repiicd. "1 should be ashamed to tell him that 1 wae
friendly with a German.”

“ 1 have told yon that this ey iz not a Geripan

el was silent. He had his ewwn views about that,
which no Form-master’s autherily counld alter. Bolia
apinion of Germuns was that they were rotten, and toad
tlie naturalised kind were rottoner than the other kind.

“YWhat do von say, Linley:"”

‘Mark Linley leoked uncomforiahlbe.  MHe ehased Boli's
study, and he was nol likely to " go back ™ on Hob, Ad
he fully agreed with Bob, as 3t happencd. But  he
enderstood that Mr, Queleh wicled te pluce the new
hov, if possilile, with some of the better fellows in the
Remove—a deseription that did not apply  cither o
Bunter or to Fisher 'I'. Fish.

“If vou wish it, sir, of course we will take Lim in,” he
gnid. “I'm ure Cherry wonldn't like to oppeee your
wishes in any way, and, of course, yon gan order us If vou
Like.”

“T shall not 2o 1that,” said My, Quelch.

“‘Thank you. sir. If we're free o choose, we'd rather
not have him, beesuse—becanse we know—al least we
think—that naturalization is all rot, A man who swenrs
allegiance to any ceuntry but his own is a traitor™

“That's it, sir,” said Bob. “ A natnralised alien is o
traitor to his own country if he keeps his oath Lo lils new
country, and lic’s a traitor to his new country if ke breaks
it, o lie's a traitor anyway. And we're not Germmans, o
we don't like traitors.”

“Heay, hear " =aid the Remavites in delight.

Mr. Queleh paused awkwardly. Frobably Bolys blunt
words fonnd an echo in his own breast.

“That wounld not apply te the boy himself, whe wag
born in England,” lie said, * Come, my dear boys! To be
ehivalrous 18 British, and I appeal te your scose of
chivalry.”

The Remove were not insenzilble to that appeal. Tut
the thousht of a Hun iu their study, sharing their meals,
breaking Lread with them, was a little foo much. There
was o grim silence.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch at last.
wish the new boy to share your study

“1 guess eo. sir ! _

“ Wxence me, sir,” said Jehnny DBull deliberately, “1
share that study, and I stiongly objeet to  filthy
Germans,”

“The boy is net a German, Bull”

Johney Bull yranted

“I'moin that study tee, sir,” eaid Squilf, “and T'm
afraid, sir, it would make me i1l if there were u German
there.”

“This is a scrious matter,” said Mr. Quelch, as there
was a giggle. “ Bunter, am I to understand that your
etudy.-mates raize no objection?”

“Well, sir, as I'm head of the study——"

“1 object, sir,” said Peter Todd promptly. “1f wou
aflow me to raise an objection, I certaiuly object, sir.™

“I fear I must do the same, =r,” said Alonze Todd
meekly, “My Uncle Benjoaanin would be shocked--nay,
disgusted—if I were to become friendly with & German,
sir.”

Tem Dutton, the fonrth member of No. 7 Study. did
not speak, for the simple reasen that he was deaf, and
hadn't heard a word so far. Dut if he had heard, and
cpoken, his reply would have leen as emphatic as
Teoddy's.

“1 am sorry for thiz,” said Mr. Ouelch, with wrinkled
brows:, “1 bhoped thot zome bey in my Form would be
willlmg te receive this sranger hespitably. L shall
have, it appears, to exert my authority.”

“Iegad 17 snid Lord Mauleverer, “May I speak, sir?
I'H take the rotter in, 11 you like, zir"

“Tish, as you

a1
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“Please do nob use such expressions in speaking to
me, Maunleverer.”

“Eprey, sirl Y mean, I'll take in the beast—that is
to sav, the mongrel—I—I mean the prince, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Az you have a study to yourself, Mauleverer, I aceepb
vour offer,” said Mr. Quelch, much relieved. “I have
uot the slightest doubt that you will find Prince Kallen-
Eteiﬂiun very agreeable and pleasant ¢ompanion. Thank
you !

“Don’t mench, sir,” said Mauleverer.

Mr. Quelch guitted the common-room; and there was
n rush of the indignant jumiors to surround Lord

“So you like Huns®”

Maunleverer.
L1

M “Mauly, you fathead—"

“Yah! Pro-Hun!”

*Pro-German! Yah!” _

Lord Mauleverer blinked at the Removites in his lazy
way.

“Begad ! he ejaculated.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bolsover Malor Means Business [
AULY, you rotter——"

“He's fond of Huns ! roared Bolsover major, the bully
of the Bemove. “Bump him! Bump the pro-Hun!
“Begad! Don't you see—"

“Collar that fat beast Hunter, and that skinny scare-
crow Fish!” shouted Boelsover. “Bump the caé! We
don’t want pro-Huns here.”

“I say, you fellows—— Yow-ow-ow !"”

“Hyer, I guess—— Whoop "

" Bump tgem I

Bump, bump, bump!

There were three bumps, and three terrific yells from
Bunter and Fish and Lord Mauleverer,
“Yow-ow! Help!” roared Bunter.
“l;fam:h! Let up‘:”fshriﬁlﬁed Fizh.

make potato-scrapi of you!

"BEE';:].! Oh, E;rri%::g!“jr \

Billy Bunter tore himself loose and flad. Fisher T.
Fish would gladly have followed his example, but he
tripped over Micky Desmpnd’s foot and came a cropper
az he ran. Then Micky Deamond and Bulstrode and
Bolsover major seized him, and he was bumped again.

“Let up ! yelled Fisher T. Fish, “Leggo! Ain't L
& nootral, you jays?"

“Bumg him again for being a neutral ¥

“Ha, ha, hat

Bump!

Fisher T. Fish I%m: loose at last, and fled, yelling.
Then the exeited Hemovites bestowed all their attention
upon Lord Mauleverer.

- His lordship was swung in the oir, in the grip of a
gt Loggo! d Maul

‘Begad ! I maspe auleverer.
unders%:and——?ggﬂ i

“Gentlemen,” said Bob Cherry, “Mauly can't help
hﬂ"i:‘:‘l{ a born idiot, as he belongs to the peerage—-"

ear, '

“L guess T'll

S You don't

hear!

“But the privileges of peerage, otherwise the privi-
leges of beiug a born idiot, have a limit. Mauly musin’t
be E.E’m'H““' We're going to bump him for his own

ood &

. “Yow-ow! Help!” gasped his lordship, as he descended
on the floor. “Yarecoh! I'm not a pro-Hun'! Yow-ow!
I don't like Huns! Lemme explain! Yoop!”

“Bump him!"”

“No; let him explain first!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, laughing. “If you're not a pro-HHun, Mauly,
what do you want a Hun in yoeur study for:"” ’

Lord Mauleverer sat on the floor and proaned.

“Oh, begad! I don’t want him in my study!”

“But vou asked Quelch——"

“And you're going to have him—*

“Yoanx, but—"

“Bumo him !

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry. “Let Mauly explain—
let's try to learn the mysterious workings of the aristo-
eratic mind. (o it, Mauly!”

T Ow-ow-wow-yow [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What do you want the Boche in wvour study for:"”
roated Bolsover major. |
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«] don't want him !" shricked Mauleverer indignantly.
“I wouldn’'t touch the heast with a dashed barge-pole.
But somebody’s got to have him, so I thought it only
fair for me to have the volter, because I haven't any
study-mates to be bothered with him.”

111 h!”

“If he's planked in any other study, three or four
fellows will have to put up with him!" explained
Mauleverer. “In my study orly one chap will have Lo
put up with the pig—me!”

“B_}" J{I"ﬂu!“ ‘ ‘ ‘

“It’s a case of giddy self-sacrifice!” chuckled Sguiff.
“We take back that bumping, Mauly'™

“Consider yourself unbumped, old chap!”

“That bumping is to be regarded as a vote of thanks
from the Remove,"” said Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“Well, it's awfully decent of you, Hau!y." sald IB:}I-
sover major, quite repentant. “The filthy animal
might have been planked on me!”

“Or on any of us!” snid Harry Wharton.
2 brick!”

“The brickfulnesa is terrific.”

“Many thanks, Mauly!™

Lord Mauleverer dusted himself down ruefully.

“QOh, all serene!” he grunted. “You might have let
a fellow explain. Wow-wow !"

“But what are we going to do about the Hun,
though?” said Bolsover major. “We don't want a filthy
(ierman in the Remove. The Head oughtn't to let him
come. It's oll rot about his heing born in England. It
was like his cheek te be born in England, disgracing
2 decent country like that.”

“Well, perhaps he couldn't help that,” grinned Boh
Cherry. “It’s his pater who ought to have been kicked
out long age.”

“1 Tﬂ%ﬂ tﬁt we smash him on sight,” said Bolsover.

“And pet a Hogging from the Head?” =aid Skinner.
“You heard what Quelchy said about that.”

“I'm not afraid of a licking,” said Doelsover trucu-
lently. "Besides, if you all back me up, they can’t
flop tha whole Form!” .

“Wharton's captain!” said Hazeldeme. “What docs
Wharton aay:” ]

“(3o it, Wharton!" said Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton hesitated.

“Well, I'm not afraid of a licking, if you come ta
that,” he said. “And I dom’t like Boches any more than
anybody else does. But this kid Rattenstein is rather
an unusual varicty of Boche. I don’t say I'd have him
in my study if I could help it—that would he rather
thick. But considerimg that he. was born in England
he's Dritish by our laws %

“Fatheaded law that,” said DBulstrode.

“Well, ves, I agree—still, he is British according te
law. It was wrong to allow his father to Uecome
naturalised, but the Remove can't geb itself up against
pur sublime legislators. When. Manly gets into the
House of Lords, we'll make him alter all that—"

“Begad !

“But to come fo the peint, we don’t like Huns, and
we're rirht not to like them, but it's rather rotten to
set on & fellow. You know what would happen to a
British chap in a German school at this time—he would
be ragged and kicked and very likely torn in pieces.
That's the German way. We pride ourselves on not
being anything like Prussians——"

“Hear, hesr!™

“And fair play's a jewel. 8o my advice 1a, let the
poor beast alone. If he's decent, I don't sce why we
ean't be eivil to him. DBut, sanyway, it would be rotten
to rag him—a chap on his own without friends—--"

“Why, ;.-'ml'w just said yourself what the Germans
would de!” howled Dolsover.

“Yes, that's the point: we're not Germans. If you
want to act like a (ierman, Bolsover, the sooner YOU 2o
io Potsdam the better!™

“That's all very well——"

“My idea 13, play the cume,” said Harvey.,  “If the
fellow plays Hunnish tricks, of course, he'll aeb L in

5
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the neck. Dut don't jump on a poor heast—a stranger
in a strange lank.”’

“ Well, that's right enough,” said Bob Cherry.

*1 don’t think so,” said Bolsover major pbstinately;
“and I tell you that the minute I zee him I'm going to
knock him down, just to show him what I think of
Huns "

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“And I tell you you're not going to de anything of the
sort !” ho exelaimed,

* Who'll stop me?” roaved Bolsover.

“I will !

“Then T'll give you & chanee!” said the bully of the
Remove. *“ The minute he puts his nose inside Greyfriars
he gets my knuckles on it.”

': {lshall stop you if I'm on the scene,” said Harry

11 .

“Dli'r. rats !

Bolsover swung away, snorting. And it was guite
apparent that o good many of the Removites apreed with
Bolsover, The fact that the expected new-comer was of
princely rank did not seem to appeal to anyome but
Bunter and Fisher T. Fish. But Fisher T. Fish, in spite
of his bumping, was in great epirits. At last he would
be able te write home to “Xoo " York that he was on
pally terms with a Erince—-—a real live prinee, even if
made in Germany. Fisher T. Fish had several aches in
his skinny bones, after his rough handling. But he
hardly seemed to feel them. When he war seen again, the
Yankee junior seemed to be walking on air,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Toadies!
&4 TILL raining !” growled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five were looking out of the door-
way of the School House, The rain was coming
down steadily in the old Close, and the aneient

elms were weeping.

“No footer to-day.” said Harry Wharton.
a walk on the cliffs?”

To which his chnms vesponded “ Bow-wow 1™ Walking
!_il‘;l the cliffs in & drenching downpour was not an enticing
idea.

*1 zav, you fellow

The Famons Five looked at Bunter. They were sur-
prised. William (George Bunter was looking unusually
spick and epan. He had a clean collar on, his necktie was
neatly tied, and his hair was brushed, and there was no
dust on his clothes, and no ink or jam on his fingers.

" Wherefore this thusness, O beautiful Bunter? gasped
Bob Cherry,

" Well, a fellow ought to get o bit decent to meet a
prince,” said Bunter, “I suppose you don’t mind my
berrowing your necktie, Wharton——"

“ You cheeky porpoise " said Wharton indignantly.

" Wall, I had to; I couldn’t borrow one of Mauly.”

“Why not?”

* Well, he was in his study.”

* And whese is that pin?” asked Boh Cherry.

“If you're going to grouse about a chap bﬂﬂﬂwiﬂﬁ
your tie-pin, Cherry, I'll hand it back to vou at onee,
said Bunter, with dignity,

“You'd better!” said Bob wrathfully. " Mherwise,
i?hﬂ.’im will be a porpoise rolling down the steps in two
jiffies !

“I'm plad you're not such a beast as Cherry, Wharton "
said Bunter, as the indignant Bob recaptured his
tie-pin.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You ecan bave the mnecktie, Billy; it's not very
valuable, if you lose it 8o vou're dressing up to meet
the griddy prince?”

“1I'm gaing to pal with him, yon know.”

" Are you goingr to ask him first®”

“ Oh, really, I suppose a filthy Hun wenld be plad to
pal with anybedy,” said Bunter warmly,

“T don™t know: even a Hun might draw a line some-
where” grinned Nugent.  * Besides, German princes don't
have such a lot of monev.”

“(h, rot! A prince i= bound to be rich.™
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“Not a German prince, fathead! What do you think
thev come to England for?”

“Oh' said Bunter very thoughtfully.

“Halle. halle, halle! ]Iicre‘s Fishy "

Fisher T. Fish was evidently also bent on stagpering
humanity. He was dressed in his Sunday clothes, and his
collar was spotless, his cuffs were gleaming white, and his
hair was brushed and oiled. He came down the hall like
a dancing-master, making deep bows, and the c¢humas
looked at him in astonishment.

“ What's the name of that pame?” asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, T guess I didn't see you! What do you think of
that one?” asked Fish, straightening up,

" That whatt”

“That bow, you jay! Did you think it graceful?”

“ About as graeceful as a porcupine,” said Bob Cherry.
;A;ﬂ vou practising shutting yourself up like a pocket-

nifes" ;

“I gaess I'm going to do the right thing, slick. The
trouble is, do you bow to the ground, or omly hali-
way '

“It depends on what you're doing it for,” said
Wharton, laughing. “If you're going to a dance, I
should recommend half-measures.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm thinking of the prince. You have to bow pretty
deep to a prince, T guess. Have any of you chaps ever
niet the Prince of Wales?

“I dom't remember doing se,” said Bob Cherry thought-
fully. “Yes, now I come to think of it, when 1 was new

¥

“Yep?” said Fish eagerly.

" " T had the Pl‘iﬂf-ﬁ of weals on my back,” said Bob.

* ¥ou had his Royal Highness on your back?” ¢jaculated
Fish. *“Pickaback, do you mean?”

* Not exactly It was all through Carberry—that chap
E'hl:]; was expelled. Hs put the prints of weals om my

b L X

* Carberry did?"

L8] YEE,‘J‘

* And—and what did you dof"”

“1 slung an inkpot at him,”

¥ What I'

“He did it with a ruler,” said Bob.

* A—a ruler?”

“Yes. The prints of the weads were visible for guite a
long time.”

“He, ha, ha”

Figher T, ¥ish gave a snort of deep disgust as he realised
that the humorous Bob was perpetrating a pun.

“1 rruess I'd like zome first-hand information,” he said.
“Thd you chaps meet any princes when you were staying
with D’Areq of St Jim'sP"”

“Ha, ha!l No.”

“ Only the prints in the library,” grinned Nugent,

“What kind of a prince?”

“ Copperplate, I think.”

“Oh, vou jav! Can't you be serious?’ snorted Fisher
T. Fish. “I guess my popper will deuble my allowance
if I write him that I'm chummy with a prince. I want
to make a pood unpression on him. Of course, we don't
meet many princes in Noo York, and I guess I want to
show him that I know how to behave to a prinee. 1 sup-
pose 4 bow to the ground would be the proper caper, come
to think of 1t.”

“ Look here, Fishy,” said Billy Bunter. " None of your
sucking up to my prince I'm poing to pal with him."

“¥ou fat elam, he wouldn’t look at you!”

“You skinny Yankee, he wouldn't look at you!”

“1 guess he'll take to me, being a nootral,” said Fish
triumphantly. "I don't care tuppcence for your old war,
I'm a nootral.”

“TWell, if he'd take to a neutral, he’d take to any-
thing,” =zaid Bob Cherry. * So there's a chance for you,
Bunter.”

“How Jdo vou know he isn't a decent chap, Fishy?"
satd Johnny Bull, “If he's pot the olements of decency
about him, he'd hardly be able to stand a neutral.”

“Oh, you're a mugwump ! said Fish scornfully. “Get
on with your #illy war, while we make piles of dollars out
of it. That’s husiness, But about hnwing}tn tho privee,

I really guess ['d like to know exactly-—
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Smack] YYow-ow-ow! ©Oh, my hat IT; Ratteasteln walked out lnto the Close, leaving Bunter rubbing his |
fat cheek ahd blinking with rage. (See Chapter 10.)

“Who's bowing to the prince?” demanded Bolsover
major, coming up. ¥isher T, Fish backed away.
“They've got their best bibs and tuckers on, to make a

good impression on the prinee,” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Well, if he stands them, it’s only another proof that he's
a real Hun.”

“0h " said Bolsover, surveying Bunter and Fish with

loweringr eyes. " That’s why they've washed their necks,
15 it? Well, here poes!”

“Let up!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. And Bunter gave a
gasp, as the Remove bully made a sudden swoop on them
and seized them both by their collars.

*Rescue!” yelped Bunter,

But there was no rescue. The plan of kow-towing to
the Hunnish prince was not one that recommended itself
to the Famous Five. The two intended toadies were left
to the tendsr mercies of Bolsover major,

The burly Removite jerked them out of the doorway into
the rain, and sent them rolling down the steps,

“Yow! Iswow!”
“Yoop! Help! Yawp!”
“Ha, ha, ka .FE' g

The two tuft-hunters rolled and sprawled helplessly
down tho steps, landing in the muddy puddles at the
bottom. They sprawled in the puddles, and sat up
dazedly. Bolsover major burst into a roar of laughter,
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and the Famcus Five chuckled. The unfortunate pair
were not in a fit state to meet a prince now, even a
German prince. They crawled out of the puddles,
smothered with mud,

There was a hoot of a taxi-cab in the Close, and the
cab glided up to the steps as Bunter and Fisher T. Fish
limped back to the door. Mr. Quelch stepped ocul,
followed Ly a boy in an overcoat. The prince had
arcived, and Bunter and Fish had not met him !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
His Highness!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. drew back a little from
H the doorway.
The new-comer stepped into the House, while
Mr. Quelch dizsmissed the faxi which had
brought them from  Courtfield. The Hemove-master
himaelf had been to the station te fetch the new boy.
Bolsover major breathed hard through his nose. Buat,
reckless as he was, he did not venture to carry out his
threat. It wos pot exactly feasible to knock the new
junior down under the eves of Mr. Quelch.
The chums of the Remove glanced at him curiously,

A GOrand, Long, Commnloto Gtory of Harry
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He was a lad of about their own are, with a fair face
apd blonde hair. iz eyves were a pafa blue, and looked,
ns Bob Cherry murmured, fishy., Net much could he
sgen of himm in the overcoat, but he was decidediy
plup.

