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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Dicky!

" STGP him "

" Catch him P

“ Hold him "

The shouts rang along the Remove passage at
Greyiriars.

It was a sceno of wild exeiteenent. Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent were rushing out of Study No. 1, tha latter
with a cucket stump in his hand. Bob Cherry was tearin
down the passage, and after him camo John Bull and Fish
and Tom Brown. Dulstrode and five or six more [ollows
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were dashing out of their studies, calling out lo know what
tho-matter was,

*Btop him ! rearved Bob Chorry.

A dimioutive junior was speeding down the passage as
tf ho wore on the cinder-patl. It was Nepent miner, of the
Seeond Jlorm, the hopeful younger brother of Frank Mugent
of the Hemove., Nugent vinor was running his hardest,
bk he was vather under difficultios for o foob-race, for ho
had a pot of jam under ench arm, o bapr of biseuits in one
hand, and a bag of ozgz in the other, and his pockets wore
stuffed with cake and applez and nuis and other catables of
a portable nature. As he ran he shed comestibles on all
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sides, and left a trail of a.pglﬂﬂ and oranges and biscuits on
well-worn linoleum of the Hemevoe passage.

“ Stop him "

Dicky Mugent dodered past Harry Wharton. as he came
out of Study No. 1, and reached tho head of the staircase.
There he paused for a second, panting, and looked over his
shoulder.
wﬂzl?twhﬂ!a passaro was alive with Remove juniors in hot
pureit,

Those who had not seen Dicky at his depredations could
gness what had happened from seeing him loaded up with
plunder., 1t was nobt at all infrequent for the Romove
fellows to raid ona another's stmdies. It wag quite common
for the Upper Fourth to raid the Remove, and for the
Remove to rad the Upper Fourth. It added 2 certain
amount of liveliness to existenco at Greyfriars. Dut for the
second Form te raid the Remove was unheard of. Onl
~Vugent rangr would have had the astounding cheek tuthinf:'
even of anything of the sort. But Dicky Nugent, as was
well known, had cheek enough for anything.
 Dicky Nugent had a handsome, sunny face, with tho most
innoeent expression in the world upon i, and soft blue eves
that deccived most peeple. Under that gentle and tsking
exterior he was one of the most mischievous and reckless
young rascals st Greyfriars. No one but Dicky Nugent
wowid have thovght of raiding the Remove, and certainly
no ono but Dicky Nugent would have dreamed of carrving
out tho raid single-handed,

But that was what he had done.

And he had nearly escaped ecot-freo with his plunder, had
not Bob Cherry chanced 1o enter his study to make suro
touat the feed he was preparing for some of his chums in tho
Remove was guito safe. ifﬂ had found DMcky Nugent
calmly loading himself with the feed, and he had been so
astounded that Dicky had dodped past him out of the study
and fed before BRob could seize him.

But Bob rave instant chase, and his shouts hronght newrly
all the Rewove out of their studies, and Nugent minor had
to dodwe amd twist like a Rugby three-quarter to get down
tha length of tho passage,

But ho <id it

He zrinned breathlessly as he looked back from the head
of the stairs, The Remove were rushing on in puarsuit,
lwiu{l}t Bob Cherry and Wharton and I'rank Nugent in the
£adl,

Dicky's hand swept up. Thern was a crash as a jampot
fell to the floor and was smashed. He had forsotien that
fer a moment. The hand was raized that held the bar of
epgs, and as the crowd of Removites rushed at him, Dicky
hurled the bag fairty among them.

Smpsh !

Tho eges seatiered on all sides from the open bag, and
w}:}ﬁfd‘ﬁ:umng the Removites. Smash=—zmash!  Squelch!

A i:L [

+4 D“. !!!

*Yarooh M

Sruashed cxes decorated nearly every junior near at hand,
and yolk ran Jdown over ties and waistooats.

Dheky Nugent chuckled, and turned to run arain
Juniowy rushed after him with wild shouts of wrath.

“(lollar hun1”

“Hrop i M

Paweer, patres went Dicky Nugent's swifc fect down the
stairs.  But Hazeldeme of the Remove was just cominge
upstazes.  Ie had heard the shoubing, and was coming up
fo see what was fhe maiter.

“Brop him " shricked Bob Cherry.

Hazeldene rrinned,

“I'll stop him=-a] serenc

He pansed on the siairs, and took o hold of the banister,
and waited.  Dicky Nugent paused desporately.

e was not big enough to tackle Ilazeldene, bar in a fow
moments the erowd behind would have hold of him.

Ho hadn't & second to spare,

But one second was enough for the seamp of the Second
orm. He swerved fo the banisters—the wide, =mcoth

nisters that the juniors were fond of sliding down when
thera wers no masters or prefoets about—and threw ono les
over., In a moment he was sliding down at o wild rate in
a sitting position, shill elutehing the jampot that remained,
End with apples and biseuits seattering on the stairs as he

oW,

Hazeldene jumped away from the bamistors in time to
avoid being cunnoned. T Dheky had eollided with him in
hiz wild career ho would certainly have been knocked head-
long down the stairs.

weky flew past I:JTE.'EJ.t}I]{"ﬁER::;

With a whiz he went down the length of the long
benizters, and a wild yell rose {rom the juniors above.

“ Look out!”
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U Cave, you young ass!”

“0Oht %{usped Frank Nugent. * He's done it now !

“Cave!” yelled Harry Wharton. ' Look out !

But it was too late for Dicky Nugent to look ocut—ha
was going at too terrific a speed. My, Queleh, tho rhaster
of the Remove, had came out of his study with a cane in his
hand. He had come out to sec what was causing a!l the
noise, and sheer thuuﬁhtfulness and foresight made him
bring the cane. But ho was not jprepared for the wild
deseent of Nugent minor. Dicky flow down the banisters,
and Aew off the end, and would have landed on his fest ag
ninlily as a4 cat hut for the Form-master. Mr. Quelch got
mn_the way just in time, just as if he had intended to.

Ho certainly counldn't have intended to, for the results
wera painful,  Dieky Mugent struck him hke a cannon-ball
full on the chest, and knocked him over backwards. Diecky
landed on him astride, and sat upon the Form-master,
gasping.

e Jampot crashed on the floor within an inch of Mr
Queleh's chin, and broke, and jam cozedd out over the Form-
master's neck.  Mr. Queleh was too utterly shocked and
astounded to do anvthing but gasp. And Dicky Nugent
gasped for breath. And the juniors on the stairease pasped,
tow, in horror,

“Quelchy V7

“ Dicky's Hoored him I

“The young ass!”

“He's done it this time ™

(1] MF ,.*_ﬂrd !!’

A voico was heard from below—ihe veico of Mr. Quelch,
than which, at that moment, the roar of o lion in its wrath
would not have been more terrible.

“Boey! You—you young ruffian! Get off immediately,
and allow meo to rise!

Dicky Nugzent rolled off helplessly, and Mr. {Quelch, as he
requested, was allowed to rise.

— e ay

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite Raity.

IL. QUELCH rose. )
‘M Ha was breathless, and his breathiny eama In

short, quick pants. Ilis collar and faco and neck

were Jammy—decidedly janumy. s zown was torn
its whole lengih, and his clethes wern cove with dust.
But hiz expression showed that he had suffered more in his
temper than anywhero else.

' Boy,” he gasped—"* hoy 1

Nugent minor panted. He cast a longing plance down
the possage, but he was recognised, and flicht was useless,

He faced the angey Form-master, trying to work up an
expression of contrition on his erimson and dusty face,

* If=—1f you please, siy—"

sl B'ﬁf [H

“T'm osorey, sir—so gsorry

Yo, I=—1 zhould think vou were sorry!" gasped Mr,
Queleh, *I showld think vou wern very sorry indeed, sirl
Dut T am going to mako you sorrier, Nogent minor—very
much sorrier ! How dure you, siv—how dare yvou come down
the publie staircase in thas manner

“1—T slid down, «ir,”” =amd IDhcky, az if that were an
cxcuse of scmo sart.

“1 know you shid down, Nogent nnnor—I zaw wvon, and
I feel the effects of 31" excluimed the master of the
Remove, " And why did you slide down! How dare yom
slido down "™

“I—I was 'n a huey, sir!
you, sl

Alr. Queich grasped the fag Ly the collar,

“Lome wirth me, Nugent minor ™

“If vou please, =0 &

Y ome with me !

The Romove-mastor marched the fag off. As they passed
the open door of My, Quelch's study Dicky involuntarily
halted, expecting to be taken in there and eaned, bot the
Form-master did pot stop.

“ Come, Nument minor!™

“Oh, sir! I—I thouwht—"

“Wou are going to the Head!™

Thcky Nugent gavo a gasp of dizmay.

“Ma—to the Head, sir?’

Y YWoee, Nurent minor.” sand Mye, Queleh grimly. Y1 de-
eline to deal with sueh o wild Indian, sueh o perfect cannibal
a5 you are. I leavo it to thoe Head, This is not vour first
affence—it is the last and ecrowning offence, Nupent minor,
of a long and diserracefu! series. 1 hope iE will be the Iast,
I trust that Dy Locke will sand you away from Greylriave"”

Dicky Nugent's jaw drﬂppud-

“ Away from Greyfriars?' he stuttered.

I—I'm so sovry 1 biffed into

“FIGHTING HIS WAY," = 5t temms
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" ‘Wlthln iwenty-four hours you'll see me here again,” sald Dicky Hu:geml Impressiv&ly, “and | sh
sent home ngain elther!”

Y i e, N T T T

'w't be ‘
(See Page 6).

“Yea, I certainly hopo so'

* 3.b-but, sipe—"

“You may find some other school where the banisters may
be used |mi&afl uf fhe statra, and Form.-masters knocked
over like ninepins,’” said Mr. Quelch, with grim_homour,
“1 de not suppose you will=—=but you may. And Greyiriars
will be vory peaceful when the worst oy hers 13 gmm,”

“ Oh, sie!”

I'quge[' mminor was utterly dismayed. Ho could rememnber
the time when ho had come to Greyfriars at first, and had
not wanted o come. DBut things bhad chan fmrl simeo thorn.
The mero thourht of being sent away fromn tuu ald whm;
from his acenstoned 'hauma. iromn his chums in the Sccond
Yorm, filled him with dismay.

Mr. Qucleh's 1von grasp led him on towards the Tlead's
study. At the end of the Form-room paziage a group of
Second-Form fags stood, and they watched tha Form. mastos
and Dieky in dismay. Thvv hac been awaiting the retnrn
of Nugcnt minor from his raid, and this was how ha
returned.

Lratty and Myers and Bunter minor and Iop T, the
Chinese hjﬁ and Mewell ard Bath were there, and they
stared blankly at their chief being led along by the master
of tlm Remove. IDicky Nugeni
from his overloaded pockets.
Iﬁn:;.md down the corridor,
Gatty gave a low whistle.

“""-Iv hat! There's trouble for Dicky ! he murmured.
Tue MaeNET LIBRARY.—No. 183,
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“Me tinkee muchee tlouble,”
licad sadly.

Bunter minor weni along the passage picking up the
biscuits Dicky had !lmpp:ﬁﬁ Perhapa to make surp of
gotiing them into.safety, Sammy Bunfer ate them as ;Bﬁt
as he picked them up. The other fags watched him in
disgust. Sammy Bunter regarded Dicky Nugent's ITEE
fortune oxactly so—it meant hiscuits for Sammy, and so far
as Sammy was concerned it meant nothing eolse.

Gatry fnlic-wrri Bunter minor r.l{mn the passapge.

“Mhere's another bisker, Sammy.” he saul.

“Thanks ! said Sammy. blinking through his speciacles
in the direciton pointed out by Gatty,

F-L- H[m!peﬂ Ton 1||4- hiseuit, and {}a,t’r_r took a reaning kick.

"“Yaw " raared Banuny.

He went rolling along the passage, yelling. Then ho sat
up on the fleor, and biinked furiously ar Ciatty.

“Yarooh! Ow' Whar did you do that for?' he howled.
“Rorrer ™ waz all the explanation (ratty vouchsaafed,
And Gatry & Co. woent down the ecorrider 1o wait for

MNuront minor o come out of the Head's study.

They expoected to hear sounds of anguish from wichin.

Bt ale wild howls came to indicate that the Head wa:
ol biner [ some lm‘r']m practice with the cane.

There was silence in the Head's study., save for a low
murnmur of voices that cameo faintly to the cars of the fags
JII 11‘1[“ Carr lﬂ]ﬁ-!’

(: atky & Ulo, Inoked at one another in diiilﬁfl_\',

What did it mean?

said Hop Hi, shaking his

A Bplendid New. Lo 1eta Tala of friars
ple School. “ H%: RICH mmﬂmr
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Findings Keepings!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had watched Dicky Nugent's
disaster from the stairs. As Dicky was led away in the
grasp of the Form-master, Frank Nugent grunted m an
exasperated manmer. )

“Just like Dicky!” he prowled, " The checky young
villain, to raid a Remove study! And then to bump into the
Form-master! The young asa!” :

" Tt will mean & licking for him!™ said Bob Cherry.

“Berve him right " growled Frank, " That young bounder
is enough to turn his majer's hair grey. 1 hope Quelch will
lav it on well! I—I hope Dicky won’t be hurt, though,” he

ded, as an afterthought.

arry Wharton laughed. -

“ Wall, you can’t have it both ways,"’ he said. ' Anyway,
Dicky is protty tough, and he can stand it. We'd better help
vou pick up your props., Boh, The young rascal has scat-
tered them for you.” 3

The Removites picked up the things Nugent minor had
scattered in his wild Bight. Billy Bunter rescucd a jar of
apricots, and slipped them into his pocket for safety, and
gave & howl as Harry Wharton's grasp fell upon his collar,

" What have you got there, Bunter?”’

Billy Punter—Bunter major--blinked at him through his
big spectacles. He was very like his minor, Sammy. The
same fat shiny face, the same round ewes, and the same kind
of glasses, gave him the same look—and they were exactly
alike in disposition, too. Their similanty ought to have made
them chuma; but it had the E'.‘Eﬂl:t-li’ opposite effect, Porbaps
they knew each other too well to be able to get on. At all
events, no two boys in Greviriars were on worse terms
generally than Bally and Sammy Bunter.

“]—I—1've got nothing, Wharton."

“I saw you pick up a jar,"” said Wharton, shaking the
Ohwl of the Remove augrily.

“{h, really, Wharton——-"

“Tura it out!™ ]

“I—I zav, you fellows, you know, I—I picked up this jar,"
caid Bunter, producing it. L —I euppose that doesn't belong
to Hab Cherry, does it?"’

“Why, of course it does, you fat frand!” exclaimed Bob
l:}ilher;':.r indignantly. * Whom do you think it belongs te,
then ¥

“ I—I found it, yvou koow,” said Bunter icebly.
Lecpings, you know."

i Hﬂqn

“Findings

“ Findings keepings—that’s an old rule, you know,” said
Bunter. *“Of course, I hadn't the faintest ides ihat it
belonged to you.™

“Well, of all the whopper-merchants, if vou don’t take
the eake ! exelaimed an:» Cherry. * You knew jelly well
that Nugent minor dropped this along with the other things.”

“ Now I come to think of it, Cherry, parhale-a he did; but
I cortainly never thought of 1t before, ” T trusi,” said Bunter,
with & great deal of ﬁignity ** that you do not imaging me
ﬂpahl?’ of keeping a jar of apricots that does not belong

L. g

“1 belicve you'd keep a bin-tack or a wax-vesta thab
dido’t belong to you, to have the satisfaction of stealing
something ! growled Bob.

“0h, really, Cherry—'

“ But if findings are keapings,”’ said Beb, opening the jav
with his knife, " you ghall keep these apricotz, Bunter,”

“ Qh, thanks, Cherry! That is really very decent of you.
I was thinking of asking my friend Bolsover to give you a
licking, but now I shall let vou off.”

“ You are too kind, Bunter,™

Y Not at all; in fact, it's my intention fo be kind,' said
Buntor fatuously. ' ¥ou are poing to give me the apricots

“¥es. I'm opening them for you™

il ﬂh_.. gﬂﬁdi"

“"¥ou don’t want the jar, I suppoge?™

“Well, no.”

" Only the apricots?"

[ T’Eﬂ LR ]

“ And the juce?™

““(Oh, yes, of course.™

" Very good; here you are,” satd Dob Cherry. © Findings
keepings, and I hope you will enjoy the keepings.™

And he turned the jar of apricots and juice upside down
over Bunter's head,

The fut junior stavted back with o yell

Fat apricots and thick juice ran down over his face and his
ears and his neck, and his hair was a sticky, shiny niass.

1
]

“ Yarcoh ! Ya.fl! Ow! Oh, really Yoop !
The juniors yvelled,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" {h, redlly, Cherey! Oh, ow! Deast!™

Bunter clutched wildly at his hair.  Apricots and juica

Tue Macwer Linmary.—No. 183,
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came off stickily upon hiz finpers. The juice ran stickily
down hiz neck, sticking his collar to his skin, and going in
a stimy stream down the small of his back.

Bob Cherry held up the empty jar. o

“You're entitled to the jar, too, on the principle of
findinga keepings,” ho romarked, ** Will you have it?"

“0Ow! Oh, really, yow—=" .
“ Will you have it?" roared Bob Cherry, ﬂn:-urishim}; the jar
in the air as if he intended to break i on Bumer’s head,’

“ Haroop!”

The fat junior dashod away wildly. The other fellows
roared. Nobody ever felt any sympathy for Billy Dunter.
Even untruthful boys were discusted at the fengths to which
Bunter carricd the art of Iving, It was not so long since
Bunter had had a narrow cscape from being expelled for
dishonesty, and there were few to congratulaie hon on his
agcape.  Only wolls of laughrer followed him now, as ho
ﬂa;he:] away with apricot juice streaming from his sticky

alr.

Baoly Cherry zrinned as he collected up the resk of his
property.

“"Taa will ba delayed a bit, you fellows,” he said. "1
shall have to gel in some more stulf ; all the jam’s gone, and
most of the bizkers, Come a quarter of an hour late, and
it will be all secrcne’?

“Right vou are, Bob!™

Buob Uhm'r:..r returned to his sl',ud:,a, The top-table was lmd,
but on a corner of it Mark Linley, Bob’a study-mate, was
at work with his books. Ha looked up with a chearful smile
a3 Bob came in,

“Lend a hand, Marky,” sawrl Bob., " For goodness' sake
shut up those rotten Greek books, and do something vseful—
such as boil the keottle,”

Mezrk Linley laughord,

“Very well, Bob, I was anly filling in time locking out
a beast of an irvegular verb. Arve you ready for tea®”

““The follows are coming in & quarter of an hour.™

“ Good ¥’

And the study mates were quickly busy. Mark Linley
hoiled the ketile, made the toast, rmc{ cut bread-and-butter,
while Bob Chervy forched new sunplies from the school shop
to replace those raided by Nugent minor.

By the time the guests presented themselves the tea was
quits ready, and as the first of them entered Mark Linlay
filled the teapot, and a fragrunt scent of tea spread over the
rooim.

“I guess I'm the first on the Acor,” remarked Fisher T,
Fish, the American vouth, as he came in.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent followed. Then came
John Bull and Tom Brown, and Bulstrode. That made the

party complete.

"Qu.t{e_ ready,” =aid Bob Cherry, * Make vourselves at
home, VWou'd betier toss up for the gammy  chair—some-
body will have ta have it.™

““Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors sat down round the table. It was really an
excellent spread that was prepared for them, and they looked
very cheerful. They were healthy lads, and they generally
had very good appetites.

* Pile in,”’ said DBob Dherr[y.

The door opened, and a fat face looked in, and a pair of
Iu}'ﬁ:& spectacles glimmered in the light. It was Billy Bunter,
still showing trages of apricot juice over his ears. There was
a shout from the whole tea-party at once.

* (zet out !’

“T1 say, vou fellows—""

“ToT Sough d something ab

"“I=I thought you said something about miy comin
tea, Bob 1" ght y E ¥ g to

“I didn’t say anything of the sort, and don't ¢all me Bob,”
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retorted Bob Cherry. ““Get ont of the study, or I'll jam
you from head to foot, and roll you out.”

“But I sa gt

* (hatside ™

“1 eay, you know, the postman’s come, and-—"

“ And you've been disappointed about a postal-ordes,” said
Frank Nugent, sarcastically.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

' Well, yes, as & matter of fact, T have,” said Bunter. 1
was expecting a postal-order from a titled friend of mino,
and there has boen zome delar in the post. But there’s
a letter for Wharion.”

“Oh,” said Harry,

“It's from Inky.”

Harry Wharton jumped up eagerly.

“My hat! A letter from Hurree Singh! Good!™

“I've brought it up for you, Wharton,” said Bunter, in a
whoedling tone. ** 1 dare say there's some pood news in it
too. I—I suppose you fellows would like to—to ask me to
stay to tea now, after I've tuken the trouble to bring that
letbor up.”

Bob Cherry burst into a laugh, as Bunter handed Wharton
a letter bearing an Indian postmark.

“Stay if you like, you fat bounder!” he said.

It was not a very pracious invikation, but it was good
enongh for Billy Bunter, He dragged up a stool to the table,
as there were no more chairs, and started. And as the chums
of the Bemove were paying more attention to Inky's lettor
than to the tea-table, Billy Bunter had a good start]

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Letter from Inky,

ARRY WHARTON opened the letter guickly. Thae
chums of the Remove were glad enough to hear from
Hurree Jamset BEam E-in%h. the nabo
their old Indien chum at Greyfriara. They had always

called him “ Inky,” in playful refercnce to his complexion,
which the nabob had tiken good-humourvedly enough.
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh had been very popular, and the
chums had missed him very much when he had to go back
to India to atbtend the Delli Purbar,

“ Porhaps he'll say when he'll be back," said Frank. ** Buck
up with the letter, Harry.”

“ Right you are; I'll read it out.” .

And Harry Wharton read out the letter, which was couched
in the fearful and wonderiul English which Eurrce Jamsct
Ram Bingh had certainly not learned at Greyfriars,

of Bhanipur—

“ Most, honourable, esteemed, and lIndierpus chums,—I am
writefully communicating with you from the capital city of
my country of Bhanipur. I am arrivefully safe in India's
coral strand, as your poct Shakespeare so touchingly describes
it. The sichtfulness and zlso the ascundfulness are very
differentinted from those of custorn at Greyiriars, but I am in
many sonses zlad to returnfully view the land of my honour-
able birth.

“When I gazefully look from my windows I behold the
mountains and the forests of my beloved India, instead of
the esteemed Close of Greyfriars; and daily T beholdfully see
elaphants and sowars and manifold horses, which is very
strange after the oricket-ground and the Cloisters of my
ancient and well-beloved ludicrous school.

“ ] have news for you, which will delightiully cxeite you,
my esteemed chums. T shall not be able to returnfuliy arrive
at Greviriars until after the honourable Durbar at Delhi; but
my young and honcurable brother will in all probablefulness
arrive at Greviriara,

“He will be Hurree EinF}l miner; but I thoughtfully fore-
so¢ that you will call him * Inky minor,” which iz afectionate
and ridiculous. I am not sure u!ﬂ}'et. that he will come, bat
I hope that the esteemed reof of Greyfriars will have the
honour of sheltering another Indian prince beside mysell
The joyfulness of my csteemed self at having my minor ac
Cro Ena.rs will be without bounders.

“ How are you progressing ericketfully? T trustfully hope
that you hove beaten Highclifie inte an honourable cocked
hat, and that St. Jim's have gone home bootlessly.  Is
Bunter still as fatful and as greedyful as ever——"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“ Oh, I say, you [ellows—""

i Ha, ha, ha! Go on, Wharton 1™

“ Is Bunter still as fatful and greedyful as ever? And, if
so, why not invite him to an esteemed feed, and give him
some medicine 1n his grub, which will give him an honourable
twist insidefully, and perhaps cure him of his gorgeous pro-
pensities T

“ (zroo !

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“ 1 wish I ecould be with you playfelly on the ericket-field,
but I hopo to be back at the venerable school before the
andfulness of the honourable seazon of cricket, .

