





“ SIR BILLY, OF GREYHOUSE!”

By R. S, WARREN BELL.

A Complete School Story

The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, whe

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Fob Cherry Gets Readyl

“ NIEE ! Bmfit”

“OWhad the dickons "
“Emff! Smfi!t Snff!”

Harry Wharton sniffed a3 he locked inte Baob
Cherry's Study No. 13, in the lemove passage. Frank Sugent
sniffed 25 he looked over his chum's shoulder, Johnny Bull
sniffed as he looked over the other shoulder. They had come
to Bob Cherry's study "to speak to him, but ipstead of doing
ra, they stood io the doorway and sniffed.
R
“BnilE
 Braff 1
Tob Cherry did not look up.  He was seated in the study
armchair, rubbing his hands together slowly and methodi
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eally. That peeuliar occupation seemml 1o Lako wi all his
atiention, and he had none left for the chams of the Ronove,
Phere was a pungent odour in ile study; an onour IE_I\'.::
copmed  something  lke petroleam, and  comething e
asafoetida, and something lilke carbide of calcivin, Lat was
worse than all three added together, Dob Cherey was anifling
& little himself, but that did peo! detract his altention from
the warl of rubbing his palms steadily togetner,

“ &nifft Bniff! SnifffR100

“ What on enrth ave vou up to, Dol chouted Wharton,
dabbing his handkerchicf to his nose, and leeping it there,
“ Have vou joined the chemical ¢lass, and started expeori-
moents in the stody '

“ No," gaid Bob Cheorry. _

“ What are you rubbing your hands for, futhead? Is it a
new dodge in massage?”
March Bih, 1813,
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“ Been licked?™
(11 H{LI'?

“0h, be's gone off his silly rocker " said Nupent, * Collar
him, and let's see il we can bump some senze into him '™

s off " exclasimed Bob Cherry., ' Ninety-two—
vinety-three—"".

* What "

" Ninety-four—""%

[ EI.II?H

“ Ninety-five—ninety-six—-""

The juniors looked at Bob Cherry in real alarm. That
healthy and sturdy junior.hed never shown any signs of
insanity before. But really, under the circumztances it was
justifiable to entertain some doubts of his sanity now.

* Look here, Bob—"

* Nmety-zeven—"

“ What are vou counting for™
5 Ninet;.--eight——"

“ What's the little game, you silly aszs?”’
M Nincty-nine——"

The chums of the Remove did not wait for Bob Cherry to
reach the hundred. They rushed into the study, grasped him,
wnd yanked him out of the armchair, DBob Cherry gave a yell
as he bumped upon the hearthrug.

“Or! Oh, you asses! You've spoiled it all now [

BT A { you play the giddy goat lik

“We' il your features if you play the giddy goat hike
that P grsﬂ]:vnied} Johnny Bull e *:[::-u'm wanted for the
footer, fathead! Are you going to sit in your study all the
afternoon counting up on your silly fngers like a kid in the
First Form "’

Iiob Cherry sat on the hearthrug and gave hiz palms a
final riib together, i

“* Hundred " he =zaid tnumphant]?. L
]" Better bump it ouk of hum!? said Nugent, * Now
thon—-7" -

Bob Cherry s[:-ra,ng up and dodged round the table,

“ Hands off, vou duffers]! I'm finished now!”

Harry Wharton jammed down the window io its fullest
extent. MNugent caught up an exercise-book and began to
wave it to and fro in the awe. Johnny Bull coughed violently.

“ Where's that awful niff coming from¥” he exclaimed,

“* That's the stuff I'" explained Bob Cherry.

“What stuff ¥’

“The stuff I'm rubbing on my hands. It's a new speeific—
Fisher T. Fish gave me some. It's an American invention,”
Hob Cherry explained. * You bave to rub it well into your
hands, and then vou don't feel the pain when you're caned.
Iishy says a relation of his aver there made it, and sent him
smne, and he's poing to =ell i to the ifcllows at a dollar a
bottle. I've got some on trial.”

" Wan ass! said Havvy Wharlon.
than the cane, ¥ should think.”

* Well, it does niff a hit!"" confoszed Bob., * Bnt you can
got used to that in time, and 1 dare say it will clear off,
toe. You have to rub 1t well into your hands. Fishy said
rut it on your palma and rub them together thoroughly for a
wndred times. That works it well into the skin!"