Two laree tyunks were dumped down in the Hall, and
the taxi buzzed away. 2AMr. Quelch followed the new
junior .

““Ah, you are here, Wharton!” he said. “I am glad.
[ wish to introduce wyou to your new Form-fellow.
Battenstein, this is Wharton, the caplain of the Form
you are going to enter.”

Wharton had an inward strogple, and then he stepped
up to the new {ellow and held out his hand.,  After all,
the fellow was o strapger, and it was only decent lo be
mvil to o stranger.

“You're welvome to the Remove, Rattenstein!” he
said.

“Thapk woul”
head,

He did not seem to see Wharton's hand.

The captain of the Remove was nonplussed for a
moment; and then, as he realised that Hattenstein did
not intend to shake hands with him, his hand-ome foce
flushed scarlet, He bit his lip bard, and dropped his
hand. Mr. Quelch =aw the incident very plainly, and he
frowned.

*Rattenstein I he sald sharply.

* Yes, sir?” said the new boy, very civilly.

*Shake hands with Wharton !’

“Exepse me, sir,” said Harry, putting his hand behind
him, “1 cannot shake hands with Battenstein! I was
frying to forget that he was o German, but I am not
likely 1o forget again!”

" You must not eall Eattenstein a German, Wharton !
Neither must you be under a false impression! It is
not fromn any racial Fecling that the foolish boy did not
take yowur hand! Ile is British, and proud of being
British 1"

“That is true!” said Rattenstem. “You must not
think me a German, Wharton, if that is your name. I
am as Inglish as yourself. Dut a prince does not shake
hands with a commoner !”

“You see, Wharten, it's the boy’s foolish pride !” said
Mr. Cuelch. " He does not understand our manners,
though he has been brought up in England.”

Wharton's lips set.

“Rattenstein, I am sorry to find fault with you the
moment you set foot in the school! You have heen
guilty of ontrageons ill-breeding.”

Rattenstein flushed in his turn,

*1 do not think so, sir,” he said.

“You must not advance your own opinion against your
Form-master’s, Rattenstein! In BEnglish schools there is
none of the ridienlous snobbishness that obtains in Ger-
many. An English prince at school mixes on terms of
perfect equality with his school-fellows,”

“I am sorry, sir, hut—->"

“You will kindly accept my statements without
tion, Rattenstein!
Wharton at once ™

“If you command me to do so, siv, T will do s0!” said
Rattenstein, and he held out his hand in a pingerly
manner.

Wharton's band wes behind him, and he kept it
there.

*Wharton !

“I cannnot touch the fellow with my hand, sir, unless
it is to knock him down for his piggish insolence I said
Wharton coolly. .

" Wharton, if vou dispute my order—"

“You may have me Hﬁgg{*d, gir, if you like, but you
vannot make me shake hands with a low cad !

“ Hear, hear I clhirruped Bob Cherry,

“8ilence, Cherry! I will not force yvou, Wharton! I

ANSWERS
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said Rattenstein, with a bow of the

fues-
I command you to shake hands with

GEST &° LIBEARY 8~ THE “BOYS' FRIERD” 37 LIBRARY. "

understand that you are wounded by this boy's unfor.
tunate ill-breeding ! Follow me, Hattenstein I

Rottenstein's eves blazed.

“Is that how I am to be zpoken tof” he exclaimed,.
“You have heard the name that he has applied to me:”

“Yes, and it was well deserved, Rattenstein! Follow
me at onece !

The priuce followed the Form-master.

Harry Wharten & Co. looked &t one another, Bol=over
major hurst inte a scoffing laugh.

“WWhat did I tell you®" he jeered. “Didn't I tell you
he was a filthy Hun, and cnly fit to be knocked down?
You've got o lot of thanks for being decent to him,
haven't you®"

Wharton's eyes were Lhurning.

“The utter rottem cad.” he szaid. " The crawlin
reptile! A rotten Hun! Teoo proud to shake hands wit
a decent English chap! He won't have another chance !”

“Well, this beats it!¥ szaid Bob Cherry. “1 didn’t
quite know what kind of reptile to expect; but I expected
him to be a decent veptile! While we've heen consider-
ing he's not decenb enough to come into the Hemove,
he’s been thinking we're not good emough for lhim to
touch ! It's o queer worid!”

“Well, he can go and eat coke!” =aid Harry. " He
won't Le bothered with any more civility from me!”

I guess it serves vou right!” said Fisher T Tish,
muddy but happyr, for the prince’s coat had brushed
him in passing, “*Like your cheek, wanting to shake
2;}{;1::!? with a prince! Why dido't vou bow, same as L

“ Beeause I'm not 4 Tankee title-hunter ™ said Wharton
contemptuonsly. “Ilo you think it matters teo any
decent fellow whether o ulmp is called a prince or noft,
yout dummy® Not that a German prince iz much of a
prinee. I suppose his principality is about as bir as
the gquadrangle here.”

“I poess——"

“(h, shut up ™

Wharton walked away, his cheeks still burning. The
rebuff he had suffered, in the very moment of conguer-
ing his own feelings, and trying to be civil to the
German, rankled deeply. The fellow might have been
forgiven for being a4 Hun, as a fox could he forgiven
for being a fox, it not being his ewn fault. But for
& Huun to bring airs and graces of this kind into the
Gieyfriars Hemove was the limit.

Bolsover hurried, chuckling, to the cominen-room to
impart the news, The Famous Five went to No. 1 Stud
to tea. Wharton’s brow soon cleared:” the snobbis
ncosense of the young Hun was too ridiculous to be
rezented Jong, us he realised on reflection. But the
aversion he naturally felt for a German was strengthened
by the incident, and Rattenstein certainly had ne kind
offices to expect fromn the captain of the Hemove after
that imeident. The Co. intended to give him a very
wide bLerth,

Lord Mauleverer locked in while the Famous Five were
?1; tea, with a2 somewhat distressed expression on his
Ca,

“Come in, Mauly!” said a chorus of voices.

“Yaas, thanks!” said his lordship, coming in. "“I'm
in rather a fix, dear boys. I thought I ought to take
that cad into my study, you know—"

"1t was jolly good of you, Mauly!”
“Yaas, wasn't it*" said Mauly.
you know. But I've heard what

sayin’ H

Vharton nodded.

" What about it, Mauly®"

“Well, how can a fﬁl]];w dig with a cad like that?®”
said his lovdship plaintively. *I—I sappose you fellows
wouldn't like to have him in this study, after all?”

“No jolly fear!”

“What about you, Bob? You've got one prince in
your study, and you might like another, you know.”

Bogh Cherry orinned.

“Send him imto my stwdy if vou want his neck
broken,” he saul, “ CHherwise, not.”

Lord Mauleverer sighed.

“I say, Bull, old man, one of your study-mates wants
him in No, 14—~

“ Noblesse oblige,
Belsover’s been
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“The other doesn't,” said Johany Bull, “and T don’t!
Let him put his German snout in No. 14, that's all!”

“It's up to you, Mauly !" said Nugent, Iaughiufi.

“Yaas, I suppose it is Do you fellows mind if I have
tea with you? I don't fee! as if T could eat in the same
room with him, semebow.”

*Pile in, old chap !

“The welcomefulness is terrific!”

Lord Mauleverer sat down, looking very relieved. His
lordship was a fastidious youth, and decidedly sensitive.
He felt that his nerves would really not stand the strain
of feeding at the same table with Prince Rupprecht von
Fattenstein.

“ Thanks awfully, my dear fellaws!” he =aid gratefully.
“I may be able to stand him bLetter aftzr tea, If I find
I can’t, would you mind if I did my prep in this study
for once ™™

" Welcome as the flowers in May, old son!

“Thanks awfully! I don't think my nervons system
would stand him, you know—Dbad manners are so shockin’
to my nerves, I'm goin’ to do my best, of course. DBut
I shall have t-n_%et used to him pradually.”

And Lord Maunleverer had his tea in Np. 1 Study—much
relieved, but evidemtly looking forward with uneasiness
to meeting his Highness later in his own guarters.

L1 L]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Rivals for Favourl

N the junior common-room that cvening there was
one chief topic of conversation—the prince.

_ Billy Bunter, whose methods of obtaining
information were like Sam Weller's knowledge of
London—extensive and peculiar—had a good many more

details to pive the intereated juniors.

It appeared that Bunter had stopped to tie his shoe-
laca near Mr. Quelch’s door while the Bemove-master was
talking with the new boy in his study.

It was quite by chance, of course, but chanse had
certainly favoured Bunter wvery much, from the extent
of what he had happened to hear.

“ Quelchy told l[:lm he couldn't have a valet here,”
zaid Bunter. *“The prince was surprised. He'd never
thought of being anywhere without a servant for his
Ptﬂ;.wmﬂ attendance. Shows he's a real prince, doesn't
1t:

“Bliows he's a silly soob!” growled Russell., * What
doed he want with a valet at school? Mauly doesn’t want
a valet, and I suppose an English nobleman is better
than a German prince®”

“ He asked Quelchy who was going to put his boots on
in the morming."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Can’t he put them on himself, same as we do?” reared
Bolsover major.

“Well, hie wouldn't like to touch em with his princely
hands, I guegs!” said Fisher T, Fish,

“You silly Yankee!"

* Waal, gmalcula!-e I'm a republican, and titles cut
no ice with me,” said Fish. " But a prince is a prince,
there's no getting out of that!”

“Made in Germany!" growled Newland.

“Well, p'raps not a first-rate article, but a prince—
vou can't deny that he's a prince!” eaid Fish, to whose
transatlantic ears the word had a magie sound.

He loved to repeat it and allow it to dwell upon his
tongue like a tasty morael.

“ Everybody in Germany who isn't a count or a baron
is a prince!” growled Bolsover major. *“ Princes are
cheap over there.”

“gtill, a real live prince——'

“He may be a prince, but he isn’t a gentleman,"” said
Rake, who had witnessed the little scene in the Hall.

“I gueas he's a bit hauehty,” said Fish, “ But a prince
onght to be haughty. He wouldn't be a real prince if he
wasn't haughty.”

" Bomebody sit on that Yankee idiet!”

“I say, yvou fellows, be's jolly rich, you know.
wanting to have a servant in the Lower Fourth !"

* Beastly snob !

“Chance for Fishy,” grinned Kipps., “There's a job
for you, Fishy! Wait on him and lick his boots, and he
may condescend to touch you with his princely foot!
Then you'll be happy for life!™

“Ha, ha, hat"
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“He's had tea with Quelehy,” said Bunter., * Qnelchy
took him to Mauly’s study, and Maulv wasn't there. So
he had tea with Quelehy, and Quelehy talked to him like
a Dutch uncle. Told him he mustn't show side—-"

“Quelchy did="

“Well, Quelchy called it hanteur. Exwlained to him
that he was just an ordinary kid in the Tower Fourth,
and that any haughbiness would be set down, not to his
being a prince, but to German bhad manners,”

“TlIa, ]}:LI. ha ™

“Good for Quelehy ™ chuckled Bulstrode.
the princelet say?”

“ He said he’d do his best, and that he would ehow that
he was real English, but that he had to consider his
family pride. Quelchy said he would sosn learn better
by mixing with Ht‘llsih{:‘.‘ boys,"

i‘ Well, he'll learn better, there's no doubt about that,”
s2id Bolsover major. “IH the cad had treated me as he
did Wharton, I'd have knocked him down, under
Quelchy's nose. I'm going to knock him down, anyway,
when I see him.” )

“Hallo, here he is!"

Lvery eye was turned on the doorway as DPrince .
R%prqc}lt‘- von Rattenstein appeared there.

e Juniors gazed curiously at the German prinee.

Eilly Bunter blinked at him in the most affable manner
and Fisher T. Fish execnted one of the deep bows he had
been practising. Bolsover major pushed back his cuffa,

Iiattenstein advanced inlo the room. Bolsover major
made a stride towards him, but paused abruptly aa
Wingate of the Sixth followed the new-comer in. 'The
captain of Greyfriars gave Bolsover a sharp look,

‘Well?” he said.

“H'm!" stammered Bolsover,

“You had better be a little careful,. Bolsover,” said
Wingate. “You Remove fellows, this is the new kid,
Eattenstein. I hope you will make him welcome.”

“I guess so!" said Fisher T, Fish cflusively. “ How
does your Highuess do®”

Hiz Highness' pale-biue eyes glanced carelessly at the
Yankee junior, and his Highness nodded carelessly. His
manner was haughty and disdainful enough to gratify
the most exacting American,

“A word to wou kids, and cspecially  you, Bol-
sover,” said Wingate. “ There’s not to be any horse-play
so far as Rattenstein 1s concerned. Hemember that!

“1s he to be wrapped up in cotton-wool ¥ aaid Bolsover,

Wingate left the common.room without replying. The
Remove-master had asked him to present the prince to
the Lower Fourth, and he had done it. Tt was his doty
as a prefect to see that the new boy was not ragzed on
account of his German name and origin. But Ratten-
stein’s manner had not plensed Wingate any more than it
had pleased: the juniors.

EBolsover major hesitated. His threat of knocking down
the German at sight was quite unjnstifiable, hbut he felt
that he would lose prestige if he did not carry it ent.
But after Wingate’s warning he did not care to do so.
He prunted angrily and returned to hiz seat.

Rattenstein lounged ihrough the room, and dropped
into an armchair by the fire, which happened to be
vacant.

There was a bored expression upon his fat, somewhat
Fgl.atj face, and he was evidently far from pleased with
113 surronndings.

His manner indicated, too, that he cxpected a cortain
amount of “ kow-fowing,” which he was certainly not
likely to receive in the Greyfriars Remove,

But there were two fellows at least who were willing
and cager to kow-tow-—omne heing Billy Bunter and the
other Fisher T, TFish.

Bunter took it for granted that a prince must be rich,
not knowing much alwmt German princes, and he fully
mtended to “spring " hiz celebrated postal-order upon
Rattenstein. 1t had offen served his turn with new boys,
and Rattenstein was 2 new boy. Fisher T. Fish had no
destgna upon the new-pomer’s cash-—he simply desired to
bask in the sunshine of a title, though only a German
title. Fishy was already planning lelters home to New
York, referring airily to " my friend the prinee.” It was
a sure means of drawing a handsome tip from Fish
BENGT,
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It was somewhat comical to sce the rival glares of the
two aspirants for princely favour.

Bunter and Fish stared at one another; glared and
snorted mutual defiance as they drew near the prince’s
*armchair. ) )

“ Good-evening, your Highness!” said Fish.

“Good-evening, your Hoyal Highness!” eaid Bunter,
going one better,
ﬂ;;.“I guess I hope your Highmness had a good journey

wo.'

"I hope your Highness is not tired.”

“Would your Highness care for a cushion?”

“Look here, Fishy——"

“Shut up, Bunter !”

“Ha, ha, ba!” roared Squiff. * Go it; this is as pood
88 4 cinema!”

“You ring off, Squiff! None of your shonting in the
presence of his Hig‘inem " said Fisg. “Where are your
manners:

“Why, vou cheeky Yankee larrikin——"

" Bilence I

“Qilence! My hat!” Squiff jumped up and ran towards
the Yankes junior. *I'll silence you, you cheeky toad!”

Fisher T, Fish dodged round Rattenstein’s chair in
alarm. Tis Higliness gazed at the scene in astonishment.

Squilf pursued the elusive Yoaukee junicr, and Fish, in
hiy hurry, stumbled over the princely legs, and rolled on
the floor.

* Fogl " s:mpegeﬂ his Highness. “ Take care!” _

But Fisher T. Fish had forgotten even the prince.
Seuiff had him by the collar, and Squiff had a grp like
A viee. :

“Leggo!" roared Fish. * You jay, I reckon I'll make
potato-scrapings of you! Let up, yon mugwnmp !

Hgquiff jerked the Yankee junior to his feet and whirled
him to the door by the collar.

With a twist of his strong arm, he sent him spinning
mto the passage.

Fisher T. Fish sprawled along the floor, and gasped.

“"Yaroop! You jay! You slab-sided mugwump 1"

" You'll stay there ™ said Sampson Quincy Iffley Field,
ahakiug a warning forefinger at him. “Don’t come in
again I

“What!® Fisher T. Fish scrambled up.
in, some, Just a few, you galoot!
or I'll mop you up ! : _

“I'm fed up with vou!" explained Bquiff calmly.
“You're keeping outside.”

"1 guess I'll pulverise you!”

“Come on, then!”

“"HBut I -1 guess T won't make a seene in the presence
of his Highness, Lemme come in!”

“Not till you've pulverised me!” grinned Squiff.

“You jay! You mugwump!”

“Hut I'll tell vou what I'll de,” said the Australian
junior coolly. “I°Il give you three seconds to clear off,
and then I'll come and drbble yon as far as the staira.”

“ Why, vou—you slabsided jay! You Yarooh !

Figher T. Fish suddenly ccased his tirade, and fled as
the Australian junior charged at him. He whipped up
the stairs at top sepeed, just escaping Squifi's hoot.
Squiff strolled back into the cemmon-room, smiling, and
for the rest of that evening the unfortunate Fishy had
no opportunity of basking in the princely preeence.

“I'm coming
Gerremt of the way,

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Common-roon !

ATTENSTEIN had watched the scene in the
ereatest astonishment. He was as yeb guite
new to the manners and customs of the Grey-
friare Remove,

Billy Bunter grinned. 5

His rival was off the scene, and he had his prince fo
himself. He had no other rivals in the Form. Even
Snoop was uot disposed to “suck wp” to a Hum, and
Em:m]p was popularly supposed to be mean enough for
anything.

Bunto%" bestowed his most ingratiating blink upon the
prince, and sat down beside him to charm him with
bie conversation.
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“ Tired, old chap®” he asked affectiomately.

Hattenstein stared at him,

“Did you address mer” he asked.

“ Ye-g-en !

“Then kindly do not be so familiar!”

“Oh ! said Bunter.

The prince stared inte the fire, taking no further
notice of Bunter. But the Owl of the Remove was not
easily beaten,

" Would your Majesty like a cushion for your Majesty’s
head?' he asked.

From *old chap " to “ your Majesty " was quite a lon
etep, and the Removitee who were watching Bunter's
prﬂﬁrress grinned. Even the prince grinned faintly.

“You may give me a cushion,” he said.

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter, in delight.

He jumped wup, and blinked about for a cushiom.

here were several cushions in the room, but they wera
all in nse. Dunter laid bis hand on a cushion behind
Hazeldene on o chair.

“ Give it to me, Hazel, old chap!"

“Go and eat coke ™ zaid Hazel.

“Hiz Highness wants it.”

“Well, his Highness can go and eat coke, too!”

“MNow, look here, Hagel—"

“"You rcally want it? asked Hazel.
then !"

He grasped the cushion, and emote Bunter on the head
with it, and the Owl of the Remove sat down, roaring.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Hazel, whoe was playing chess with Xipps, put the
cushion behind him again, and went on with hie game,

Billy Bunter scrambied up, red with wrath.