“T will elosefully finish my letter now, wilh the kindest
regardfulness to all my ludicrous chums, Ivgy."”

EVERY
TUESDAY,

OMNE
PENNY.

Che - IRaguet”

The chums of the Remove laughed over the letter.

It was just like Hurres Jamset Ram Singh, full of cheer-
fulness and kindness; and the extremely peculbiar Engligh re-
minded them move than anything else of their absont chum.

“Good old Inky!” enid Bob Cherry. I wish ke was
back! I wonder what his minor will be like?”

“Ink!"” said John Bull,

‘““Ha, ha, hal” i

“Well, I suppose he will have Inky's bsautiful com-

lexion,” said Hﬁm Wharton, laughing. “1I hope ha will

e as decent a chap as Inky; but I've no doubt of 1t. I shali
be jolly glad to ses him! I suppose he will go into the
Sccond or Third Form. We must keep an oye on him, and
make things as easy for him as we can.”

“Inky deesn’t say when he's coming,” Tom Brown re
marked.
“No. He may not come till Inky does.”

“If he goes into the Sccond I'll get my minor to lock
after him a bit,” said Frank Nugent. “ Dicky is a young
vascal, but he will do that.”

Billy Bunter paused for a moment in devouring cake to
emit & fat chuckle, Frank looked at hum.

“Well, why the cackle?' he asked.

“He, he, ha!" A
o Y "l?;hat. on carth iz the [at animal squeaking about?” asked

rank.

“ What's the matter, Bunter?" asked Wharton,

“He, he, he!"

Bob Cherry picked up the buiter-dish, G

“ Bxplain yourself, you fat bounder, or you'll get it in the
neck ! he exclaimed.

“ Oh, really, Cherry—-"

“ What are you squeaking about ! shouted Bob.

“Only what Nugent said, that’s all. 1 don't see how
Nugent minor is going to look alter Inky minor—-"

“Why not?' demanded Frank,

“Well, ho can’!™

“Why can't he?" .

“He won't be at Greyfriara. g

Frank stared at the fat junier. Billy Bunter chyckled
again, and tried to cat cake at the same time, and Degun
to congh and gurgle,

“You fat chump!” said Frank, in measured tones. * And
what's put the ides into your silly napper that Dicky won't
bo at Grevinars!”

“ Gro-groo-hoo !

¥ Answer me, you ass!”

“Gur-gug-groo !

g {;ﬂ-ﬂk Ihﬂm. Bl{.[’ltﬂf"‘—”

uggle—guggle—-gug-gug

“ He's choking I said John DBull,
Bob."

Bob Cherry grinned.

“What-ho " Ei'm said cheerfully.

1%t him on the back,

Smuack! Smack! Smack!

“ Gerrovop " roared Billy Bunter. “ Yowp! Gug-gug
gup! Leave off ! Vowp!”

Smack! Smack!

Y Euggug !

Smaclk!

Bunter twisted away from the table and gasped and
gpuggled at a safo distanee from Bob Cherry. Perhaps DBob
!mg pen a little too heavy-handed in rendoring assistance to
Dunter. Perhaps he hod intended to be.

“Gue-ong " gasped Bunter. Y Ow!

Frank Mugoent glowered at him. )

HWill you explam what you were he-he-ing at when you've
done gug-gug-ing?’ he shouted.  **My hat, I'll take the
poker to you in & minote!™

“Gug-gug! Ow! Keep off! T'm all right now! Gug-
eug ! panted Buntor. “ Look here, I was only saying thut
Nugent miner wouldn't—gug-gug !

“1 know he won't!"

“Ha, ha, hat” :

“Weouldn't be at Greyfriars when young Inky comes, that's
all! Gug-gug !

" And why won't he?”

 Because he's going to be—gug-gug !—expelled.”

“3What!" shouted Frank. T s

Billy Bunter backed away from the angry junior, blinking
at him in alarm through hia bi% spectacies, Fraok MNuogen:
had jumped up from tﬁe tuble, his face red with angoer, and
his eves gleaming. Thlly Bunter placed as much distance as
possible bteween himself und the angry junior.

“1—T say, you fellows.” he gasped, " keep him quict, y~u
know! Hao looks dangerouz! Gug-gug! Keep him off, you
know I

“What do you mean by saying that my young brother »
going to be expelled, you fat villain!” howled Frank.

Groo-goo-goo-hoo ™
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y " B-b-because he it, you know, that's all.’' said Bunten
I heard the fellows in the Second say 0. They're all wai-
ing outside the Head's study for him.”

“The Head's study!  Did Quelehy toke bhim in to the
Head?' excizimed Wharton.

“ Yes, cortainly. And he isn't being whacked, hecause if
he were whacked he would howl; and Gatty said he hadn’t
howled at all, They think he's zoing to be sacked; and it
world e a geod riddance, too! YVih !

“On, s enly some Hecond Yorm chattor ™ said Bob
Cherry. ** No need to be alwrmed, Frank.”

But Frank Nupent looked worried.

“1dent know," he said, ¢ Queleh looked frightfuliv wild,
and Dicky has been in Lot water one way or another ever
since he cane to Greyfriars, 1 should havdly think they'd
expel him, but J-— 1 you chaps will excuse me, I'll go
d“'i:m -:13:1-:] gee him. 1 suppose hie's out by this time.”

ugy ]

The study door opened, and Nugent minor came in just as
Frank was about to leave.  Frank looked at his young
brother anxiously.

"I was just coming down to see you,” he said.

“Thanks! said Dicky. “ You'd better stay here, in case
Bob Cherry gota his rag out.  He secmed annoyed about
something when T saw lum on the staivs a lictle while ago.”

iob Cherry burst into a lungh.

M You cheely young ass!” he exeloimed.  * Nover mund,
it's all over now. You ought to be licked into a jeily, but
“That's all screne, then ! said Nugent minor cheorfully.

“ Bui it's like your cheek to come here—the very bleessed
stuly that you were vaiding " exelaimed Frank.

Dicky Nugent grinned.

“1 went to your study first, and vou weren't there, co I
carnc here,” he said. “I thought I'd better tell you the
REws.
. "The news? You don't mean to say that there’s anvthing
InJihe rot Bunter's just fold me !’ Frank exclaimed, aghast.

As T don't know what vot Bunter has just rold you, I
really can’t say whether there's anything in it or not,”" said
Ihick sermleIg‘. “What specizl kin& of rot hes Bunier been
tellide vou?

*Oh, really—"

“ Bhut up, Bunicr* major-—you're dead in this act! It's
your turn to jaw, Franky"

" Ha said you were going to be expelled.”

“He did, did he?

“Yes. You're not sacked, Dicky, surely?

" That’s where vou've wrong, ' said Dicky Nugent,

“What? You're going??

Dicky Nupont nodded.

i ?Eﬂ‘lr

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nugent Minor's Programme.

HE chums of the Remove stared blankly et Nugent
minor.

He was going !

It was true, then! Bunter's mows had been, for
once, correct.  But Dicky certuinly did not ook like a fellow
who had been oxpelled. His  cheorfulness seemed un-
diminished.

“Oh, you young asa®” groaned I'rank. * Sacled ™

Y Bocked 7 suid Dicky, with o nod.

“Expelled I sand Wharton.

' Not exactly expelled.”

Frank Nugent svized his young Dbrother by the shouldor
and shook him.  Dicky yelled.

“Legpo! Chack 21"

" You young rascal !V said Frank savagely, ' Inky minor
15 coming to Grevivars, and 1 wanred you to chum with him
it he goos info the Second.  You voung waster! MNow you've
got yourself sickod ! What will the mater say ¥

* Haven't thought about that,” said Dicky, “It's not eo
serious as all that, vou know. So Inky minor 1= coming, ie
he? Tan't Inky coming haek

“INot vet.  DBut aboat vog—-""

“ Had a letter from Inky ™

“Yea, I vou are sacked——"

“When is Inky minor coming ¥ ashked ]J'Icﬁ', with intovest.
YT shall be glad to gsee him. Old Inky’s beautifal flow of
language alwsys cheered me wupn No necd to take in comie
popers while Toky was aroaml.”

“ Never mind Inky " voxred Frank Nugent, simking hig
minor apain.  “ Tell me what's bappeoed to you™

Dicky Nupent vawned.

“0Oh, all right! The Heud looked as solemm az an owl
while Quelchy cxplamed to hiz,  Guelehy was fpdite ratty
for some reason’’
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1:" :ﬁf'-;:zl vourg hooligan, he had reaeom encugh, I should
thank 7

“ 0k, I don’ know! Of course, i was o nff! Bui I've
nad Ll encuph, without getting so jolly watty about 18!
You chavs haven't brought ap vour Form-master carcfully
enough.  We wouldn't stand him in the Sccond.”

“Look here, Dhcky—"

* Oh, all vight!  Queichy pitched it strong o the Head,
and the Head listened like an owl or a judge—or anything
of that kind—and frowned like Jove. I've never seen Jove
frown, of coursge, but 1 should think it was something on the
samao lines, Quelchy would have asked him to flop and expel
me, I think—the whole bag of tricks, you know—but he
stopped short of that, The Head wouldn’t have played up.
But I'm to be sacked for a time.”

“For a time ! repeated Frank.

"¥es. I'm to be sent home in the mornine, and I'm to
stay away from Greyfriara for o week—to consmider myself, T
suppose, and repent of my horrid erimes,’” said Dicky Nugent
choerfully, *The pater is to have a letter explainming. and
I expect he will get it pitched to him very strong. That's
rather rough on the pater, because he will feel bound to gO
for meo, and then the mater will chip in, and mwake him
chuel it. Dlessed if I know why the Head wants to make
these bothers in a peaceful familv., But these old chaps zare
& the same; thoy have no tact!”

The Removites locked at Dicky Nugent specchlessly.

There were some cool fellows in the Bemove, and cheek was
a quality they excelled in. Dut for the pure, nnadalterated
article, Dicky MNugent certainiy did take the whele cake,

“Ho you're going to be sent home?? exclaimed IPrank at
last, drowing a deep breath,

i -Y.E"E-“

“TFor o weel ¥’

"8a they sav iV

“ ] suppose they mean it *' said Harry Wharton.

“Yes, they do; but I don't!”

“¥You don’t?”

“ Exactiy "

“What on earth are you getting ot ¥ demanded Tranik
Nagent testily,  “ You bothering, worrving little bounder,
‘-‘-‘EJ:I’L’{]:CI vou mean? I suppose you will have to go 1f you're
gont.’

“Yea,”" eaid Dicky reficetively; * I shall have to go !

“ And vou'll have to stay at home for the timne.

“ No feart”

‘* Do you mean to say you'll come baclk ¥

Dicky nodded.

“ That's what I mean, old Franky 1™

Frank stared at him,

“¥ou'll come back "

" ¥es; within twentyv-faue hours, tao ! said Dicky Nugent
wonhdently, T folly well vot going to leave Greviriars
if I know 14! Why, we've got a matelr on with the Third
Tarm on Saturday, and Tubb’s team will wipe up the 8ccond
like nnything if I'm not there o bhat!”

“You'll—eome—bacl ' egand Havey Wharton, in mepsurcd
toncs. ' What de you nrean?  You can’t come back ! You'dl
be sent away again ™

“ MNot inuch 17

“ e you think vou coald come back and stny without the
Head’s permission 71

* What-he '

“Oh, you're talking out of your hat ! exclaimed Frank
iml':at.:{?utly. “Don’t be a silly young sss! You know vou
can’i !

“1 know I shalll”

(1] HU:‘"-h '51:

“ What will you bet on it 7" demanded Dicky defiantly.

“ MNothing, young Tathead U7

“Oh, I don't mean money ! But I'll wager a sty feed
thay I'm back at Greyfriars within fwentv-four hours, and
z!mtRI'm ok gent away when ¥ cowme in, either 1V

ot

“Toudav's Tuesday,” said Nugent miner ealmly.  “ Turs-
day next weok vou stand me a study feed—mie and the rest—
if I've come back within fwenty-four hours, and haveo’t been
weplt away i

s {Jh;. we'll do that ! said Frank. “But you know you
won bl

“We agree.' said Harry Wharton,  * But you know jolly
well that vou're talking out of your hat !

“We shall see what we shall see!” said Dicky Nugent
oroculamiy, U 1t's a Fo, then—and a study Feod on 3t 17

“ih, ves: rather !

“Within twenty-four hioure you'll see me here arain,” said
Dicky Nuagent impressively, “and [ sha'n't be booted out!
You mark my words P’

Al the juniors, with one voice, replied:

“Rats
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The cab, with Inky mlnor as driver, rolled off into the High Street o! Friardale, and the driver chased behiod |

I yelling and shaking his fist. *“Stop! Hil Stop!”

The juniors Inside peked their heads out in alarm.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gatty Thinks So.

UGENT MINOR quitted Greviriars the next morning
Lefore firat lesson.
The Head spoke to him very seriously before he
went. Dicky MNugent listencd with an air of innocent
gravity which quite touched Dr. Locke’s heart. The young
raseal was winking at Gatty all.the tirme with the eye that
was turned awany %mm the doctor.

Gatry almost exploded. But he managed to restrain him-
self. If Dr. Locke had discovered the veal spirit in which
the seamp of the Becond was recciving his admonitions, it is
t’iuite probable that he would havoe made the week’s © rostica-
tion " into o real expulsion. After the Hend had finished,
Dicley Nugent put his bag into the trap that was ready to
take him, and entered it himself, and sav there with an
expression of sad contrition on his face while Gosling drove
out at the pates. In the road, Gosling turned his head to
loock at the sacked fag.

Y Which it's "ard lines, sir,” he remarked.

“ Yoz, ain't it?” said Dicky cheerfully, * It will be awiul
not to see vou for a whole week, Gossy, You'll write, won't

ou?™
:'I And Gosling turned all his attention to the horse, and kept
it thers for the rest of tho drive to the station.

Gatty & Co., of the SBocond, looked very glum aiter Nugent
minor had gone. Dicky ruled in the Second Form with o
iigh hand; but he was very popular, and he was the chosen
teader of the faps. Ilo had endless resource and unlimited

Tee MasxeT Lisnarny.—No. 183
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courage, and it was through his aid alone that the Second
were able to keep their end up, as they called it.

Before Dicky Nugent's advent at Greyfriars, they had been
much downtrodden by the Third and the Remove ; but under
Dicky's lead they had “hbucked up” wonderfully, and tho
Thirur:IF. at least, lnd bean taupht to E:st them alone.

“Wea shall miss him frightfully,”’ said Gatty-dolefully.

”]T'rs, rather,” said Myers, * But he's coming back in 2
weealk.'

“Wa play the Third on Saturday.”

“They'll lick us"

Y It's rotten !

All the Becond agreed that it was rotten, Tubb, of the
Third, met Nugent miner’s chums as they came in ruefully.
Tubb, of the Third. wore o grin.

“ Bo he's gone?” ke remarked.

“Yes," said Gatty defiantly; ““he's gone!”

“ All the better for Grevfriars !’ said Tubb. * He was a
cheely voung ead! ¥le never understood that an Upper
Form was an Upper Form !

Gatty snorted.

“ He never stood any swank Erom the Third, you mean!”
ho exclaimed, *° And he won't, either, when he comes back.
As for the mateh on Saturday, we shall beat you, all the
same [

Tubb chuckled.

“ T rather think not ! he replied. *Of course, vou have
no chanee, in any case! By the way, I hear that Hurrco
Singh's nunor s coming to Greyfriars, I heard o Remove
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chap say so. Ts he going into the Third or the Second, do
you know ¥

* Blessed if I know 1"

“My hat!” ejaculated Mgyers.
Eﬂeqnﬂ, and he'a here before Baturday, we'll play him
agamst you. Inky was s wonderful cricketer—a regular

young Ranji—and I dare say his young brother takes after
1m.

“Good egg ! said Gatty.

“Only he may come into the Third, and in that case we
shall play him against you ! grinned Tubb.

* Anyway, weo'll lick you!" said Gatty.

At which Tubb only chuckled.

There was one fellow in the Remaove who looked glum
over Lhck's departure. It was Nugent major. Frank could
not help it. In spite of Dicky's faults, which were endless,
Frunk was very fond of his younger brother, and Dicky, too,
had been specially placed in his care at Groyfriars Ej' his
anxious mother, Frank had looked after him as well as he
could, but it was guite impossible to prevent Dicky from
getting mte scrapes. It would have been as easy to J{.lvtecp a
duck from the water.
" The young ass!” Frank said, a dozen times that day.
" The young fathead! If he had dropped on Monsicur
Charpentier it wouldn't have been 3o bad, Eut to drop on old
Quelchy——  The ass! The chump 17

., B3ut he’s coming back,”"said Harry consolingly.

“Yes, T know; but it's rotten, all the same "

“ And he saEu he's coming back within twenty-four hours,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

““0Oh, that's all rot, of course 1"

“'13_.’{-3_. mthﬁr e

I guess the young guy was talking out of hiz hat!”
Fisher T. Fish ramﬂrkecﬁ 3'“1 guess he‘% got it in the neck
this time. He won't come back till the weelk is up. Hallo,
young shaver! What are you lhistening to your elders for #"

The latter question was addressed to Gatty, of tha Second,
who had paused in the passing, as he heard the chums of
the Remove mention Dicky's name.

5 “*:Nha.t'a that about Dicky coming back?” demanded
INLIY.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“0Oh, he's bet us a study feed that he's back within
twenty-four hours I' he renlicd.

Gatty whistled.

“OM course, it's all rot !’ said Frank.

“ That’'s all yen know I" said Gatty, with a sniff.

“Tf he comes into the

" If

Dicky said ho would be back within twenty-four hours, he

juEIy E‘ull :I-'Iill be, and don't you forget it !

g , rot ¥

" Well, noo verrong, as Mossoo says!" replied Catiy
confidently. “We shall see! If Dicky said he would do
it he will do it—that's a dead ecort, [

And Gatty walked away whistling. The chums of the
Remove looked at one ancther. Gatfy's eonfidence was not
without its effect upon them. For the first time it dawned
tpon them that Mugent minor might make good his hoast—
that he might return to Greyfriars in the time he had
;;wc%f:ﬁd.

“The young ase!" said Frank. “ Tt would be like him!
But if he dﬂrég, there will ba trouble I*

e

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER,
Dicky Comes Home.

"M sure,” said Mrs. Nugent, wiping her eves, “that it

l wasn't Dicky's fault.”

Mr. Nugent locked up from his morning paper, and
lovked down again. He did not speak, but the thunder
upon his brow spoke for itself,

“I'm sure,” Mrs. Nugent went on, trying to see her hus-
band’s face over the top of the paper, and failing in the
attempi—'' I'm sure that the Head has been misinformed in
sotie way "

There was o peeuliar sound from behind the newspaper—
something between a grunt and a snort.

Mre. Nugent toyed nervously with her eggspoon.

Dr. Locke's letter lay upon the breakfast-table beside Mr.
Nugent's coffescup. He had read it out to his wife with
Jc&iaian thunder on hiz brow, and then betaken himself to the
" 1imes.”

Mrs. Nugent wanted to get the storm over, if possible.
before the arrival of the scapegrace. But Mr. Nugoent was
net to ba drawn, apparently.

“1 dare say Dicky has encmies ‘at the school who try to
tlo him harm,”” said Mrs. Nugent. ** 1 know when he was at
home people sometimes took disiikes to him for no reason
whatever. A more lovable child /3

Grunt ! from hehind the " Times

“ A more dutiful and affectionate boy—o"

Snort !
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“Thera is some mistake,"” said Mra. Nupi'\nnt bravely—
“some utter accident—something that Dicky could nes
possibly help—has been magnified by a foolish or spiteful
master at the schoo B

Grunt ! .

“ These masters are somtimes very bad-tempered, I know,’
said Mrs. Nugent. “I remember when we were at Grey-
frinrs to see o cricket match, or o football match, or some-
thing—no, it was a tennis match—1 remember Dicky
offended the French master, quite unintentionally, and the
man was quite angry. Dicky upset some ices down the
back of his neck, and he apologised in the sweelest way;
hu& the man persisted 1 being angry."

runt

““Then there was another master, named Quinch, or
Squelch, or something, whe lost his temper completely be-
cause Dicky dropped & cricket ball on his foot,” said Mrs,
Nugent. ' Scheolmasters are very bad-tempered, 1 believe,
and in this hot weather, of course, they would be less patient
than usual. 1 am convineed that there has been a mistake,
ﬂrﬁglwtt!hat- there is a conspiracy agamst Dicky.”

S EHGT

““The poor boy!" eaid Mrs. Nugent tearfully. * He will
come home hroken-hearted. [ hope that, after meeting with
cruelty and injustice at school—""

Bnort—crescendo ! .

“ After meeting with injustice at school,” said Mrs
Nugent bravely, I hﬂpe he will be able to rely upon the
aficction of his parents.”

Snori—fortissimo.

“I hope he will be received with sympathy, Henry—"

Mr. Nugent laid down the paper. He was drawn at last.

" He wﬁf ba received with a thrashing,” he said deliber-
ately, “ and unless he haz changed very much, he will get
another thrashing every day of the week while he iz at
home."

“Oh, Henry " ) o

“You have sporled that boy, Mrs, Zhu]gen!," said her
husband. * ¥You have spoiled him. You have made him
into & thorough young rascal, madam, with guur petting and
maxing, and interfering between him and ftting pumsh-
ment.’

:'Hﬂ-ﬂf [

“ And if he onds his days in prison, madam,” said the ex-
agperated Mr. Nugent, " 1f he should Bnish iz carcer as a
chnvict, as I fully anticipate, he will have hizs mother to
thank for it."

Mrs. Nugent sobbed.

- Her husband eved her across the table with glowing eyes.
Mrs. Nugent had a gift most valuable for any woman,
cgpecially a married lady; she could ery without making
her cyelids red. And in any little dispute in the Nugent
household, she therefore had alwavs the resource of tears—
before which a mere man, of course, could only lay down
hiz arms and surrender unconditionally.

HI—I—1 am sure,’”” said Mrs. WNugent, between her sobs,
““that I have always done my best to take care of Dicky,
and te bring him up to be like his f-f-father.”

Bnort |

“I am sure—oh—ch—oh! Oh!™

' Mrs. Nugent!"

“I am sure no mother could be more careful than I have
beenu,” sobbed Mrs, Nugent, © 1 have always—oh—oh—oh IV

“Mary !

A |1'rg:.'5*-nh—l:rh—nh L

Y My dear Mary !V

Sob !

“Mary, my dear—

Saob ! :

“Of course, I know vou have always been o model mother,
in every Pm:sih]e respect,”” said Mr. Nugent, laying down tha
“Times.” “ My dear—dear girl—"

Sob !

W I—T1 was only hinting at o little ecarelessness, due to over-
aﬁgcg?n, my dear. OFf course—"

b !

**In fact, I did not really mean what I =aid, at all” said
Mr. Nugent distressfully. 1 did not mean it at all. I—I
waz speaking generally. I was thinking of something else,
The fact ig—"

Soh !

“ 4g for that young rascal—"

Sob—ecrescendo !

“ I mean, as for Dicky, of course I know how you have
taken care of him, and if he has turned out a young scape-

race——

“'5ob1 Sob!
It iz only e little wildness, nalurel to—te high-spirited

"FIGHTING HIS WAY,” =t gt fanns



vouth,” said poor Mr. Nugent. "I have not the—¢r—the
clightest doubt that the whole matter has been hopelessly
cxaggerated.”

Hob !

“J shall write to the headmaster to—io that effect. ov-—
or something of the sort,” said Mr. Nugent. * Of course,
Dicky was only playing some entirely harmless little jolke—
some proof, really, of—of a playiul disposition, and a kind
afid thoughtful nature.”

Sohb !

“ My dearcst Marr—"

“To thrash the dear bov, when he is returning broken.
hearted from school,”” said Mrs. Nugent. “Oh! Oh!”

“Of—of course, I did not mean exactly that,” said My
I{légent hesitatingly. “ A littla gentle chastisement——-"

ob !