*Bnift! Snilf! Sniff]”

“‘ Blessed if T wouldn't rather be caned,” growled Johnny
Bull, “or Aogged, even! I've 15:.:1‘- same of it on me now
from touching you. Why couldn’t you tell us yon weren't fit
to be touched before we bumped you?"

“Well, T didn't ask you to buvmp me.
it will clear off.”

* If it doesn’t, vou'll have a lovely scent about you, and r 2
nugtake I'* grinned Nugent. ' P'd rather let Fishy's specifics
alone myself. You don't mean to sav vou've got the choek
to go into a Form-master's voom with that stull niffing on
your paws

“It ien't a Torm-master, it's Wingate, Hea's sent me a
nressage that he wants to see me specially before I go down
to the footer,” said Bob, * Yeou knew what that means? I
suppose it'e becanse I fergot to fag in his study, or clze he-

“"The smell's worse

Bezides, T dare say

g—

e e LT T i Srep——————
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cause I punched Vernon-Bmith’s head in the passage. Any-
way, I'm petting ready for it. Wingate is a good sort, but he
doesn't know anvthing about tempering the wind to the
shorn lamb. And I don’t want to take & special set of aches
dawn to the faoter ground.”

" Vou'd better not come down to the footer-ground at all
till you've got rid of that niff,"” said Johuny Bull. * You
ean't spring a scent like that on the Upper Fourth. They'll
oy is 1sn't fair play.”

“(Oh, it will clear off ¥’ said Bob hopefnlls.

“I'm cleaving off now,’” said Johnny Bull.

And he went out of the study sniffing.

* ¥ou chaps can come with me to Wingate's study, f you
like,” said Bob Cherry. “ He may go a little lighter if he
}mderslﬂ.nds you're waiting for me to come down te ihe
aoter.”

“Thanks """ said Nugent, °* I'd rather keep sway from you
till you've got rid of that specific. Good-bye!”

And Nugent followed Johuny Bull—sniffing,

** Harvy, old man—""

“ Bee von later,” said Wharton hurriedly.

And he left the study,

Bob Cherry snorted,

“ Billy asses ! he murmured. It doesn’t sicll so badly
as ail that—sniff! H'm! It is rather thick! Smilf! Smfi!
Eniff ! But—sniff 1—it's bound to clear off, 1 should think—
suiff ! If it sticks to me long, I'll slaughter Fisher T. Fish, I
know that—sniff ! The silly chump didn't say anything about
the smell sticking to a chap—— Snifi! Bmff!”

Billy Bunter ::-% the Remove put his fat face into the study
and blinked at Bob Cherry through his big spectacles.

“1 ray, Cherry, I've been disappeinted about a postal-
order I was exp&ctin% Tl%?-ui:_u!d vou oblige me with a—

Dt v

Bniff! Sniff! Sniff! 5 !
“What are you sniffing at!” demanded Bolb Cherry
warmly.

“Enff! Spif! There must be something wrong wilh the

drains here!” zaid DBunter. ** I say, I want to—— Snifi!
Sniff ! Smff " ) . .
Y Well, go and Csniff ' osemewlhere else, you fal duflfer

growled Bob.,
“ I jolly well wnl? said Bunter.
Grooh !’ i
And Billy Bunter volled away, quite forpetting about tho
hittle loan he had intended to raize, in his anxiety to escepo

from that ghastly smell :
“ Hallo, hallo, halla! Ts

“&Zilly ass?' eaid Bob Cherry.
that you, Inuky® :

Hurree Jautset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur
camme into the study, IHe stopped dead, and then stnl'-pmi
aut inta the passage again,

“ What's the matter, Inky?”’

“ Bniff I Bniff I

“ There must be something drainfully wrong with the
place!” murmured Hurvee Bingh. * Do vou not neotice a
strangeful scont——"

“0Oh, that's all right! Don’t run away, ass!”

Hurree Jaunset Rom Singh was gbune, )

Bob Cherry grunted. He was beginning to wish that he
had visked the eaning pure and simple, and not bothered
about that precious American specific. He gave his hands a
final vuly, and auitted the study, and made his way towayds
1he gquarters of George Wingate, the captain of Grevfriars.

giallnT halle, halle?’ he exclaimed, as he met Micky
“*Have yvou got o cold in the

T ean't stand that nifi!