“You beast!™ he roared,

“Want it again?” asked Hazel.

“N-nunno! Beast!”

Billy Bunter trotted away in search of another cushion,
Bolsover major was sprawling ungracefully on a settee,
with a cushion under his head. unter blinked at the
bully of the Remove rather duliously.

f:iI say, Bolsever, the prince wants that cushion,” he
said.

Bolsever sat up.

“ Do you want this cushion, Rattenstein?" he asked,

Rattenstein looked round,

T Y{!E.H

" Come and fetch it."”

Rattenetein stared at him.

“(ive it to the boy to bring to me,” he said.

“You hear what his Highness says,” urged Bunfer.

“Yes, 1 hear,” eaid Bolsover. * Here you are, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter jum back just in time fo escape a
terrific swipe. He landed on Vernon-Smith’s feet, and
Vernon-Smith shoved him off with a yell, and Bunter
rolled on the carpet, yelling, too.

“ Youw clumsy idiot!” reared the Boundet,

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“His royal nibs wants my cushion, you fellows,” said
Bolsover major., “His royal nibs is geing to have it.
Watch !

Whiz!

The cushion flew through the air, and caught Ratien-
etein falrly on the chest. He was knocked backwarda
into his chair, and he uttered a loud velp of astonish-
ment and rage.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Boleover major laughed uproariously. Most of the
fellows in the common-room joined in the Jaugh. The
cxpression on Hattenstein's astonished face was, as Tom
Brown remarked, worth a guinea a box.

Bolsover major, on the scttee, was doubled up with
mirth. There was a sudden shout from several juniors.

“Leok out, Bolsover!”

Rattenstein was epringing towards him, his fista
clenched and his eyes blazing. Before Bolsover conld
“lock out,” Raltenstein was upon him. A fierce blow
gent the bully of the Remove reeling off the settee. He
crazhed on the fleor,

“Hound ! said Rattenstein, “Take that!”

Bolsover ma‘:jzlﬂr gsat and blinked at him. He was too
astonished to do anything else for eome moments.

Rattenstein, with a haughty glance, turned back to

“ Here you are,
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‘Raitenstein! ™ Mr. Quelch said sharply,
Wharton,”

Rattenstein 11 was trylng to fo:gel that he was a German, hul_[ am not itkely to forget agaln."

“ Yes, sirl”
“ Excuse me, sir,” sald Harry, p;jtuﬂg his hand behind him, *1 cannot shake hands with

sald the 'nE\!;‘E}_j_.” ‘l;i.":'ry civilly. ** Shake hands with

{See Chapler 5.3

—

his chair. Apparently, he considered the matter eudad.
It was not guite ended yet, however. Bolsover major
gerambled to his feet, his face crimson with wrath.

“You dirty German scum!” he howled. “Put up your
fists "

He rushed towards Rattenstein.

“Keep vour distanee I the latter said contemptuously.

“Put up your fists!”

The new boy laughed. . _

“I am not likely to fight with you,” he said.

Biff | DBolsover’s fist, planted fairly on hiz nose, cut
ghort his remarks, Hg¢ sat down witiv a bump in the
armcliair.

“Go it, Dolsover ! sangy out Skinncer.

Rattemstein sat looking dazed.

“Now will you put up your hands, vou Hun:™ roared
Bolzover.

“Beast! No!” gasped Llattenstein.
flopged for this!”

“If that means that you're going to sneak, you're
going to have something to eneak about!™ said Dolsover
major; and he prasped BRattenstein and dragged him
bodily out of the chair.

Tue Maeser Lierary.—No. 422,
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The new junior struggled fiercely. Dut he was an
infant in the grasp of the burly Removite,

He was bumped heavily en the floor, and Bolsover
major proceeded to rub his princely nose in the rug amid
vells n{' laughter from the Removites. .

Wild vells and purgles came from Rattenstein as he
struggled and wriggled in Bolsover major’s powerful

Fasp.
< “Halle, halle, hallo ! exclaimed a voice at the door.

The Famons Five came in together.

“Looks like trouble in the family!” snid Dol Cherry.

“Ow! Ow!l Yoooh! Ielp!” sereamed Rattenstein.

Harry Wharton hesitated a moment, and then he ran
forward and grasped DBolsover major's shoulder, and

ewung him away from his victir

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch 13 Not Sympathetic!

6 OW.0W! Help?
Rattenstein lay sprawling, with his face in
the rog.

Bolsover major, in the grasp of the captain
of the Hemove, spun away {rom him,

A Qrand, Long,; Complote Story of H
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Let him aloune!” rapped out Wharton,

“Let go, you fool!” yelled Bolsover.

:F!'nu're not going to bully him, Bolsover, Hun or
oot |

“He's punched my head i yelled Bolsover. “Let the
rotter put up his hands, then!”

Rattenstein sat wup, blinking. His face was decidedly
grubby, hiz nose was erimson, and his hair like a mop.

“Rascal " he shrieked. “Seoundrel! You shall be
flopged for thus.”

“Shut up, you ass,” said Wharton, standing between
Rattenstein and the cnraged Bolsover. *Let him alone,
Bolsover! He's not big enough to tackle you.”

“TDo you think I'm going to let a dirty German punch
my head? bellowed Bolsover.

“Well, you buzzed a cushion at him,” said Peter Todd.
“One good turn deserves ancther. Let it drop.”

“I'm not going to let it drop! I'm going to smash
him! I'll—— &top him " yelled Bolsover, as Rattenstein
ran for the door.

Wharton caught the Remove bully again, and swung
him back, as he started in pursuit., Belsover promptly
hit out, and the captain of the Remove replied in kind,
and the next moment they were fighting.

Hattenstein disappeared into the passage.

“Bunked, by Jove!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. * Stop it,
you duffers! A Hun isn't worth fichting about. Drag
‘em apart.” :

A dozen hands separated Wharton and Bolsover, both
panting,

Beolsover, glaring at Wharton, made a rush for the
door. But Rattenstein had vanished.

“Gone to tell Quelehy, I'll bet my hat,” said Skinner.
“You're booked, Boelsover !

“How do you know he's a sneak?”’ said Wharton.
* Give him a chance.”

“Two to one in dough-nuts ! said Skinner.

Rattenstein at that moment was bursting inte the
Remove-master’s study. He did not stop to knock. He
hurled open the door and rushed in.

Mr. Quelch jumped to his feet in amazement.

“ What—what——"

“Look at me!” shriecked Rattenstein.

“Bless my soul! You are in d very deplorable state.
What has happened #”

“I have been assanlted !

Mr. Quelch looked worried.

“You have been fighting among your Form-fellows
already, Rattenstein? I trust it was not your own fault.”

“A rufian has assaulted me—Inid hands on me! I
demand that he shall be immediately flopgged.”

“ Silence I

“What 1"

“You are a foolish boy,” said Mr., Queleh, * Do wvou
not understand that you cannot give orders here—thatb
you are simply a junior in the Lower Fourth, of not the
EIightest degree more importance than any other junior#”

‘I am Rupprecht von Rattenstein!™

“That makes no difference. If you were not excessively
foolish, you would understand that it makes no difference.
Rattenstein, I am trying to be patient with you, but I
must warn you that if you raise your veice in addressing
me, you will be caned.”

“Caned? I#”

“Undoubiedly "

“I will not remain here,” exclaimed Rattenstein
passionately. “If there is no respect for rank in this
echool, I will leave 1t 1”

“That 1s for your parents to decide, and perhaps such
& decision would not be unwise.” said Iﬁr. Quelch.
“Certainly it would save a great deal of trouble. Cannot
you understand, Rattenstein, that there is a prejudice
against you on acconnt of your German origin, and that
only by careful conduet can you hope to ﬁvﬂ it down?
Can you expect the boys to endure insolence and pre-
sumption from vou? Why should they?"

“My rank—"

“Your rank counte for ngthing in a school. Moreover,
I may as well lell you plainly that as your title is
derived from Germany it is rather an object of contempt
than otherwise.”

THe Macssy Lisrary.—No. 422
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“ Contempt I stuttered Rattenstein,

“Yes. Here you will be aILppraiaed at your own value,
and treated accordingly. advise you, for your own
sake, to give up any expectation of anything elee.”

“ It would not be eo in Germany,” panted Rattenstein.

“Tyue, becanse Germany i a semi-barbarous country
of tyrants and slaves,” said the Remove-master. “You
are now living in a free country, where presumptuocus
insolence is regarded with scorn.”

“I will not remain here.” .

“That is not for you to decide,” said Mr, Quelch
eoldly. “I certainly am not anxious for you te remain,
Rattenstein.” . . I

“You have no right to call me Rattenstein, as if it
were my name, like Smith or Jones!” exclaimed the new
boy passionately. - _

“In this country, Rattenstein, it is not considered o
pood a mame as Smith or Jones.”

The German boy ground his teeth. .,

“Will you punish the hound who bas assaulted me?” he

anted. ]
g “I will inguive into the matter if you wigh,” said Mr.
Quelch wearily. “What has happened?” "

“T have been assaulted and treated with disrespect.

“ By whom?"

“I think the hound’s name is Bolsover.”

“You must not wse such expressions, Rattenstein. If

on utter that word again in my presence, I shall cane
you 1 g ¥Yp

Taenr

“Did you provoke him?” _

“Y struck him. He threw a cushion at me.”

“ A little rough horse-play,” said Mr. Quelch. “The
Remove is a somewhat rough-and-ready Form, Hatten-
stein. I advise you to take such incidents patiently. If
you struck him, it was natuval enough that he should
chastise you.”

“ Chastise me—a Von Rattenstein!”

“Yes., I advise you to make no complaint to me. It
wi]l only make matters worse for you. I cannot always
be protecting you. You must learn to leok after your-
self. Cases of bullying, of eourse, I should sternly
repress, but a little schoolboy roughness is not a matter
for a Form-master to take notice of.”

“Y demand that he be flogged at once.”

“Nonsense !”

“The hound " : - -

Mr. Quelch picked up his cane. His patience was at
an end.

“ Hold out your haud, Rattenstein !”

“What ™™

“71 told you you would be caned if you uttered that
expression again in my presence. You have done so.
Hold out your hand.”

“1 will not be caned—I will not ¥

“If vou do not hold out your hand immediately,
Rattenstein, I shall cane you across the shoulders,” said
Mr. Queleh sternly.

Rattenstein gave him a furions glare, but he guailed
under the Remove-master’s stern eyes. He held out his
hand without another word.

Swish !

Mr. Quelch inted to the door with his cane.
Rattenstein, choking with rage, left the study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Fagging Under Difficulties !

HE Remove did not see Rattenstein again till they
came up to their ﬂﬂrr:nitqry. Rattenstein was

already there., Wingate, who was geeing lights
out for the Remove that night, glanced curiously
at his savage, sullen face. A good deal of the hanghtiness
had depar from Rupprecht von Rattenstein mnow,
Sullen anger and resentment had taken its place.
“Tumble n, kids!” said Wingate. “And remember, I
shall keep an ear open. Don’t let there be any row in
this dormitory to-night.”
Bolsover major grunted. He knew that hint waa
intended for himself.
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Billy Bunter blinked at the prince dubiously. His
attempts to ingratiate himself with the young Hun had
not made him popular. DBunter alréady had a thick ear,
and Bolsover major had promised him another if he
"kow-towed ™ to the Hun any more. Bunter was
beginning to have his doubts, too. The prince had shown
no sign, so far, of being wealthy. If he was not wealthy;
ke was no use to Bunter, and Bunter was quite prepared
to despise him as much as anybody if he could not
ghell ont.

But Fisher T. Fish beamed at the sight of the German.
Wingate left the dormitory while the juniors were
furaing in, and Fishy at once sidled up te the new boy,

“T hope your Highness has not been hurt,” he said.

His Highness grunted. 3

“Would your Highness like me to take vour Highness’
boots off " asked Fish suavely. .

A slightly more pleasant expression came over the
prineely countenance. From Fishy, at least, he was
getting what he considered hia due. )

He stretched out his foot for the Yankee junior to
unlace his boots.

Whiz! )

Bob Cherry had just taken off his Loots, and one of
them whizzed through the air and smote Fisher T. Fish
on the back. The Yankee junior was kneeling to take the
prince’s boots off, and the sudden shock sent him
sprawling into the princely lap.

“(Gee-whiz!” yelled Fish. "“Wharrer you up fo, you
jay? Who threw that boot? I'll make potato-scrapings
of him, T guess!” )

“Come on, then!” said Bob cheerily.

“Was it you, Cherry, you mugwump?”

“1 guess and calculate so,” chuckled Bob. “Now,
gre you too proud to fight, or are you coming on:”

“Hend him a Note, Fishy !” grinned Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“] guess you ain't worth liﬂkiﬂ%,” grunted Fisk.
“You mind your own business, Bob Cherry. I'm a
nostral, and I puess I can pal with a German if T like!”

“T am not a German,” =aid Rattenstein, *and wou
certainly cannot pal, as you call it, with one of my rank.
You may take my bools off.”

“Yep, your Highness!” gaid Fish submissively.

Whiz! It wus Dob Cherry’s other boot, and it caught
Fishy on the ear as he stooped to remew his noble task.
Fisher T. Fish sprawled on the floor, amid a yell of
laughter. :

He jumped - up like a Jack-in-the-box, and rushed
furiously at Bob Cherry. Beb jumped up to meet him,
and Fisiy came to a sudden halt.

“GFo- it!" said Hob encouragingly.

“You mugwuemp! Can’t yow let a galoot alone®”

yelled Fish, :
- “Not if he's fapping for s bounder,” said Bob.
“You're not going to fag for Rattenstein, Fishy. Yom
may gaze upon him, and feast your eyes, but you're
not geing to fag for him.”

“l guess I'm going to do ags I like.”

“Your mistake—you're not. Begin again and see!"

“Don't be such a howling cad, Fishy!” said Harry
Wharton.

“How dare you interfere!"” execlaimed Rattenstein
angrily. “ Fish, if that is your name, come and take my
boota off at once !

Fisher T. Figh looked at Bob Cherry doubtfully, and
returned to hiz beloved prince.

Bolsover major caught him by the collar, dragged him
elong bodily to his bed, and pitched him on it in a heap.

“Turn in ! said Bolsover.

“You mugwump!” yelled Fish.

“Go near that Hun again, and I'll lick you till you
can't stand, you reptile!”

“I puesg—"'

“Shut up ™

Fisher T. Fish snorted with anger. But he did not
veniure fo approach the prince again.  Rattenstein,
after a pause, took his own boots off.

The Remove turned in, and Wingate came in and put
out the lirht.

“Remember what I said about rows here to-night,”
said the captain of Greyfriars. “Good:night, Lida!”

“Good-night, Wingate !

‘Before Wingate's footsteps had died away outside
Bolsover major sat up in Imc{.
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“What price ragdging that Hun cad?’ he demanded.

“Good egg!” said Skinner. “Let’s toss his Royal nibs
in. a blanket!™ .

“And bump him for his cheek, and bump Fishy for
toadying,” said Bussell.

“I guess—" began Fisher T. Fish, in alarm.

“Oh, let him alone, you fellows!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Look here, Bolsover, there's nmot going to
be any bullying.”

“Has he condescended to shake hands with you, after
all?” asked Bolsover sarcastically, and there was a
chuckle.

“Never mind that. The fellow can’t help being a
fool, and bad manners are no excuse for bullying. ¢
him alone.”

“What do you fellows say?” asked Bolsover. *Back
me up, and we’ll put the Hun through it, in a way that
will make his hair curl.”™ )

“Well, I say rats,” said Johomy Bull. “Let him
alone.” _

“Pash it all, Belsover, don't we keep on telling you
we're not Prussians?” exclaimed Nugent. “Dou’t be a
Hun !

“Chuelc it, Bolsover!” said a dozen voices.

The bully of the Remove sniffed.

But as he evidently had no backing in the Remove, he
settled down to sleep, and gave up the idea.

What Rattenstein thought of that exchange of
remarks could only be guessed, He said nethiog. It
was fortunate for Bolsover that he gave up the 1idea
of a dormitory ragging, too, for Mr. Quelch, anticipative
oi, trouble, passed the door several imes before he wenb
to bed. The Hemove-master was relieved when he found
that there was no disturbanece.

When the rising-bell clanged out in the morning, and
the Remove turned out, Rattenstein remained in bed,
still asleep. -Harry Wharton, overcoming his repug-
nanee, touched him on the shoulder to awaken him.
Rattenstein's eyes opened, and he stared irritably at the
vaptain of the Remove. )

“Time to get up,” said Harry briefly.

“Do not cﬁstur me, Pleam. i

“Rising-bell has gone.”

*“] ghall mot get up.”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“Please yourself,” he said coldly.

And he turned his back on the mew junior. Ratten-
stein turned his head on the pillew.

The next moment the bedclothes were whisked off him,
and he started wup into a sitting pesture with am
exclamation of rage. 1 )

“Turn out, you slacker!” said Bolsover major.

“Hound ™

“What Frctt_f,r lanpuage ! grinned Dolsover.
you come! )

Bump! Prince Rupprecht von Rattenstein landed on
the floor beside his bed, with a wild yell. The princely
bones were considerably hurt. There was a laugh from
the Remove.

“Like a dust-up before brekker, dear boy?" grinned
Bolsover.

Rattenstein gave him a savage look, but he did not
accept the invitation to a dust-up. He dressed him-
gelf sullenly, and came down with the Remove.

“0Out

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter i3 Disgusted !

ATTENSTEIN took hiz place in the Remove
Form-room that morninge with the rest of the
Lower Fourth.

Mr. Quelch passed over him very lightly in
elass, 23 the new boy had had no opportunity as yet
of petting into the way of the Form-work. He requested
Wharton, as top boy in the Remove, to lend him some
assistance, which Wharton did civilly enough. To his
surprise, Rattenstern was eivil, too. The outsider
seemed to he learming alrcady that airs and praces
would not “ga down ” in the Remove.

After morning lessons the chums of the Remove went
13
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out to punt about a football, and Rattenstein stocd look-
ing out into the Cloge. The rain had dried up, and 1t
was a sunny afternoon. Fisher T. Fish bore down upon
the prince immediately, but, to hig surprise and indigna-
tion, Bolsover major and Bulstrode suddenly seized him,
linked arms with him, and wnll:;e-:l_ham off.

“Come for a walky-walky ¥ said Bolsover major.

“A pleasant little prom with us,” grinned Bulstrode,

“Y guess I'm not taking any. Lemme go! I want to
speak to the prinece.”

“"Comae on, Fishy ! _

“Nope! I tell you I won’t, you galoots. Let upl”

But Bolsover major and Bulstrode did not let up.
They walked Fishy into the quadrangle, willy-niily, and
persisted in promenading with him there, wmuch to his
anger and dismay. As he could not possibly extricate
hig skinny arms from their more powerful ones, Fisher
T. Fish had to submit, and to reconcile himself the best
he could to lesing that opportunity of toad-eating.

The high-handed proceeding of Bulstrode and Bel-
sover was exasperating emough to the Yankee scheol-
boy, but it afforded much relief to Billy Bunter. The
fat junior had the field clear for chumming with the
prince. He rolled up to him with his most ingratiating
gl‘]!],

“Your Highness feel well this morning?™ he asked,

Rattensiein' nodded distantly,

“How do you like Greyfriars:”

“I do not like it.”

Bunter coughed.

¥You must be careful what fricnds you maoke in the
Remoye,” he remarked.