“ A shight caning—"

Soh ! M 8 '

“ Perhaps, upon the whole, it would be wiser to spenk fo
him gentivy and firmly,” said My, Nugent. ** Upon the
whole, perhaps the matter iz not really serious enough to
call fbnr personal chastizement. A faw firmm words——'

sob !

“ Or—ar perhaps, under the—the eircumstances, perhaps
it would be better to say nothing whataver, and to Ieave
Dieky to his own reflections upon the matter,” Mr. Nugent
said. I really think, Marey, that that would be the most
judicious courze. But—but L am willing 10 leave the matter
guite in your hands"

The sobbing ceased.

Y Now, den't erv, mv dear. or Jane will see it when she
comes in,"" zaid Mr. Nugent nervously, *° J=1 know this is
a trial to vou, of course™

“The dear boy may be beee al any moment now," said
Mre. Nogent, deving her tears with wonderful ease. * He
must pot feel that we blame han in any way., The poor,
dear chald "

“Fxoctly,” murmured Mr. Nuogent, only too glad to see
the last of the tears, * The-—-the peor, denr child [

“ The merest word burets him so much, be 3 s0 very
sansitive,” said Mrs. Nogeak. My poor, dear, wironged
Loy "

* Ahem " ]

The door of the breakfast-room opened auietiv, and a
hovish face leoked i It belonged to Dielky Nugeni. 3
Mugend tool up bis * Times" and buried himself Lehiod it

Dicky Mugent entered the roon sefrly.

Thore was & pecaliny expression upoen his fuce, One ere
wandered oervensly in the diveciion of his father, Iheky
knew only too well, from pasi expenence, from  which
guarter a thunderstorm was likely to comne.

= Dicky ! exclurmed Mrs, Dugent.

“ Mommy, dear!™ _

Dicky put iz armns affectionately round his mother’s neck,
and kissed her on both cheeks. He was not humbugging
now; the young rascal had @race enough fo be very fond ol
hiz mother,

“ My poor, dear boy !V )

Thers was & snord from behind the © Times,”

“ Henry, dear "

CGrunt !

“ ITenry, have you nothing to say to veour boy—your own
dear bov ™

Mr. Nugent lowered the paper,

The expression upon his %am showed that he had a grent
deal fo say to his own dear boy: bat it would not have
pleased his wife if he had said it So he kept it haclk.

“You've come home, then,'" he sard.

¥ es, dad

“ YVeu have not been to blame at all, of courze?”

T anm sure he has not,™ said Mes. Nogent.

Az a omatter of fact, dad, I was 2 git to blame,' soid
Diicky., *1 was ecareless. DBut how was 1 to know old
Quelch would come buzzing along just in fime for ime to bift
him in the gear-box "

“"There! The denr child admitzs that he was to blama ™
exclaimed Mrs, Hugent. " It 13 noble—noble of him to be 30
frank and truthfal™

Mr. Nugent turncd purple,

“ I thiulk T will finish my paper in the garden,” he said.

And he walked out of the French windows,

Dheky winked at the ceilling.

“ Been a row, mum ¥ he murmured

“ (Oh, Dicky, yon should not worey your father ™

“0Of course 1 shoubdo't,” said Dicks. “ TU'm a rotter—a
beast, ain’t I, mum "

“Oh, no, my dear Dicky; though it s very manly of yvou
to blame vourself ! zuid Mr:, Nugent. * Your father was
a little angry at first, but when 1 pointed it out to him how
the matter really stood, he had to admit, of course, that—
that the wrong was not on vour sude DBt 2

“ Buat I'm geing back, mum,” said Dicky cheorfully, '
goiug back this afterncon.”

“ Lhicky 1

e — —
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“ You see, I've reason to suppose that the Head will take
it all serene, and the sooner 1 go back the better,”” said
Dicky. **The governor needn't got his back up, after all. I
sha'n’t he here for more than a few hours"

“ My dear Dicky !’

“1 ghall want smne tin, that's all’ said Dicky.
pose you can let me have some tin, muom.”

“{M course, Dicky, dear, of course. But—but I Teally
think that vou ought not to return to Greyfriars until the
mazker has apologised ™

Dicky ﬂhucllcled.

“Yes, I can see old Quelch doing that, mum,” he re-
marked. “ He was in his rights to ratiy=—I biffed him
an the earburetter, you know, and it was bound to shrke
him up. You don't understand, mum—you haven't been fo
a public school. Quelchy was ratty, and the Head bad to
buck him up. It was just my bad luck. But 'm gowng
back this very afternoon.™ )

“Are you sure it will be all right, Dicky !

= Dh, positive!'

And when Mr., Nugent henrd that the scapegrace of the
family was going back that afternoon, he was too rclinved te
ask many guestions on the subject.

“ 1 sup-

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
News of Inky Minor.

o ELEGRAM ! ]

T The ielegraph-boy from Friatdale was crossing

the Close towards the School Iouwse. The (irex-

friarz fellows were just turning out after dinner
into the sunny afterncon. It was a heli-holiday that day at
Creyfriars, and the juniors were in lugh spirits. The arrival
of atelegram alwarys caused a cerinin asnounetof interest, and o
sroup of juniorz paused in the doerway io wateh the boy
COIE 1. _

“ 1 sar, you fellows, [ expeet that's for me,” Billy Runter
remarked. 1 was expecting o postal-order this morning,
but owing to some defay in the post, it diduw't come, Perhaps
my titled friend forgot to post it, and he's wiring the money
to me." ] )

“'h[ guess that's & whacking big perkaps,” said Fisher T.
Fish.

“ Dh, really, Fish—-" - ; o~

“ More !ii;aiy it's from Inky minoer lo say he's coming,
=aid Bob Cherry.

“(r from young NNugent. to ery off thai wager about
the study feed,"” said John Bull, laughing.

1 shouldn't wondesr.” ) .

The telervaph-boy cawme up the steps of the School House
There was & chorus of inguiry from all the group of jumors
at onee

“Is that for met”

¢ Mupster Wharton, please,” said thoe lad.

“ Flere you are ! said Harry. ) ; :

“ Are you sure that there isn't a mistake?” said Billy
Dunter cnxiouzly. “ The nume Wharton looks very hlhw
Runter in writing, and—-="

' Ha, ha, ha!”

Ok, really you fellows—""

Harry Wharton slit the buff envelope, and took out the
folded form.  He opened it, and glanced at the mcssage,
Then he gave a wlistle.

“ My hat!" he ejaculated.

“ What's the noewa, Wharton

¢ Inky minor'z coming.”

“ Inky oinor?'”

i Y["ﬁ." . c I -

“ By Jove! This i rather sadden, isn't i7"

Wharton frowned in a puzzled way.

“Well, yos, ik 15" he said. ** Is thore any other tolegram,
kid '

The iclegraph-lad shook his head.

* Mo, sir.”

© Nothing for the Head?”

“ No, sir; that'a the only one.’

“OAN pirht, then: no answer.”’ :

The telegranh-lad took bis departuaie. The juniors gatheren
round Harry Wharten to hear the news. He read the tele-
sram out to the listening erowd.

“Wharton, Greviriare School
day., Moot me stationfully.
SixeH Mivon.™

Coming  schoolfully to-
Four o'clock tram.—HURRE

The inniora grinned,

“ Inky's brother talks the same kind of English as Inky,
cvidently,” said Bulstrode. T faney that must have made
the operator langh when it was handed in"
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" Ha, ha, ha!"”

" Where doca it come from, Wharton '

Harry glanced at the telogram,

" Londen,” he ssid. ** Handed in at one o'clock.”

“ That's odd, though,” said Nugent, * Inky never gave
a3 th;:r least hint in his letter that his minor was arriving so
B0OT,

“May have made an cxbra quick voyage,” Bob Cherry
remarked., I belicve steamers sometimes come in shead of
their time,  Anyway, here's Inky minor coming to-day.
There's no mistake about that.”

“ No, that's a cert [

“1 suppose we'd better meet him at the station,” said
John Bull. * It would be only decent, as he's old Inky's
nnar, especially as ho agks for it

“ Oh, rather!™

" I pupposa the Head knows he's coming 7" said Wharton,
with s puzzled look, * I should have cxpeeted o wire for
the Head, too.”

“ Perhaps he had a letter this morning,” Tom Brown
Husgest&d. M1 dem't su};pmn Inky minor would drop in
suddenly without luttmﬁ im know."

" Mo, I suppose not,

* 0Oh, the Head knows right enough ; it stands to reasen”
said Bulstrode.  * Anyway, he’ll know when Inky gets hero.
We'd hetter all turn up to meet the four o'clock train at
Friardale, and give him a good reception. It will please
In}s'}':.}WI::lﬂﬂi the young shaver writes and tells him about it."

GO .

“ We'll have a bit of & fead, too,” zaid Marey Wharton,
“We ought to do old Ink)l-“a minor down in good style. If
your young brother keeps his word, Frank, and comes back
in twenty-four hours, he can have the pleasure of introducing
Inky minor to the Scecond Form.'”

Frank laughod.

" Oh, he won't come!” he said. * He can't.”

Luckily, there's no match on  this afternoon,” said
Wharten. ' We can get in some practice at the nets, and zo
down to the station in good time to mect Inky's train. I'm
i]ﬂ“:f glad he’s coming. It will be the next best thing to

aving old Inky back apain.™

" Yes, rather,'

Many of the juniors were glad to hear that Inky minor was
{mmm%‘, and many moré were curious to sce him, and sco
what he wids like. From the wording of his telegram, it
was elear that he was accustomed to speak in the same
peculiar Bnglish as his major. It would zeem like old times
to the chums of the Remove to hear those extraordinary
variations upon their mother tongue.

The juniors went down to the nets; but they knocked off
cricket practice in time to walk down to the stetion in o hody
to mect the four o'clock train.

When four o'clock chimed out from the old church of
Frinrdale, Harry Wharton & Co. were standing on the plat-
form, waiting for the train to come in,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Jam!

W H ERE she comes!” exclaimed Bulstrode.

The train appeared i sight down the line. Trains

did not come in very promptly at the little country

station, ﬂ.m‘.l_Bl::b Cherry had several times asked the

porier about what time the four o'clock was expected in, It
came in ab four-sgven, a3 & matter of fact,

The train stopped, and the group of juniors seanned the
passengera a3 they turned out. Nugent gave n shout.

* There's Inky 1*

Certainly, there was no mistaking him. A youth in Etons,
with & dark face that gleamed in the sun, and heavy, dark
cyebrows, at.{-pggd from the trein. No onc with that eom-
plexion could mizsed. He was the only ecoloured youth
on the train, and the Greyiriars juniora made for him at
O,

The dark youth swept off a silk hat in response to their
gi'mhnf.

“ Hallo, Inky minor!™

" Here you are, then”

- Fe’re from Gr{r}lflgars."

"1 puesa wa'ra glad to see you, sonny.
the glad hand® = © = .
.The dark youth beamcd wnon them. He was not much
like Inky major in the faece, but he was certainly like him
in comnlexion,

" The gladiulness to sce the honourable chums of my
venerable major is terrific,” he exclaimed,

* Hear, hear 1

* Hurray !”

* The importance of the honourable occasion,’”” continued
Hurreo Singh minor, ** iz only equalled by the politefulness
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We'll give vou

of the esteemed, handsome youths who have arrivefully
come b0 mect the auguost train.”

** Hear, hear

“"Go it! Doesn't it sound just like old Inky?" chuckled
Bob Cherry, in great delight.

“*Thoe shakefulness of the honcurable hand: i1z terrifie. [
am gladiul in my cstcemed heart to mect the vencerable
friends of my sugust brother.™

" Hurray !

“ The hurrayfulness is terrifie.”

And Inky minor waved his silk hat in the o,

The juniors all laurhed. Inky minor was evidently in
high evirits. They shook hands with him ail round, The
minor of the great Inky was cortainly of a jollier disposition
than his brother. Inky had always been cheerful and good-
tempered, but there had been o sedateness about hin which
was, perhaps, due to his being a prince,  Buat Inky minor was
as pay az & lark, that was clear.

Y We're jolly glad to sec you,” said Harry Wharton.
“ By the way, what's your name 7"’

*Me-m-my name 7Y

“ ¥es. Of course, you're Hurree Bingh minor to us, but
I suppase you have & name as well, kid ¥

“ ¥e-g-8, of course,” said the dark vouth., ** In my country
wo—we all have names. My full name is—is Sindbad Omar
IKhayyam Gorgonzola.®

"My only hat!”

“ What's in o name ¥ grinned Cherry.

** Hua, ha, hal?

1 think we'll eall you Inky minor for short,”” said Harry
Wharton, with a staro of astonizhment. I didn't know
Gorponzola was an Indian nome”

“h, yez!" zald Inky miner cheerfully., * It mcans Son
of the Moon ard Stars, you know.””

* Does 363

“And I am named Bindbad after ¢ famous sailor, whe
was an ancestor of mine”?

My word !

* And have you any title?' asked Figher T. Fish, whe
hed all Bn American republican’s thirst for titles, ** Are you
a #iddy prinee, like Inky 1"

“1 am a Jam.™

“A what 1"

“ A Jam.?

“ A.nea-n Jam i

_‘f]ﬂ'ertmnlg.r! It is an Indian title,” said the dark wyouth
airilv.

] M"s-' hﬁ.t Irﬂ
“What kind of jam ™

* Ha, ha, ha!™
By Jove!" said Harry Wherton, *“It's a real Indian
title, you know. Ranjitsinhii became a Jam, I remember.

And if Ranit wos a Jam, why shouldn™ Inky miner be &
Jam. Tt sounds odd, but I dare say wmany English titles
sound odd to foreigners."

“ 0O course,” said Bob Cherry.

T guess T'm honoured to mect 2 Jam,” said Figshor T.
Fizh. “ Would you mind taking off your glove to shake
hands with me, Jam !

The dark youth shook his head.

“Jams never shake hands with their gloves ofl,” he
repdicd.

* Great snales 17

“Inky used to,”” said Frank,

“But Inky waz a nabob, and T am a Jam, T thinkfully
Lielieve," zatd the wary junmior. “ I will shake hands twice-
fully with the hnnmu'ahfn glove on, but with the rateomed
zlove off it would be a moral impossibility, or, as you soy in
Enghsh, an immoral possibility.’”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

“ This way out,"” zaid Harry Wharton, * You can he
satisfied, Fishy, FReal Royaliy is bound to oone a little
through a2 commen or garden glove, you know,™

T § E'LIE'E-E—”

Y Come on, Inky minor ! By the way, where's vour hox 7"

" The honourable box wae not put in the esteemced train,™

“Phew! You haven't lost your box, have you "

“No, I have not lost it."

“Then where g 167

* It was not put in the {rain.”

* Where--in Tondon #*°
. " Yes, my estecmed friend, the box was not put in the train
in London, eertainly.”

“Then it will have to be inquired after,” said Harry
anxicusly. * Yoo can't lote your » you young dufler.*

“Tt 15 &ll rightful. My box is guite safe.”

“* Oh, if you're surc of that—"

" gmtﬂfully sure,"”

“ Good, then, Come on!l™

“He can borrow some of my minor's things if the box

“FIGHTING HIS WAY,” 1= this asks "omu” Livrary.



doosn’t come on to-night,” said Frank Nugent. * Dicky
left his box at Greyfriars, you kiow.”

“ Yes, that's a good idea.” 1 _

Harry Wharton led the way out of the station. Outside,
the station cab was waiting, the old horze nodding between
tho shafts, and the deiver thoughtfully sucking a straw as
he leaned against a pllar-box. : .

“ Get inhﬁlj, my worthy chums,™ exclaimed Inky minor.

“Right yvou arc!”

Tho juniors piled into the cab. It was rather crowded
with u.'li of them in it. The driver dotached himself slowly
from the pillar-box and came towards his wehicle

“Hi!” he exclaimed.

}.E_Ilk}' minor had mounted to the box and taken up the
whip.
TE{; dusky face grinned down at the startled driver.

“ It ig allfully right!” explained the Jam. “1 am going
to drivefully take the estoemed cab to Greyiriars™ .

“You young rip!” cxclaimed the driver, as the dusky
junior sot the horse inte motion  ** Get hoff my cabl”

The Jam grinned, and whipped up the horse. The old
steod started at a ron, and ntlr.hﬂug hiz run was a show
one, it was faster than the old driver's ]

The cab rolled off into the Wigh Street of Friardale, and
the driver chased behind, yelling and shaking s Ast.

“Stop! Hi! Stop!" _

. TE;e juniors inside poked their heads out of the window
1 AT,

“Hold on!" shouted Harry Wharton, * What are rou
up m?!!

“1 am driveinlly taking the cab”

Y Btop !

“Whylully?'

“ Stop, you young ass!" roared Bob Cherry. -

The Jam only chuckled and cracked the whip ferociausiy.
The horse put forth his greatest efforts. The cab gathered
guite a spesd as 1t rattled and rang down the old High
wtreet.

Tho yolis of the cabby died away behind.

“ My hat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the cab swayed and
swung from sido to side. * My only chapean! We shall have
an accident zoon.”

“ Looks liko ir."

“We shall be over a3 soon as we get into the lane, as
safe as honses™

Y Btop !t

“Inky minor, stop!™

“ Jam-—Jam, stop!”

The Jam did not stop.

His whip was stili eracking.

The horse's hoofa rattled upon the rough old stones of the
High Street of Friardale, and the cab jolted and oscillated
more than over. y 3

The juniors leaned out of the windows, shouting and
waving their hands to tha reckless driver.

Buat all their shouting had no elfect upon the reckloss Jam.

He shouted to the horse, in his tarn, and eracked the
whip, and the animal bounded on [aster and fnster.  Loud
shouts from the cheerful vouths of Friardale prected their
progresa through the streots.

“It's not safe to jump ouot,” exelaimed Harry Wharton,
half-opening the door and then zhutting it again, ™ but——"'

“But it's not safe o go on, either.”

“ Exactly 1™

“dam! Jam! Tnky minor, stop!”

1 puess our goose i cooked rhin journcy.'

Y Blop, you voung villain!™

“ Biop '’

The eab tore on. It was out of the village now, in the
lane; and the lane was very rough and rogeed. In the soil
were deep ruts, and the mud was hacdened by the blazing
sun almost to the hardness of iron,

‘The eab simply jumped now as the horse tore on

‘Y R2ftap, Inky, yvou champion zss!" roarcd the juniera
“Oh, stop!™

The eab did stop—saddenty. It gave a wild lurch on the
cdie of a wide, dry ditch, and toppled over. The shafta
broke off short, and the hovse woent galloping down the
bano with the sbatts and the traces clattering belend him,
Inside the caly the juniors yelled and strugpied o a heap.

THLE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Second Form are Pleased.

“ g pOW L
* Memi-my hag!™
“ Yarooh!"

Y Gerroll my chest!™

Wild and whirline words proceedoed in strange varielios
of tone from (he overturned gal as it reposod among the
dreied ferns and reeds in the shoallow ditch. Inky nainor
wiat in Lthe hedge, where he bad fallen, gasping.

The right side of the ecab was uppermost now, and from
the window two or three heads emerged, snorting.
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COw ! s

“ Gerroff my legs!™

“ ¥Yahi!"”

e U“.p.?l

The door was burst upwards, and Harry Wharton

clambered out. Frank Nugent followed him, and then Bob
Cherry.  Then Bulstrode’s head came into view, and he
waz dragped out.  Then Ifisher T Fish and John Bull
were assisted from the cab.

Duzty and dishevelled and very red and breathless, the
juniors stood gasping in the roadway.

The Jam lonked at them from the hedge, and chuckled
breathlessly.

“ The upsetiulness was terviffie,” he gasped.

The juniors shook their fists at him, They forgot for the
maoment that he was & new boy whom they were taking
under their special care, that he was Inky minor, the
younger brother of good ald Inky.

" You=you black villain!™ rowrved Bulstrode.

“You silly owl!™

“¥You howling ass!™

* ¥You—vou—vou 2

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Inky minor, snd his laugh soonded
very English, * Ha, ha, ha!™

“Bump him!” welled Bob Cherry.

“Good! Collar the black chump!”

“Hold on?" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
voung brother, you know. We can’t bump him. Hold on!”

“Look here, Wharton—=""

“ Besicles, he's o Jom of the Indian Empire, and il's next
door to regicide to bump a Jam,” grinned Nugent.

“ The Jamfulness 13 terrifie, my honeourable chums ™

“(zet down out of the h-:ld’gd:_., you young idiot "' growled
Wharton. ** We're not going to bump you Herc comes
the driver. I fancy you'll have to do some explaining now.’™

Inky minor crawled out of the hedgo.

_ The driver arrived breathlessly. ¢ shook his fist at the
juniiors, and raved.

* You young rips! Who's %’Din’ to pay for my cab? Who's
{l?mg to pay for the damage! That's what I want to know!

ho's going to pay—hey®"

“Oh, you'll be paid!* seid Harry Wharton. “¥You
won't be done, old son. We'll raise the tin among us, and
you ean sond the bill in to me.”’

The old driver’s {ace cleared at onee.

“Which 1 didn’t mean them words for you, Master
Wharton,”” he said. “ But it's enongh to make 2 man wild.”

“Quite right; it 15" agreced Bualstrode.

“ But if the damage 15 paid for——"

“Tt ehall ha paid for.”

“Tha pavfulness will be terrific, my worthy and estecmed
old bottle-nosed friend,” said the Jam cheerfully.

The driver glared at him. Then he rubbed hiz noze, so
rntimly alludee to by Inky minor, in a thoughtful way as
1w gazed at the wreek.

“J shall 'ave to get 'elp to get that hup,” he remarked.
“ And then there's the 'orse to keteh. Thia will run into
quids, Master Wharton,™

* That'a all right.” .

“We shall have to wulk ta the school now,” said Bob
Cherry. *'If sou begin any more of your mad pranks, you
young ass, we'll bump ¥ou, o mind!"”

“ My honourable friend is not displeased by the playiul
jokefuluess of my humble sell 7’ exelaimed the Jam. !

“Well, no,’”" said Bob. * Only, don't do it any more.”

“The cireumspeetfulness of my honourable conduct shall
be simply tervifie,” the Jam promised

And he certainly looked wvery demure as he walked
townrds Grevfriars with the juniors. They eyed him a little
distrustfully  from time to time. Ihis propensity  for
practical jokes of the wildest deseriplion was a surprisc io
shom. It was not what they had cxpected in the brother
of the Nabob of Bhanipur. It was evident that Inky minor
did not brar & close resemblance to Inky major. )

There was quite o little erowd at the gates of Greyfrinrs
to greet and stare at the brother of the nabob.

“Here he 18! exelaimed Ogilvy, a3 Inky minor walked
in with the chums of the Remove,

“Here he 131" repeated Gatty, of the Becond.
the kid!" . ) .

“Here he isl” said Tubb, of the Third. " What Form
are you going into, kid?”

“Second,” said the Jam promptly.

Gatty gave a yell of triumph, and Tubl frowned.

“Do you play cricket, like your brother®' demanded
Gatty.

2 !{at.he riully "’

“* O, good—good—good !*

“Ripping " exclaimed Myers. : ;
“The rippingfulnese is terrifie, my worthy chums,” said
Tir MagwET LiBrARY.—No. 183,

DUH‘T Mlss the ppsclal new story of the

Chumes of £t. Jim's. entitled:

“Ha's Inky's

" Here's

Inky minor. *“Ars vou members of the honourable and
vateemed Second Form of Greyfriars?”

" Wa are, rather!”

“Then administer kindly the shakefulness of the hand.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Come into the Form-room, and we'll fecd you,” ex-
claimed Gatty, “If vou can bowl like Inky major, you'll
be worth your weight in gold to ns. What ™™’

“* Certuinfully 1™

*“ Heore, held on!"” cxclaimed Wharton,
[eed Inky minor in our study.'

“Rats! He belongs to the Second.”

“Buy as Inky minor——""

“1 guess the kid had betler take his choice,”” said Fisher
T. Fis%’n. “1I rockon you’ll pet a better feced in 2 Hemove
study, kid. The Second Iﬁ'-::rrm here stand you feeds of
burnt herrings and tea made in inkpots™

*““Ha, ha, lEa.!”

“We don't!” roared Gaity indignantly.