Diesmond in the passage.
nose ¥ _
B! SEniff! Snft ! 2 ;
“ Bure, there's something quave in the passage!’ said
Micky, glancing about him v wonder. " Don't you natice
it* A frightiul smell—"

“ No, do't 7' prowled Dob Cherry. * It's all right,
* Faith, T'm in a hurey ! said Micky Desmond, and he de-
purted hurriedly. i

“ (Oh, rats!” _ s _
Bob (hevey was beginning to feel like a payiah. His
colour was conziderably heightened zs he went on his way.
As he turned the corner he almest ran into Vernon-Smith «!
the Remove, and caught hold of him to stop himsclf,
 Hallo ! saul the Bounder of Greyfriars. ' Can't yon sce
where vou're roimz? Saift! Sniff! I say—eniff ! Whar the
—ah, my hat—snilf! Have yon got some awful discase,
Cherry, you horrible beast? Smiff !
 Look here——" roared Bob Cherry. _

“ Yow'! Keep off! You're not fit to tonch—-"

Tob Cherry grasped the Bounder, and zat him dowa an the
Moor with viclence, Then he strode on his way, leaving
Vernon-Smith sitting there and snifing wildly, Bed Cheryr's
Brows were kuitted 23 he marched on to Wingate's study ; anl
perhaps 1t was fertunate that he did net meet snybedy s
nn the way.
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 Here you are,” sald the new boy very condescendingly, *you can carry my coat. Rather a fag carrying it !
Harry Wharton measured Wingate minor with his eye, then gave Bob Cherry a queer look, and quietly took the

coatl.

* Now can I carry anything for you, kid?" asked Bob Cherry politely.
you, for Instance? "

“You wouldn't like me to carry

(See Chapler 5.)

THE SECGHD CHAPTER.
Not a bBuceess,

INGATE of the Sixth was in his study,
W The captain of Greyiriares waz alono, and there was
a wrinkle in his brow—a sign of unusual thevghtful-
ENSS.

1'3}#!

“ Clome in ! said Wingata. ;

Bioh Cherry entercd the study. Ho put hiz hands into s
rackets as he came in, and Wiongate zlanced at him, but made
e remarl, )

“Yon sent Nugent minor to say you wanted mo, Wingate?"
said Dob.

" Yes, that's so.”

“Woll, here T am,” said Bob cosiznedly,
sorry I forgot abour washing the crocks™

* Washing the erocks!” sad Wingale.

““ ¥ea. I was thinking of the Feirm match this afternoon,
you kaow, and I quite forgot all about "

Wingate lavzhed. .

“ Homebody clse has washed them, then," he said.
all right.”

“0h, it isnte that, then?' said Bol.

©obog, said the Grevfriws eaptuin, laughiog.
Ehat."
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"It isn't

“BOB CHERRY'S SECRET!”

"Wt is b, then? I id's ahout punchenz Setliy’s head,
he deserved it and it didn'e huret b much, anvway.”

“* Ha, ha! 1 hoven't sent for you 1o liek yon, Uheiry ™

Bob sbarted.

“You kaven'tl he oxclaimoed.

s o X L

ALl my-hat ! ejaculated DRob Cherey. in distay.

Wingabe wave him a curigiia look,

“ Do oyou want to be licked®” he asked. “"TF you do, T
don’t mind coliging you, and I thave say vou deserve it.”

Mhannn, b osnt thet 7 osand Bobe v o)nlv—ahens '=-T'vn
mady somn little proparztions for a Yieking, that's abl, and=—
rever mind.,  What Jdo veu want, then®”

“ In tha fist plaee, you may as well fske your hands out of
vour porkets,” zaid Wingate. I suppose vou know that you
anoulda't talk to a prefect with your hends in rour pockeds.”

“Ahem! Yes”

“ Yoell, take them out!”

Tioh (‘herry mude ne movement to do so.

“* Take thom out!" repcated Bob vaguely.

[} Y?H_,'

0, all right !

Beb Cherry  reloctantly  withdrew hiz hards from his
pockets. Fle held them behind him as be stood facing Win-
erato, The odour of the American speeife was precoptible at
once, and Wingate =nifed shghily.

i

Ancther Splendid Complete Tale of the
Chums of Graeyfriara. Ordeor Early,
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“ 1 won't keep you long, Cherry,” he began.
“ Thank for that!"” murmured Bob.
* What did you say®’
“ N-g-nothing! Go on
* ¥ou seem to be rather queer to-day, Cherry,” ssid Win-
gate. " However, to come to business, You fag for me in
this study. Now, it was settled a long time ago that the
Remove are nat bound to fap for the Bixth."
“We're glad to fag for you, Wingate,” said Bob. “ Wa
don’t like fagging for rotters like Loder and Carne—shem 1—
1-=I mean for fellows like Loder. But—"
“Thank you!” said Wingate. * But the fact is, I'm going
to hn";:a o new fag, Cherry, so I sha'n’t want you to fag eny
more.