“I am not likely to make friénds among commoners.”

“No, ‘youre not likely to make friends, the chaps
don’t like Huns!” said Dunter, misunderstanding. “I
den't suppose many chaps will speak to you. I'm willing
to do it, though.”

“You need not trouhle.”

“*No_troukle at all,” said Bunter affably. “Don’t
think I mind your being a filthy Hun—bless you, I can
stand anything. By the way, your Highness, I suppose
you're pretty flush with tin, what '
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“Thot iz my business.”

“Ahem! Exactly! But T'11 tell you how the matter
gstands. I'm expecting a pestal-order to-day.”

g Hd'i_a Highness stared out into the quadrangle without

e l'l'!g-

“It's pretty certain to come by the aftermosu’s post,”
said Dunter msinuatingly. “It will be for ten shillings.
But the fact is, until it comes, I'm stony—a very unusual
thing with me, but it happens, you know, sometimes.
I suppose you couldn’t lend me ten bob till my postal-
M%?qr eomes.”

£ I u..”l

“Ahem! Then I'll tell you what—you lend me five
bob, and T'll settle up out of the postal-order imme-
diately it comes.”

“I ghall do nothing of the sort.”

“1 say, old chap———-"

“Don’t call me that.”

Bunter began to get restive. He did not intend to
wasle “soft sawder *'on the new junior for nothing; and
as yet nothing had coma of it.

“Jolly particular for a Hun, zin't you®" he said,
holding up his fists. “ You ought to be pleased at bein
spoken to at all. I suppese the truth is that you're har
up, like all measly German princes. They come over here
for what they can get, and you're cne of the poveriy
stricken gang—what#”

Smack !

“Yow-ow-ow! Oh, my hat!”

Rattenstein walked out into the Close, lcaving Bunter
rubbing his fat.cheek and blinking with rage,

“Hallo! What's the matter with the porpoise®”
exclaimed Skiuner, coming along with Rake and Kipps.

“That rotten Hun!” stuttered Bunter. “ Smacked my
chivvy! Grogh!” _ |

“Do you mean his Highness the. privee? chuckled
Rake.

“That beastly German!” howled Bunter.
Rake, old man, will you lick him for me?”

“Lick a German! No fear! Do your own dirty work,
old son 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

] I Ea?,

o
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{ “Inky's only a nigger prince |” sald Bunter.

“* Niggers don’t count!
Wharrer marcer? Yooop 1™ * Ha, ha, hal ™

Yarooh! Legdo my ear, Inky, you beast 1.
{See Chaprer 1.)

“Smacked my chivvy!” howled Bunter. *“I suppose
that Hun ain’t geing to be allowed to smack a fellow’s
chivvy, is he?”

“Go and mop up the quad with him,” sugpested
Skinner. “I'll hold your jacket.”

“I believe he's a funk, too,” said Kipps. “ “.i'\?:r;r likely
g.%iggﬂr funk than you are, Bunter. o for him 1"

anter shook his head. He wasn't at all certain that
Itattenstein was a bigger funk than he was. He wanted
to be sure of that before he started mopping up the quad
with the young Hun. e

“A Gerraan, ain't £t _for me to touch,” he sajd.loftily.
“Of courszse, I eculd lick Rim. it T ean’t touch a
Hun ™
. You're getting as proud as Fishy,” ehvekled Rake,
“Fishv's top proud to fight., Well, f you won't fight
him, azk Fishy to send him a Note, telling him what will
happen next time.”

“Oh, really, Hake—"

The theee juniors walked
Bunter rubbing his cheek.

Rilly Bunter ‘had finished paying his court to the
Prince. '

He had a- shrewd suspicion by this time that Ratten-
stein was not wealthy at zall, and, indeed, not so well off
as & gond many fellows in ihe Remove. His pride was
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away, laughing, leaving

—

the bepparly haughtiness natural to a German prince
Rattenstein’s clothes, for example, were not nearly s
well made an Wharten’s or Nugent’s, and cortamly
nothing like so expensive as Mauleverer's. He wore a
silver wateh, where Bunter had expected to sec a gold
ticker of the largest size. He wore a diamond tic-pin, 1t
is true, but the diamond was only too evidently " made
in Germany.” Even the short-sighted Owl of the Remove
conld see that.

And his refuszal to eash a postal-order for Bunter weas
the last straw. Noew boys were Bunter’s game, and he
felt o natural resemtment that this particular new boy
was not to be “ domne” like other new boys. Billy Bunter
felt that he had béen taken in, and his fat veice was loud
in dencunecing beggarly Hun princes whe punt on airs
among their betters. Bunter was one of the betters,

He urgel PBeter Todd, hiz study-mafe, to undertake
the task of licking the obnoxious Hun. DBut Peter.chook
his head.

“You eould lick him, you knew,” nrged Bunter.

“T eould, but T'm not going to!” said Peter checrfully.

“Look here, I suppose you're not-afraid of a German,
Tadd y— Yow-ow-ow ! ‘chgo my ¢ar, you beast !”

“\What did you say, Bunty?”’ aalziod Todd, compressing
his finger and thumb on the Owl's fat ear.
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“YT—1I micantersay I know you're not afraid of a Hum,
Toddy !” howled Bunter. .

“That's better,” said Peter.

Bunter rubbed his ear and glowered.

“* Look here, why can’t you lick him, then?”

“Lick his Hirhness!" said Peter, with a chuckle.
“Sapcrilere, dear hoy !

“He's only a dirty German prince, and princes are as
common over there az blackberries,” said Bunter. “1L
suppose the principalify is about as big as our Form-
room."

*Ha, ha! Very likely.
tune?”’

“Well, I really despised him all the time,” said Bunter,
“But I was willing to give the cad a chance. But a rotten
foreigner who won't cash a postal-order for a chap——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

* Blessaed if [ can see anything to cackle at! TLook
here, Toddy, are you going to lick the foreigm beast or
ain't you?”’

“No,” seid Toddy.
cadging off & Hun.
Alonzo!”

But Billy Bunter fled, without waiting for the cricket-
stump.

“But I'm gomg fo lick you for
Chueck over that cricket-stump,

TRE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
His Highsess Recelves a Lesson!
HERE was trouble in the Remove orm-room that

l afterncon.

Battenstein came in about five minutes late.
and was reprimanded by the Form-master, and
took his seat looking sullen.

“ Rotten favouritizm!™ Skinner whispered to Snoop.
“We'd have mot lines, Why ean’t he give the Hun
lines?”

“Rotten ! agreed Suoop.

Sidney James Snoop had been fturning it over in his
mind whether he should enter the lists as a rival of Bunter
and Wish for princely favour. But he had soon detected
the fact that Hattenstein was not well off, and that decided
him. Probably Sncop could have overceme his repug-
pnance to Huns in the case of a wealthy Hun. But a Hun
whoe had an allowanece no larger than his own was cer-
tainly not worth cultivating. And the unfortunate Hun
of the Remove was not 1i1:eT~_r,r to be liked for his personal
attroctions. They were conspicucus by their absence.

He was, in fact, & perfectly comamonplace person, with
the addition of sarly pride and uncouth mapners. He
would probably have had more kicks than halfpence, zo to
speak, in the Gregfriars Remove even if he had not been
a Hun. There was nothing about him for a fellow to like,
Good manmers or good-heartedmess would have recom-
mended him to others, but he had none of those recom-
mendations. All he had was his title, derived from an
enemy country where titles werc cheap, and which after
adopting his new mpationality, good taste would have
required him to drop—if he had known what good taste
wWas,

All the Removites saw in him was an uppish and un-
pleasant fellow, who had no discoverable grounds what-
ever for uppishness.

“Give him an ink-ball down his Hun neck
Snoop.

Skinner grinned. He felt that something was due to
the Hun for not getting lines. As a matter of fact, Mr,
Quelch felt it incumbent upon him to go a little casy with
his troublesome new pupil, all the more because, in spite
of himself, he could not feel so kindly disposed towards
him as towards the rest of the Remove. But his patience
had its limits, as Rattenstein was destined to discover that
afternoon. :

Skinner proceeded to comcoct an ink-ball under his
desk, with kneaded-up blotting-paper and a good allow-
ance of ink. Taking advantage of Mr. Quelch’s back
beine turned for a moment, Skinner leaned over his desk
and dropped * into Rattenstein’s collar, the young Hun
being seated ¢ the form in front of himi.

There was a joyous giggle from Snoop, instantly checked
as the Form-master looked round.

Rattenstein gave a howl, and leaped to his feet.
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What’s made you change your .

Mr. Quelch's cold, grey eyes fized him at once.

“What ia the matter with you, Rattenstein? Sit down
at once " }

“There is something down my neck!” howled Ratten-
stein furiously, pouging wildly in his collar. *“Ach! It
is inky! Iam mntgered with ink! Mein Gott!"

Mr. Queleh frowned darkly.

“Who hkas played this trick on Rattenstein? he
exclaimed. o

“It was thizs Dboy!” yelled Rattenstein, pointing to
Skinner. * His fingpers are inky.”

Skinner piared at him,

“Sneak!” said Bolsover major.

“Sitence, Bolsover! Skimner, was it you?®”

“Omnly—only a lark, sir,” stammered Skinner,

“I shall teach you, Skinmer, not to play tricke in the
Form-room. You will take three hundred lines, Ratten-
stein, you may go and wash yourself.”

“Is he not to be punished?” shonted Rattenstein, pale
with rage.

“ Bilence!”

“Ach! Then I will punish him."

Rattenmstein seized a ruler from his desk, and spun
round ab Skinner. Skinner, in alarm, scrambled back,
and the blow of the ruler missed his head, and crashed on
his shoulder., Skinner gave a yell of anguish.

The infuriated Hun waa repeating the blow, when Bob
Cherry erasped him and dragged the ruler away. :

* No, you don't, you hooligan ! said Bob.

“Let me go!”

* Rats !”

The German flung himsee!f furisusly upon Bob.

“Rattenstein !” shouted Mr. Queleh. " How dare you!
Come out here, sir! Come out here at onee !

“Ow! My shovlder!” groaned Skinner. * I believe it's
fractured ! Ow! The beastly wild beast! Ow!"

Balsover major caunght Rattenstein on the other side.
The German was clawing at Bob like a eat. He was
dragoed down into his seat, and held there, palpitating
with rage.

Mre. Queleh, with a gleam in his eyes, took up a cane
from hia desk. :

“Come here, Rattenstein,” he said quietly.

“Ach! T will not.”

“ Bolsover major! Cherry! Brine that boy to me!

“Yes, sir!" zaid Bolsover promptly.

“What-ho!" murmured Dob Cherry.

The young Hun, struggling, was yanked out of his
seat and bundled ont hefore the Form. Skinner aat
groaning and rubbing his shoulder. He was very much
hurt, thongh not quite so much as ha made out.

“ Rattenstein !™ Mr, Quelch's voice was like the rumble
of thunder. * You may rclease him, my boys, and go back
to vonr places. Rattenstein, how dare you malke such a
savage attack upon Skinner? You might have caused
him a serious injury.”

“Y meant to!"” snared Rattemstein.

“Tndeed ! But for the fact that you are a new boy,
Battenstein, and I feel hound te make some allowances
for you, I should report you to Dz, Locke for a flogging.
However, I shall cane you very saverely myself. T shall
give vou six cuta npon each hand. Hold out your hand!”

The German schoolboy glared at him, but he gquailed
under the Form-master's eye. He held out hiz hands 1n
aiecession, and the cane swished, and swished, and
awished, to the accompaniment of wild yells from the
German.

The Removites Iooked on with disgust.

Even Billy Bunter would not have made so much
noise over hiz punishment, if it had fallen to his lot. The
howls of the wretched German rang through the Form-

TOOIm.
But they had no effeet upon Mr. Queleh., e lashed

away till the lust stroke of the twelve was administered.
Ratftenstein stood quivering and howling and blubbering.
“Now go to wour place,” said the HRemove.master
sternly, “‘and remember that the next exhibition of
aavage temper will be more severcly punished:”
The German junior cerawled limply back fo his place,
All the ferocity had been taken out of him. He sat
down, groaning, |
It was evident that the miserable Hun had believed
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that his rank—euch aé it was—would protect him from
upishment. He had discovered his mistake, and the
esson had not been lost on him. Like all Germans, ho
could learn mothing excepting by force—nothing but a
thrashing could bring him to his senses.

From that moment his manner was one of the decpest
respect towards Mr. Quelch—not to say cringing. It was
a change from his former surly impertinence, and a
change which did not raise him in the estimation of the
Bemove or of their master.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Locked Io and Locked Qui! :

# ARD cheese, 1 guess!” said Fisher T, Fish
sympathetically, when the Removites camd
ount of the Form-room. The Yankee junior
gidled up to Rattenstein ingratiatingly.

“Ach! T am hurt!” prunted Rattenstein. ]

He did not rebuff the Yankee junior. He was heginning
to feel that he wanted somebody te talk to. And Fisher
T, Fish, though not prepossessing otherwise, was willin
to be as humble as even the German princeling coul
desire. From the rest of the Remove he had nothing but
contempt to look for. :

“Yep, it's hard cheese !” said Fisher T. Fish., “ Quelchy
hasn't any rvespect for rank.”

“No one here has, I think,"” groaned Rattenstein. “ It
is not like what I expected. They care nothing for it.”

“(h, these Britishers, you know!” said TFish dis-
paraginglf. " uess I don't hold with them. 'm a
nootral, ﬁueas %dﬂn’t eare tuppence for their old war,
excepting that my popper’'s makimg dellars out of it.”

“But 1 am En1glis 1,”" said Rattenstein, frowning.

“Albem! Yep! Of course,’ assented Fish.

“1 shall ask my father to take me away from here,”
said Rattenstein passionately. “I will not stay here to
be treated like a commoner, Only—only—"

He paused.

“"Yep?" said Fisher curiously.

“The fees are paid in advance,” zaid BRattenstein. “ My
father would not lose the money.” :

“But that aint much to you, a prince, sure?” said
Fish, in surprise.

Rattenstein coloured. He realised that he had spoken
a little too freely, Tish was looking at him very curiously,
It had not cccurred to the cute Fishy till this moment
that the prince was, perhaps, worse off in this world’s
goods than he himself. Fish could not resist a fecling
something hike contempt. If there was a thing he wor-
shipped even more than titles, it was money. But, after
all, a title was a title, and Fishy wasa still thinking of
those letters home to “ Noo ™ York. He wasn’t bound to
mention that tha dear prince was hard up. All he need
mention was his friend the prince.

“Come and have tea in my study,” said Fisher T. Fish
hospitably. "“I've got a ripping study—Ilast in the
Remove passage. I guess I’ll he jolly glad to have your
Highness.”

Rattenstein hesitated.

But his surly pride had had many shocks, and it was
growing less surly, He nodded his head.

“I will eome!" he snid.

" Half-past five, in No. 14,” said Fish deliglited.

What a letter he wounld be able to write home, about
the prince who had had tea in his study! .

“Very well.”

Rattenstein walked away, and Fisher T. Fish went to
his study to make his preparations. He groaned inwardly
at the prospect of paying for his visitor's feed: Fishy did
not like parting with money. But he felt that it was
worth it, for onee.

He found his study-mates, Johnny Bull and Field, in
the end study.

“"You fellows feeding heve?" asked Fish,

“Yes; some of the chaps coming, toeo,” said Johnny
Bull. "I hope you've got an invitation out.”

“Ahem 1"

“If you haven't, you can stand your whaek.
ghout time you did.”

v ‘Iguess 've got a guest coming.™

“Well, no law against that, Who 13 5"

“My friend the prince.”

“ You're bringing that confounded Hun here?" growled
Johany Bull,
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“I guess he's all right. He isn’t really a Hun, you
Eknow; born in England—" y

“Oh, rats! A Hun is a Hun, I suppose. But if
you've asked him, I suppose he can come. We'll have one
feed in Wharton's studi. He was coming, and I can'd
ask him to sit down with that pig.” )

“1 guess that snits me all right,” said Fish., *Tou can
clear off as scon as you like.”

Johnny Bull and Squifi promptly cleared off, and
Fisher T. Fish was left in ession of No, 14. He
turned , out his pockets, and counted hiz money very
carefully.

“1 s’pose I'd better have some jam,” he murmured
rudgingly. “ Yep, I s'pose so, and—and a cake, ‘!)Qr'
wps, After all, I don't have & Ht‘iﬂﬂe to tea every day.
Ll can do it on two bob, I guess,

Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway.

“ Not feeding yet? he asked.

“I guess not,” growled Fish; “and you can clear.
You're not wanted, you clam!” L

“I haven't come fo tea with you,” said Bunter, with
dignity. *“Johnny Bull has asked my friends in No. ¥
Study, and naturally I'm coming with them.”

“Well, they're not feeding here. Absquatulate, do!™

“What's the cloth laid for, then?"

“1 guess my friend the prince is coming to tea."

“Must be pretty hard up, to feed with you!" sniffed
Bunter. “I don’t envy him. What are you going to give

him—half a sardine?” ,

“ Vamoose, vou fat clam!” roared Fish, i

And he resumed counting his money and inwardly
debating whether his friend the prince was worth the
expenditure of a further sixpence. Billy Bunter blinked
at him, and grinued, He changed the key to the ontside
of the door, Fish being too busy with his financial
caleulations to ohserve him.

Bunter stepped to the passage, drew the door shut,
and locked it. Then he withdrew the key from the lock,
and rolled away, chuckling.

“Hallo! What's the cackle about?” -asked Bolsover
major, greeting him at the end of the passage with a
smack on the shoulder which made him stagger.

“Yow-ow-ow! You silly ass!” gasped Bunter.

I‘TT{:E key dropped from his hand to the floor with a loud
clink.

“IWhat's that?” asked Bolsover. |

“CGroogh! That cad Fishy is having the Hun to tea

“Is her” said Bolsover.
having tea, I think."

“I've locked him in his study,” grinned Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha! I’ll keep the l{ey,'

Bolsover major slipped the key into his pocket and
walked away. A few minutes later a sound of hammer-
ing was heard from No. 14.

" Open this door! Lemme out! T’ll scalp you, Bunter!
You fat clam, come and unlock this door!

“Halle, halle, hallo! What's the Tow?"' called ont
Bob Cherry,

“Come and lemme ont!”

Bob hurried along the passapge,

“No key here,” he said. * Are you locked in®"

“Yep! welled Fish., " And my friend the prince is
mmﬁ;g to tea at half-past five. Get the key and lemme
ont .

“Just going to tea myself, dear boy,” said Bob Cherry.
" No time for hunting a porpoise.”

“How's my friend the prince to get im, you jay®
yelled Fisher T. Fish,

“Better tell him to squeeze through the keyhole.
Good-bye

* Look hyer ot
Bob Cherry walked away, chuckling. He had no desire
whatever to help the Yankee junior in the process of
tcad-eating. Fisher T. Fish hammered &eﬁper:d‘el}; on
the door. Junior after jumior came along to inquire
what was the matter, and when they discovered what it
was, departed laughing. TPromptly at half-past five
came his Highness Prince Rupprecht von Rattenstein,

He knocked at the door, somewhat surprised to hear
knocking going on inside the study.

“Let me out, you silly jay !" velled Fish,

“T'll drop in while they're

17
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* Whatt

“(Oh, is that your Highness?” '%asp-ed Fisher T. Fish,
‘I guess my door's locked, and that fat clam Bunbter's
taken the key! Will your Highness lopok for him, and
make him produce it?"