“1 will come with my major's honourable chuams first,”
said the Jam. “ After that I will proccediully make my
way to the SBecond Form-room, to make the honourable
anguaintance of my esteemed Form-fellows.”

b, all right!™ said Gatty.

And Inky minor walked into the Sehool Houze with
Harry Wharton & Co,, and was marched up to Neo 1
Study in trivmph. A feed had been specially laid in, and
the fable was already set. All the juniora were matij for
their tea, and Nugent put the kettle on the zpirit-stove.

“Like to have & wash before tee?' asked Harry Wharton,
The travelling and the accident in the lane had not becn
without effect upon the countenance of Inky munor.

The Jam shook his head.

" Thankfully no!™ he replied. .

Wharton was surprised again. Hurree Jamsei Ram Singh
had been cleanly almost to the peint of fastidiousness; but
thia was evidently another respeet in which his minor did
not take after the nabob.

“Right-ho [’ eaid Wharton,

And the Jam, with a serene countenance, sat down to tea
with the chums of the Remove.

¥

“We're going to

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
A Troubled Tea Party.
ARRY WHARTON & CO. had done their besl {o pro-

vide & [eed worthy of Inky's minor, and it was
certainly an extra good one. The dusky junior sur-
veved the table with eatisfaction as he sat down.

“The hospitality of my worthy chums 1s terrific!” he
remarked.

Nugent grinned.

“1t's just like having Inky back,” he remarked * You're
nat much like him to leok at, but you talk just the same’

“The resemblefulness is not terrific,’’ agreed the Jam.

*I have heard that my worthy chum has a minor at this
esteemed school alea

Nugent frowned a little,

“ 8¢ I have,” he said; ““or, rather, T had.
away for a week for playing the giddy ox,
rascal.”’

Y Hate !

Mupenil stared. .

“Eh? What? What <id you say, Inky minor "

The Jaum stammered. He had spoken very quickly, evi-
dently without thinking.

“1.-I-— The eorrowfulness is terrific!” he exclaimed.
“ I did not mean to interrupt my worthy chum.”

“You haven't seent my minor—you can't have if you've
only just come to England,” said Frank. * Perhaps you've
heard about him from Inky, though."”

1 have certainfully heard about him." i

“Then you know he's a regular young villain?” said
Nugent. :

“ Tlaes it run in my worthy chum’s honourable family ¥

Nugent stared at the Jam again. He could not under-
wiand the dusky junior taking up the cudgels for Nugent
minor in this way.

# And is your 'v."{:rrthgr minor like you,” asked the Jam,
“or is he good-logking ¥

¢ 1ia, ha, ha " roared Bob Cherry.

MNugent glanced round at Bob.

“What are you mcklin%‘ about ! he demanded. :

“Tla, ha, ha! Is he like you, or ie he pood-looking?”
roarexd Bob.

* Agg—"" ) .

“ He's like Nugent, and he's pood-leoking,” said Harry
Wharton, to pour oil upon the {roubled waters, so to speak,

The Jam shook his head.

Ile’s been sent
He's o young

“FIGHTING HIS WAY." = E3bncbonur.



“ My worthy friend has stated the immoral imposstbility,”
he remarked.

Nugent rose to his feet.

“Lock here,” he exelaimod, *if you weren't old Inky's
minor, and a guest in this study, you'd jolly well get a
thick ear, young ehaver "

““ Peaco, my szons!"” said Harry Wharton. * This isn’t the
way to talk to old Inky's minor, Frank. Honour the guest
that 13 within thy gate, you know.”

“Well, then—'

“The esteemed Nupgent has the honourable ratty femper,”
suggested the Jam, * Perhaps he is a terrific trouble to his
august minor.'’

Nugent snorted and sat down. He- made no reply, but
his _Jn{:li:i at Inky minor after that were not nearly eo
cordial.  Certainly it seemed to be the Jam's object to
“draw’’ Frank Nugent if he could.

The tea procecded. Inky major had always heen moted
f-l_:}r his slight appetite. The juniors had sard that he conld
live for a week on a banana. But in this, too, the minor
shawed no resemblance to the major.  The Jam made a
heavy inroad upon the well-supplied tea-table; and he
showed a clumsiness, too, that was really remarkable, con-
m:df:rmg: how deft and neat Inky had always been. When
Nugont asked for the milk, the Jam passed it to him, and
the milk shot out of the jug over Nupeni’s knees.

Frank jumped up with a shoul.

“You clumsy young ass!”

The Jam looked very concerned.

““The sorrowinlness is terrific ! he murmured.

“*You—you fathead I howled Nugent, mopping his knees
with his handkerchiel. ** My bags are soaked now !

“ My worthy chumm—"

“You silly ass! You—you—-—

“Held on, Franky ! murmured Harry Wharton.
couldn't help it, you know. Accidents will happen.”

“Br-rer-r ! prowled MNugent. ‘1 shall have to go and
change my trucks now. Yow!'

And Frank Nugent swung out of the study, closing the
door behind him with considerable force.

?’hﬁ Jam grinned. Harry Wharton looked rather apole-
retic.

“Mever mind MNugent,” he said. *“ The fact is, he's a bit
upset about his young brother being sent home. Nugent's
minor is an awiul voung rascal, and is always worrying
somebody. Yarcoh [V

Wharton jumped up with a yell.

The Jam's elbow had come into sudden contact with the
tea-pot, knocking it off the tray, and it crashed against
Harry as it fell.

Bmash !

The teapot broke on the floor, and Harry gasped as the
aplashes of hot liguid came over his anlles.

“0Oh! Ow! Oh!™

“0h, I am sorrowful—-""

*You young ass!"

“The repretfulness is terrific

“Oh, never mind ! said Harey, sitting down and rubbing
his ankles. ““ It wasn't hot enough to =¢cald me. NWever
mind.”

It required all Harry's politeness to extract thoss words
from him. He was thinking that Inky minor was the
clumsiest young ass he had ever come upon, and beginning
to wonder whether it was really all elumsiness or not.

There was & peculiar gleam in the Jam's eyes that
geemed te hint that he was a youth endowsd with a strong
and peculiar sense of humour. That was not the only
noticeable thing about the Jam's eyes.  Wharton had
observed that they were blue in colour—as blue as Frank
Nugent's—and Inky's eves had been as black az midnight.
The want of resemblance between Inky major and minor was
really seurprising.

“ Waver mind, Harry,” zaid Dob Cherey. ** Accidents will
happen, you know."

And Bob grinned. ;

“0Oh, it's all eight!” snid Harrey.

“Can I [Jllﬂﬂ vou anything, my worthy Cherry "' ashed
the Jam politely.

“ Ng, thankes !’ said Bob, quite hastily.

“Will you try the honourable marmalade-—"

#No. Don't you pass me anvthing, pleaso.”

The Jam sighed.

“ 1 fear that my clumsifulness 15 terrific " he remarked,

“ (Oh, not at all; only don’t pass me anvthing! I'll try
the pewars, please, Johuny. '

John Bull reached out to pass the dish of preserved peans,
swimming in juice, to Bol» But the Jam was quicker.

“ Allow me ! he exclauimed.

e lifted the dish with both hands.

wtareful, thera " exclaiined Fisher T. Fizh.

Inky minor turred round to hinw.
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:: Did you speak, my esteemed chum 7" ho nsked.

U Look out ! roared Beb Cherry. * You're tilting tho
dish, you young uss, and pouring the juice owpr the toast !™

“0Oh, dear 1™

 Inky mincr rvighted the dish, and tilted it on the other
side, and a fresh stream of juice shot over the sdge—this
time into the butter-dish.

“Put it down [ roared Bob.

:: But T am passing it ro you, my ssteemed chum.”
© Well, pass it carefully.” Oh! Ow "
The Jam reached over the table with the dish, and 3t
tilted, and the whole of the contents shot into Bob Cherry's
walstooat.

“Yarooh!" roared Bob,

Fears and fuice ran down him merrily,
the picture of contrite dismay.

“Oh I am sorryful—"

“Bih-by George ! gasped Bob Cherry,
dreadful ass! Ow! 1'm smothered!
and change.””

,Hf' looked at Inky minor as if he conld have massacred
him, but he restrained himeelf  aund rushed from the study
nstead.

The dusky junior looked round patheticaliy.

“The clumainess is terrifie, 1 koow 1" he remarked.

“Oh, not at all " grinned John Bull. “ You'rz a nice,
usefunl chap to have at a tea-table, I don't think. 1'm dene,
I rather think, myself”

And he roze from the table. The other guests followed his
example. They had had quite encugh of being at close
quarters with Inky minor. Lf‘he:: had a strong suspicion that
if tha feed lasted any longer there would be more accidents.

“ Finished already 7" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

" Yea thanks!

“Had an awfully pood time,” sald Tom Brown. " We've
enjoyed Inky minor's company more than anything else.”

“ I guess so.”

And Wharton's guesis took thoir leave, Inky minor rose
from the table with a solemn and serious face.

I fear that the clumsiness has been really terrific,” he
murmured. “ The nEa!uqiseEulnmﬁ 13 also great!”

“(Oh, that's all right, Jammy ™

* Don't mench.”

“Tt's all serene '’

“1 take mmy leave of my esteomed chums with the thankful
heart,” murmured the Jam. And, with a stately bow thak
was very like Hurree Singh's, he quitted the study.

Nugent and Bob Cherry returned as he was lenving. The
Jam bowed to them again, and walked down the passage.
In No. 1 Btudy the cﬁumg of the Remove locked at one
another.

“ Well, what do you think of him?"' said Nugent, at last.

Bob Cherry chuckled, ]

“I'd rather he were in the Second Form than in the
Remove, so far as I'm concernad,” he sand.

“Bame hers,' said Nugent. I don't believe that he's
50 ‘jn::-ll.:r clumay as he malea ont."

“Inky never used to play pranks like that.™ ]

“Well, he's not muech like Inky, anyway, excepting in
complexion.™

HT fancy he will have a lively time in the E_lumn-d if he
goos on lthe this,"” said Harey Wharton, 'iaughm;;. “Tf he
spills peara and juice and hot tes over the SBecond Formers,
they will massacre him.” )

T'o which Fraok Nugent rejoined:

“ And serve him jolly well right!”

Inky minor stood

“You [rabjous,
I shall have to po

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Yery Inky.

HERE was a serene smile upon the Jam's dusky face
az he walked down the Remove passage. Perhaps he
waa thinking of hiz exploits in No. 1 Siudy. Buf the
sinile faded from his face as he caught sight of Win-

gate, of the Hixth, the captain of Greyiriars, on the stairs.
As the Jam was new to Greyfriars, it was curious that he
knew Wingate at all; but, apparently, he did, and was for
gome reason slarmed at the sight of him. He paused and
looked round, az if meditating flight, but the Greyiriars
capialir caught zight of him and beckoned to him.

ANSWERS

“THE SGHOOLBOY MILLIONAIRE,” 574 New; Mnr -k Riomia s o7 mam
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*“ Hallo, young thaver I he exclaimed.
The Jam stopped.
“The hullofulhess is terrifie,’”” he replied.

“Who are you?” Wingate demanded.
you hefore 1"

“Inky minor.”

Wingata laughed.

*{h, some of the kids were saying thai Hurree Singh’s
minor might be coming to Greyiriars. DBut I understood that
it was some time off yel.”

“* 1 have arrivefully come.™

“¥es, 1 seo you have, Whoen did you get here 1

“This afternoon.”

*“{(h, have vou seen anvbody vet ¥

*The honourable Wharton and his esteemied chums hove
wood me the hospitable tea in their angust study.”

“ Well, you taik like your major, though vou don't look
much like him,”’ said Wingate. “ But vou ought to repart
}"ﬂt":él'ﬁﬁu to your Form-master. What Form are you going
L EG !

“The esteeniod Becond.”

“Then I'll shaw you to your Form-master’s study.”

“The thankfulness is tervifie.”

Wingate turned and went downstairs, and as he did not
hear any footsteps behind him, he looked back. The Jum
wis going in the opposite direction. The Greyfriars caprain
shouted after him.

“Kid! Inky! Come here.'

“Yes, my worthy Wingate.”

* Follow me !

" Certainfully ! The followfulness 18 torrifie.”

And Inky minor made no further efferts to escape. 1lle
followed the Grevfriars captain to the door of Mr. Toodle's
study. Mr. Toodle was a new master ot Greviriars, o little
fat gentleman with a beaming wsmile. He smiled at Wingate
a5 he knocked and came in, and smiled at Inky minor.

“This 15 a new boy for your Form, sir," said Wingate.
" Me's the young brother of Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, an
Indian, who used to be in the Remove. He has arvived
this afternoon, so I thought I'd bring him to you."

* Thank you, Wingate. Come in, my boy.”

The Jam came in.

Wingate walked out of the study, leaving the dusky junior
alone with his Form-master. Mr. Toodle had been having
tea, and his tray was on the table. He pointed to a chair,
and Inky minor zat down, while My, Teadla went on with
his buttered toast.

“I am glad to see you, my lad,” =aid Mr. Toodle, who
cilfjvated a genial way with his Form. “ Yeou are very
welcome.,  You have lately arrived from India, I under
stand.’

“The arrivefulness i3 terrific.”

Mr. Toodle looked astonished. e had not been at Grev-
friars in_ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's time, and szo the
peculiar English came as a surprise to him.

“Dear me ! he said. ‘' You have a very—hem l-—=poculiar
way of expressing yourself, my lad.”

“The pecutiarity is with the honourable speakers of the
great English language. I have studied English very care-
fully, my worthy eir.”

“1 haven't seen

“ Yoz, sahib.”

“In tho original languapge,
Toodle, very much. interested. - o

“ The originalfulness of the language is terrifie.”

“ Ahem ! Have you been long in England ¥

* About five feet one, sir

aiE E}! 'i-ll'

“] believe that is the exact longiulnese of my lhonourable
zelf, sahib, sir”

My, Toodle langhed again.

“1 did not mean long in that sense, my led. I mean, have
yoir been in England for any considerable time ¥

“The considerableness 13 torrific.”

“I hardly understand. However, we will pass on. You
ﬁm:r: 1]33911 prepared, I sappose, to onter the Secomd Form

ere

“ The preparefulness is great.”

TAnd your attamments, 1 suppose, are of a nalure to
enable you to take your place in the Form "

“The attainfuiness is terrifie.”

“Ahem! I will give you a little examination,” said Mr,
Toodle. " Wa will proceed, while I procecd with my tea; in
that way we shall kill twe birds with one stone. TIa, ha !'*

And Mr. Toedle, while he demolished his toast, proceeded
to question the dusky junior. He found that Inky minor's
attarnments were very much on a level with those of the
average boy in the Second Form.

He was still speaking when Inky minor suddenly fixed hia
aze upon the window., Tho Form-master, struck by his
ook, followed hiz gaze.

“ Whai are you looking at, my boy?" he asked mildly,

“I=z there some ecsteemed person elimbing the ivy, my
worthy sahib ¥ asked the dusky junior.

Mr, Toodle started.

“Dear me! Buch a ﬂ'.'li!l':g' would be most (]u_nger.ng ' g
exclaimed.

Ie rose hastily from the table and crossed the room to
the window. The instant his back was turned, Inky minor
reached out over the tuble with both bands, taking the lid
off the teapot with one, and picking up an inkpot with the
fﬁt}mr,l Mr. Toodle’s kpot and papers had boen put to
one side when his tea was laid.

To empty the inkpot inte the teapot, and replece the lid,
was the work of a zecond.

Inky minor sat demurely in his chair, looking as if he had
not dreamed of moving, when the Farm-muster, having
scanned the ivy outside the window, turned back.

"".[1hf'rﬂ' 15 Mo ol B t-:hlll'-ﬂr“‘ hE .‘-‘.ﬂ_id. te Y’DH wore mistaken
my lad. Lot me soo—vhare were wa 3 *

“Your worthy self wus in the armchair, sahib.”

“Ahem! I did not mean that. Wao wor ali
believe, of Roman history,” said My, Teodie, f:nlf!:::i?]tll?rgih}}
teapot, and thoughtfully pouring out his second cup of tea,
“ ear me, how very strong this tea looks! But it is a
most refreshing beverage on a hot afterncon, whon one is
asggailed by unusual thirst, Let me sce—I think 1 asked vou
what king was expelled from Rome on account of his prids

and crueliy,”

perhaps ™' surgested Me

alter all that. It 15 very—
hem '—picturcsque, but it
will hardly do for
friars.™

M The do-fulness
nght- gahih.”

‘Ha, ha!" laughed Mr.
Towdle geniaily. * You must
not call me ‘eshib’;  you
must enll mo *gir "

“¥ez, anhib”

“Yes, sir,”” said Mr, Toodle,
gently but firmly.

““Yes, sir, sahib,” |

"““Ahem! Please tell me
what name 1 am to call you
b_'l"‘.i'”

" Bindhad Ali Baba Haroun
Alrnschid, sahii.

“Ahem! I think we shall r-'—"—"'-r-'--'- -
l

Grey-
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Next Tuesday :

| “The Schoolboy
Millionaire.” = b=

A splendid, long, complete school tale
} of Harry Wharton & Co. {

“ Tarcuin, sahib.”™

“Vory good I" Mr. Toadle
paused, and took a  deap
draught of his tea. The next
moment the cup crashed on
the floor, and Mr. Toodle
Jumped up, gesping and sput-
tering. Oh! Ow!  Yow!
am poizoned ! IMelp !
Cth 3 i

“ My worth

=

sahib——"

“* Yaroocooh I

Mre, Toudle goasped and
spluttered and spiuttered, and
spat out the tea. His month
was running with Jark stains,
and he gorged it out shite-

“Dear me!™ paid Mr. fu”y with his hundh}-rchiﬂf. :
rosdle, b siommoct By FRANK RIGHARDS. 3  “os on 'abl Mhere o

name! But no doubt your
aronts ;-clue#ct! it from a
k which, I unagine, must

[ R e B B e

with the tea, yot the first -r.l:}r
was quile good ! he gaﬁ][u.:t y
U0w !l T am porsoned ! T--T

be widely read in your : £ 2 will exeuse you now—I will
country — the ‘Ara b:'llr &n Please order your copy of The “MAGNET” Library &ee vou again presently. Ow!
Nights."™ In advance, Price One Penny. Yoiur may ro! Groo !

“ Yes saluib™ “Yes sahib ™

““ YWou have read that beok I’ === e S “Yow! Ow! Grocoooh!"
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sameful thing as knighthood in this august country.
Singh,” he said.

ST

“'The Jams of India have the power of conferring Jamhoods on their followers,” said Inky minor, '“It Is the
I think so highfully of the esteemed Gosling that}l have

determined to confer the honour of Jamhood upon him.*

=

e e e il 28

Gosling tooked quite fluttered. *<Oh, Master 'Urree

(See pagye 16.)

e ey e

-

Inky minor left the study, leaving the master of the Becond
coughing and iaﬁpmg atd spluttering.  Qutside, 1n the
passare, he chueclkled a soft, unholy chuckle.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Head 15 Puzzled!

e ERE comes the Jam "

In the Becond Form-room there was a smell of
herrings—there generally was at tea-time. The faps
having the room to themselves at that bour, they

often prepared meals which made Upper Form fellows turn
up their nosez—and sometimes hold their noses—but which
were very nice indeed to the fags

Guatty had quite a turn for grilling herrings, and he was
grilling herrings now. He turned hizs head az the shout of
the fars announced the arrival of the new junior

The Jam came in,

“ Halie " said Gatty.  “You've had a fecid with those
Remove bounders, of course. You won't want any of the
herrings—eah ¥

The Jam sniffed.

“Well, the burntfulness is terrifie,’” he remarked.

Gatty sniffed. .

“Ii you start turning up your nose in this Form-room
===’ ha hegan.

“Not at all-fully, my worthy chum. There have been
some accidents in the esteemed study of the sugust Wharton.

Twe MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 183,

and T did not gquitefully finish my tea. I shall have greal
happiness in finishfully doing so here.” ,

“0Oh, good!” said Gatty. * These herrings are all right.
A slightly burnt flavour makes a herring taste all the richer,
to my mind.” i

“The tastefulness will be terrific”

“1a, ha, ha!” roared Sammy Dunter.

1 Gn;t_t:r glaved at him, and the fat fag suddenly left off
aghing. : :

“!_Thc:,"m nearly ready,’” said Gatiy, "1 thmk they will
be wiee, Have you got the bread and butter ready, Myers "'

“ Yes, here you are”

“ How did you get here, Inky 7" asked Gatty.

“Walked, my worthy chum !

“7 don't mean that, ass! How did you find your way to
the Torm-room, I mean ¥’

“1 discovered it."”

“Oh, all right! New boys don't vsually know their way so
casily about Greviriars" said Gatty. * Well, here you ave,
that's the clief thing. You can sit down on that locker, or
at a desk, and we'll feed you.™

Y The goodfulness of the honourable Gatty s termfic”

“ Hallo! How did you know my name?"

Inky minor looked a hittle confused.

“T—T1 have heard it,"" he said.

“Oh! Perhava your brother told you some things about
Groyiriars,” said Gatty. ' He wosn't o bad sort, old Inky.
Ha wasn't much like you.”
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* Betler locking,"” said Myers, with Sccond Form candour.

" And a bit darker,™ said Bammy Bunter. I say, Gatty,
how long are those herrings going to be?”

“I don't sco that it makes much difference to you,’
Gatty, “as vou're not guﬂng to have any.”

¥

anid

:‘_ E“.‘}?k here, Gatty—

"This is a bit of a feed for Myers and Inky minor and
me, " saud Gabty, ' You other fellows may as well buzz off,
'vo got to talk to Imky minor about the cricket. 81t down
here, laky."

" Certainbully, my worthy chum !"

bo three fags sat down to tea. The herrings, when thoy
were finished, did not lbok very appetising ; but appetites in
the Second Form were strong :a,mr keen, Gatty had a kriie
and furklfﬁr the guest of honour, too; while a pocket-knife
s¢rved his own turn, and Myers had to be content with
such aids as Nature had ziven him.

Illlili{‘l'ﬂlilﬁl' appearod to enjoy the herrings, and that was
the chiof mattor, after all. Tt really looked as if he likodd
the rough-and-tumble foed in the Second Form-room mole
thaln the more stately repast in the Remove study.

Gatty looked on with an approving eve. He fancied him-
self a2 o cook; and healthy appetite on his gucst’s part was
2 proof that hiz cooking was appreciated.

LThe hervings were just finished when Trotter, the paze,
put hig head in at the door =

" Master "Urree Singh minor 'ere?™ he asked.

Gany looked round.

‘Yos.” he replied.  “ Buzz off 1

S The "Fad wants 'ie,"" said Trotter.

Inky minor looked a littlo startled.

“The Head ! he exelaimed.

“ Yes, Master Inky.”

Trotter departed, and Inky minor rose to his Ecet. (Gatby
gave him a reassuring look,

It's all right,” he suid. *“The Head only wants to seo
you I:T-wm!:«-.{a yau're a new kid, you know. It isn't a row.'

i h-nf:-." sald Inky minor dubiously.
buzf;[’l}!.'l‘] find the Head in his study,” said Myers. * Better

“Oh, all right !

dusky junior went towards tho door, 2 L

“Oh, rot!" aaid the Jam.,
gl I know the way well ¢nough,

ﬁﬁy.il&tamd at mm blankly.

oil, you've begun to talk in remarkebly rood Engli
all of a sudden,” he satd; “and I don't amjlrhfw mf ILEH{JEIE
the way, cither.” )

"Er—ah! H'm! I—I mean, if my worthy chum would
have the goodness to give me the showlulness of the way
I ih{!rl.ild be terrifically ohlired,” starmored Inky minos.

o Ll show you the way if you like,”

- The oblignfulness will be torrifie.”

Guatty, considerably puzzled, mmmpanied tire Indian, and
showed him the way to the Head's study.,  Inky minor
knocked at the door, and entered,

Dr. Locke was at his desk,

He turned his glasses upon Inky minor, who stood before
him in an attitude of deep respect, with his oves modest)y
on the carpet.