“Oh, rot!"

di E‘h l='|l'|

“I—I mean, you'd better lot me fag for
*“You can't trust those kids in the Third.
your toast, and break your erocks, and—'"

“T think you break a good many of the erocks,” said Win-
gate, with a smile. * But it isn't that. I'm quite satisfied
with you, Cherry; but.there's » new kid commng to Grey-
friars, and [ want to nake him my fag.”

“Oh, that's too thick ! said Bob indignantly.
kil fag for the captain of the school! T
his head if he does!”

* He's my minor, Cherry."

(11 “h ‘!1’

“I've got a young brother coming here,” Wingate ex-
plained, I want to keep an eve on tho young beggar, co 1
want to make him my fag. Sep?”

“Oh, I gzee,” said Baly Cherry slowly. “ That alters the
case.  ¥ou want me to let your minor fag for you instead of
e ¥

“ That’s it."”

“Well, all zerene,’”” said Bob.

“ And, besides that,” said Wingate, hositating a little—he
sniffed—"* there seems to a queer sort of smell in the
stinly,”’ he exclaimed. ** Do you notice it¥"

“ Well, perhaps a little bit,” said Bob cautiously.,

“Iv's quecr,” snid Wingate, looking rownd.  “Have you
boen r!mninﬁ ﬁiﬂr acetylone lamp?? '

' No,"" sai b.

“1 didn’t notice it befors you came "

“1 did—ahem '—I mean——"' :

“Well, about my minor,” zaid Wingate. “ He will be in
the Third Form. He is rather an nnruly 3:-1!11?' beggar, and
I dare say will get into all sorts of hot water. If you see any
{-1]::.:;:}:?& of giving him a leg up, 1 shall be obliged if yvou'll do
it. :
" Right-ho ! said Bob heartily. “I'l} look after him as if
he were the apple of my eye, Wingate."
G % don’t want you to do that,”” Wingate eaid, laughing,

on
fag that a senior can't do, and I don’t want the fags to =ay
that I'm favouring my minor.”

“1 understand.” 5

" That's all, Cherry. Thear me, what 2 queer niff there is in
this study! Have you been meddling with chemicals?”

" Not exactly, I—

“ What are yon keeping vour hands belund vou for?”

" Was 1#' zaid Bob Cherry guiltily.

' Yes—and you are now, What's the matter with them

“ N-n-nothing 1"

" There's something wrong with youn, Chorry,” s2id Win-
gn[?,? with a sharp look at the junicr's flushed face. ** What
13 it i

“* M-nothing particular. T—'

“You've beon up to =ome jnilrue with chemicals,’”” zaid Win-
gateo swernl%. “You nught do some damoge. Have you
stained your hands ™

" Nunno '

* Lot me look at them.

“Well, you see—""

5 IEhciw llue your hands af once ! exclaimed Wingale,

“Tro vou hear me??

" b, all sevence !” said Bob Cherry resignediy.

He brought his hands ont into view. Wingate hent to-
wards theni, and then staggored back, gasping and sniffing.

“Grooh! Yoo yonng aza! What have yYou got on your
htnnr"lx':” he roared.  ** You've been getting some chemical on
Chieen P77

1] I__ I_I___:H‘

“It may be dangeronz, What is it 7" demanded Wingate.

*It's—it's a speeifie”?

* A spevific for what "'

“ Faor the—the—the hands von know.”

Wittgate rushed to the window. He put his head out for a
oinute, and then twrned boack towards Dob Cherry.

Tue Magner Liskany., No, 263,
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ou,”” said Bob,
They'll burn

jolly well punch

“test," said Wingate.

““A new

there are & lot of thing: o junior can do for a new -

' What did you put it on your hands for ¥ he demanded.
" Tell me at once.” 3

“Well, I—1 thought you were going to lick me,” confessed
Bob Cherry, " and—and it's a specific to—to prevent pain
when wou're licked.™ )

“You young ass! I've a joliy good mind to put it to the
“ (et out of my study at once. You'd
better go and scrub your hands.™

“CAlH right. ]

*Get out '’

“*1'm sorey——""

“*Get out " roared Wingate,

Bob Cherry got out. e captain of Greyfrizrs slommed
the door violently bebind him, and Bob Cherry heard him
sniffing in the study,