Rattenstein hesitated. But he was hungry.

“Very well!” he said.

He sought for Billy Bunter. The fat junior's voice
epuld be heard in No. 1 Study as he passed.

“QOh, really, you fellows, of course T'm coming! L
hope you're not going to be mean, Jolmny, old chap!”

attenstein threw open the door.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him srimly.

“Pon't they knock at a door in Deutséhland before
coming in?" asked Johnoy Bull politely.

Battenstein scowled,

“Bunter has locked Fish in his study.
Jrey.”

“Bolsover major’s got it,"” said Dunter,
away. (o and nsk Bolsover major!”

“He'll give it to you—I don’t think!" chuckled Bob
Cherry.

Rattenstein stalked out of the study. He found
Bolsover major in the common-room, chatbing with
Skinner and Vernon-Smith.

“I want the key of Fisher's study, please!” said
Battenstein,

Bolsover major laughed.

“ When will you have it?" he asked pleasantly.
br when you can get it?!"”

“You have the key?"

“Yesa; in my pocket.”

“{ive it to me!™

“Rats "

Rattenstein gritted his teeth, and walked away scowl-
ing, l-esurin% the Removites grinning. He did not return
to No. 14, but went to his own study, where Lord Maul-
everer met him with exceeding and almost painful

liteneas. In No. 14 Btudy Fisher T. Fish went on

ammering.

I want the

“ He took it

“Now,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Lesson In Toad-Eating !
ISHER T. FISH was looking decidedly wrathy
F when he was let out of his study, which was
not till Jelmny Bull and Squiff were ready to
go there for their prep. They persnaded
Bolsover major to give up the key then, with the
alternative of having his head put inte the coal-locker.
Fish was breathing wrath and fury when the two junicrs

came in at last.

“ Where's his Highness?" he gasped.

“Blessed if T know!” said Squi# cheerily. “Buppose
your lewness buzzes off and finds his Highness!” And
ke pushed the Yankee junior out of the study.

Fisher T. Fish Jooked inte Mauleverer's study., Tea
was over there. It had been a plentiful tea, for Mauwl-
everer’s study was a land flowing with milk and honey.
Lord Mauleverer nodded to Fish,

“Come in to wash up?’ he asked. "I say, that's
awfully good of you, Fishy! Pile in, iy dear fallow !

“I guess I haven't come to wash up!” howled Fishor
T. Pish. “I've come for his Highness. Has your
Highuess had your Highness' tea?”
F_“}ﬁ:ﬁ,” said Rattenstein, ™ Youn may clear the table,

ish ! '

“Yaas, that's a good idea,” said Lord Meguleverer,
with a lazy nod. * 'Wash up the cracks, Fishy, and I'll
let you touch my hoot. I've got a title, too, begad!™

Fisher T. Fish gave a sickly grin.

“I guess I'd be delighted to do anything for your
Hirhness,” he said,

“What a2 jolly wuseful worm!" remarked TLord
Mauleverer. .
“Shut up, Mauly! You don't deserve fo have

his Highness in your study!”

“I know that, dear boy. I haven't done anythin'.”

*Clear the table, Fish " said Rattenstein, guite ready
to take the upper hand of the only fellow who would
stand it. “Not so much talk!”

THe MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 422.

“QOh!" said Fishy,

“I have to do my preparafion, too. Tose no time!™

Fisher T. Iish procecded rather slowly to clear the
table. True, it was glorious for a true republican toe
do anything for a prince. But he really wished the
prince would be a little more chummy. He intended to
be the prince’s pal, not his valet. 8till, from his point
of view, it was something to be the prince’s anything,

Bolsover major looked into the study while he was
busy with the crocks,

“Hailo! Fagging for his Highness:" asked Bolsover,

“You mind your own buosiness, Bolsover! And don’t
come in here; his Highness doesn’t like it [
“I'l risk that,” said Bolsover. “If his Highnesa

doesn’t like it, his Highness had better chuck me out. It
would take his Highness about a year to do it, but I
don’t mind his Highness starting on the job, As for you,
vou toad-cating rat, I'm geing to give you a lesson IV

“ Look hyer——"'

“Can I have thia jam, Mauly?"

“Yaas, dear boy,” said Lord Mauleverer from the

sofa.
“1 want to give it to Fishy for his trouble.”
“Yaas, Go it!"

“"Hyer, you keep off, you jay!” howled Fisher, as
Bolsover major grasped him by the collar.

Bolsover major fastened his left hand on Fishy's
collar. With his ri%ht he scooped out the jam, and
lastered it over Iishy's prominent features. The
ankee junior wriggled and gasped and gurgled.

“Gerroogh! TLet up! Yoop! I'm chik-choking!
Yow-ow-wooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Mauleverer. “Go it, Bolsover!
You can have the jelly, too, and the butter, and the
honey, if you like!™

“Thanks! I will, Mauly "

“Let up! Heep off! Grosooogh!”

The jelly, and the butter, and the honey streamed
over Fisher T. Fish’s face and hair, Even Rattenstein

grinned at the extraordinary sight the Yankee juunior
preseinted.

Fisher T. Pish gurgled wildly.

“Grooh! You jay! You mugwump!
Grerrrrroooogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from the passage. A crowd
of juniurs had gathered there to look on.

“Yow-ow! Help! Rescue!" shrieked Fish, struggling
in vain m Bolsover's powerful grip.

“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Fishy's fagging for his Highness,” explained
Bolsover major. * I'm showing him what the Remove
thinks of toad-caters.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's some marimalade in the cupboard,” chirruped
Lord Manleverer, in great delight, “and another jar of
honey., Take the lot, DBolsover! You're more than
welcome, iy dear fellow !

“ What-ho I

¥ Keep off |
hand 1

“WNo fear, dear boy. I'm enjoyin’ this.

“ Rattenstein—your Highmness!™ shricked Fish.

Rattenstein did not move.

The articles from the cupboard were plastered over

Fisher T. Fish in fturn. His state was almeast indes-
cribable by that time.

“Begad, you're making a precious
carpet !V said Leord Mauleverer. “But
Pile in !

“I'll wipe it up with Fishy " zaid Bolsover,

Bump! Fisher T. Fish sat down heavily in the over-
flow of jam, and marmalade, and honey, and jelly. His
trousers collected most of it.

“ Now,” snid Belsover, there’s still some soot in the
chimney, if you're not satisfied, Fishy ! '

“Yaroach! Geewhiz! Lemme go, you jay!”

“Will you swear never to fag for Rattenstein again?”
demanded Bolsover.

“Yow-ow! Nope!”
“Get a shovel of soot, Mauly!”

I'll scalp you!

Stoppit! Yarcoop! Mauly, lend me a

muck on wmy
never mind!
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:‘ Can’t, dear boy.”

H';\’j];ejrdﬁ?n t your” roared Bolsover.

“You slacking ass! Homebody get some soot!”
Bt"dI’m your man!” grinned Skinmer, darting into the

udy.

“Let up!” shrieked Fish desperately. *“I—I
I'l} swear if you like! Oh, Jerusalem crickets!”

“Hold on, Skinner, We won't spoil Mauly’'s carpet if
the cad comes to reason.”

guess

" Never mind the carpet, dear boys., I'm enjoyin® this.™

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

f' pr, Fishy, do you swear never to be a toad-eating,
Hlﬂ#’l!’lg worm——"

“"Yow-ow! Yep.”

“Never to tua&r to the Hun again, and never to fag
for him "

“Grooh! Yep!”

"Bwear by everything a Yankee holds sacred—that's
dollarz and bluff and war profits.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yep!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. “QGroch! Lemme go!

ONE
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Remove, and that no nonsense was likely to be endured
by anyone. In the true German manner, when he fannd
that he could not he overbearing, he was willing to ke
eringing. A medium between the two, where self-respect
wae fo bo found, did not seem to oeenr to him, He
became so civil to Bolsover major that the bully of the
Remove declared to his cronies that the rat wasu't worth
the trouble of kicking. He became sycophantic to Mr.
Quelech, with mnever a hint of his former surly
impertinence.

It was only to Fisher T. Fish that he preserved his old
manner.

To Fisher T. Fish he wae still that great and glorious
thing, a titled person, whose title fipures in the
" Almanach de Gotha,” Figher T. Fish had already
written to “Noo ™ York about his friend the prince, He
was expecting a tip from his delighted popper. Aund he
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I guess I'll make potatoscrapings of you for this.
Groogh I

" ien you can get ont.”

Aund Tisher T. Fish was bundled out of the study, the
juniors in the passage backing away hastily to give him
lenty of room. They did not want to touch Fisher T.
ish in that etate. e unfortunate title-hunter holted
for the Hemove dormitory, and he was still washing and
geraping bis hair when the Remove came up to bed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Successiul Tea-Parly !
HE next day there were two fellows in the Grey-
friars Remove who were looking rather blue.
One was the new boy, Prince Rupprecht von
Rattenstein, and the other was Tisher T. Tish.

Rattenstein’s manner to his Form-fellows had already
changed,

He had come to Greyiriars expecting to be allowed to
"owank * without limit, and he had found that that was
a decidedly eevious mistake. He found thal he had to
gtand upon his own feet, as it were, in the Greyfriors
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was determined that the prince should be his pal, if he
had to erawl in the dust at his feet.

But there were difficulties in the way,

Even Bolsover major was willing to let Rattenstein
alone, so tame, not to say obsequious, had be become.
But nolxody in the Remove was willing to allow a Remove
fc:Elgw to disgrace the form as Fisher T. Fish wanted
to do.

It was in vain that I'ishy told them he was a free
American citizen, and could do as he liked. Tho
Eemovites renlied cheerfully that he couldn’t.

Glad enough would hiz Highness have bean of Fishy's
gervices as a willing fag and toady and flatterer. DBut the
Llemove were down on 1it.

And they were not to be arguced with., The lesson in
Mauleverer’s study had been a severe one, and iehy did
not want 1t to be repeated.

But he was reselved not to give up his privee. As tha
feed in No. 14 had not come off the previous evening, ha
invited Rattenstein to another, and the prince graciously
aceepted.  Later on, it dawned wupon Yichy that hia
Hizhness would have gone anywhere for o feed he did
not have to pay for, money being very ghort in thg

]
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princely family, but as yet Fishy was not aware of that,
and he was greatly flattered and pleased. ;

After careful debate, and some inward twinges, Fisher
T. Fish resolved to expend the noble sum of five * bob
on the feed, and the table looked quite festive in No. 14
when the prince arrived at tea-time. Johnny Bull and
Squiff had gone to Peter Todd's study to tea, Toddy
being in funds,

Fisher 7. Fish welcomed Rattenstein into the end
study, bowing almost te the carpet.

“1 gruess this is jolly good of your Highness,” he said
effusively. “So.honoured o have your Highness at my
humble table."

“Wot at all,” said Rattenstein.

“Will your Highness take this chair? Does your High-

ness like your Highness' tea weak or etrong ™

¥ Strong for me, Fishy,” said a voice at the doora

Bolsover major trotted in. DBulstrode came in after
him, and then Skiomer, and them Snoop. Billy Bunter
followed them in, grinning. '

I'isher T. Fish turned a deadly glare upon his unex-
pected and uninvited visitors.

"I guess I dido't ask you galoots here ! he growled.

“Don't you want vws?"’ demanded Bolsover major in his
most bullying toné.

But for once Fishy was not to be bullied. His
“spread ™ was far from enough for such a party.

“Nope!” he howled. *“Vamoose the ranch, you jays.
You're not invited '™

"I?h. really, Fishy,” said Bunter.
me |

““*And Bulstrode’s invited me!” said Bolsover with a
chuckle.

“And Skinner's invited me ! said Bulstrode.

“And Snoop invited me!” said Skinper. * Didn't you,
Snoop?”

“Certainly,” said Snoop.
#ood furn deserves another,
F:Eahg L

“Nope!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. * Absgquatnlate, the
whole caboodle of you! I guess I'm not standing a feed
to half the Remove.”

“ Pass the ham, Bulstrode.”

*“ Here you are. Pass the sosses!”

“Let my grub alone ! shrieked Fish in dismay.

“Pasg the tommy, you fellows. Don't stand on
ceremony. You know how jolly hespitable Fishy is!”

“I say, you fellows, don’t ecoff all that ham. I want
some of it."

“¥ou start on the cake, tubby.”

“Will you have some ecake, Rattenstein? asked
Bolsover major politely. “I'm ready to shove it down
your neck. Only say the word "

" No, thanks!” gasped Rattenstein, shrinking back.

“Not hungry—what?"

“ N-n-no !

“I guess you'll leave my tuck alone ! wailed Fisher T.
Fish. “Look hyer, if you galoots don’t light out, I'll go
and call Wingate.”

“ Lock the door, Skinney !”

“What-ho!*

“You're going to wait on us, Tishy,” said Bolsover
mag::mr coolly. “You like toadying, you know. Toady to
us!

“You jay "

“Pour out that tea, and don't jaw !

L3 HI}PE-' !H

“ Are you going to pour ont the tea!” roared Bolsover
major, jumping up.

“Ye-e-ep! I-—] mean yep!” pasped Fish.

“ Buck up, then, and not so mue jaw "

Fisher T. Fish, trembling with rage, poured out the
tca. He lcnﬁ;ed to pour it over Bolsover, but he did not
venture to do so. Rattenstein sat looking on with a
scowling brow. He could not leave the study, and he
could not join in the feed. Fishy's tea-party could not
be called a success—excepting for Bolsover & Co. They
found it successiul enough.

The good things on the table vanished at record speed,
followed with an anguished eye by Fisher T. Fish.

Five shillings—a dollar and a3 quarter—of his own

TaE Maaner Linpary. —No. 422

“ Bolsover's invited

“You invited me, and one
Ain't you glad to see us,

money had béen expended on that feed, and here‘it was
vanishing under his nose, devoured by a sct of grinning,
chuckling ‘‘galoots,” beedless of the anguish they were
causing him. _ ) |
And the unfortupate Yankee junior was compelled {o
act as waiter, and supply the wants of his uninvited
uests, on peril of heing ragped and jammed. With
ury gleaming in his narrow eyes, the unfortunate Fishy
waited and passed his own “tommy " to the voracious

raggers ; y
*More tea, Fishy! DBuck up! You're keeping our
Highness waiting.”

“Pass the sugar, Fishy.”

“Mv cup's empty, Fishy. You're sglow!”

“Stop gobbling that cake, Fishy. That cake isn't for
FOl. ’E{m’m got nothing to do with that cake, except
pay for it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The festive board was cleared at last. Billy Bunter's
hungry eyes roved over it in search of another morsel, but
there was none. _

Bolsover major rose to his feet, with a satisfied look.

“Thanks awfully for the feed, Fishy. Every time you
have Ratty to tea, we'll come too. Won't we, jou
c‘.h& g7 o

es, rather!

“¥ou can rely on ug, Fishy. As Inky says, the relyful.
ness ia terrific. We’ll keep an eye on you aad your friend
the prince, ready for the next feed.”

“Ha, ha, ba® . .

Skinner unlocked the door, and the raiders, roaring
with laughter, tramped: out, leaving the study as bare as
if a clnug of locusts had been there,

Pisher T. Fich stared at the bared table, and groaned.
He felt almost overcome.

“Waal, I swow " he mumbled.

Rattensvein burst into a contemptuous laugh.

““Ia this the tea you have asked me to?” he sneered. ,
“]_] puess it wasn’t my fault, your Iighness,
groaned Fisher T. Fish. "1 puess I didn’t wani thoee

jays to come and scoff your Highness® fea.

*“Bah " said his Highness.

And his Highness stalked sulkily out of the study,
Tisher T. Fish gave a deep, deep groan.

“Pive bob sheer wasted!” he mumbled. “Five whole
bobs—and now the prince has got his back up, too. Oh,
the galoots—the jays—the mugwumps—yah !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Worm Turns !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. chuckled over the story

of the tea-party in Fishy's study. It was

Pishy himself who told them, in accenis of

burning indignation, sppealing to Wharton

as captain of the Form to put his foot down. But the
captain of the Remove dechined to ];ut. hiz foot down.

‘Gerve you right,” he said unfeelingly. “And every
time you toady to Rattemstein, I hope you’ll get the
game.” .

“Hear, hear!"” said the Co. heartily.

I calculate I can be civil to my friend the prince if
T choose!” growled Fisher T. Fish.

“Exactly. And you can calculate also that you'll get
it in the neck every time,” said Bob Cherry, “Tou can
exg:-ecb me to the next tea-party, Fishy!”

“Me, too!” chuckled Hurree Singh. ““The delightful-
ness will be terrific.” ]

“We'll see that you don’t get anything to eat, and
that you have plenty of waiting to do,” grinned Johnny
Bull.

And Fisher T. Pish snorted with disgust and stalked
away.

H;zr; did not ask his friend the prince to tea again.
Indeed, it was probable that the whole Remove would
have turned up to the little party if he had. But he
experienced some of the other pleasures of princely
friendship, for a day or two later Raittenstein did him
the honour of borrowing a half-sovereigm, and did him
the further honour of forgetting to return it.
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Then Fisker T. Fish bethought himself very seripusly,
He hated parting with meney, though he tried to think
that a prince’s friendship was worth ten shillings in
cash. ]-}e wig still further stagvered by the discovery—
which Billy Bunter made and retailed in the common-
room-—that the prince never stood his “whack ” in
Mauly’s study, but sponged on the good-natured Maul-
everer without compunetion It was evident that his
Highness was as hard up as Snoop or Bunter, and Fisher
T, Fish had the natural American contempt for anybody
who was poor. He was aecustomed to thinking in
dollars, and a person whe hadn't any dollars was, in
his opinion, the miserablest kind of a mugwump.

For some time Fisher T. TFish’'s worship of a title
struggled with his contempt for a “galoot ¥ whe was
not provided with dellars. He had been preparved to
bask in the reflected glory of the prince; but if his
friend the prince came expensive, that was a horse of
quite another colour, And he had a fancy for looking
out the Pl‘iﬂﬂipﬂlit of Hattenstein in a map of the
German lmpire, ang found that it was smaller in extent
than the village of Friardale. That “did ™ it, as Fish
expressed it to himself. e learned, too, that in a
German family the title of prince is taken by all the
gons, and the sons’ sons, and the sons' sons' sens, so that
there were probably some scores of Prince Rattensteins
in existence, all just as good as his friend the prince.
Indeed, as Fisher T. ish remarked in utter disgust,
very likely half the (German waiters in *Noo ™ York
were {(ferman princes.

With oll his cuteness, the Yankee junior was n first-
class duffer, and he had supposed, in the innocence of
hiz heart, that his friend the prinee was on something
of the footing of a Prince of Wales. The discovery
that he was a perfectly ““shoddy ¥ prince was quite a
shock to him.  Finally came ibe revelation that the
prince’s father was an hotel-manager. It leaked out
somehow—and it made Fish jumb.

lie had thousht of the eclder Prinee Rattenstein as
Emfl ];.I-l:]‘fulllt:d and bedizened, and dwelling in marble

g .