"Ah! Hurree Singh minor,” said the Head, *I am very
much ﬂul‘PI‘I.S_EH_i to éee you kere. [ was not in any way
advised of your coming.™

1 am unmel'u!lly here, honoured zahib.'

“Ahem! T did not know it in the least. I have been
told by 2 Remove boy that ITurren Singh wrote that his
brothor was coming to Greyfriavs.”

‘;’Ihat_ s correotful, sahib.”

“But it is very singular that T have not heard from yoaur
eoplo inyself," said the Head. * Perhaps you have a
otter for me?"”

“ No, sabib.”

“It i5 vory extraordinary.”

“¥oea, sahib™

“Can you not give me any explanation as to why wvou
have come without my being informed, Hurres Singh
minor

Tho junior shook his head.

“The cannotfuloess i3 terrific, snhib.'’

“ It is extraordinary—vory extraordinacy I said the Elead.
“T cannot understand it at all. However, as you are hore,

you must stay, and T will communicato with your people.
You will take your place in the Second Formy, and bregin
your lessons to-morrow. It s very extraordinary indeed !

“Yes, sahib.”

“ Ihd ¥ou come alone to the school, Hureee Bingh mings?™
Yo, zahib."

“And did you travel from India alone?”

“The travelfulness was terrific,™
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“That is not exactly an answer to my question. I asked
you if you made the voyage from India without a com-
panton.'

“The speakiulness of the honourable English language is
difficult to tho csteemed people of India, most nobls sahib.'

“ Ahem! Perhaps you do not know English well enough
to comprehend me,” said the Head musmgl{. “ Never
nund : I shall see you again when 1 have heard from your
{E-Eﬂpjﬂ. In tho meantime, you will take your place in the
Second Form. You may go.”’

“ The thankfulness 1s great, sahib.” )

And Inky minor quitted the atudis; with alacrity. ]

Ciatby was waiting for him in the passage. Inky minor
drow & deep breath of relicf when he was i the passage.

B Well, it wasn't o very bad, was it?" asked Gatty, with
a erin. '“The Head's a good old sort, Inky.”

I know that."

“I don't ser how wvou know, when rou've never seen
hiin before,™ said Gatty, puzzled.

“No, of course not,” said Inky minor. I mean that
tI1|r::j kaowfulness is great now that you have informfully
tald mea, "

“1 see,” said Gatty, )

But he did not quite see, There was something about the
yvounger brother of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh that puziled
hitm very much.

—_—_—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Jammed.

« ¥ OOD-HEVENING, your "Ighness!”
Thus said Gosling. :
Grosling, the porter, was sitting outside his lodge
when Inky minor came by with E-att}r. Inky minor
was carrying an extremely old umbrella to shade his face
from the sun, or parhaps to keep his faco tn shadow for
reasons best known to himself. Gosling took off his hat
very alvilly to Inky minor. Inky major had always been
rolling in money, and had been very liberal with tips, and
Grosling saw no reason why Inky minor should not carry on
the tradition.

Inky minor stopped, and locked at him.

* The goodfulness of the cvening is terrific,” he remarked,

“It are!" aald Goshng. **Werry warm weather, sir—
worry thirsty and dry weather, I find it, sir. Wot I says is
this "ere—a man does get drey.”

*The conversalion the esteemed Gasling bears out his
statement,’” assented JToky minor, *“The dryfulness is
terrific.”

Grosling looked a little puzeled.

“Wot I says, sir, i3 this "ere——"

“T have tho great esteom for the honoursable Gosling,™
said Inky minor, with & sweet smile. * The estecmed
(Gosling knows that I am a Jam?®"

I 'ave "card so, sir.”

“The Jamz of India have the power of conferring Jam-
hoods on their followers,” said Inky minor. * It is the
sameful thing as knighthood in thiz august country. I think
so highfully of the esteomed Gosling that 1 have determined
e confer t;:e honour of Jamhood wpon him."

(rosling locked gquite Ruttered.

“ Oh, Master "Urree Singh, I—""

Inky minor waved a dusky hand.

“Tt is all rightful, my esteemed Gosling. You have de-
gerved the honour of becoming an esteomed Jam."

En !‘___'[-_-_'J L3

“The honour of Jamhood iz only for the best and most
desovving of moen,” zid Inky minor. 1 appeal to my
fricnd Gatty if Gosling is not worthy to betomie a groat and
rlovious Jam."”

And Inky minor's left cye half elosed, and I:.‘rn.t‘t{l grinned,
Catty conld seo that the dusky junior was being huinorous,
though that fact was quite lost upen Gosling.

HJolly good ides,” satd Gatty. I will be splendud for
Gireyimam, It isn't every coll. that has a Jam for porler
Dir, Locke will be able to make a lot out of that in letters
Fo parenls angd puardians. A Jam of tho Indian Elllpirﬂ-
kopt as porter. It will sound well™

“ But I say, sie—"

Inky minor waved his hand again, ]

* The modestiulness of the honourable Gosling is ternifie,”
he said, “ but T have determined that he shall be honowred,™

“ But "ow do you do i, sir?" asked Gosling.

“The ceremony 13 brief—-—""

“I—TI "ope it doesn’t "orer, siv,” sald Gosling anxiously,

“Ha, ha. ha!? rvoared Gatey. Do you think being
koighted 15 like bhaving a tooth out, Gossy, you ass®

Y Wat 1 savs s this Tere——" )

“HKneel!” said Inky minor, closing the umbrella, and

in this week's “"GEM " Library.
Price One Penny.



taking it up in a bunch in his hand. It waz a wery old
gamp, and persieted in bulging.

Goshng started.

“Waor did you say, =ir??

“Enee] !

" Bow down, baze slave, bow down " said Gatty.

“ Look ere, sipr———""

** Knee] 1

“But wot am 1 to kneel for?’ demanded Gosling, very
much Rurmed.

\ “ Poopla always have 1o kneol to ho koighted,” said
haﬂf. “s0 of course they have to kneel to be Jammed. T
zhould think you would undersiand that, Gossy.™

" Wot 1 spyg—"?

** Kneel 1V

“Oh, all right, sir!"

And Gosling knelt.

He went down upon li: knees before the Jam., znd there
was a burst of chuekling fromn the juricrs lneking on {rom
& distance.

Gosling was feeling very Hurried znd confused, bul he
could net fail to feel the great honour of being Jammed.

He would be a titled man after that—on a level, in faet,
wo far as rank wen:, with Sir Hilion Popper and other great
guns of the neighbourhoeod.

It was enough to make ihe porier of Gieyirigrs feel rather
elated,

“ Kneel 1"

"I am a-kneeling, sir

“Very well. Now, you have {6 repeat the cath of J=m-
hood after me,”

" Wes, ar

" Do you understand IHindustiani, Gosling

i N-H-ﬂ:‘.‘i, 5.it‘.”

" Not a word of that honourable and esteerncd lanruage?”

il Nrﬂ-ﬂt}, ig'.il",”

“"Wery well. I will repeatfully recite the wordy in
Hindustani, and sou will repeat them afrer me, and then 1
shall Jam you.'

“ Yo-on, st

" Hoity-toity-hum-hum-hem-hem-ikey-pikev-erikey.”

* ¥eos, sir"”

“Repeat the cath.'

““Is that the hoazh, sir??

“"Yes, of course! Ropeat it—in Hindustani.'®

Gasling repeated it faintly.

* Hoity-tonty-hum-hum-hem-hem-ikey-pikey-crikey.  Is that

all, sip?”

“ No. there's some more.  Heeper-peeper-erecper-tooral-
looral-lida ™ :
" Heepor-peeper-crecper-toorzllooral-lide,” repeated Gos-
bing.

* Y¥ah-ypah-hi-tiddloy-hi-t3.""

“ ¥ah-yvah-hi-tiddley-hi-ti.”

“Very poodfully, worthy Gosling,” said Inky miner
eravely, while Gatty was stufling his handkerchief into his
moutk. " You speak the esteemed Hindustani with zs
elegant an accent as my worthy self.”

“Oh, sr!”

“* Now that vou have taken the oath, cloze one syve and
put finm_: tongue out.'”

id 1-‘:4-

“ Close one eve and put your tonpue oni. JL is an im-
rartant part of 1he ceremony.”

“Werry well, sir.”

Gosling's aspeet, as he obeved Inky minor's Instructions,
was so utterly ridiculouws that the jumors looking on shricked
with taughter, But Goshng hnrdjl:-r heard them, and he did
not care.  Was he not going to be made a Jam—a great and
rlortous Jam of the Indian Empiie?

Inky munor touched himy on the
wimbrella.

“Arise, Jam Cosling ' he exclaimod.

" Ha, ha, ha!™

Gosling rose.

“KYou are now a Jam.” said Inky minor solemnly. * The
cerermony s completed by the four pokes—a most impor{gnt
detail—thus,”

“Ow ! yelled Gosling, as Inky minor prodded hig in
the ribs with the umbrella,

“My dear Gosling i

“* Yarooh !

“ It iy most imporiant, as ofherwise vou aro not a truc
Jam,” said the dusky junior, delivering o third poke.

" ¥Yowp!”

*“ There 1 but one more——"

“Ya-a-n-n-a-ah !

“Now it s camplete, You are ¢ Jam.”

“0Oh, my ’at! Oh, dear'”

“ A great and glorious Jamw, my dearful Gosling ™

"Ow ! 1 believe I'm punctured ! Ow ™

“ Now you must stand with your eyes elased, while I put
the golden chain of Jamhood about your neck.”

Gosling's cves plistonod.
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* A golden chain?" he exclaimed.

“ A chain of gold weighing three pounds, and worth the
sumi of a thousand guineas,” aaig the Jam solemnly.
“ Every Jam has to wear it, and it is conferred by the Jam
:-hhn r{ﬁ,l;;:;ﬁ him o Jam. Does the honourable Gosling refuse

o gift?

“*Nennno ! howled Gosling, Wot I
says 1s this "ere, I'm on that 1

“The goldiulnees is terrific. The worthy Gosling must
close his eyes, and stand quite still, and not cpen his eyes
again until he feels the chnin of gold upon his neck. Is it
understood 77

" ¥Yog—yoa—res, vour ’I!;]m{-s:-,]“

* Close your eves, then,’

Gosling aboyed.

* Keep them tightly shut.”

“Werry good, sir)

Gosking serewed up his eyes as if he would never open
them again. Inky minor winked at Gatty, and they withs
drew with silent steps. The other juniors, choking with
suppressed langhter, withdrew alse, and Gosling was left
stending with clesed oyes, waiting.

Beveral minutes elapaed.

(Gosling began fo grow impatient. It seemed to ham that
the Jam was a long time with that golden chain.

“1 say, vour "Ighness—"" he began.

Thore was no reply.

Y Your 'Iphness M

Silence. ;

“Waot I says is this "ere, it's getting chilly in the hevening,
and I want 10 go hin!" said Gosling. **Would yvou mind
‘urrving hup ¥

No answer.

The porfer opened his eves.

He was standing quite alone outside his lodge. The Jam
and the juniors had vanishod.

Gosling blinked round him, and blinked again, and then
it slowly dawned upon him that Inky minor had been
i_!_ndulging his peculiar sense of humeour in making him a

TS

Gosling furned the solour of a beetroot as he realized it.

“Wot I says is this 'ers,”” he muttered. " All boys
cughter be drowned, and specially black boys! DBr-r.r.pr!”

And Gosling went inte his lodge, and slammed the door
with o slam that was heard as fur as the School House.

“ No—no—no !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Second Form are Surprised.
I NEY MINOR went up to bed with the SBecond Form

when bedtime came. Some of the Remove fellows
5!1}[_{)[11;‘.'.!] i the passage to wish him gooed-night.  Upon
refection, they did not eare for the close agquaintanco
af Inky's vounger brother, but they wished him well all the
same, and felt it their dufy to take somo motice of him.
Inky wmor bade them good-night in the cheerfullest
poszible way.

“ The good-nightfulness is terrifie, my worthy chums !” ha
said. Y1 am sorrowful for the speilfulness of the estoomed
Nugent's honourable bags—"

“0h, that's al! right,” zaid Frank.

“And the angust Cheery’s first-class waistcoat——"*

“ Not at all,” said Baob.

“And T hopefully wish that the honourable Wharton has
recovered from the painfulness of the upsetful fea on his
estoemed logs o

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That's ail right!” he said. “Dont worry! T hope
vou'll be comfy o the Becond dorm., voung Inky. If there's
anything we can do for vou, don’t fail to let us know.”

“ The goodfulness of the esteemed Wharton is terrific!
Perhaps the honourable Nugent will tell mie—"

* What 13 1t %" aszked Frank.

“1 am keenfu! to see the csteemed Nugent's minor.  Ls
he coming backfully to Greyfrinrs?'’

“Yes, Noxt week.”

et till the nextful week 3"

" MNo. He's being rusticatel,” Frank explained. “ He
ayed a mad trick, and bumped o Forme-master over. He
wus lucky not to be expelled.”

“But I hear from the Second that he said he would come-
fully arrive back in the twenty-four hours™

Y Oh, he sald so—yes”

“And he has not come #*°

“Of course not I

** And ho wagered an honourable study tea 1™

HQuite so. Heo's lost, of conrse,™

“1 should like to see him," murmured the Jam. ]{_‘hﬂ

i
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should come back in the twenty-four
informally tell me, my esteemed chum "

“h, yes, certainly. Good-night I

Frank Nupent looked a little puzzled as he went with his

chums to the Remove dormitory.
" Blessed if I know why }yﬂung Inky should take such an
interest in my minor!” he said, ' It's very odd! I
remember he was backing my minor up in our study. Ile
can't possibly know young Dicky. He's never met him.”

* He seems o queer young heggar altogether,” said Harry,
laughing. “ He's been knighting Gosling. The fags are
shrieking over 1t. Old Gossy thought ho was being made a
Joam, and young Inky left him standing with his eyea shut,
waiting for a golden cham to be put round his neck.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Tho Second Form tumbled in. Loder, the prefect, was
loeking after the Second that night, and he came to turn
lights out. Inky minor was not vet undressed,  Fle was the
last. He had spent a long Hine takine off his hoots.

Loder locked at him with a scowl

“Why aren't you in bed, you young black rascal®" he
demanded.

“Tho slowfulness of my honourable self
murmured the Jam, apologetically.

“¥You'll undress in the dark, then!" exclaimed Loder.

“My dearful Loder—""

*“ (Oh, ring off I

Loder turncd out the light and went out. e glaneed
back into the dark dormitory with a final word of warning :

“If you put the light on here T shall sec it, and I shall
come and woarm you !"

"My respected and esteemed Loder——

“Dh, rata!”

Loder alammed the door.

“The rotter " said (Gatty. * Bub you have bean s jolly
long titne, Inky minor. We all had time to undress.”

“It is all rightful, my worthy chum.”

“ Lock here, I'll light a candle-end for you, if you like,
and risk Loder," said Myers.

“Oh, no—no! I can undress in the dark, my worthy

chums,” said Inky minor hastily. *Ib is betterful not to
have the light.”

“*Well, if you can manage—-"'

“The managefulness is terrific!”

And the Jem undressed in the dark and turned in.

The Second Form wore soon asleop. Pale moonlight
came in at the windows and glimmered upon the Jam's
dyﬁ.l-:_? face as it showed above the coverlet on the whito
pitlow.

When the rising-bell clanged in the merning, CGatty
opened his eyes sleapily, and yawned, and laaked round the
Second dormitory.

Clan lang!

“Hullo, you fellows! Arnybody getting up?”

“Inky's up,” said Mryers.

hours, you wiil

i5 terrific!"™

roared Gatly.

“Is he? DBefore rising-bell?"

“ Yoz, Look!™

Cratty zat up and locked at the Jum’s bed. It was empty.
Inky minor had evidently risen before rising-bell.

“{VEIL he's a queer little ass!" said Gatty. “ He goes to
bed after the rest of ws, and gels up belors we're awake! I
wonder where he's gone?”

The Sccond Form turned out as the rising-bell coaszed to
clang. There was a sudden exclamation from Myers.
Gatty looked round at him.

“ What's the row " he asked.

“ My hat!"

“*What 15 i7"

*"Great Scott!” went on Myers, in tones of the greatest
astonishment.

“You asg!" “What is it, T say?

“ Look ™

Myers pointed to the pillow on Inky minor's bed,

(zatty gasped.

He had reason to gasp. Upon the white pillow were dark
stains—atains that had evidently been made there by the
face that had pressed the pillow,

My only hat!"” gasped (atty.

By Jove I

“ What does it mean 7

T say,” exclaimed Sammy Bunter, *ere’s Inky minor I™

Inky minor had come in. )

“The hrightfulness of the morming 13 fterrific!” he ox.
claimed.  “You are lazyful bounders not o comefully
wall: inte the esteemed Close—— Why -what—how——"'

“ Loolk there !™ roared Gatty.

U0 1

4 Iéh:m:ts vour giddy complexion come off #'

L 1 h 1*"

“* What does it mean "

“Cireat Scott! Oh!”
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“You fraud "' wvelled Myers.

“You boundep !

“ What does it mean ¥

“ Explain I”

ff Now, then, out with 1"

Inky minor looked utterly dismayed.
Soecond gathered round him threateningly.

TI—I—I'l explain!" said Inky minor. *° ‘.:ln'lg—un'l:.r
mind, it’s o dead secrct—a dead secret among the Sccond,
yvou understand !*'

“ Well, that's all right,” said Gatty.
What does it meant? bo are you—who are
Explain.'

And there was a shout from the SBecond-Formers.

* Explain, you frand!"

Inky minor proceeded to explain. Before ho had ubtered
a dozen words, there wes s wild yell of amazement from
the Second. And it was followed by a roar of laughter.

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

The dormitory door opened, and Bob Cherry, of the
Remove, looked in.,  The merriment in the Sccond-Form
dormitory had caught his ears as he was going down,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"™ exelaimed Bob Cherry. ** What's
the joke here—eh "

Gratty guickly covered up the smudged pillow.

““Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Second.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent losked in from helind
Bob.  They were equally surprised. The sight of the
Femovites seemed to incrense the slmost hysterical merri-
ment of the Second-Formers., They simply yelled.

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

* What's the joke " demanded Harry Wharton.

** Ha, ha, ha!” ghrieked Gatty. * You ure! Ha, ha, ha 1™

* Look here!™

““* Ha, ha, ha!"

* Oh, rats ! said Bob Cherry. “It’s a rag. But a Sccond
Form rag doesn’t matter. Rats!” And he slammed the
door. The Removites walked away, and ss they went they
heard fresh yells of merriment from the Sccond Forn
dormitory.

** Ha, ha, ha, ha!"

The fage of the

“ But what is it?
you?

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Stolen Letter!

L SAY, you fellows ™

“Bo do L said Bob Cherry. *““I say, Bunter,
will you do me a favour 7'

* Certainly, my dear Cherry. ¥ou would like me
to fetch you something from the tuckshop? I will go with
pleasure,’

Wl you, really 7
“Certainly! I'd do anything to oblige a fellow I really
like,"" spid Bunter. ** Shall T go to Mrs. Mimble's ?*'

" Yoo, please,'

* At oncei”

“*Yes, at onee™

“ And what shall T get®”

“ Oh, nothing !

“Eh? said Bunter, blinking at the humorous Bob
through his snectacles. ' Eh!  I—I don’t quite under-
stand, YWou want me to go to the tuckshop 1™

" ¥Yes, certainly.”

““ And what clse?®”

£ Oh, stay thcj’;nl"

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Oh, rcally, Cherry !

“ You might do a little thing like that for & chap you
reelly ke, urged Bob,

“* 1 say, you fellows !

“Aren't yvou going, Bunter?”

H Coerbmnly not! It's too hot to walk across the Close on
a warm morning like this" said Dunter. * Look here! 1
was going Lo say that there’a a lelter in the rack, with an
Indian postimark.”

Harry Wharton uttered an exclamation,

# Another letter from Inky,” he ecxclaimed.

“If you fellowse———"

But the follows did not stay to listen to Billy Buntor,
They were always anxious for news from their absent chum,
gnd they cxpeeted that Inky's letter, too, might throw some
licht uwpon the mystery of the Jan's unexpected and un-
announced arrival et Grevirviars, No doubt that this letter
was to exnlain the mether.

Harry Wharton teok the letter, It waz addressed to him-
zctf, and it was certainly in Inky’s hand,  Third lesson was
over at Greyirviavs, and the juniors weve free for a2 quarter
of an hour. The Sccond Form came trooping vut as ITerey
Wharton took the letter, and he glanced round and signed
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ta the Jam, who wos walking with his arms linked in those
of Gatty and M’;r-era.

“ Inky minor,™ y

“* Yey, my worthy Wharton? The vesfulness is terrifio.’

" Ha, ha, ha!"" voared Gatty and Myoeora.

*“* Pray bhe silentful, my worthy chums ™

“* He, ha, bBa!"™

* Bleased if T ean sce where the eackle comes in 1" exclaimed
Bob Cherry. ' You fags seem to have some big joke up this
morning, "

“* He, he, he"

““ {h, shut up

“"Ho, ho, ho!”

* There's a lefter from your major, young Tnky,"” said
Harry Wharton. “ I thought you might like to hear it."”

Inky minor's dusky face was a study for a moment.

“* Fromy my—my major " he gasped.

“Yes; old Inky™

* Not for—for me*"

“{0Oh, no; for me! T expect old Inky will explain how it
was you came here so suddenly without anybody cxpecting
you.”’

“ My hat! T—I mean, the hatfulness i3 terrific.”

“ You're & curious little begpear ™ said Pob Cherry. * Yon
seem to drop in and out of that wonderful English of yours,
and old Inky used to speal it all the time.”

“ My worthy chum——"

Harry Wharton shit the envelape,

“ May I look at the leticer before you open it, my worthy

Wharton 7'
“ It has the Bhontour and

* Certainly [ said Harry.
Dombay postmarks.”
Inky minov took the letter in his dusky hands.

He turned it over thoughtfully, and then, so suddenly that
no one was prepared for his action, he turned and bolted
upstaira,

“* Hallo, halle, halle ! shouted Bob Cherry, * Bring that
letter back.”

“Bring that letter back!' yelied Wharton. * What do

you mean, vyou yvoung monkey ! Bring it back at once!™?

“ Ha, ha, ha ! wvelled the Second-Formors.

Inky minor disappeared round the bend of the staircase.

The Removites looked astounded.

Why Inky minor should bolt with his brother's letter was
a profound mystery to them, The Seccond-Formers yillad
with laughter, as if they saw some reason for the junior's
peculiar action,

Wharton ren up the staiva.

But Inky minor was not to he soen,

He¢ had vonished down some passage, and the letter from
Indiaz waz gone with him.

Wharton rejoined his chums in preat astonishment.

“ Dlegsed if I can understand it!” he said. * Ho can't
mean to read the letter. DBesides, I had offered to read it
to him."

“It's only one of his monkey tricks,” said Nugent, * He
seeimns to me to bo rather off his silly enion.”

* 1a, ba, ha!” velled Gatty.

“ Oh, let’s get away from these eackling fags!”

The Removites went out into the Clese. Wharton was
very much puzzled, Inky minor purzzled him more and morve
every time he encountered him. Wharton was really anxious
to read Flurrce Singh’s letter, and he way exasperated.

“ We'll wait for them when they como out at noon, and
{:}:r:;llnr Inky minor, and have the letter off him," anid Boh

1EFTY,

“Good cxg!™ agreed Wharton.,

And whon morning lessons woere over, and the Remove
came out—a few minutes before the Sceond Fovin—Harevy
YWharton & Co. posted thomselves outside the door of the
Second Formeroom, and wafted for Inky minor,

The door was thrown open, and the Sceond crowded out,
Inky minor and Gattvy among the first to appear. '
, Huorry Wharton and Frank Nuogent grasped the dusky
junior instantly.

“Ow!" yelled Inky minor.

“ ot him 1" said Nugent. ** Now produce that letter !’

“Mand it over, you black razeal I

Y Ow! Roscuc!™
G:htt;r anid Greene and Myers rshed to the rescue, but
Bob Cherry and John Bull and several more Remevites
shoved them
 Inky minor was relied over on the floor, and a letker
jerked out of his Eton jacket, and Dob Cherry picked it up.