“The mugwump!” growled Fisher T. Fish, when he
heard the news being chuckled over in the common-room.
“And I was caleulating I'd spend a vacation with my
friend of the prince—why, by gum, I shouldn’t wonder
if he waits in the hotel, in a giddy apron, in the vac!
What the lmlﬁ smoke do they mean by sending him to
Greyfriars? Nice sort of a galoet to come here! My
hat! And he owes me half & quid—and he only has four
bob a8 week allowance——"

Fisher T. Fish sought out his friend the prince after
lessons that day. He was fod up. True, the swank and
the surly pride of Rattenstein had vanished; he had
dropped into untter insigmificance in the Hemove—FPisher
T. E“u-:h was the only person whom he still treated with
lordly haughtimess. ut Fishy did not mean to have
‘any more haughtiness, Lordly haughtiness that could
not pay its way was no use to the Yankee jumior.

He tapped Rattenstein on the shoulder in the guad,
The German junior drew himself haughtily away.

“(h, come off I said Fish, with a glare.

“Wha-a-at "

“T guess I'm fed up with wour airs and graces,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “*You've faken me 1n.”

“You are insolent.”

“Qh, come off, I tell you!” shouted Fish exasperated.
1 don't care wicther you're o German prince or a
German waiter—I dare say vou're both—but I want my
half-quid ! _

Rattenstein gave him s eontemptuous Elance_

“You owe me two dollarem a half!" szaad Fish,
“You've owed 1t for a week. I puess it's time to
sguare.”

“I had forgotten!™

“Waal, now I've reminded you. Square up!”

“I decline to have anything to say to you,” said Rat-
tenstein, ““Yon are an insolent Yanlee. Bepone!™

Fisher 1'. Fish breathed hard throngh his nose,

“1 guess you're going to pay up!” he said.

“Bah! Hegong!”
H"}?r I caleulate I'll take it out of your hide!” yellod

sh.

“Do you understond whom you are addressing, you
houndr” exclaimed Rattenstein, with quite his ‘old
prinecly manner,
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But the princely moanner had no cffect upon Fisher
T. Fish now. As he would have =aad 1n hig native
Inn%uage-, it “cut no ice ™ with him. s

“I guess you're a spoofing jay!” said IMish, with un-
niterable scorn. “A poverty-stricken mugwump, that’s
what you are! I'rinee, by gum! Why, your rotten
country swarms with such privecs—yon enn get “em
tuppenee & dozen. All of ‘emn sponging on somebodr,
except those who comne to England and sponge on John
Bull--more fool John Bull for standing it. We make
'em into wailers in Noo York, instead of into Lord
Wardens and Lord This-and-That, as they do in this
silly old island. Dut to come back to our pmtton, E
wank my two dollars'n a half i

Rattenstein turped hiz back haughtily, and walked
AWLY.

F]{]mr T. Fish made a bound after him, and caught
him by the shoulder.

*1 guess—-" he bezan.

smack !

The princely patience was exhausted, and Fisher T.
Ti=h staggered back from a smack full upon hisz thin,
hatchet face.

“Yargoh ! roared Fish,

“Inzolent Yankee——"

“I'll insolent Yankee you, I caleunlate!™ yelled Fish,
and he hurled himself upon the German,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! shouted Bob Cherry. “Roll up,
ye cripples—Fishy's going for his friend the pripce!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pile in, Fishy!" roared Bolsover major. “Give him

};em:}::! Pile in, Ratty! Give the Yankee socks! Ia,
1a, ha!t”
The Removites gathered round gleefully. It was an

unexpected ending to Fishy's title-worship, and they
found it entertaining.

“Eigg away ! chuckled Squiff. “I wonder which is
the bigger funk of the two? They're afraid to hit one
another.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two combatants were tramping and stamping, and
gasping, and fourishing, but it was evident that both
were in a state of funk, and did not venture to do much
damage. But quite by accident Fisher T. Fish landed
an upper cut, which stretched the (German on his back.

Rattenstein stayed there, blinkinp and gas ing.

Then it was horne in wpon Fishy’s mind that the
German was a greater funk than himself, and from that
moment his courage woaa boundless.
the fallem Hun, flourishing his skinny fists,

“Gerrup!” he roared. “Gerrup and have some more!
I guess I'll show you how we wallop foreign scum in
the Yewnited States! Gerrup!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

: “'E";lq it, Iéﬂttnn}::tﬂin b éxﬂlrilimed Harry Wharton,
aughing. “Give him one punch and he’ll Tun!®

“Ha, %.1.1, ha!* P !

“Gee-whiz! T puess T'll wi
Gerrup!” bellowed Fisher T. Fish.

Rattenstein staggered wup, dodping the ferocious
Yankee. Fish made a drive at him, and Rattenstein
fairly Hed.

“Come back, you mugwump! Come hyer, vou funk1”?

“P'r'aps he'll send you a Note, Fishy I" chuckled Beb
Cherry. “He's too proud to fight 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish, bursting with Leroism mow that his
foe was in flight, dashed in pursuit, and pursuer and
pursued disappeared round the gym at top speed, They
left the Removites howling with laughter.

L] T + L] ]

He danced round

e up the guad with him!

Sneop had always enjoyed the distinetion of being the
biggest funk, and the Lizgest worm gencraily, in Lhe
Greyfriars Remove. But Snoop had lost that prond dis-
tinction now. Ie took guite a second place; and the
proud distinction belonged, without dispute, to “1is
Highness !

(Do rnot miss Y WHEN FRIENDS FALL CUT!" naxit
FMonday's Grand Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
by FREANH RICHARDS,)

THE END
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT NEW
ADVENTURE SERIAL STORY. START TO-DAY!

The First Instnimendts Told How:

DICK DAUNT and DUDLEY DREW, two chums, dis-
cover & letter in & bottle which they have extracted from the
bady of & shark.

They are informed by its contents that a certain Matthow
Snell 13 marooned on an ynnamed island in the Keys, and ha
offers a substantial reward to any perzons effecting his
TEacue,

On going to the island, however, they are unable to find
Mr. Bneil,

EZRA CRAY, a moonshiner, and his scoundrelly colleagues
then visit the island, and, finding that it conlains gold, attempt
to kill the two_chums.

Having previously hidden their bost, Dick and Dudley scek
refugo in o ¢ave. They set out to find & new way from their
hiding-place to the interior of the island; but on reaching a
gully, they see in the distance one of Cray's eonfederates.

“It's Bent!” muttered ldick. * Ambrose Bent!™

[Now go on with the story.)

When the Rocks Fell.

Bent it was. He wae a long way off, yet in the clear light
there was no mistaking his massive fizure and great head
gunk hotween vast shoulders. :

He was prowling stowly alenp the base of the cliff, and
evury step brought him nearer to the cleft which was the
moitth of Hidden Bay.

Dudley wriggled closer to Dick,

*Guess we'd better shoot,” he whispered tensely.
he gets into the bay, it's all up with us, Dick.”

“What's the use?' returned Dick. “Heg's clean ouk of
ranee, DBesides, you can only eee him once in & while, Those
broken rocks give him all the cover he needs.”

Then we've gob to get close enough to have a slap at
him,” re{)!ied Dudley -resolutely.

Dick glanced quickly round.

“T' lay he's not alone. Chancea are that one of his pals
i3 up on ths top somewhars, keeping puard. And if we
move out any further, we'll be under fire ourselves.”

“We've got to chanee that,” said Dudley quietly. “I
reckon we may just os well be shot as get marconed on
this island. W -E.'IJI never get off in this world if they smash
our boat L:Ip.”

Dick hesiteted no longer.

“ Right you nr1:=,"]“jud ey. DBut for goodness’ suke keep in
close. ™
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Dudley nodded, and began to crawl forward. Bo far, they
had been protected against attack from above by the over-
hang of the clif. Now they lind reached a spot where there
was no longer any overhang, and where they could be scen
by any pervson pested on the top.

Dick knew the danger, and kept on glancing upwards.
They had gone abbut fifty E'H.I'll]‘:_l- when his quick eyes caught
a movement of some sort almost exactly overhead, It might
have been an end of a ¢reeper swaying in the sea-breeze, or
even a snake crawling over the lofty rim of the cliff. But
Dick did not think ao, and he was just in time to shove
Dudley violently back when a rifle barked sharply, and a
bullet fattened itzelf viciously againat the brown rock mot a
yard ahead, leaving a dull grey splash on the stone.

“@ome shave, that!" muttered Dudley, as he fattened
lumself back under a projecting ledge.

“Told you so!” growled Dick, who was squeezing in be-
side him.

“ I e can't touch us here, anyway,” said Dudley, looking
round.

“No more than we can pet Bent,” returned Dick. ™ Watch
ﬁim," he added. “He's not ffty feet from the mouth of the

ay.”

It was true, Bent was coming steadily enwards, He was
taking no particular precautions, Evidently he knew quite
well that he was perfectly safe from attack, and had known
it all the time. It became more than ever clear that his
object was to emell out the boat and destroy it

Anything more maddening for the two boys could hardly
be imagined. There they were, in full sight of Dent, just
out of range, yet unablo to move a yard. The man sbove
was not Iikelf to miss o second time, . _

“Take a plug at him, anyhow, Dudley,” said Dick Gercely.
“You won't hit him, but you may scere him.”

Dudley took careful aim, and pulled the trigger. The
orack of his heavy forty-four sent the echoes ringing along
the broken cliffs. They saw Bent raise his head. But he
did not oven trouble to take cover.

Dudley fired a second time, but with equally little result.

“Tt's no sort o use, Dick,” he said bitterly. * He knows
that, just da well as we do. You ean bet he 'a.nd his partner
have got the whole thing mapped out. He'd have to be
mighty nigh two hutu‘ll'r_‘d‘}'ar s nearor before T could get
anything like a bead on him." ;

There was nothing for it but to lie quiet and wait, and
wateh Bent come nearer and nearer to the gap. There was
no possibility of his missing i, and, once inside, he had
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merely to wade up the shallow chavnel, amd pump lead into
the boat untid hie smashed her up and sank her.

The feot of the ¢hfl, just beyond the enfrance to the bavw,
was littered with ragped bouldere, the remains of a recent
fall from the cliffs above, and behind these Bent disappeared.
Next moment he was in eight again. His rifle was slung
across hie back, and he was clambering on hands and knees
over the pile of tumbled rocks.

Y That secs vur finish,” said Dick, between set lips.  “He
can't miss it now.”

The words were hardly out of his mouth before there came
& heavy thud and a shout of alarm.
“Bee that!” cried Dudley sharply. *See that, Dick ™
A great boulder, loosened in some mysterious way from
he heights above HBent, had come thundering down, It
struck & projecting ledge half-way down, broke like an ex-
oding shell, and sprayed dewnwards in a shower of broken

ragments.

They saw Bent fling up one arm to save his Tead, heard
him cry out in sudden pain, and watched him stagger back
and drop to his knecs.

“Got him 1" eried Dick. “Got him, by jingo !

“Say, but thot was what you might call mighty oppor-
tune,” remarked Dadley, in his dricst toncs

“Providential,” said Thok.

“And more to come,” he added sharply, as there was a
fresh rimble, and a second rock, as hiyg as the first, rolled
out from the lofty heights, amd, making a great curve in
the air, landed with a tremendous crash on ton of the fall
below. Tike the first, it split to picces, some of which were
Aung right across the beach into the sea bevend, sending
up a shower of spray which sparkled in the sunshine.

s "II-‘,E":‘.H fimished him,” gaid Dick joyfully. “Ie’s heok-
ing 1t.

Sure cnougl, Bent had had enough. Struggling to his
feet, he had turned, and was stapgering awav in the direc-
tion he had come.

They watched until the big man was out of sight in the
distance, and hidden by the curve of the ehore; then Dudley
turned to Dick.

“I don't eeem to &ce any more rocks shding now,” he
ohzerved drily.

“Haven't you seen enough?” retorted Dick.

“T guess- 0. And now I'd like mighty well to_know who
threw them.” '

Dick stared at his chum.

_ “t 'I.?Tlhulr,hmw them !™ he repeated, in a startled tone. *“ They
just fetl,

“That don't go, Dick. Rocks don’t fall just at the proper
moment like that, and then stop falling when there’s no
more need for ‘em. ™

“MNongense! There's been a fall here quite lately.
can see that for yourself.
down?"”

“MNot just two like that,” Dudley insisted.
thrown.”

“Then whoe threw them?”

“Just exactly what I'm asking. Who threw them, and
who played * dupny * last night, and scared that black nigger
Rufe out of all his seven eenses?"

“¥You're letting your imagination run awavy with vou,”
declared Dick. " You don't suppose that any of Cray’s crowd
are backing ug®"”

“I don't suppose anything, except that there's someone
on the island who don't like Cray and Dent any better than
wo .%;: Th:}t’e:h all t-hi':{;’.‘ is to it™

‘The eun's been a bit too much for vou, " sai
Dick drily. “Let'e ekin out of this, and g;}gdhg::rljm su.s‘lrlf
CAVE,

Dudley shiugged hiz shoulders.

“Right you are. But go careful, Dick. That chap that
was potting at us just now isn't a ghost, anyway.”

By crawling along wall under the foot of the cliff they
were able 1o retorn without exposing themsclves, Thev
found that all was as they had left it at the cave, and as
the afternoon sun was now blazing full on the ledge, turning
it into a regular furnace, they went inside into the shade.

“We've got to shift that boat to-night,” sald Dick
pregently.

“Where to?" asked Dudler.

“That beats me; but it's not safe where it is.”

“It's just as safe there as anywhere. We ran't keep ik
out here under the ledge. The first breeze would bust her np
in no time."

P&c}lf nodded, -

‘That's frue. ot if we leav 3 ; :
begpars will bust her for ua ™ “ave it il the-wove thos
hn&l{nﬁj‘ was silent for some moments. He was thinking

ard.

, "Tell you what, Dick. 1 guess the best thing we ean do
19 to sink her ™

“Bink hor ' sxclumaed Dick, in amazement.
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“Yee, in the cove, Just tuke the plug out, and let her
eink. We can buoy her, 50 we ean get her up again when
we want her, and, at any rote, they won't be able 10 smash
rer. Indeed, 1 guess they won't even see her il they do
cone nosing avonnd again”

They talked the thing over protty thoreughly, and Dudley
brought Diclk round to the helief that it was the only thing
they could de. Aftor that, there wos nothing for 1t but o
wait there until sunset. g

This waiting wus horeibly teying.  They had no bLooks.
There was absolutely nothing to deo, and even inside the
cave it was grilling hot, The whole force of the afternoon
sun was concentrated on the western cliffs, $o that the rock
becume alimost too hot to touch with bare hands, For
atother thing, it was maddening to feel that Cray and his
gang were at that very moment busy washing gold out of the
ereck bed.  They would probably skin the whole place within
g fow days,

For onece, they neithcr of them had much appetite for
SULper.

Lradley, indewd, ate hardly anything, but drank his allow-
ance of tea very thirstily.,  They could both huve done with
double this allowanee, but it was absolutely necessary to be
careful with their water. They could not tell when or how
they would be able w get a second supply.  The oil, too,
for their cooking jamp wasz running low, and there was no
fuel to be got, iunless they went np on the mainland to cus it

They waited till about eleven before they sallied out again,
and then very cautiously made their way along the ledge and
down to the beach., Luekily, it was a dark night, with a
haze of cloud hiding the stars, so there was net much likeh-
hood of anvone spotting them from above.

The tide was E?gils:r than they hud expeeted, and when
they reached the entranze to the litile bay they had to swim.
But that did not matter particularly, for in any case thoy
would have had to swive in order to reach the boat, Hidden
Bay itself was all pretiy deep.

b was eerte sort of work swininmg across the surface of
that calm, black pool, with the tall ¢liiffs towering on cvery
side, and not a gleam of starlight in the sky. These warm
West Indian watees are full of all sorts of queer beasts, such
as st:ing reys, sharks, and even the dreaded octopus.  They
kept close together, and, although neither said much, they
felt anything but comfottable.

Darring oars and boathook, they bad already removed
everything else from the cal-boat. Even the sails they had
taken up to the cave.  So now there was nothing to do but
fasten the buoys they had brought with them to ropes bow
and stern, aned, towing the beat into the shallowest water
th?’ could findd, pull oot the plug and let her sink.

et even this took o long time, for they were groping in
darkness, without a hight of any kind to help them. Also
!,hw.' had to be ns quiet as possible over tha job, It was
unpossible to say whether some of their enemies might not be
watching up above.

It was tinng work, too, for except a short rest aboard the
bout they were swimming the whole time., At Jast it was
done, and the boat lay safe en a bottom of Arm, smooth
rock, in about six fect of water. At any rate, she was safe
from rock or bullet,

“(uess T can sleep after this,” observed Dudley, as, with
an oar under his arms, he bepan swimming back towards the
entrance,

“About time we id get back,” answered Dick., Y 'The
clowd is thinning. There arve stars showing through it.”

“It's going to be right smart of a job to get out,” smd
Dudley.  *The tide’s making real strong.”

1t was, and therc was a lot ol water m the passage, and
TunMng In so brizkly that it was all they could do to swim
against ik, Luockily, it was Hat calm, or they never would
have managed to get through.

tutside, the beach was covered, and the water up to the
edee of the ehff.

“ Great Seott!
Dudley.

And Dick eaught an undertone of real anxiety in his voice,
He himself was tired, and he realised that Dudley must he
goetting pretty near the end of his tether. i

“Take it easy, old man,” be said quictly.
of rocks just over there,
then go on agamn, ™
. They paddled slowly towards the rocks, The night wag
mntcnsely still, and the sea so calm that even the swelis which
never gquite sleep in the open ocean made buet a soft swash
as they broke gently under the face of the oliff,

The water was slightly phosphoreseoit, and Dick  noticed
ureasily that Dudley’s ligure was ontlined by a faint bluo
light. ~ Should any of thewr enomics happen to be on top of
th cliff, they would have a nice casy target to shoot at,

23

A Grand, Long, Complote Story of Ha
Wharton & Co. By FRANK.RICHARDS:

Have we got to swim all the way ?' asked

| “There's a pila
We can have a rest on them, and



2t THE BEST 8- LIBRARY D®™ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3° LIBRARY, "Sh"

He kept on glancing up, every minute fearving to see the
red Hazh of a rille-shof, and szo0 it was that he failed to seo
atother and oven more tercible danger.

It was Dudley who saw this first.

“A shark!" he gaspod; and began striking out desperately
kowards the rocls, new only o few yards away.,

Barracudat

Dick glanced round, and ecaught a glimpse of a long,
slender shape outlined in blua fre, which was gliding sound-
fossly up out of the depths to his left.

But cven that one glance was enough Lo show that this
wai no shark, It was too slim and slender. It resembled
vather a giant pike, five times the size of any pike ever seen,
and he knew it in an instant for that scourge of the Carib-
bean, the awful barracuda,

Except the shark, there is no fish of so ferocious an appear-
iliﬂ'-!ﬂ as the barracuda, none with a more terrible reputa-

o,

It i3 a solitary fish, running up o twelve or fifteen feet in
length, with a long, slender body, an enormous head, and
jaws armed with an array of kni%'e-like teeth. It has very
large eoyes, Jet-black in colour, and the negroes fear it as
much as they do the tiger shark itself.
vt Efn atihnud. Dudley ! he cried sharply, and began splashing

arously,

The barracuda scemed to hesitate,  Probably it had never
seen men before; pechaps it was not very hungry.  But Dick
knew that the hesitation was only momentary, Tt would be
oni¥ a matter of & fow seconds before it attacked. There
weold m:*rtmnlﬂ not be time for both him and Dudley to reach
the safety of the rocks before it shot forward.

He himself was earrying not only an ocar but also the
hﬂ&ll:"_‘.mll:. This was 4 stouf, four-foot length of hickery,
armed at the end with a steel spike, from the sida of which
the hook protruded.