“ Here it 12! exclaimed Bob, holding up the letter.
Y Good I

“ Lot the young bounder go !
Inky minor was released.
He lay gasping on the floor, quite out of breath, while the

chums of the Remove walked away teiumphantly with Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh's letter.

Inky minor rose with a helping haod from Gatty, and

gm‘ped.
Game's up, I think,” zaid Gatty.
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The dusky junior nodded.
I suppose so,’” he said.
miving it away in that letter.”

“ He, he, he!” chuckled Sammy Dunter.
read the letter ?'

“ No, I didn't1"

“ More fool you”

‘I you're looking for a thick ear, Bunter minor—="

Bunter minor apparently wasn’t, for he backed away versy
quickly. Inky gasped for breath. He had had a very roug
handling from the Removites.

“Well, if it’s all up it’s been a jolly good jape,” he snid,
“ But we shall see.”

“1 suppose old Inky will ba
“Didn't you

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery.

" ALLO, hallg, hallo !*
H " What's the matter, Bol "

" Your paws, Franky."”

“Eh!" MNugent looked at his hands, My
aa.wa! What's the matter with them?! Why, my hst!
ireat Scott! What the dickens !

And Frank Nugent stared blankly at his hands,

Wharton and Bull and Tom Brown and the rest of them
starcd at them, too, with varicus and emphatic exclamationd
of astonishmoent.

There were black smudges on Nogent's hands, as if he
had been handling a sooty shovel or dabbling with charcoals

Where had tho staina come from?

“I've got 'em on my hands, too!" Wharton exclaimed.
“ Look here!™

Ho held up s hands.
fingers.

“It's Inky’s complexion coming off " shricked John Bull.

ik But._"h'ut.""_"“'f*

* Iinpossihle "

“ It can’t come off,” exclaimed Tom Brown.
complexion iz a fast eolour, ain't it

““Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ I—% don't make thiz out,” said ITarry Wharton, ' What
the dickens has the young ass been blacking hiz face fori™
* I should think Naturc had made it black enough, too,”

i Yusg rather "’

* Let's read Inky's letter,” said Harry Wharton sabruptly.

“ Right-ho! Go ahead!”

Wharton took the lettor out of the envelopa.

His face was very curious in expression as he opened it
Btrange suspicions with repard to Inky miner were working
in his mind now.

“ My dear and worthy Wharton,—Justly a lineful epistls to
warn you not to expect my honourable minor, as his esteemed
guardians have decrded that he is to continuefully go on with
his eduestion al present with Indian masters.

"1 know this will be dieappointful to you, but perhapsfully
ray excellent minor will come with me when Ipretum.fully
ro to Greyiriars. )

I hope you are all spifingfully well and blessed healthy.
~=Yours alwavsfully, Inky."”

Wharton lowered the letter, The chums of the Remove
stared &t one another blankly.

For some minutes not one of them could speak. Inky's
letier had simply token their breath away.

“ My hat!” said Bob Cherry at last,

“What docs it mean?

“I can't understand it."

" Rame here”? i

“He savs his mnnor 13 not coming, after all,"” said John
LBull slowly. “ ¥Yet the young bounder is here.”

“He has run away without telling his people, then, I
auess,”” said Fisher T. Fish. “He wanted to como to
England, and lw's hooked it from home.”

Wharton shook his head.

“That doesn’t explain it,” he said.

“I puess it dees.”

“ It doesn’t explain tho fact that he wanted to prevent me
from reading this letter from India,” said Harry.

“H'm! Well, na”

““It doesn’t explain why he has blacked his face.”

“ By Jove!"

“ It doesn’t explain & great many things that have been
awiully surprising about Inky minor,” said Wharton dri%‘.

“1 guess he's a regular puzzle,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ What did he want to put black on a black chivvy for®"

** Bhakespeare saya we shouldn't gild refined gold, or
the lily,” Frank Nugent remarked, with
ing the black is tha same thing."

‘Ha, ha, ha!"

“I don't understand it,”” said Wharton abruptly.

There were black smudges on the

“ A nigger’s

] aint
& grin, " and black-

“It's
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pretly ciesr that there’s something on—either a jape, or
WOIsQ.

“How do you meun?”

Well, it's pretty elear that the chap who's come here as
Inky minor, isn’t Inky minor at all.”

“phow

“Inky minor 1z still in India, if Inky major knows any-
thing about it, and I suppose he does.”

“Sty hat 1"

. That chap. whoever he is, isn’t Inky minor. Tho question
15, who iz het"

"* Bome blessed practieal joker, T suppose.”

: H’uﬂﬁ-‘i‘ 5‘}-!1

‘Most likely,”” agreed Harry Wharton. “ And he's not
black, cither. He's coloured up his face to look like Inky’s.”

' Great Seatt !

And that's why his blessed complexion comes off when
you handle him!" oxclaimed Frank Nugent. *OFf course !”

" And that's why his eves aren’t Inky's colour, nor his
features like Inky's,” said Wharton. " He's English, except-
ing for the colouring of his chivvy.”

© L guoss you're on the right track.”

The young bounder may e here for a lark, o he mey be
here for something worse,” said Harry, * Ho might belong

to some gang of thieves, and be here to spy out the lay of
the land,” J k¥ %

“It's possible.™

L guess 50."

LWe'll jolly well have the truth out of him,” said Hurey
grimly. '“The matter’s got to be eleared up, and at once.””

* ¥oz, rathoer,”

“What's the plan, then??

“ We'll give him a dormitory trial.”

There was a chorus of approval at onee, A dormitory trial
was an institution at Greyfriars,

“But shall we leave it till tenisht® asked Bob Cherr
doubtfully. Il he's up (o real mischief, he ought io 1:::
nalled at onee™
h_“'i"i.ﬁ_ :-u:a‘t i{jw itfi mitribe, 'l.:.:{ci-’]l nail him, and yanl

im olt to the Remove dormitory, 1ve hi tal. !

T Eoats heged ory, and give him a trial

"I expret be will go up to touch up his complexion,’” said
Harvy. " We may be able to nail him upstairs, and capture
him without any trouble. We'll lock tiw. door, and keep
the Second ouwt "

“ Good whoeeze, ™

*The young hounder shall br mada-ta explain himself, and
answer for what he'sidone,” said Havey. " If it's a jape we'll
consider what to do with him, If it's anyvthing worse than
that, we can leave him to the Head, as soon as we gel the
facts out of him.™

I puess you're right.”

‘Come on, then. Get the fellows guietly into the dorm.
Teil them it's a dormitory trial, and they'se all to turn up.”

Y Right you are!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Wharton and Nugent and Bull went into the house to
look for Inky minor. The other fellows gathored in the
Remove for the dovmitory trial. The juniors came in
willingly cnough. The sturtiing discovery with rerard  fo
]':nk;..r minor had amazed them all, as soon as they heard of
it, and they were all very keen to investigate the focts,

¢ Removites woere soon thronging in their dormitory,
where, at that time of the duy, they were net likely to be
disturbed.

They catered into the ideo of a dormitory trial with preat
zest,  ob Chorry superintended the arranzements, and whoon
they were finishod, the Reinove waited with breathless intoyost
for the arrvival of the prisoncr,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Caught !

“ HERE, that will do,” suid Gatty,
Guatty and Greesne wore with Toky minor in the
Second-Form dormitory, The dusky junior was look-
g at himscelf in s hand-glass held by Gatty, wnd
touching up his complexion. It had sulfered very consider
ably in the tussle with the Removites for the posscssion of
the lotter from India.

AL right? asked Inky minar.

“The alrightfulness is terreific!*

**Ha, ha, ha!™

"*It's all serene, unless the letter from Indin has given vou
away,” said Gatty. * And perhaps it hasn’t! We shall soe,
wnyvway.”

“ Look out!" muttered Green. * Somchody’s coming.*

There were footsteps in the passage outside.

In & twinkling the colour was popped out of sight, the
handglass was poked inte a bed, and f.I!:u three fass assvmed
altitudes of the greatest innoecncg.
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grinned Gatty.

“I think cricket practice is a bit of o fag,™ Gatty was 53}'"'5
in a loud voice, as Wharton and Nugert and Bull loske
into the dormitory.

¥ Go hon ™ sa.jti MNugoent, )

Galty looked round with an air of great surprise.

“ Halla! What do voeu fellows want?™ he asked.

“We want Inky mingr"

" Bnis "

“What is the littleful game, my worthy chums?" asked
In_t:'__',' minor, keeping his eyes very warily upon the Ilemovites,
“¥ou have takon your honourable letter”

“Yes, and we've read it, too, you voung fraud,” said
Wharton.

“ My excellont chum——"

“Come along!™
“ Where?”

“To the Remove dorm."”

“ What fort

“Ta be tried.

“ My excellent, worthy chum, T am too busyful—'

"“{¥h, yvoun ecan drop that blessed muxed English,” said
Wharton, grinmng. " We're up (o snufl now, my son.  Ace
you coming "’

" Certaininlly not.”

“"Then vou'll he taken,”

“1 declinefully refuse to be taken.™

“ Collar him, chaps,”

The three Removites vushed towards the dosky junior.

Gatty and Greene and Inky minor dodged round a bed, and
jumped over another, and made a wild breal for the door.

Catty and Greene reached i, but the Removites had marked
Inky minor. Wharton seized him by the back of the collar,
and MNugent intercepted him, and caugit him round the
waist, He was captured,

¥ Rezeun " bawled the Jam,

Gatty and Greene turned back.

“Healp! Yow! Roscue!l™

“ Let him go!”” yelled Galty,

“ Rats ™

“Come on, Greene.”

It was not muach use for the fars fo besin o russle with
the Removites; bat they had plenty of pluck., They rushed
desperately to the resene of Inky minor.

John Dull met them, and grasped cach by his collue, Tha
powerful junior exerted his strength, and swung both of them
ol thetr fect at onee,

0w masped Gatty.

“ ¥arooh " spletiored Gropne,

““Hu. ha, ha!”

John Bull grioned.

“¥You can take Inky minor away,” he saild.
after these two piddy heroes.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Wharton and Nugent swept Inky minor off the floge, and
carvied him towards the door by the ankles and the shoulders
The dusky junior stroggled fiereely, buat although he gave
some brouble, he was winable to release himself from the
mpasp of the two Removites,

He was carvied ont of the dormitery, while Gatty and
Greene strugrled with the sturdy junior, without in the loast
aflecting John Bull. Bull held them in a powerful crasp
witil a distant whistle warned him that the prisoner had
been safely conveyed to the Remove dormitory.

Then he swung Lthem upon 2 bed.,

“There you are!” he exelaimed cheerfully,

i U“’ !’1‘

i -‘El:,ﬂ gt Ftb

John Bull chuckled and walked out of the dovmitors,
Gatty and Greene sat up on the bed, and stared at one
another with sickly prins,

" ¥What a strong beast I said Gatty, EASDING,

“Yes. Ow! The rotter! Groo!

“They've taken Inky minor te their dorm, Look here,
wf re going to reseue him!" exclaimed Catty, jumping
up,

“Yes, vather. Come on!™

The two juniors rushed out of the dormitory, and down
the passage. Thoy hurled themsclves upon the dooy of the
Remove dormitery. It was locked.

Gatty thumped on the door.

”D{mn this blossed door!"" he shouted,

“0Oh, go and ecat colie " replied a voico from within.

“Have you got Inky minor there?”

“ ¥es, vather !

Y Lot him out

LI} Rﬂl-ﬁ- !n

“(pen the dogr ™

“More rats 1™

“ Rotter IV

“ Ha, La, ha "

“It's no good " evelaimed Clatly desporately.

1%
¥

I ook

f¥

“We can't

“ i, 1] mi
FIGHTING HIS WAY," ™ gy o, someer



Bat we'll get it

apen the door, and t.hup%r won't opon it.
] s go and gather the Sccond, and

bust in zomechow.  Let
bring them all here™

Y Good !

And Gatty and Greene rushed off to gather the heroes of
tha Becond Form far the rescue of Inky mumor.  Meanwhile,
the unfortunete Jom rvemained in the hands of the cnemy.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
The Trlal In the Dormitory.

NEKY MINOR sat in a chair in the BRemove dormitory.
e bad strugeled to the last, and the Removites had
wzgsed a rope several times round him and the chanr,
wnching him fast to ik, Inky minor had ceased o

struggle now, because he could not move a limb, and he sat
in tha chair gasping, the perspiration rolling in beads down
his dusky fuce, and making peeuliar pale streaks in his
complexion,

The dormitory had been really excellontly arranged as a
court.

Three chairs were set upon a bed, upon which was a placard
bearing the legend, ** Judges' Bench.”  The sceots were
evidently for the judges. Un a broomstck standing against
tho wall was another placard, ** The Jury."

The jury were already empanelled.

There were twelve good men and true, all Removites—
Ogilvy, Micky Desmond, Trevor, Bussell, Morgan, Treluce,
Bmith minor, Tom Brown, Hazeldene, Skinner, Stott, and
Mark Linley.

They were in three rows—the first row scated on the floor,
the second row sitting on chairs, and the third row standing.

Two warders, armed with cricket-bats, stood behind the
prisoner's chair, as he sat f:mirag the (j/udg—:ﬁ* bench. The
two warders were John Bull and Bob Cherry.

Three judges mounted to the bench—Harry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, and Bulstrode.

Their aspect was very grave, as became the judicial bench.
Judicinl wigs, of course, were lacking at Greyfriars; but
the dv.:-ﬁ»:-.ieu%y had becen supl;.licd. one of the judges having
& cruet-stand, another a fool's cap, and the third a mlk hat
upon his head.

The dusky prisoner grinned at them.

“ Mow, what's the Iittle game?” he demanded.

" Bilence in court, I puess.™

That was from Fizher T. Fish, who had bheen appointed—
ot had appointed himsclf—ushor.

“Oh, cl-:eese it I sad Inky minor.
chessafulness is terrific.”

Laughter in court! All the Removites who were not on
the jury or the judicial bench were crowded along the walls,
looking on and grinning.

Wharton looked round with a judicial frown.

“ Bilence in court !’ he exclmmed. Y1 trust that the
public do not imagioe that o law-court is & place for the
cexercise of humour.”

Laughter !

“If there 15 any further unseemly merriment in this court,
I shall have to request the ushers to remove the person
offending,” said the judge severely.

“ Bilence, I guess !’ said Fizher T. Fish.
Oh, yes! Silence!”

" Prisoner at the bar,” went on the judge, * you must
know that we bar fellows like you.

Laughter in ~ourk.

[ 11 Ahem !I'.l

Loud laughtes.

“ Prisoner at the bar—usher, kindly see that silence is
presecved—prisoner, stand up.’”’

“How am I ko stand up, you s=illy asza, when I'm tied
down " demanded the prisoner, naturally enough.

“ Ahem! Bit down, then.”

“Well, I'm doing that. How long is this silly game going
to last ™" demanded the prisoner.

“ Prizoner, you will not enhance your case in any way
by trenting the court with disrespret.’

“0Oh rats! I mean, the ratfelness is terrific.”

Y Order! T shall commit you for contempt of eourt other-
wige'”

“The boshiulness s terrific.”

“ Warders 1" thundered the judge.

" ¥es, your honour ™ said ﬁ-;:rb Chierrey,

““ If the prisener is guilty of contempt of court apgain, you
will rap him on the napper—ahem !—I mean the head, with
a bat.’

 ¥es, your honour.”

“Here, you chuck it exclaimed the prisoner, twishing
his head round to loock at the two grim warders. * Don't
veu start playing the giddy ox, Ow!”

“ T mean—ahem I—the

“Oyez! Oyez!

jrr

rack !
“ Yarooh " . :
Dol Cherry had given the prisoner a light tap with the
Eat. It was only a light tap, but the prisoner roared.

*I—I mean, tha
Lemma out!'?

" You—you utter chumps!” he roared.
chumpiulness i torrific. Stop! Legro!
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“ Order I
““IRatg! I tell you— Yaroop!™?
Whaek !

The prisoner subsided into silenee, The cricket-bats were
too much for him. e glared at the warders, and then
glared at the judtiea..

“ Now,” szaid tha chief jmi!,:']:, with a frown, *°prisonor,
you aro accused of eoming to this school in disguise, and we
want to know who you ave, and what the little pame is.

" Hear, hear " sl the jury.

The judge frowned.

“The jury will kindly keep silent,” he said.

Slnner, the foreman of the jury, rose.

“Your honour—-"*

“ Bilence in court !’

“Your honour, when we said ‘Tlear, hear? we did not
mwan hear, hear, but hore, here, meaning that we were all
here, heve,” Skinner cxplained.

Laughier in court.

“Order I™

“The charge against thiz prisonce,” resumed the judpo,
“ig & serus one, I he cannot meet the churge—-""

“He will have to bovrow of somebody.” It was & voice
from the court, followed by laughter,

Y ¥ the public cannot keep order, I shall direct that the
court b cleared,” said his honour severely. ™A court of
law 13 not a theatre. To resume. The prisonor at the bar
15 guilty of coming to thiz school in disruise, under & name
that does not belong to him. Warder !"”

“You, mir?"

" You should say ves, your honour, futhead.”

“¥Yes, vour honour fathead.”

Laughter in courd.

“Ahem! Kindi+ roll up the prisoner’s sleeve, so that it
can he seen how far his dark complexion extends.”

Bome sipns of ressstance on the part of the prisoner, but
they wern unavailing. His arm was jor lovse from the
cords, and s sleeve was rolled up. The skin above the
wrigt was scen fo bo guite white,

There was a gasp of interest from the watching crowd
of juniors.

Although it waes pretty well known that the supposed
Indian was a white }ao:,r in disguise, yet this clear and con-
vincing prooef of it was a little startling.

“ My hat!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * He's really white I

“Who i3 he )

“ Blessed if one can tell who he 1s with that black smudging
on his chivvy,” sand Nugeni. “ My belief is thal I've scen
him befgre™

There came o sudden chuckle from the prisoner. Some-
thing in Nugent's remark scemed to strike him as funny.

 Prisoner, order ™

“Oh, ratg!™

“ Warder—""

“Holid on'™ exclaimed the prisoner hastily.
vigght; I'll keep order.”

“Gentlemen of the ury, you ebserve——"

The foreman of the jury rose.

:: Iil:r it} in order to ask a guestion now " he demanded.

“Well, T'll ask it all the saine. Are you judge or prose-
cuting counsel 1"’ i

The judge secmed a httle puzzled by the question.

““ Both,”” he answercd finally, I am condacting this case,
i1 the absence of counsel, and [ do not require any assistanco
from the foreman of the jury. If the foreman of the jury
azkz any more questions, JI shall commit him for contempt
of court. Proecced with the trial.”

Laughter in court, o .

“Gentlemon of the jury,’” resumed the chief justice, with
a fiery plance at the foreman, ** you observe that the prisoner
is in disguise. There is no disguising the fact. He iz whitn,
and he 15 got up to look like an Indian. He is, thercfore,
in disguise.”™

“I guite agres with the remarks of my learned brother,”
said MNugent, setting the cruet straight on his judicial head;
““the prisoner 13 in disguise.” o X

“The next guestion is to discover his identity,’” went on
the judge, “and to ascertain whether he is someone we
know, playing an idiotic jape on us, or whether he is some
emissary—"" A

“ That's a good word,” said the foreman of the jury.

“ Order ™ : i

“Or whether he iz some eomissary of a gang of criminals,
5“’?}'“?‘?.‘:? to gain information for the purposes of robbery.”

“ Prisoner st the bar, what iz your name ™

“ Walker."

Laughter in court.

“¥You nre directed to tell the court your truze name.”

“ Rats I"
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“The prisoner refuses to disclose his identity. We shall,
therofore, proceed to remove his disguize, and ascertzin
whether we know him.”

“Good ege V" sad the ]ut?l?, all together.

" Look hore——"" bepan the prisoner.

“ Silonge I 3

“ Warders, you will take o basin of water and a sponge,
and wash the face of the prisomer. Wash it till the black
all comes off.”

“¥ea, your honour’ s . :

Tho wardsrs oboyed. As the trial was being held in a
dormitory, facilities for washing were close at hand. Bob
Cherry dipped a sponpe in a basin of water, and scaped ir,
and rubbed awsy at the countenance of the bound prisoner.

The prisoner objected strongly. Perhaps hie did not object
s6 much to his disguise being removed, as to the vigour with
which Bob Cherry removed it. DBob certainly had a strong
arm, and his rubbing was powerful.

The dusky face of the prisoner disappeared in a clond of
foam and suds, and Bob Cherry worked away manfully, with
his slecves rolled up, amid a kind of chorus of growls, howls,
gaspy, and p&rwn&? obzervations from the prisoner.

But Bob Cherry never heeded. He worked away, and
lathered and rubbed, and rubbed and scrubbed till the judge
directod L to stop. . o

“Yeau must have the paint off by this time, warder, 1
should think,”” he exclaimed. _

“ And the skin, too I should say,"” grinned Bulstrode.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ (h, alf right, your Honour!” said Bob Cherry, “T'll
get the soap off now, and we'll soon sec if we know him.™

i Yﬂsﬁ buck up ™

Bob Charry sponged off the sea of foam and soapsuds, A
face, white excepting where it was red with rage, emerged
into view and recognition.

The juniors looked at it, and there was a yvell of amaze-
mmant.

# Nugent minor "

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Nugent Misor Wins.

UGENT MINOR gazed furiously at the Removites.
His collar and jacket were scaked with water ond
eonp, and water was running down his back, and all
over him. His face was beautifully clean—cleaner,
probably, than it had over been in his life before.

The amazement of the Remove knew na hounds. They had
oxpected anything but this. Frank Nugent pazed at hia
young brother as if he had been a spectre.

“ Dicky ! he gasped.

“My hat! Nugent minor!"

“ Dicky Nugent !

* The yvoung sweap !"

“ Ha's taken vs all in!*

“ Qreat Scott!"

The court broke up in its excitement. Judges and pury
mingled with the crowd that surged round the scamp of the
Second Form.

“Nugent minor!” exclaimed Harvy Wharton. *“ You
awfully cheeky young rascal! Then yon did come back
after all I"

The clouds eleared from Dicky Nugent's face, and he
grinned.

“1 said I'd come back within twenty-four hours, didn't
1% he demanded.

" ¥Yes, you voung sweep——-"-7 :

“Well, and I've come. I snd I'd come back, and
wouldn't be sent away again—and I've done it. I knew
there was some idea of Inky minor coming, so I came as
Inky mingr, The disguisefulness was termfie,” grinned
Dicky MNugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! We've been taken in,
exclaimed John Ball
Nugent minor wine it."”

‘“*Ha, ha, ha !

1 rather think I do,” said Nugent minor coolly. ™ Vou'll
stand it this evening, if iw please, and I'll bring Gatty and
Myers, and Greene, and Hop Hi. And now yow've found
me out, you'll hold your tongues—you're not going to give
me away.'

“ What I exclaimed Frank.

“I'm keeping this up," Nugent minor explained coolly.
“You'll have to go and fetch me some mors eomplexion
from my box. I'm not going home for that week. I'm
staying here as Inky minor until the week is up, you see.
é;.-g?tuld mother I'm not going to be at home, and I'm not,

a ’a

“ Look here—"
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and no mistake !
“And we've Jost that study feed.

“We haven't punished him vet, for taking us in," said
Bulstrode. "I recommend frog's-marching round the
dorm.”

* And & ducking.”

““And a bumping.”

‘“ And a licking.'

““ Here, hold on ! exclaimed Nugent minor. *I—*

rash! Crash! Crash!
It was a ferrnihe attack on the dormitory door. Gatiy
& Co. had returned to the rescue. Crash! Crash! Crash!

A large and heavy hammer was crashing on the lock, and
strong as it was, it was pretty certain that the lock would
not stand an attaclk of that kind for very long.

Crash ! Crash!

“ Open the door !

“1et us in!"

Crash !

“ Blop that, you young asses!” shouted Harry Wharton.
“ You'll break the lock t™

“Ha, ha, ha! That's what we're going to do,” velled
Gﬁﬂ{:.{ ‘:Yuu let Wugent—I mean Inky minor out, then.”

id efs ."

Crash! Crash! The door sheok and groaned. Then
there was & sudden exclamation of alarm in the passage.

“Cave! Here comes Quelchy !

There was a scattering and pattering of feet. The steady
tread of the Remove-master was keard approaching. The
Iliand':a of the door was itried, and then there was a sharp
2 TR

* Dpen thiz deor at once !

The juniors exchanged looks. There was nothing else to
be done. Bob Cherry began hastily to untie the prisoner,
with some i1dea of getting him out of sight of the Remave-
master. But there was no time., The deoor was unlocked,
and Mr. Quelch came in, frowning,

He gazed at the crowd of juniors in the dormitory in
amazement.

* What does this mean "' he exclaimed,

Before anyone could reply, Mr. Quelch’s egn:e fell upon

Eugﬂﬂt minor. Bob Cherry had just succeeded in untyving
im.
“What!"” exclaimed the Remove-master, * What!

Nugent minor ! I understood that you were at home! Why
what—what——""

His glance turned upon the basin of discoloured water,
the blackened sponge, and upon the Jam's hands, which
wera still black. He understood.

“ Nugent minor! Is it possible—that—that——"*

“1f :-'D-udpiauaﬁ, sir——"" began Dicky Nuogent, witl his
meelest and mildest look.

* Explain yourself at once, Nugent minor,” exclaimed the
maszter of the Remove sternly.

“Yeou gir; I—I was Inky minor, sir”

(18 “? h&t 1!!

* I—1 went home, sir, when I was sent, but—but my mater.
was 3o worried, sir,” said Dicky Nugent pathetically,” “ I—I
ﬁ{:utdn’t bear to be a trouble to my mother, siv, 30 I—I came

acl.”

‘ Ahem "' said Mr. Quelch.

“I—I got myself up as Inky minor, sir, and—and eame
back,” said Dicky Nugent. * I—I hope you don't think ['ve
done wrong, eir.”’

Wrong!" exclaimed Mr. Queleh, astounded. “ Of course
you have done wrong.'

[, sir, I'm so sorry 17

“You have come back without permission—*"

“ Not oz myself, air, but age—"

*That is 2 mere quibble, Nugent minor."

¥ 0h, sir ™

“You have decetved us—"'

“Have I, sir?” stammered Dick, in great contrition.

“ Certainly you have, We believed vou fo be the brother
of Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, and you are nothing of tha
zort,”” exclaimed Mr. Qualeh.

“ Yes, sir, I—I suppose I've done wrone,” said Dietv,
saftly and meekly. “ I—I acted for the best, sir. It wag 20
hard to see mother ery, sir.”

*Ahem ! Mr. Quelch coughed. “You have acted in a
most unjustifinble way, Nugent minor—1 have never Leaped
of so wi‘!d an cscapade. DBut—but sinece your motives wera
good, I will do my best to induce the ITead to pardon vou,
and—and to sllow you to remain without being sent home to
complete your term of absence.™

** Oh, thank you, eir!"' exclaimed Nugent minoer, end thers
wag real gratitude in his face now, “Oh, thanks! You are
very kind, sir'’

Mr, Quelch waved his hand.

* Bee that vou deserve my kindneza, that is all," he ex-
elaimed.

And he left the dormitory.
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“%ueieh}r is a jolly good sort,”” said Harry Wharten,
“and he's treated you a jolly lot better than you deserve,
vou young razeal. But I suppose you've gol out of this
serape now, as you always do get out of scrapes, somehow,™

Nugent minor grinned.

“Quite so—I mean, quitefully s0,”" he replied. “4The
exactfulness of my honourable chum’s stalement is terrific.”
“Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry, *““Enough of that.”

“My worthy chum——""

“Btop it "

“Very well—only don’t forget that study feed,™ said
NUEFEHI- minor, ' I've beaten you all along the [ine, and
you ve gpot to own up, and stand the feed. U'm going fo
bring Gatty, and Greene, and Myers, and Hop Hi, and—-"
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*{3h, bring the whole blessed Second, if yeu like ! sad
Huarry Wharton, " You've done us '™

And Nugent minor did bring gquite 2 number of the heroes
of the Becond to that study {ecd-—qgiite as many as Neo. 1
Study would hold. And they contrived to have o very good
time, THE END.
{Aaother pplendid, long, comelete sehool-tale ?'r Harry Wharton £ Co., af
e lriars, next week, entitled “ THE SCHOOLEBOY MILLION ALRE"

by ek Rachaede.  Please erder your copry of T'ILE MAGNET Library
i adpancs,  Frice W)

The Seooond Imnmstalynmnmematl]

“BEYOND THE ETERNAL ICE!”

A Thrilling Story of the Amazing Adventures of Ferrers Lord, Millionalre, Ching-Lung, and Rupert Thurstom,
By SIDNEY DEREW.
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Ferrers Lornd, the famous multi-millionaire and inventor,
starties the world Ly entering the lists against Professor
Hucley, the celebrated American sciehtist, who 13 about to
start 1 =earch of the North Pole, in his wonderful airship
tho Clond King., Lord announces hig intention of starting
for the DPole a4t the same time in his mysterious snbmarine
fhie Lord of the Deep, and makes a match of it with the
profossor for the gigantic sum of o milhon pounds! The
preliminaries are settied, and two judges are appointed=-one
to travel on board each of the two strange {:t}m]m’r[ng craft.
Forrers Lord 18 accompanied by all his old friends on the
Lovd of ihe Deep, including Ching-Lung  and Ruport
Thurston ;. while DProfessor Hugley has a Cuban named
Paraire with him.

On the dav appeinted fov the stact a pun booms from the
chiff on thoe barren isluond of "I"nr:l'ui‘l:I off the Faroe coast, arl
the Clowd King sours imte the awe, while at the same moment
the Lovrd of the Deep shoots out across the heaving waters
of the sea. The vace for o million pounds has begun'!

{(Now go on with the story).

Ching-Lung Makes the Acquainfance oi Gan-Waga, the
Esquimanx, and Discovers that Gentleman in Bed—
A Chat About the Race—The Yellow Patch.

Narthwavd Ho!

The faces of @l those gathered in the wheel-house of the
Lord of the Deep expressid the excitement thev ieit, oo
Ferrers Lord's cheeks showed a light tinge of red. Tom
Prout, his pipe i s month, and lems wide apart, kept his
eves on the compass-nealdle amd perspived. Bupeet’s  haowd
shook =za that he found some iffienliy e stetkings o moich
to light a cigarette. Ching-Lung’s pigtail wapged from side
to side. There was something  wildly exhilarating  and
intoxicating in the thought that the raece for such a woper
hacd really boguan.

“Wal, T should puess’ drawled the Yankee wmpire,
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“I've done & bit of travelling above water in my time, but
this iz the first time I have ever taken lodgings below it.
It's a mighty quecr sensation, too. SBay, the thing won't
bust up, will i7"

Everybody laughed,

““ I hope not,” said Ferrers Lord.

“That's just echoing my wish, tno,” =aid the Yankee.
“You'll oblige mo a good deal by telling the steersman I'm
not very heavily insured, and I'm very fond of myself. I
shall get pretty rited with him if he bursts us on to a sunken
roclk, or bangs us against the ribs of an eighty-ton whale. 1
give you my word, T shall be rede—very rude !

Et‘:-:'y}lfr:]}' Liargrhied] -:'L]';'u:i.n. There wits the =zame morry
twinkle in the Yankee's cye. Forrers Lowrd whispered some
mstructions which Prout veceived with & rn:ﬂ}mrtFu[] galute.

Y Mow, siv, althouxh it s late,” said the millionaire, with
a bow, * I'm oat hberty to thow you round my vessel. Rupert,
my dear fellow, may we have the pleasure of your company '

The three men descended the ladder, and, snotching the
pipe cui of the steersman’s mouth, Chang-Lung placed it in
hiz own.

“ Anyiiing fTeshee, Thomas 7" he inguired.

Y Don't speak to the man at the wheel ' roared Prout.

* Allee hghice,” sail the Chinese boy placidly.  “ You
stickee te the Inles, Thomus, Dere no lules to say you no
tatkee ta me, I ashee i dere anybody fleshee among the
clew ¥ Open voul bigee mouvf when you tole.”

“Welll” wud  Prout, his good-natured prin eoxpending,
“most of the ole lot 15 with us still, exeopt Nod Harton, the
diver. We sha'n't see the peor chap this teip.  We Joft him
s the hospoial ab Colombo, where they waes patehing his left
thigh.  You =ee, we waz watchin® the nigrers pearlin®, an’
Med reckoned he'd have a try ab peari-fishin® withoul n
diven’-=uir. o tred, and mob to bad words with o shark.
The shark bit back—1 mean bit back—and Ned went into
deveadocks for repaire”

*CGoad glacious me ! murmured Ching-Tang.
Mol gettingg an ¥

“Fust orate”" answered the steersiman,
Tagcars abowrd and one Llubberbitor”

Ching-Laung's cyes opened in astonishment,

* Blubbeilntel 7 What sort of ting is Jdat ?"

“How ole

"Wea'lve pot two
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“An orful gressy, flat-faced, tall-haired, snub-nosed
froak I'" said the ateersman. *“ It's a Heskimoo, that's what
it is 1"

Ching-Lung had heard of the Esgquimaux, the children of
the frozen North, but he had never seen one. He plied Prout
with eager questions.

As far as Prout knew, Ferrers Lord had bhrought the man
from Greenland. He waa a skilled seal and bear-hunter, and
could pilot his kayak—a flimsy canoe made of skins—over the
roughest water.

“But,” went on the steersman, “of all the ugly. door-
knocker faces I ever did see, he's gobt the uglieat! I allus
wanta to chuck a belayin’-pin at it. And the grub he eats!
Why, he'd sconer drink a pint of engine-oil any day than
a pint of rum! To see "im bitin' chunka out of lumps of suet
a5 if it was & mubbon-pie, is enough to make a chap il
T'other day—""

Prout stopped suddenly and glared at a black rotund shape
that crawled suddenly into view round the wheel It looked
ke a monstrous tortoise with s long teil. Pomething was
tied to the tail, which dragged over the Hoor with a swishing

aound.

“1t's come,”™ said Prout. *' That’s the blubberbiter !

The amazing apparition rose slowly on its  hind-legs,
rovoaling a flat, oily fece, in which two little black eyes

leamed good-natuvedly. One glimpse of the face was enough
or Ching-Lung. He had nover seen anything so mirth-
provoking before in his whole life. There was hardly any
noge at all, but enough mouth for a large family., The head
of the Esguimaux was covered with a hood of seal-skin, and
ho woro & necklace of shark’s teeth. The substance atiached
to his tall was a square block of ice.

Very gravely he pulled the block into
it, crossed his {ega, and grinned at Ching-Laung,

The Chiness boy his #mides and lasughed. The
Esquimaux seemed to take his lnughter in good part, for he
laughed too. )

“If he ain't next cousin to a Hafrican
blanked I said Prout. “ 1 thought at first his tail was
natural until I seed it stitched on. Look at it now, a-sittin’
on that chunk of hice, and grinnin' like a pizensd cat! Ch,
murdor, it's going to oat!"

From some hidden pocket the Esquimaux produced about
a dozen green tallow candles. They were half melted and
stuck togother. He sevored one from the bunch, bit it in
half, and chewed away with great rolish.

"Goed "nuff!M be said, or, rather, gurgled, winking
solemnly at Ching-Lung. * Butterfuily nree !

“Tallerly nice,’” groaned Prout. “Ch, it’s bad enourh to
turn the stummick of a horstriteh "'

" Want some " gurgled the blubberbiter, politely offering
ona of the candles to Ching-Lung.

Ching-Lung bowed himseli low, his hand on his heari, and
accepted the gift. Ho balanced the candle on his nose and
avo a little puff. A thin flame seemed to shoot from betweon
giﬂ lips. The next instant the candle was burning steadily.
Like some cnormous cavern fhe blubberbiter’s mouath
opened 1n awed amaze. His httle eves staried out so far
that the possibility of cever getting them back into their
proper place scomed very remote. He stared transfixed.
Ching-Lung gave his hand an upward jerk, and the lighted
candle vanished down his throat.

Ching-Lung waved his hand.  Magically the bundle of
tallow-dips the E’-‘i‘.’Uilﬂﬂ-U}: was holding burst into flame.
Uttering a shrill yoll of horror, ha bounded up, tripped over
hiz icy scat, and pitched headlong down the companion-way.
They heard the thud, thud of his body as he rolled down the
Hht_ups, and the loudor bang, bang of the ice which followed

um.

Prout collapsed apaeinst the wheel, tears of laughter pouring
down his ruddy cheeks.

“I tink dat lathel flightence himee," tittored Ching-Lung.
" How vn'E;r lude to leavee us like dat! I go and see whele
he gonea.'

The vessel was not moving at any great speed, but still
har plates guivered with the threb of her powerful engines.
 Prout flashed out the searchlizht for a moment, and sent
its silver spear circling through the glassy water. Two
gilvery notes chimed t"l:rrﬂur;h the ship, telling that it was
one o'clock. The race was just an hour old.

Ching-Lung followed thoe Esquimaux. Tee-splinters and a
wot streak marked his hasty Bight. The trac]lc-} led between
tha bulkhoads of tho long passage, skirted the engine-room,
and paused at the door of the swimming-bath. Asrveaders of
the **Walves of the Deep'” and * Lion Against Bear™
know, Ferrers Lord’s submarine had both a bithard-reom and
awirnming-hath.

Whan the vessel sank below the water her cnormous tanks
ware filled with water, and also tho bath. When she rose,
poworful Mpumpn expelled tha sea-water and air previously
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eompressed, rushed back into the tanks, giving her the
necessary buovancy to Boas.

Clurious to. discover what had become of Prout's blubber-
biter, Ching-Lung” quistly pushed open the door. Ulter,
impenetrable blackness met his eve. Heo moved forward a
few paces, his felt slippers making no noise. Right under
his feet glaamed a little civcle of light, and he fancied he could
smell the smoke of a cigar. ) _
h“ﬂhrist{mher Columbus,” thought Ching-Lung., *“ He's in
the water."

Ho switched on the electric light, and there, floating lilke
a barrel, his head pillowed on the block of ice, his eyes
closed, and a smouldering cigar between his lips, was the
Esquimaux. Evidently he had only just fallen asleep on his
queer bed, otherwise the cizar would not bo burning.

The astonished and admiring Ching-Lung noticed, too, that
he had taken the precaution to have some light refreshmants
near at hand, in case he should happen to fesl hungry in tho
night. A corked bottle labelled “ sweet 0il.”" and full of that
appetising though bilious Auid, floated beside the blubber-
biter. And from the blubberbitet's apology for a nose come
& soft, contented snoring. :

Ching-Lung =at down on the marbla edge and stared agawn.
The placid look on the sleeper’s face made him envious.
man who could compose himself to slumber in six feet of
cold water was an astounding novelty. The cigar was burn-
ing steadily, and, looking more closely, Ching-Lung detected
two thin lines of blue smoke issuing from the sleepor’s nose.

A brisk, firm footstep sounded along the ecorridor, and then
came a soft laugh. It was Ferrers Lord. :

“ Well, prince,” he drawled merrily, “what right have you
in Gan-Waga's bed-chamber " : 2 =

“ Great Scott, Lord!" pasped Ching-Lung. * What is it
all about? Is he a human walrus or porpoise?  Is this where

Where did you dig

he sleops? What kind of freak is he?
him up? Oh, thanks!” 5
He took a cigarotte from the millionaire’s jowelled case.
“You go too fast,’” said Ferrers Lord. “ My dear [ellow,
vou are getting almost as cxcitable as Thurston. Briefly, |
brought. Gan-Waga—hiz name means the bull-seal—from
Alaska. Ha iz the cldest son of the chicf of a small
Esguimaux tribe. He will be very useful to us, for he was
born among the Eternal Ice, and, as a great hisherman, he
can scent open water miles away." )
_ ::!EH:EI].'L it?" put in Ching-Lung. * He scems to revel in

“That's because he finds the vessel too hot. The heat
iz as deadly to him as the cold is to us. Bub he is one of the
best-tempered, happiest fellows I have over kmown. He
looks sluggish enough here; but wait till we sight the ice
He will ba all energy then, Our Yankee friend and Thurston
are playing billiards, Come to the state-room with me; I
want to talk to you."

The state-room of the Lord of the Dee
blue and gold. It had been redecorated since Ching-Lung
had seen it last. But there was no vulgar display or
ostentation to offend the eye. From the dull-blus carpet, sofr
and springy as a sponges and edged with gold, to the rich
tracery of the ceiling, all was in perfect taste. Ferrers Lord
fell lazily into a2 chair, and gazed into a fire of scented,
smokoless logs.

“ By the way,” said Ching-Lung, ** vou seem to have been
cvorywhere except the moon.”

“Bome day, perhaps, I may even go there” drawled
Ferrers Lord. ** But I am interrupting you. Wall ¥

Y1 was going to ask yvou if vou had ever visited the North
Pole before T

“ Never, Ching.” He clasped his hands over his knees and
smiled dreamily. “I have often intended to make the
voyage; but you must remember my vessels have not been
built very long, and my time has beon fully occupied.™

“ And what 15 your opinion of this mystericus plage "

“1 am afraicl T had better keop silence on thal point.
prince ; but I may tell you that they are absolukoly different
from those of cther people. Poor Franklin found ice, Nansen
found ice, Pﬁa.rg found ice, and what became of the ill-fated
Andre and his balloon, and what he found will, I fear, never

was decorated in

be known. Remember, prince, we have no child's play
bofore ue. When we reach the ice, to find a shallow sea will

almost be fatal. The thickness of the ice mav make it
im'I"u::miblﬁ for us to pass beneath it,”

What !"" cried Chinz-Lung. “ ¥ou mean to pass beneath
leagues of ice?’

“ And why not, my friend ¥

Ching-Lung was silent.

“0f course,’” went on the millionaire calmly, “I admit
that tho whole thinpl.;eaﬂnurp alightly of madness, It would
not be pleasant to imprisoned down theso fifty or sixty
fathoms below water. Many of the large borgs run quite to
that depth, and weigh hundreds of thousands of tans. Thoy
would crack the vessel's ribs as easily as I smash this match.
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However, 1t will be exciting, and I cannot exist without
excitement. Look at this one moment.”

He opened the door of a carved cabinet and took out an
oblong jar of what seemed fo be copper. It was thickly
covered with barnacles.

“Our friend, Noed Horton, gave me this," he zzid. ™ He
was first mate of the whaler (uecenszland a2t the time, and
eruising just north of Independence Day. A whale was
sighte&\, arnooned, and killed. A smaller harpoon was
found imbedded in his teil, and to ihe harpocn this odd-
looking jor was attached. Horton kept it as a cune, and
nothing more.”

Ching-Lung examined the jar.
closed 1t at the narrow end.

“ 71 see nothing strange aboul " he said,

“HBut I do,” cried the millionaive—"' somcthing extrn-
ordinary—something amazing. It i3 not mmade of copper.
When 1 just touch it with ny finger it rings iike a silver
bell. It 1z not steel, iron, brass, bronze, gold, alwminiwm,
tin;: it i3 some moetal atterly unkoown to us. And, what 14
more, there 18 an inscription on ot that no man can readl,
Listen ! i

e struck his hand against tho jar, and it gave out a
tremulous, guivering note. Ilis grey eves wore Bushing, and
he began to pace the room with exeited steps,

YT am fogged, Lord” sasd Ching-Lung. T do noet
understand. What do vou argue From this mnysterions jart"

“Two things. First, that there is an open psszage to the
Pole; sccondly, that there is some race of huran beings
there—not savages, mind you, but a skilled and civilised

TeE MacNET LiBRARY.—No. 183

NEXT
TUESDAY :

A tarmesied sorew cap

1t seemed to writhe and dance like a liviong thing.
“Don’t tempt me! A maa would sell his soul fur such a gem ! |

“THE SCHOOLBOY MILLIONAIRE,”

“ Put it away!” said Ching.Lung hoarsely,

race.  Skilled hands alone created that jar. Batiered as it
15, the workmanship 13 magnificent, the ornamenlation
beautiful, though of a pattern ulterly new to us. And the
jar was not empiy, Look agpin!™

Fle opened iz oxtended hand., A ball of five, trembling
and shivering with a hundred over-changing, dazzhng hues,
lay in his palm. The glare of it hurt Chmg-Lung’s eyes.

He gave a cry of admiration and delight.

A diamond |7

Y Nar some strange jowel, unheard of and andreamed of
by our old carth. Tt was a mere muaddy pebble when 1orton
pave it to me. More than once he was on the puint of
throwing it away. 1 cut and polished it with mmy own
hants, What dizmond can comnaroe with it7 It needs ne
borrowed light ro show itz charms, Sometimes T think that
1 hives, and has a soul.”

He raised his hands, and the cleactrie lamps died out.  Dat
they were oot b darkoess,  Danetng shafts of colonred fire
poured from the gem—yellow, white, ved, gold, and vivid
green, It scenmred {o writhe nnd dance ltke a living thing.

“Put it oaway ™ said Ching-Lung  hoarsely. A BITT
!'I:"'llll-l't- IHI*.’ .n;l‘h. TRRILIT “'ﬂulii ‘1'1_'!” hlﬁ- h{l!:fl{}r ‘ﬁui_'h woEreT !”

The mithonairve laughed and locked the stone n o drawer.

“ 1 admit that it even fascinatea me.”” he answered, as he
switehed on the higpht. " My {hroat actually fickles when 1T
remember I own b, It fickles because n good mmany people
would not abpect fo eutting i 10 order to get that stone.
But we are straving from the subject. Ilerc iz miy whole
itheory in a nutshell: There must be an open passage 1o the
Pale, or, ot least, & passage broken by pools of open water

A Bplendid New. Long. Co ata Tale of Greviriars
School. By FR RICHARDS,
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at narrow intervals, A whale must rise frequently to
breatho, as o whele is & mammal, not a hsh. This passage
15 known to the whales, and probably aleo to the seals. Thas
mysterious jar, with its undecipherable inscription and the
nameless jewel you have seen, convinces mo that there is an
inhabited lznd near the Pole. Do you follow mo?™

Ching-Lung nedded. He was becoming excitod. )

“Yes—yes," he cried eagerly, “I undeorstand! The ice
barrier that has prevented ua from reaching thoe Pole has
kept tho peopls there from reaching uws. They know that
the whales travel backwards and forwards. Perhaps the jar
was ntended to try and communicate with us.  They
may——"

“ Exactly! They may have dispabched hundreds of
whales, butb the messengers have either not been caught, or
they have managed to rid themselves af the harpoon: by
rubbing themselves against the iecc. We will find the
passage, princo, and explors this new land of the North.”

“Glorious 1" said Ching-Lung. * Hallo !’

A whistle sounded at his clbow, and he put his ear to the
receiver of the s aaking-tuhm

*1Is that you, Ching ¥ asked Thurston’s voice. “Is Loxd
thore 7"

* Yes, my bor.”

“ Then, as ncbody scoms to want to go to bed tonight,"
went on Rupert merrily, “ask him to come up and take
some of the conceit out of our American friend. Ie's
beaten me into nothing every game”

Ching-Lung gave the message, and Ferrers Lord yawned,

“Very good,” he drawled; “and then fo bed. I shall
only play one pame.’’

““And I think that will be guite enough for Van What's-
his-name," said Ching-Lung drily.

Thurston was sitting on a lounge, fanning himself with a
handkerchief. He had found more than his match in the
American, and had beon uttarly defeated.

“ MNow for vengeance!" he said. “"I'm going to just sit
and gloat !

“1 reckon it would be more geonerous of you to open a
bottle of champagne, instead of gloating,”™ said tho Yankeo
gm::l-hnmcmrudl r. “It's amazing, but fhrmg uyader water
mokes me o triflo thirsty.™

At wyour aservice,”’ said Rupert,

As Rupert bogan to cut the wires of the cork, the Yankeo
began the game by giving the uwsual miss, Ferrers Lord
chalked the cue lazily and went just as lazily to the table.