Intent only on eovering Dudlay's retreal, he half turned,
and, slipping the oar under his left armpit, grasped the boat-
book firinly in his right hand.

At that very instant tho Iﬂni, slimm shape cams darting
forward. There was something horeibly ominous and nerve-
shaking in the uttor silence of its swift approach.

With all his strength, Dick drove the pointed end of the
boathook at the monster's head. He folt the jar as the
stee! met the rushing bulk, and although he could not soe
what harm he had done, he realised that the point had pene-
trated some part of the brute's body.

MNext instant the boathook was wrenched from his grasp;
then the surface broke, and out of it soared a huge, dark
mass, which lovked to be at least six yards in length.

For a moment it hung poised, apparently right over his
head, with the luminous spray pouring from its leathery
body, then down with a deafening splush, sending o wave
clear over him, and half drowning %Ihm

ek did not waste a second. He flung the oar forward

aly just in time, too, for as he scrambled wildly forward
towards the roek, .on to which Dudley was al
and struck out with all his strength, = Next moment Dudley
had him by the bands, and dragged him up by main foreo—
the long, torpedo-like body of the barrscuda shot past with
almost the speed of light, and ihe snap of its closing jaws
echoed like the elang of the jaws of a bear-trap.

The two dropped back on to the rocks, and lay gasping,
too exhansted and blown even to speak, Dick was the first
to recover,

“Thanks, Dudley!™ he said,
in tione '

" Lawess the gratitede i3 due froin me, old man,” answored
Duilley guietly.  “If it badn't besn for your boathook, he'd
have had me sure!"

“Strikes me the beggar thinks he's going to have us vet,"
cemrarked Dick, as he pointed downwards.

Cutlined in rhasphamm&nt flarme, the huge fish could be
geen eruising slowly roand the rocks.

Dudley watched the brute for o moment or two.

“f{ﬂw much higher does the tide rise, Dick?" he asked pro-
gotitly,

“1 don’t exactly know, but I rather faney high coough to
cover this bunch of rocks,™

" Then if Mister Barracuda’s got patience enough, he's
liable to have us yet.”

Dick did not answer, There did not seem to be much to
say. Hyo dJdid not know a great deal about the habits and
customs of the barracuda, bnt en the face of it Dudley's
sugestton secmed uncomfortably likely te be brue.

Bevipe MeRtes waonk h:.'. Tl tide rose :dnwlf banet ﬁ!l,ﬂ"']:,-'r
pid tacic anpleasant sentinel still moved o cireles aroand
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“You got hold of me just

ready climbing,’

the rock. Ho lad rot rid of the boathook, which scemed to
have sunk. They had not, of course, got their punz, It
seemod simply a question of time.

Dudley's teeth began suddenly to chatter.

“What's the matter, old chap?"” asked Dick, in sudden
anxiaty. “*Coald!" : i

“Kind of. I reckon I've got a bit of a chill some way.

Tho night was almost hot—warmer, indeed, than usual for
the time of vear. And as for the sea, it was warm as milk.
Diglk himself was not in the least cold. He felt sure then
that Dudley had a touch of fover, and this made him very
anxious, Fever in these latitudes is no joke, and needs atiff
dosing with quinine and proper sweating. ]

“And we've gzot no quinine alomg with wus,” he said
auddenly.

Dudlay laughed outright. o

“Quinine won't kill that beauty!" he observed, pointing
to the barvacuda,

Suddenly Jim turned and picked up the car.

“Na; but this may,” he said quickly. W

“That oar? You're crazy, Dick. He'd take it in those
jawsa of his and rip Llazes out of it!"” .

“You wait a while,” replicd Jim, taking his big clasp-
kuife from its sheath and fishing a length of cord from his
trousers-pocket.

Dudley drow s long breath,

“Geo! That might work!”

“Iv's gomng to,” said Dick softly, as ho set to work to
splice the khife to the ond of the car. He took his time over
it, and made a thoroughly good job, and when he had Bnished
had a weapon which was certainly not to be despized.

“PBut how will you zot at him?"” asked Dudler, who was
shivering badly.

- “Coax him up. Take your oar, Dudley, and push the blade
into tho water and wagpgle it about a hit, FHe's an ugly-
tempered brute,”

“T'm to get his goat,

I sce,” replied Dudlew, picking up
@ 0ar .
- % Braco vourself!" warned Dick,

“He'll be likely to pull
you in if vou don't mind out,"’

Dudley obeyed. He got his feet firmly against a ledge just
above the water's edge. Dick stood close beside him, holding
the oarspear in both hands, the point poised just above the
dark surface of the sea.

“Now!" he said; and Dudley at once dipped the blade
deep into the water.

Like a striking snake, the great fish darted at it, and,
geizing the blade in his shark-like tecth, worried it with
bulldog fury, :

Spray dashed high, and for the moment Dick could not sce
to strike.

“ Quick !" eried Dudlay. “Quick! The brute will have the
oar!"”

ek hesikated no loager, but drove his apear downwards
with all his force. He felt the sharp blade sink deep into the
barracuda’a side, and, wrenching it out, struck again and
again,

The strugglea of the monster. were terrific. Ita flail-like
tail thrashed the surface, sending the foam flying in every
direction. Yet thoe creature, in apite.of the tromondous staba,
did not for one moment let po its hold on the oar-blade. It
shook this as a tevrier dobs o rat, and it was all that Dudley
could do to save himself from being pulled into the sea.

“Kill him! Can’t you kill him?" panted Dudley.

“The brute won't dia!"” pasped Dick, jabbing again.

# That's dono it!” said Dudley, as the oar.blade was sud.
denly roleased. * Hurray for you, Dick! That last whoek
finiahed him !

‘Dudley was right. Dick, peering over, saw the great,
luminous form dropping slowly back into the depths, It was
wobobling from side to side, trying to hold an upright position,
but evidently at the last gasp.

“Veaa that's dene it!"” he echoed.
while we have the chance.”

He plunged in as he spoke, and Dudley followed. Though
they were cumbered with the oars, they wasted precious little
time in reaching the landing-place, where they strogeled out,
and went sprambling away up to the ledwe,

4T peckon that's abont 2s close a call as we'vo had wet,”
remarked Dudley, as he dropped, dripping, on a rock inside
tha cave, . .

“ Wothing to what vou'll have if you don’'t get oub of those
wob thines just as quick a3 ever you can,’” replied Dick
sharply, © Pi:urrg.r up, that's a ;:'F-::rd chap! It 1.1.-_4:::1'L be any
kind of o joko if you get down with a go of fever™

Dudley, whoan teeth wore spain htligummg fo ('h:t_tter,
stripped with all apeed, and Dick gave him a rutq:nvd-:awn with a

iece of dry saileloth, Then ho rolled bim in beth their

E!anketa and made him lie down on the boat-sail, which he
folded over some palmetto fronds.

“ Now, lot's get ashora

MANY MAGNIFICENT TUCK-HAMPERS %f5ans"® “GREYFRIARS HERALD,” £2- OUT TO-DAY.



e e e et S e B e Eel EE L L = e

EVERY
MONDAY,

The “Magmet”

LIBERATRI.

OME
PENNY.

i
I

Y

=
|

\

—

There was something ominous and nervi-racking in the sllemce of the barracuda's swilt approach.
With all his strength Dick drove the poinied ¢nd of the boathouk at the monster's head,

{Sez page 24.)

JPpe— — T -

After that he lighted the gil-lamp, and set to to brew some
hot tes. It worried him badly that they had no guinine,
Ladd, he remembered, had been out of it, and had recom-
mendod him to go down te the drug store and get some,
Ijbu; fql the hurey of leaving they had both forgotten all
about it .

By the iime the tea was ready Dudley was aimest ripid.
He was jey-cold, and even the boiling hot stuff could put no
warmth in him. Hie teeth chattered like costancts, and his
pulse was veory slow. Dick’s heart sank as he realised that
his ¢hium was in for a regular go of malarial arue.

He changed his own sonked clothes, and prepared for an
all-night wateh.  After the chill came the fever. Dudley went
hot as he had been cold before: his head®ached teyribly, his
ebin wae harsh and drey. At the worse of it he became slightly
delivions, and mattered vapuely about the pgreat barracuda
and Sazre Cray, He seenped to poet the two mixed vp in Dis

e MacseEr LisRany.-—Noo 422,
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“WHEM FRIENDS FALL QUTI”
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mind, and kept begging Dick to drive his spear mto Cray
and stop him from eating mouthfuls of gold.

At last, but not till long after the sun had risen, the fever
abated, end Dudley fell into a heavy sleep. 1t was not il
then that Diclk, who himsclf was aching with fatigue, loft
him and ¢ooked soma breakfast. .

He was now more uncasy than he had been at all sinco
they had first landed on Golden Key. Things had been bad
enougit for the past three days, when they were both well
and able to enpe with the daneora surrmlmlin{: them. Now
that Dudley was down, he conld not for the life of him seo
hew they were to get on.  Alone, he could hardly hope to
keep wateh night and day againsb Cray, nurse Dudley, and,
above all, feteh water,

Thiz was the waorst of it all-the water question. He might
stint himself, but it was out of the guestion to cut down
Dudley. A man suffering from fever must have plenty of

A Grand, Long, Compicte 3tory of Harry
Whiarton & Co. By FAAMK RICHAROSE.
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Lhoguid, Having noe gqunine, the only chanco was to keep him
going with plenty of hot tea. Twckily, he had half 2 dowen
tins of condensed milk, He could foed him up on this, bu,
of course, it, too, must be dilufed with plenty of water,

The Battle on the Bezach.

The more Dick thought, the lesa be liked it It was, of
courae, abselutely out of the guestion to visit the ecreek by
daylight. Yet, on the other hand, if ho waited until dark,
then Duodley’s chill and fever would come on again, and he
would b in need of attention.

Bub no atienbion would be worth anything unless he had
water to give his patient. At last he decided that he would
make the aftempt as soon as ever it was dark, and trust to
getting back within a couple of hours.

About six he vsed the last of the wafer for cooking supper.
Tradley eould nobt eat, but he drank & cup of bea thirstily.
Mot until he had finished 1t did Dick tell him that he had
to go for more water.

Dudley begred him to wait, but Dick refused, and Dudley
was foo woealk to protest. Dhiek loft a loaded rifle close by
Eim, and fixing the keg on his bacl, started out.

It was a clear night. The stars were brilliant, almost bright
enough to read by, and Dick’s heart was heavy as he cropt
along the base of the oliff towards the beach. If any of Crava
men woere abont, Fhey conlid hardlby fatl to see him,

Ile was carrying the Winchester, and that and the keg
together made crawling across the beach a very awkward
job. The shingle was very light in colour, and ho was con-
geious that he was plainly visible for s long way as he crept
from ane litle clump of rock: to another.
 Every timo that En reached a clump he would stop and
liasten ; but he was more than half-way across the beach before
he heard anything at all suspicious. Then a slight rustls
reached his carz, and he dived behind the nearest rock.

Only just in time, for almost instantly & rifle spat Qame
from tho edge of the serub at the top of the beach, and with
a long-deawn wh-c-e-w! a bullet sung just ovor his head.

‘Diek waa not ir. the least frightened, On the contrary, he
felt & sudden surge of anger, and lifting his own rifle, ho
tool: 0 snap shot at the spot from whicﬁ the fazh of the
encmy’s fire had come.

The other was evidently on the lock-out, for as Dick raized
himself, a sceond bullet. whipped past, so near that he felt
theowind of it on hia cheek. He replicd instantly with two
shots. and the second apparently got home.” o heard a shrick
of pain, ther a crashing among the harsh palmetto leaves,

He sent a third bullet after the others, and walted.

The erashine died to a rustle, but it wes pretty clear that
the man was only wounded, and was petting away at Lost

ace. It was no good wasting cartridges by firing at random,

ut Dick was strongly tempted {: vun lorward and finish the
fellow before he conld get awar.

Tt waz hueky he did not tey if, for next moment be heard
shouts from two directions, and sounds wlich made it clear
that at least two of the cnemy were forcing their way through
the acrub towards the beach. He realised that once they
reached the eodge of the palmetto hiz own position would
:::n lFm1.-rr~1=-53, and that ihe only thing he could o was to fall

arl.

To go back without water was maddening ; but there was
no help for b, It was that or Leing shot, and if he was even
ww;:dc-d it would be oub of the guestion to ever rveach the
L g

Creepine quickly from coe rock to another, he reached the
cliff again in safety, but instead of gowe round the pomnt, and
ao along the sivip of shingle, he climbed quickly up among
the ragged pile of bouldera facing the north end of the beach,
and finding a snng cleft, cronehed down and waited.

ofis 1dea was that the encemy, being in strength, might
posaibly try to chase im. If only they would, he had them
at hig merey.

Mighty little merey they would get at his hands, otiher.
Diek's anger, and his anxiety for Dudley, had long ago
swallowed up any seruples as to taking the hives of Cray or
his pang. This time he would shoot to kill,

For a long time there was dead silence., Onee or twice he
fancied he heard a slight rustling, but there was a little brecze
from the sea, enough to sway the sUff leaves shightly.

“The eweeps! They've funked it!" he muttered ati last,
and just then his guwick cars caught a somnd that was certainly
not made by the breeze. It was the rattle of a locse pebble
under foot.

With his bheart beating fast, he craned  forward, and
presently became aware of a dark somethine moving cauti-
ously towards the rock which he had so recontly vacatod.

Dicke felt half sick with excitemneni,  If the mas reached
tt, he wounld be withm range, He burned to gol o chanee ok
him.

Tie Maussr Lisgany.—No. 422,

MANY MACNIFICENT TUCK-HAMPERS

Slowly—very slowly—the fellow advaneed Tle waia crawl-
it on ell fours, and guite clearly was not feeline any too
cofident.  Dick swung the barrel of his oifle 1l he eaverad
him, but in this uncertain light he dared not fiee ot so long
a range.

So, nearly five minutea passed, and by degrecs the stram
became almost unbearable, Ther the fellow stopped shari.

He was still & considerabile distance fram the spot whemn
Dick had reckoned on his reaching. anc with an offort he
refrained from pulling the trigger o which his forefingsr was
trembling.

For a l,“"ff' titne the man lay quite guiet, Bak an lis foce
ott the shingle. Then, apparently cortain that INek musd bavo
moved from his original position, he slowly turned. and bozan
to crawl back the way he had cmmne,

Dick waited no longer.  Taking eareful aim, be patled ihe
trigger. With a yell that rang across the sleepin: boucl the
fellow sprang to his feet, and bolted.

Dick took two rapid shots as he van, and at the reomad thas
man seroamed again, and fe!ll forward with such fores that ho
slid across the sand, rloughing it ap with his foea and hands.

“Two!” eried Dick in triumph; but he rejoieed oo snon,
for at that moment a regular storm of b!l.l.[ll-t.i camer thud.
ding inte the rocks all around him. The flashe: came from
three or four places at once, and he realized thatl 2'mast the
whole of Cray's foree must have been broughi un frome e
camp.

A splinter of lead or stone, he could ot toll whicl, sk
his left wrist, making a shallow gash, which bled freols, Bug
for the rocks protecting him, he must have been shob io
preces.  He vealised that i8 was vseloss trying to carcy on
ggmnﬁt such odds, and hastily serambled away into the thick

the great pile of heaped boulders.

He had never before been up on this particular nard of the
chiff, and could not even tell whether it would be possible
to reach the ledge by this route. But it would bo simply
sumecide to show himself in the open, even far a second, and
he climbed away as fast as possible, trusting that i might
tind some way out.

Thoe firing continued fiercely, but a foew vards tonk liim ont
of all danger, and he was able to rise to hia fect and go
forward more rapidly.

*Soon he found that thers was no way down to the foot of
the cliff, so he turned inwards, hoping to reach the cave by
clambering along the face of the great landslide. This
brought him right up againat the eliff iiself.

 Here he was about forty feet above the sca. and perhaps
sixty or seventy below the top of the bluff. Ho was on 2 sort
of table-land, made by a secction of the ¢lif having at seme
former time shtipped bodily down frem above. Hie was safe
encugh from his pursuers, unless they followed the aame
way he had come, and he hardly thought that they would
visk that, knowing as they did what a good account he could
give of himself with his rifie.

At the same time, there was always the visk {hat they
might try ulong the top of the ¢liff, and start rolling boulders
over. For this reason he kept in as close under the faee of
it az he could manage.

 Presently he stopped and listened.  Fle was feelice pesk
tively desperate at having to go back without the waier, The
idea of Dudley, with the fover on him, eryving out for a drink,
and he unable to give it, was erough to deive him meul.  Ho
began to thinlk seriously of turning back, and making an
attempt to light his way through.

It was just then that he saw the narrow cleft in the oliff-
face close beside him. He gazed at it o moment, hardly
thinking of it, for his mind was full of Dudley. DBut as he
gazed, something within attracied his attention. It was a
little wavering band of bluish Light.

Fle caught ‘?'ti:i breath, and stared again. For a moment he
fancied that it was the cyes of some wild creature: bui soon
he saw that it could be nothing of the sort. It was not two
dots, but one narrow band of light.

Fascinated, e went nearer. The light fickered faintly,
and filled with burning curiesity, he stepned inside the -:~'|c-f{.
It was very narrow ab the mouth, but opened owt a littls
farther in.  Very cautionsly he moved forward, until pre.
sently he was opposite the lg.haam. It waz on a roclk prajec
tion from the left-hand wall of the cave,

He rawzed his hand and touched it. Az he took lis hand
away again, a liitle of the bluish incandescence ghimmared on
the ends of his lngoies,

He stared at them in dumb amazement, and then, as if
the words were deageod from him, mettered hoarsels

“* Liaminous paint I

{Another fong Instalmont of this splendid new
sorial slory noxt Monday. To avoid disappointment,
order your coby eariy.)
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A BEAUTY GIFT EVERY WOMAN
WILL PRIZE.

SENSATIONAL SUCCESS OF THE NEW “ASTINE” VANISHING CREAM.

A Beautiful Complexion, White Throat, Hands & Arms for All.

SEND FOR YOUR BEAUTY OUTFIT FREE.

The senzation of the Season among women has been the
introduction of the new ** Astine " Teilet Cream, which, whilst
creating beauty almost immediately on application, vanishes
from sight as soon ag it comes into contact with the skin,

Leaders of Society, most iamous for their beaunty, popular
Actresses, ag well as theusands of beautiful women in ordinary
walks of life, have expressed their enthusiastic approval of
this almost marvellous toilet cream.

And it may be stated at once that ony lady who desires
complexion  beauty, who
renlizes  the pleasure  of
}Jﬂi“!’!!ﬁl—:ﬂﬂ n white throat,
wmle, or orms, need not
zny longer rTomain in
doubt as (o what this pre-
paration s, for the Pro-
prictors have devcided to
zend 10000 supplics freo of
eost Lo the publie.

THE EASY ROAD
10 A BEAUTIFUL
COMPLEXION.

Never has {here been
such a wonderful suecess
a3  * Astine " Vanishing
Croam. It zcems almost

MISE ELISE CRAVEN, one of magical thet az ihis
the snost charming of British artistes, remorkable preparation is
odvises all fo wse * Adstine™ gently massaged into the
Fanishing Cream. Youmaycbtain skin, leaving behind not

a ftest supply free of cost. 8 traco of greasingss, or,
indeed, a troce of its use
at all, there blooms in the eomplexion a pink-and-white colour-
ing, & fresh, healthy appesarance that i1z the pride of every

pensitive wWoman.