“ Good shot, air!” . )

But it was only the firet of » succession. Time after time
red and white camo togethor, as if sgome magnotic attraction
draw them together, and Forrers Lord’s ball was aiwalya' in
the position to make the simplest of cannons. He played
with marvellons ease and skill. Never once had he a
difficult stroke to make. The American stood dumb-
foundoed. :

* Ninaty-six—ninety-eight—gamo !"" e¢alled Ching-Lung.

The Yankee had not scored a single point—in fact, he
had only touched tho ball once. ]

“Wal," he drawled, staring blankly at the scoring-board,
“this iz no place for me! I reckon, if this train is stopping
ghortly, I'll get out and walkl By honoy, zir,” he added
sdmiringly, *you know how to make the balls do avery-
thing but talk to you! Was [ on at all in that scene, or
wis I not? It kinder etrikes me I've forgotten whera T live.
However, Mr. Thurston, if you have fimished pgloating,
would you mind making an aperture in the neck of that
glass thing " ; : ;

Rupert had been standing, botilo in hand, watching the
play and highly amused. He twisted out the willing cork
aomowhat sharply and clumaily. The wine gushed wup,
drenching tho table.

“ Sorry ! he said. ** Where's your glass?™

Tho first oath man had over heard Farrera Lord nsa
sprang to the millionaire’s lips. The billiard-cue swun
round his head, dashing the bottle and glass out u%
Thurston's hand., Then, with oyves ablaze and face distorted,
he pointed to the cloth on the table.

Where the wine had fallen was & cresping and widening
atain, hlnuchinq the green to a vivid yellow.

“ (zentlewen,”” satd the millionaire, in harsh, icy tones,
s 5-1—.1::1 will lind the state-room wholly at your service. Gond-
night !"'

o bowed coldly as they looked at him in wonder. The
hint he had given them was too broad to be ignored.
Puzzlod and silent, they turned away.

Five bottles of champagne stood in the square wine-basket.
They had been loft cver from the dinner at the bungalow,
and Maddock had carricd them nboard. At Rupert's sug-
geation, in order to save the trouble of ringing for a
gervant, e had placed them in the billiard-room,

Ferrers Lord was calm by now. He pickad up the bottles
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one by ons, and scrutinized them. Four he replaced after
8 brief examination, but ho retained the fifth,

Slowly he tore away the gold paper that covered the neck.
Stamped on the glass wera three tiny ¢irclos in the form of
an inverted cone; &6

0

*“*Thank you, Gomez Paraira,” hissed Forrers Lord, “and

our precious League of Three Cireles! Your knife has
ailed, and now your poisoned wine has failed. May your
Inst circlg be the noose that will hang you! Bah! It was a
closg thing !"

Hao took out hizs knife, and with four clean cuts sevored
ithe stained zquars of ¢loth from the table.

“* A yellow flag,” he mottored—* the flag of pestitenco and
death ! It will keep until the time comes. It will be your
death signal, then, Gomez !

He shuddered. Except for Thurston's clumsiness and
that telldale stain, death might have already taken sope of
them to the long, long slecp.

He locked away the wine and the square of cloth, and
lighted a cigar.

The next moment he was standing In the door of the
state-room, calm and collected.

“Gentlemen,” he drawled, “I owe you some apology for
my conduct. I can give you no reason for it just now, but
I can assare you, as far as it is possible for mortals to be
suro of anything, you will have an ample explanation later on.
Once maore, good-night 1™

Aboard the Cloud King — Esteban, the Filibuster — The
Plotters—* All's Weli! Thanks for your Present
of Wige,”

The Cloud King, rizing to an altitude of 1,500 fect, found
a stiff north-easterly current to help her.  The sky above
her was a canopy of dull grey, speckled with silver points of
light, and the dull roar of the waves told that the breeza
was sfronger af sea-lovel.

Even at 1,500 feet the cold was so intense that thara was
a slippery crust of .ice covering the deck. The rush of air
caused by the beating fans had the true sting of frost in it
The thermometer hanging outside the deck-house registerad
fourteen degrees below zero.

A few of tho crew, shod in rubber boots, and muffled in
furs, moved here and there cautionsly, steadying themselves
by stont ropes siretched athwart the decks. An aluminium
screon, ten feet high, and piereed by lights of toughened
wlass, was placed amidships to form a shelter. Tt zerved a
double purpose, for when the Cloud King raced with the
wind, it acted as a sail to drive her forward. It could he
lowored flush with the deck when the vessel beat against the
wind, thus removing every possible inch of surfacoe that the
breeze could exert pressure upon.

Behind the screen, in perfect calm and comparative
warmth, sat Gomez Paraire ond & men of giant buald. Ho
was & negro of six feet four inches high. He had o chest
like an ox, and one of his muscular-knotted arma would
have dwarfed the thigh of an ordinary man. A bearskin
rungaa twisted round his lege, and his great, gloved hands
lgoked like the paws of some monstrous gorifla, This was
Estecban Gacchio, the notorious Cuban gun-runner and
insurgent, for whose life the Bpaniards, before the
Amoricans had declared war agamnst them, had effered the
sum of £3,000 English money,

“Epeak lower, camarado!” he growled, a3 a shadow
form moved silently aeross the deck. ** We cannot frpst all
and those confoundnd rubber shoes make no noise. You
have the brain, and I have the muscle, ears, and eyes. I
have greed, too, Senor Gomez™

His white eyeballs rolled cunningly as he glanced at
Paraira.

“ Greed I whispered the Cuban. “Caramba! Esteban,
had you the greed of a Port Royal shark, I can 6l vour
maw ! Hugley has taken the cath and joined the League™

“Never! You are a worker of miracles "

“ Monoy works any miracle,” muttered the Cuban, ‘" Ha
15 & man of scicnee, and too much science is ﬁrst‘wus.in to

madness. He wanted money te complete his invention.
The fool! His one dread was that his airship would be
used in warfara, He has not the heart enough to kill &
ﬂ&r ||'|

“Then that wazs why he would not offer this acronef to
any of the great powers?" smid the negro. with & chuckle,
“ And so you acted the man of wealth, the explorer, the
sciantist, and & hundred other things? Caramba! You aro
a jewel, my Gomez!" ‘ o

Paraira laughed as he lighted his cigarstte. Flattory
from Esteban Gacchio, the schelar, the polished negro

“FIGHTING HIS WAY," ™ it feiey



gentleman, who lhad taken the highest honours at the
University af Madrid, was flattery indeed, Knowing his
power over the Cuban blacks, and hoping te win him over
to his side, the Spanish Government had educated him and
loaded him  with honours. He wore the diamond star
of Ferdinand and Isabelln, and was o Knight of the Grand
Order of Juan of Saville, And bitterly they regrested .

Again the ghostly shadow passed astern.

"%‘hc Englshman,” snarled Gomnesg, * crecping about like
a cat! You shall have the pleasure of wringing his neck
by-and-by, my friend. At present he 13 useful fo ue
There nre five men ie the crew we cannot trust. Hugley
was determined to take them with hum, and I was afraid to
protest, as it might have aroused suspicion, T have aleeady
expressed the tremendous risk of the expedition on our
dupe, Hugley. I told him some of us might leave our bunes
among the ice. Ha, ha, ha!l”

Y Then the paper 1= signed ¥

“ Both Japers are signed and witnessed,” went on the
(Cuban., ° If{ by some unhappy accident, he should lose his
life, the stakes are mine. Supposing-—it iy not probable—1
am left to bleach on an iccberg, or to form a meal for some
Arctic bear, the million, in.ﬂnms of half of it, belongs to him.
Do you know, Esteban,” he added, with an evil grin, ©1
have & presentiment that sowething beastly unpleasant will
happon to tha professor T

'F]i:le nerro uttered a sofl chuckle, and rubbed his great
gloved hands together.

T will fake core to make that my business,” he answered.
¢ Caramba ! It 15 all so0 charmingly simple! A dark night,
o push, a splash, or a thud, as the case may be. Afrer that,
an alarm and @ frpitless search. These men of science are
so thoughtless. It iz absurd and reckless to lean too far
over the rail of a flying-maching [™ i

Little by little, their voices hushed by the deoning of the
acroncl’s beating wings and hozzing propellers, the plotters
whispered on, The solitary light still burned in the deck-
louse, and the sonring moon eparkled on the frosty plates
and threw the grotesque shadow of the flying monster on the
sea below. A hoarse noise went up, and pnmediately the
light went out. .

“ A steamer,’” said Gomez, stepping to the rail and point-
ing down. * Caramba, there goes her siren!”

?f}m veszel, belehing out black smoke from hﬂi' ;:tm:'kﬁ, Was
thrashing zouthward, She had sighted the alrrghll:.c In the
glaring moon they could see her crew gazing up in bewildered

TEFRA XS,

I let them know who we are!” laughed the Cuban.
“ Ah, Estaben, they will know us later on!”

He hurried towards the deckhouse, where the maffled
steersman wis holding the wheel.  Paraira jerked down o
brass lever. A liarse cheer rose from the steamer, as,
written in light on the aeronef’s back keel, appeared the

words:
“OLOUD KING.
TO THE NORTH FPOLE."

Estaban Auttered his handkerchief and looked down through
a nieht-rlizs. The Stars and Steipes fluttered at the vessel's
truck. She was evidonily an Awierican vessel, for someone
began to play ' Yankee, Dooldle,” on a concerting, and the
cheers increased. ’ :

“ 8he'll have * Yankee Doodle,’ and * Hail, Columbis,’
cruched out of her, Gomez ! growled the negro. ' She will
throw tho independence of Cuba at our heads, and pour her
ltoarded dollars at our feet. Eb, oy camarado? Wait till
the Cloud King sinks her proud navy 1"

“ Unlesg=——" said Paraira pgloomily. _ _

He pointed towards the sea, and Esteban ground his white
feath.

“ Vou mean Ferrers Lord?” .

“ YWos, He hag escaped knife, fire, and mstol.
Is he mortal? Will not even poison kill him? Al

He clutched at the vail with feverish bands. The American
vessel was far astern, but away lo starbonrd o glistening cone
leapt into sight, and a beam of light shot towards the sky.

“Tha Lord of the Deep?’ lussed Gieehin, ™ Hee. :he's
signalling ! What does she say?  ¥ou know the code!”

Flicker, flash, flash, Oicker, flush! Tho light tremblied and
danced out its message as the screen slipped backwards and
forwards across the lens. A string of caths fell fram Partara’s

Flang him!

r!l!

1

“ What does she say '

“ We have failed,” said the Sfpaniﬂrd. -
She =avs: ' All's well! Thanks for your present of wine

H'We have [ailed!

How Gan-Waga's Craving for Fat Things Got Him into
Trouble.

Rupert Thurston sereamod himself almost info hysterics
when Chine-Tung geve him o graphio deseription of tho
Eskimo and his peculiarities.  Only one sly peep at Gan-
Wapa, placidly at rest in his water.cot, would convince him
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that hiz Highness was not romancing. IHow the ** Blubber-
hiter,” as Prout had chriztened him, kept afloat ab all was a
perplexing mystery, unless his fat and the amount of oil he
mnﬁumocrﬁummrted him.

The stump of the eirar was still batween the lips of the son
of the Nevth, the same look of perfect peace on his greasy
countenance, the wme ice-block-—a trifle smaller on account
of thawing—formed his downy pillow. Rupert rubbed his
eyves. How any mortal man, born to tread the carth, could
turn himself into an amphibious animal, and enjoy it, was
beyond his comprehension. He expected to sce fhippers in-
stead of hands, a dorsal in and o tal

YGreak Seott!” he muttered, as he jumped into bed.
“ What is it? Iz it 2 man or porpoise! T give it up!”

Gan-Waga always found one drawback to his watery couch.
It acied on him like a tomie, and gave him a <desperate
appetite. A diet of oil and fat he had discovered kept him
in exeollent trim for his aguutic perfermances.  Bix metallio
strokes of a bell, intimating it was three in the mormng,
roused Litn. Tttering o srunt he propelled himself sideways,
clutchod the bettle of oil, and refreshed himself. Being in
the watoer, I owas r.ml_y natural that he should ‘E'.‘{rrEt'iEl‘lE{' B
sinking feeling. Many people, especinlly non-swimmers, have
erpericnecd lﬁa sone fesling under similar conditions.

But the sinking condition was in Gan-Waga's stomach, and
the contents of the bottle did not allay it.

As he lay on his boack, blinking in the darkness, dehightful
visions of rich, yellow, oily butter came before his mental

geze. He imagined it in vells, in pats, in kews, and—oh,
rapture !—in cartloads. Blowly and gloatingly he patted the
place where the sinking feelmy lay.  Nothing but butter

would alleviate that. He must have batter.

Can-Waga was not gquick of brain, exeept when hunting
seals, the walrus, or the bear, or the erafty musk oxen of
the northern slopes; but he had the dogged pertinacity of 2
Chinaman. Onee he had made wp lis mind, nothing but
unfightablo odds would turn him back. There was butter in
the ship, and he determined to find it. I‘lﬂll[nig over like a
seal, one praccful stroke sent him pliding to the sfeps. He
shook himself to remove the water clinging to his suit of
gkins, and turned towards the store-room. o came from a
Im;‘d of long, dreary Arctic nights, and his eyes were like o
vab's,

Owing to the fact that a great race had been nrranged
hastily, and the nocessity for a large sapply of warmth-giving
ciothes, the holding capacity was overtaxed. The store-roam
waz not Jarge onougl to hobd all the provisions. Kegs and
bowes were piled before the [orecastle in two toll rows, the
passage between them just leaving room for the sailors to
veach their sleeping guarkers.

Gan-Waga, to his intense disgust, found the store-room
securely locked., He tried ihe door with his shoulder, but,
being composad of sheot ivon, it defied him. Bad at heact, he
wandered on until a familiar smell miet his nostrils—ths amell
of cherse. The Eskimo did not object to cheose, though he
preferved butter. 2tifl cheose was better than nothing.

He turmed the corner and saw a ravishing sight. At the
far ond of the vista of packing.cases sat Tom Prout, under
the lizht of a swinging lamp. A box formed his chair, and
a second Dbox his table, He had just abandoned the whecl
1o Maddoek, and he was refreshing himself gloriously with
Stilton cheese, pickles, and bread. )

‘ i‘IIialﬁtEE'flll! Butterful I gurgled the Eskimb greedaly.
; unke !

* Hunk " was the usaal salutziion signifymg ** Hallo ! or
“ YWhat cheer?"”

Prout looked up as he devoured o poekled onton.

* Oh, it's voun, is it, candleface? he roared.
wakened vou?"

Gan-Wagas  advanced,
purgling sweetly. )

4RIt of cheese oh T osaid Prout, cxtting off a large elice.
Y Well, thore you e, e l-shifter 1"

The slice disappeaved as i by magie,

“ Try unother of the same?"” zaid Prout.

Slice number two—six ounces ot leazt-—also vanished.

“Butterful ‘nough 7 gurgicd the Kskimo.

“8a it seems!” roaved the steersman; fquite enough,
You've had your supper, and 1 ain't. I reckon I'll have to
whistle for it, if we go on at this rate. That's all you'll get,
=0 hore's your good Tealth 1™

Prout uncorked a bottle of stout, pourcd its fonmy contents
into & pannikin, drank deeply, laid ihe tin down with a sigh
of deep satisfaction, wiped the froth from his beard, and
razed steadlastly at ihe Tekimo,

“ Look 'eve,” he said, * what did yonr father do when he
saw vour lovely features arter you was been? Inid he cub
is throat, take to drink, go mad, pizen hissclf, drown Inigglf,

“ What's

smiting all over his face, and

“THE SGHOOLBOY MILLIDNAIRE,” **'* 410 “prefmpieidiagiomeon



%  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY @™ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "L

or jusk commit ordinary suicide by looking at your features
twice? You are 'andzome, and no mistake I

Y Bhat up, can't yer!™ came a drowsy voice from g distant
hammock. *' Let a tired chap sleep!™

“ Joseph," reared Prout, I was just complimentin® hlub-
berbiter on his astonishin’ beauty 1"

“Was you?' growled the drowsy voice, * Well, kindly
e:lmcé-: +it.' or I'll come out and astonish your beauty with hoth
m st 1+

rout siiled placidly at this threat, and attacked the pickles
with renewed vigour. He wiclded a jack-knife and fork, and
Gan-Waga sizhed deeply as the choese fell and dwindled
before this assault.  Sadly he turned away. Then his face
lighted up as his little cves rested on o flat-topped circular
keg. Io had seen exactly such a keg in the cook's galley,
full of the polden substancoe of his longing—butter.

Ha dragged down the keg in o minute, clutched it in his
arms, and turned bhack, beaming.

; E' Knife!” he gurgled. " Open box, Good ‘nuffi—butter-
ul #*

Prout looked at the keg, then at the Eskimo, and chortled
behind the pannikin,

“ Want to—to eat it?"" he Tluttcred.

“Yah! DButterful! EKnifel!

Prout felt that he wanted to cxplode. On the keg was
printed plainly conourh: * Wilks's Genuine Soft Soap.”

* Wait a bit, then,” he said, pressing a hand over his
mounth., " I'll feteh & knifat”

Heo lurchied into the {orecastle.

“ Joo,”' he said, *' come "ere! Talk about a game!
blubberbiter goin’ to eat a ker of sorft soap!™

This astounding information brought the sailor out of his
bunk in shirt and trouscrs.

(11 Nn?'l‘

“VYes," Prout sE]uftered- “He says it's ‘butterful,” the
ha;t-hin' reptile! Uome on and watch the circus!”

*If he thinks that butterful,” murmured Joe, T should
guoss Lie's a gent with o sorft and soapful natur'."”

“ Jog,"" snid the steersman, solemnly shutting s fist, * I'm
a long-suffering man, but if you tries anythin’ like that agen
I'll break vou into little bits the size of sapo!"

Soft soap—in fact, any sort of soap—was o novelty to Gan-
Wapn, for he usually washed himself by the beautiful method
of rubbing a little blubber over his face. Greedily he
clutched Prout's great jack-knife, eagerly he forced it into
the crovice of the [id. One try started the nails

The * butter' was of o curious colour, an unlealthy
mottled brown. The odour it exhaled, too, was not exactly
what one associates with © hest fresh.” Thizs was 2 mere
detail to Gan-Wagn, to whom a slizht raneid flavour was a
slight improvement, Hoe thrust lus forefingor into the motiled
mass, while the sailors stared, scooped up the secap, and con-
veyed it to his moucth,

Yelling, he l;,},at the nauseous morsel out.
and Joe velled, too--with
delicht. For an instant tho
Eskimo turned his watching,
indignant eyes upon them.
Then, like a flash, he
whipped up the keg, in-
verted it, amd brought 1t
sonpside «own over Prout.
Quick as lightning he lifted
it, and before Joe had iime
to fly he was bonneted also.

Leaving the two to howl,
kick, splutter, and roar,
Gan-Waga tnpged away,
and a dull eplash from the
direetion of the swimming-
bath signalled his return to
bed.

'Fra's

Tom Prout

(

A clamorous barking of
dogs roused Ch:ng-Lun% and
rather  astonished i m
Wlinging a towel over his
shoulder, he hammered at
Thureton's door.

Rupert was in that drowsy,
luxurious state between
waking and sleeping. Ile
heard the dops, too, and
imagined he was well ahead
of tha ficld, riding close to
the pacl, with the fox in view,

“¥earcks "' he murmured.
“ Tally-hao !

“Wale shouted

: u p [J 1
Ching-Lung.

'T]:m rston bounded up, his fox-hunting dream dissipated.
" Top of the morning, Ching I’ ho said, opening the door.
“What's the row? Have you got o kennel of hounds on

ard this ship?"

.1 guess they're the old sea dogs you hear about!™
grinned the prince. * Come and have a dip "

Rupert glancel through the porthole.

The Lord of the Deep was at a standstill, rocking lazily
on the flashing botom of the sea.

Tho wild barking increased as they made for the deck,
secompantad by a suceession of small reports, like the
er;ﬁ:l—:m%l_ﬂjdn. siirmiihre'rﬂh'er.

en Maddock, who wae smoking his pipe in the wheel-
house, saluted cheerfully. g e @ whee

:‘ What's the menagerie, Bon?"" asked Ching-Lung.

'Eskimo sledge doge, yer 'Ighness,’ explained Ben
Maddock. “ Nigh on & hundred on 'em, and a nice lot of
bloodihirsty eritters they are. Ain’t they, Thomas

:‘l?rcruf. lounged up, lighting his beloved pipe as he came.

Wolves, that's what they are!” he answered. * Faith,
I wouldn't face "em—-""

"“15."1, ¥1, yi, ¥11"” roared a voice.

There waa a wild scampering, like the sound of a stam-
pede of buffaloes. Eighty or ninety shagpgy dogs poured
up the steps in a tawny torrent, swwping%mut. Maddock,
Thurston, and Ching-Lung off their feet.

After them waddled the blubberbiter, brandishing an
enormous whip. Amnd as Gan-Waga surveyed the prostrate
forms around him, his mouth opened, emitting o guttural
chuclle of Jerfect joy, and his fat chest rumbled bliesfully,

“Hunk ! he murmured. * Butterful! They much tired,
an‘c:l Il:‘lﬁ dﬂwlﬂ‘ IToo, hoo, ]Jﬁ pe i "

ve o lump on my "ead as hig a ler I
Muddock. : ¥ % b

“And the evil baste has the imperence o larf," roared
Prout, ““when my collar-bone's twisted into a knot! I}
show "1m1 what time it is! Now, you varmint, I'm poin' to
talk to ver!™

Mr. Prout rose with a groan, and, placing himself in a
pugilistic attitude, began to hop round the Eskimo, in-
viting that gentleman to :J)ut ‘em up,” under the penalty
of having his head knocked eomewhere into the middle of
the [ollowing century.

Rupert and Ching-Lung, having recover r
sucklen shock, looked on wifh intcres%. % e i
, The Eskimo did not appesr to ses anything threatening
i the steersman’s attitude. He soemed to think that Prout
was performing a dance of some sort, and the gaze of his
little eyes expressed admiration.

" Butterful I he murmured. “ Me do it, too !V

Then he began to imitate Prout's evolutions, picking up
one foot after the other, and moving his fists elowly round.

Ching-Lung and Thurston sereamed. ‘The solemnify
depicted on  Gan-Waga'a
face as he hopped gro-
tesquely up and down was
too utterlg ludicrous. Tt re-

e

6$r minded them of a very fat
and  good - natured bear
e dancing on hot bricke.

growled

“The willain!' roared
Prout. * He's malkin' fun
o me! Wateh me inter
<dooce him to the postman's

THE SCHOGLBOY  knock. Ouchr

# Hig great fist thudded like

. MILLIOKAIRE] a drum against Gan-Wapa's

chest, and Gan-Waga eal-
Is the title of next Tues= lapecd with the suddenness
day's long complete scho

o S E Comp e ey i a burst bubble.
v : "
Co,, by Frank Richards, . otiore Prout could etrike

On’ account of the be. afain, Thurston was
haviour of & generous boy  tween thom.

“things happen” at the "Er-f*&d}'; Tom,"” he said;
old school, and you will be Fou re too rough. Besides,
amused and interested  he doesn't understand.

in the hirther adventures “Then 2 bit o teaching'll

afthe junigrsoftheRemove .
Form at Greyfriars. do  him good ! -roared
D3 not miss the opening Prout. A nice sort o

ship thiz iz, wi' wild heasts
and fat gorrillers let loose!
When I eails, I sailse in a
law-abidin® wessel, an’ not a
MNaoah's ark, sir! Yes, you
. can rub, candle-features !
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NOW ON SALE.

No. 163. THE REBEL CHIEFTAIN,
A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale, dealing
with the Thrilling Adventures of Jack, Sam,
and Pete. By 5. CLARKE HOOK,

No. 164, SMYTHE THE CORTONIAN.

A Grand Tale of School Life., By DAVID
GOODWIN.

No.165. SEXTON BLAKE'S QUEST.
A Wonderful, Complete Tale of a Great and
Terrible Wrong and a DMerciless Vengeance,
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