" Agtineg ' ‘anishing: Cream is a trae tonie food to the skin.
Lightly applied zecording to the instructions givem, every littls
cell of gkin takes into itself the refreshing cream, and
immodiztely stimulating nerves and millions of tiny  littlo
blood vessela to healthy action. Complexions, hands, ete.,
which have for wears worried their owners, become in & few
days =zoft, smooth, and comely. The rough skin disappears,
the seamy lines are obliterated, the coarse red tints give place
to that ercamy whiteness which is so universally admirod,

It is imapossible in thiz spaco to mention the great nuraber
of those who have endorsed the beauly-creating qualilies of
" Astine ' Vanishing Creasn.

The world’s most famous and beauliful actresses have
actorded o wonderful welcome to the new *' Astine * Vanishing
Crean.

Miss Elise Craven, the youthful and charming dancer, says:
" I think * Astine * Vanishing Cream delightful.™

Miss Phyllis Bedells, the English Paviova, says: "I have
thoraughly tested * Astine * Vonishing Cream. It makes the
pkin beasutifully white and fresh.”

Miss ¥vonne Arnaued, of * The Girl in the Taxi™ fame, soys :
" Your Cream i= excellent ; T want to use it always.”

Miss Ellaline Tertiss says: *' I consider the Cream very
excellont,”™

Mlss Elsig Janis repeats the same opinion.

Miss Ethel Levey, the ™ Queen of Rovie 7" praises ** Astine ™
Vanishing Creams in the smne cordial terms,

Why not test " Artine " Vamishing Cream for yoursgell to-day
freo ?

GAIN BEAUTY THIS WAY FREE.

If you desire complexion beauty, if you ure troubled with
Crows’' Ieet, Sallow eomplexion,
Lines round the mouth, Wrinkles,

Blackheads, Red hands, or arms

—senil for your free supply of ** Astine ™ Vanishing Cream.
You mnoy at once in your own home commence o delightful
hasuly courso, O T

The gift sent vou is m- AEE
deed a three-fold one, for § '
you will reseive

1. A generous trialsepply
ol the new " Astine™
Yanishing Cream, the won-
darful toilet discovery
which,  whilst  ereatiny
cormplexion  beauly, ana
giving 1o the arms, titroat,
and hands an alabasier-like
whiteness, immediately
vanishes on uso.

2. A dainty fablet of
“* Astine "' Toilet Soap, a
delightful emaollient prepar-
ation, which ~cleanses the
skin, and may be ased on
the most delicate complex- : o
ion without fear of causing rnoes [Doaer &, Stadioe,

roughness. MISS YVONNE ARNAUD, the
3. Aspeclally-writtenIllus- delighiful musical comedy actrezs,
trated Pamphlet, comprising gives her testtmony that proves that
complete Rules for Beauty wyou should send for your free supply
Deill, the following of which  of * Astine” Vanishing Cream.
will assure {0 any woman,
no mafter how troubled she may now be wlih her complexion,
an added charm and fascination.
* Astine "' Venishing Cream has entirely surpassed the old fat-
laden products. It is a delicately-perfuined, grease-free product,
which the daintiest of ladies will approcinte.

A BEAUTY COURSE WORTH CUINEAS.

Send for vour Free Supply, filling in, posting the form below,
Apply " Astine V' Vanishing Cream night and morning to the
skin, pecording to the directions given, and you will enjoy
o beauty course that might in the ordinary way cost you Lwo
or three guineas,

Onece you. have proved to your own delight and sotisfaction
the marvellous differonce even the first application of *' Astine ™
Vonishing Cream makoes to the comploxion and the zkin generally,

ou will find that youn can obtain further supplios from all
hemists at 1s. and 23, 6., or direct, post fres, on remittance,
from Edwards’ * Harleno ™ Company, 20-26, Lamb's Conduit
Street, London, W.C,

To procure your Free Supply, send the form below, togother
with 2d. etamps to cover cost of postage and packing.

AP OST THIS COUPONYAAAAY
To EDWARDS' HARLENE CO.,
20-26, Lamb's Condult S3treet, London, W.C.

Dear Sirs,—Flease send me a Free supply of the new
" Astine "' Vanishing Cream, together with Bamplo of
‘" Astine ¥ Toilet Soap, and the course of beauty lessons.
I enclose 2d. stamps for postoge and packing.
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For Next Monday :

"WHEN FRIENDS
FALL QUT!"

By Frank Richards.

In the grand, long, complete story which will appear next
Moqda}', unprt:nht_- von Hattenstein,
again plays a prominent part. Rattenstein has learned one
lesson —that his expectations of seeing Greyfriarzs bend the
knoe to him on account of his mizerable Cerman title were
bazed on a complete misapprehension of English schoolboys—
30 he ceascs brying to ride the high horse. But he 1s all there
when o chonce to vent his bitter spite by means of cunnin
comes his way, and this German plotter succeeds by lies an
treachery in bringing about & hot guarrel Letween such old
and tried chums as Harey Wharton and Bob Cherry. How
all the efforts of their chums proved unavailing to make
e between them, and how Phyllis Fowell intervened with
a lappy resnlt, you will read in next week's groat story, I
am sure you will all agece after you have read it that our
old fricnd, Frank Richards, has given of his best in

“WHEN FRIENDS FALL OQUT!"

“RIVALS AND CHUMS!"

Thi« iz the ritle of the grand new threepenny,book by My,
Frank Richards, wow on sale. It is enough to say that it
decls with Gregirvinr: 1o ensure it the most heoarty of recep-
tions from the readers of this paper. T krow. When I add
that the ilighelife follows play prominent parts in it my
cearders will be on the tiptoe of oxpectation, for Courtenay,
the one-iime * bhoy withont o name,” and his chum, the
Caterpillar, are almost as popular with ihe admirers of
Frank Richards work as the TFamous Iive themselves.
Ponsonby & Co. alse play their parts in

“"RIVALS AND CHUMS!I"

of eourse; and no better, Livelics, or more thorouehly entor.
taining school story than this hus ever beon published.,  And
that is sayingr o lot when one remembers all the splendid
yarns that itz Eamous puthor has given us in the past.

DON'T FORGET!

L asked ypou all last week to be sure to ovder vourr copics of
the companion papers in advance, Perhaps you have alroady
done =0; bul I know how things got put off, and an | am
asking yvou again. The matter is one of real maportance and
urgeney.  IE this paper trouble lasts done, o good many
journals may have to put up the shutters. 4 don't mean that
rmuno shall bo amaong them, and by doing as T ask, vou can
help to avert any dunger of that, [ teusi to vour loyvalty to
help mo in keeping the flas Aving. ]

USELESS INQUIRIES,

I am always ready and willing to give my readers any
information in my power b give; but there is a limit, and
anc letter lately reeeived has cortainly reached it The
writer of this Ietter cends me a list of some thirty St Jim's
rnd Gresfriavs fellows, arranged in pairs, and asks ma to
give the result of & boxing encounter in the case of each pair.
Ho askz for o reply immediately, as the matter is very
urgent ! Really, T quite fail to see either the urpency ar
the use of it y
don’t know!” But [ doubt whether my ingquiring friend
would be quite satisfied with that. T have every sympathy

R S T e m e T — s

The Editor is alwaya pleased to hear from his ehuma, at home or abroad,
and is only tos willing to give his best advice to them it they are la
1 Whom to write to: Editor, The **

Library, The Fiestway House, Farringden Street, Londoe,

I
1 e —— e ——

the Hun schoolboy,

Tho only possible reply in most cases is: [

T T —— T —— T e e b

with my readers’ keen-
ness for information about
their favourite charactors;
But if they would only
realise that i am very un-
likely to be able to tell
them more than they can
find out for themsclves
from the stories and the
supplement given away with our last Christmas Number, they
myrat save me somo unnecessary trowable,

——

THE STORY COMPETITION,

In continuation of the lists of consolation prizewinners
aiready given, I give hereunder the names and addresses of
a fow move. ‘Uhis is the last list whiclh will be printed. Tha
hundreds left without this acknowledgment of their offorts
will all have had their prizes long before this appears, and
I hope they will understand that only the want of spare
space prevenis me from giving them the pleasure of secing
their nomes in print.

Stanley Eld, 63, 2omoersct
Birmingham.

Edgf.;* }i: Higgina, 22, Upper Cantden Place, Camden Road,

ati.

A J. Gardner, 48, Lochnagar Stveot, Poplay, L.

Thomus Smith. 114, Cawdor Street, Moses Gate, Farnworth,
near Bolioan,

Hurry Dawson, 25, Warwick Strect, Hulme, Manchester,

John Btack, 14, Harbour View, Quecistown, eo. Cork.

(. Luwson, Parvobts Grove, lawkesbury, near Coventry,

Ferey Roberts, 125, Granton Road, lvovton, Liverpool.

. BEmerson, PO, Box 1074, Welland, Ontarvio, Canada,

Joseph Druce, 31, Highgzate Road, Walsall,

Harry Cunliffe. 77, Trinity Street.  Oswaldiwistle,
Accerington,

W. H. Ridewny, €3, Shaftesbuey Aveonue, Montpelice, Bristol.

L. P, McDermaott, 31, Claremont Strect, North Road,

.. Plymouth.

Willtam Craiz, jun., 150, Marshall Wallace Road. South
Shiclda,

Miss Evelyn Tinler, 251, Park Mount, New Hoey Road,
Bradford.

A Drukeley, 78, Mew John Street, Birmingham.

L. E. Eggleton, 8, Alexandra Street, New Cross, 8,18,

Reginald Streeter, Clyde Iousze, 193. London Road, East
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THE STORY COMPETITION {continued).
D. &, Steers, 12, Fasteonrt Road, Worthing,
R. J. McCann, 8, Symona Strect, off Roden Strect, Belfast.
Julius Herman, ILU.C., Grahamstown, Bouth Africa.
Miss Marjorio Rateliffe, Rose and Lrown: Hotel, . Mayket
Place, Tlornsea.

=it

NOTICES.

Dugloy (. Pattorson, 110th Field: Ambulancee, _T-‘..J"..H.G“
S6th Division, B.F.F., France, would very much like to hear
from Miss ¥. Rodgers, whose portrait appeared in No. 413, if
that young lady iz willing to write to ham, _

Gunner Robert Prior, 3307, 46th Siege Dattery R.G.A,
B.E.¥., France, sends a similar request as to Miss Maggio
Smith, whose portrait was in No.: 414, :

Private €. (len, 5 Platopn, “B" oy, 5th .Durham
Light Infantry, B.E.F., IFrance, would welcome letters from
cither hoy or givl readers, i e wn

Laurenco Mur ]agi.', .00, has formed a district I}l_'ﬂﬂc"h of
“ Chuekles . Clab in Liverpool, and would be glad to hear
from memboers wishing to join.” Address’; 142, Stanley Road,
Kirkdale, Liverpool. o5

W. Maughan, 24, Hotspur Street, Heaton, Noweastle-on-
Tyne, will be glad te hear from readers who have any very
ald numbers of the * Magnet  ta dispose of. .

R. Quarendon, 15, Tantallon Ttoad, Balham, S5.W.. who i-
secretary to the Heather F.C., would be glad to hear of any
football clubs (average age not over sixteen) willing to fix up
matchos with his club, either at Balham or away. ;

- H. Pearson. Box 1046, Durban, South Africa, would ke ta
correspond with some membors of the © Chuckles ™ Clab
the liomeland.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

A, Ardittt.—TIf vou will =end me your address, T cansgive

u tlim names of one or two readers who have back nuimbers
OF &aln, :

“Grommar  School  Choam ' (Nerwich).—I  think  the
majority of “Gem ™ and ““ Magnet © readera arc bright and
active, Querics aré replied o thus: {1) Verson-Bmith is
cquite a good boxer; (2) Inky has no parents; (3) Figgins 1s
up io a very high standard as an allround sportsman, buat
falls a listle short of Tom Merry. _ '

Bholmes and Jotzon” {Accrington).—Don’t ask such a lot of
questions | Bholmes ought to be able to give the answers
bimself, on his head—or out of it—or off it! Beriously, I
can’t answor when people demand: * When is there going to
be such-and-such a story?" 1 am no prophet. ;

A. E. W J. (Munchester).—Sorry you and other Anerican
chums don’t like Fish., But nobody over ‘held him op as a
tvpical Americay, vou know. i

8. . (Bhefield).—Yaur unsclfish action 12 lnghly approved.
I P. (Bedney).—No doubt you will have scen .the
“Herald " before now. Cousin Ethel and Figging are simply
frivnds,

R de L. (Neweastlel—IHarry. Wharton'’s home 15 in Hamp-
shire, Nob, sure about Cherry’s, No Newcastle boys, ag far
as I know. But we often hear from readers in your town.

“A Loyal Sydney Header."—In reply to your queries: (1)
Mre. Carrington iz still at 5t. Jim's; (2) I really don't know.

T. E. J. {(Rhviminey). —I hope you have had news from yoor
father himself before this; but even if you don't hear, keep
up vour heart. and put faith in the War Office’s statement, -

¥, and C. (Rothechithe)—Places and characters imaginary.

J. Boamnd W. B, (Bristol).—5ce reply above,

Retlly of St

“An Irish Reader.”—Bee veply to V. and .
Jim’s is Irish. . .

C. 8. (Sydney, N8 W.)—Very pleased to hear frem you.
Thanks for your efforts to gol new readers,

F. Poand T.. A, . W.—S3cce reply to Y. and . abovee

. F. {(Wokingham).-—Your list of the Remdave omirts the
following : Elliott, Glenn, Silvester, Smith minor, Staniley,
and Vane ™ This Ay help severn] other readers who have
also written on this subject.

¥. M. {Exast Dulwich).=—The places named arve imaginary,
Thanks for photo. Send along your brother's also, if you like,
All readers are welgomo. y .

G Alloway (B, Hackney).—ILovizon appeared in some of the
very carly numbers of the * Magoef”

G, C B (Watford) —Quite a pood dedee, leaving copies yvon
have finishod with in the train, If the rentlernan whe wasz
g0 tickled becomes a regular reader, e will not be our only
grown-up supporter—not by long odidz !

A, H. ¥, (Nunhead).--Thanks for photo. 8o glad vou liked
S achool and Bpor.” !

“ A Burton Reader.”—We must waat 11l sfier the war for
Ladgrs. :

J. W. F. (East Molesov).—No, I don't edit ¥ Answers,” A
full list of the papers under my control appears each wedk,

“Toyal Reader "(Glasgow).—Other readors have alse made
the suggestions you offvr—a ' Gem ™ Story Competitien, and

D

 tributor to a paper is to send in stuff good enough.

cinema filios dealing with *“Magnet " and * Gem " characters,
But I don’t think either ia likely to be adepted just yet.

. Gi. P. (Colchester.)—Some people can write storivs—good,
bad, or indifferent—and some can’t, Iots of readers managed
the full 30,000 words, and some of them wrote gqute good
stortes, though none up to the Richards’ mark. Glad you
are a0 thoroughly satisficd of the fairness of the competitions.
Your brief pars are quite amusing, though they do just fail
the publication standard. Try agamn!

A, F. I1.—I have seen worse verses than vours, but they
fail to reach publication standard. You can get “ The Boy
"L'E_E_Hmut a Namo.” by sending four penny stamps to this
clfied,

C.- 1. [l!Iﬂllym-nunt}.—Phuiu received, and shall appear.,

A 'Dit Lad.—~Try strong acid tablets, sueh as chemists sell,
to cure yourself of your desire for smoking. Use your will
power, to¢. I think the reason you wake np feeling so stift

dzthat you don’t relax-your limbs sufficiently in bed. Notice

how s young child lies—it relaxes 1nratu1'ally. Bul an older
person is apt to take up a fived position. and not let himselt
go. It is not easy to explain, but 1 think you may catch on
to my meaning.

J. W. N. (Goole}—Sorry, but Correspondence Exchauge
closed.

L. M. H.—The only way to secure a post as a rogular con-
Fditors
dou't buy pigs in pokes, yon know. And at your age it ia
very unlikely you conld keep it up, even if yon could get a
start.

ALK 8 (Newten Abbot).—If you give your newsagent an -
order for the “Herald " yvou should have no difficulty i
gefbing ik,

“A Sheffield Magnetite.”—Many thanks for your good
work., See reply to A, I 5. above.

J0J R R, (Norten),—See reply to A, I 8

. D, {(Jamatea).—Thanks for charming view of one of your
island’s beauty spata
- F. G. L. (Thornton Heath).—The kind of {hing you suggest
has been done before, aud scarcely makes a story in itsell.
But something of the sort 1z pretty- sure to happen agam.
Some new boys will be uppish—like Grandy, of 8t Jim's—
and must be well and truly sat upon..

Springbok - (Transvaall.—The Fonrth Form w::mla;‘l Lie
decidedly superior to Standard IV., ¥ should say, but 1 don't.
know enongh to tell you exactly what standard it cquals,

"E.-B. (Bridgwater).—Thauks for photo. ]

C.* Y. (South Bhields).—VYes, gelatine is certainly the
chéapest way of printing——if one calls it printing when Jdone
so. (lad nothing dreadinl happerned when you were cauglt
reading the “G. H.” in elass. But don't do it again!
W, M. (Hampstead).—No offence ! Eversbody is entitled
to his own opinion.  DBut I am not in any way whatever hound
to buck up any daily paper, aud I don't often refer to any of
theni? as you probably know.

MOB. {Inw_‘,-r::urgm, N.Z.).—Glad to hear that your [ather
and mother agree with you in thinking the “ Magnet”
ripping. I like the schoolgil’s verse, but it would not do te
prigt it.. We are giving the Kaizer a miss, you know, There
are more cheerful things to talk abogt,

A, T. (Richmond, Melbourne).—The supplement in the
Christmas Number will bave answered your guestious before
this.

V. A (Wellington, N.&).-Cannot do ag yon wish. The
charaeter you mention is quite unaginary.

“Ignoramus ¥ (Northampton).—(1} I don’t know. (2} Ne.

“.-ﬁ-'l“mns.mulﬁr."r—H&rrg Wharton is the best Remove
footballer, "though not muoeih ahead of three or four others
Cannot remember the highest score made in & Remove mateh.

M. A. (Greenockh—Answers can never be given in the next
number. becauze the sext nuntber is printed long before the
lotters are received. Boll hazs wo fathor. Bob Cherey and
Tom Merry are practically equnal, o )

1, ¢ L (Clapham Commnon).—-Pronunciabrons rl:qtliro-.'[:
(1) Sing 15 near enough; (2] New.gent ; (3} Tow-thor {as in
“low”): 4 more Like Riley; (80 Talbot—""a™ short, but
many people eall it “Teolbot 7 ; (8) mwore like Ker-posh.

“Pheee Chums ¥ (Ealing),—Many thanks for vour loyal
letior. It 1s quite easy to start a club among * Magunet ™ and
“Gem " readers, Call a few of them together, make up
vour minds what vou are going in for—feoter, for instance,
or rupning, or just to meet and talk over tlhwe stories—iorm
your rules, and there you aro! i

Private O & (Aberdeen).—~Thanks for good wishes,

L. J. K. (Jamaiva).—I vegret to hear that the supply of the
eompanion papers in your island is ieregular, and that some
times vou miss numbers. 1t is not my fault, though,