“When I get hold of that ass Fish——"" murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Cherey!"" It was Loder’s sharp, unpleasant voice. The
un hpula.:lr prefect was looking out of his study docrway.
¥ erry **

** Halla, hello, hello !'

“What have you got about you that smells so vilelyt”
demanded Loder angrily. “ Have you been meddling with

[

chemicals?"
“Oh, my hat! It's all right. I—I've been rubbing my
hands with a little—specific, that's all, T.oder. I didn't

expect it to niff like this !
Loder aniffed,
“You'd better learn not to play the silly Fﬂat lika that,’”

he said. “ T can guess what the specific was for, and I'll test
it. gﬁmlﬂ here.”

i ; _33?__-:

“Come here!" shouted the prefect.

The junior reluctantly obeyed. Loder picked up & enna
from the table. Then ﬁa stepped towards Bob Cherry with
a grim smile.

** Mow hold out vour hand,” he said,

“ Lock here, Loder—"

“ Hold out your hand."

Bob Cherry held out his hand, and the cane came down with

a swé}pe. Bob uttered a terrific yell.
ad w !!H!
“Now the other hand.™
Swash !

“ Yarooh!"

Loder tossed the cane on the table,

“ Does it hurt?™

U Yow—ow—ow-—yes " X

“Then you ean let that specific alone in the future. You
haa better go and dig up some disinfectant somewhere. Clear
out; you're making the study hum.”

Bob Cherry cleared out.

He squeezed his hands under his armpits as he went. His
face was vengeful.  Fisher T. Fish's valuable specific had not
had the effect promised. Loder's cuts had been extremely
painful, and Rob Cherry felt them very keenly. Bob did nos
ﬁ'? gnwn to the footer ground. He went to look for Fisher T.

iah.

The American junior was in his study. He greeted Rol
Cherry with o genial ned, net noticing for the moment how
excited the iJu:lit:'r locked. Bob Cherry groped in his pocket
for the bottie contnining the specific Fizh had o kindly given
him. There was still the preater part of it in the bottle.

* Licked? asked Fish cheerfully.

“Yes," growled Bob.

D rou try the specifie 1™

i Y{,"'E-\. ¥

“1 guess you found it work all right?"' il Fish. "By
the way, I forget to tell you that the smell isx rather eling-
ing. Dot it will work off in twenty-four houra,”

* Twenty-four hours?" velled Bab,

“Yop, abowvt thet," said Fisher T. Fish, “Dut iv's not
really an unpleasane smell; you get used to it in time. The
chief thing is to prevent pain when vou're licked. I haven't
1ri#:t'it myself, but I guess I'm glad to bave it put to the
tost."" .

2 ¥ou frabjous ass!" roared Bob, “I've tried it, and it
tloesn’t work, I've been caned, and it hurt more than ever !’

Fizsh shook hiz head.

* Imipossible,” he exclaimed.

“Eht Isvppose I know, as I've got the licking ™

“MNope! I gaess you're making o mistake. Tt can't huort if
vou rob the speciic well into the pahins of the hands,™ =aid
Fisher T. IMish decidediy.

* ¥ ou—yon—you—""

“You try it again,” said Fish encouragingiy.
didn’t rub it well in thia time.
ruh it well in, and—"

“T'm going to,”” said Bob, taking the bettle ocut and un.
corking it.

: - T guess you
The next time you use it,

Qur Gempanion Papers. *THE PENNY POPULAR,



“That's right. 1 guess Here, hold on! Oh—ow—
groch! What are you up to? Yarooh!" o

Bob Cherry had suddenly grasped Fisher T. Fish, jammed
him down on the sofa, and was pouring the precious specific
over hiz head. He pourad till the bottle was empty, in spite
of Fish's struggles, and then rubbed the specific well imto
Fisher T. Fish's hair with his hands. The American junior
velled and choked.

“Owil Ow! Grooh! I'm suffocating—yow! I'm ch-chok-
ing—grooh! Huh! Ah! Oh!™”
g Tiera " gasped Bob Cherry. “I've cubbod it well int™

“Ow, ow!

“Ha, ha, ha! It's not really an impleazant smell, Fishy,"
roared Bob Cherry, “and it will work off in twenty-four
honrs, you know."

“ (roo—ooh—ooh |

The amell in the study was simply terrific. Bob Cherry
dodged out of the door, leaving Fisher T. Fish gasping and
choking and spluttering frantically. Feeling somewhat cased
in his mind, Bob Cherry proceeded to a bath-room, where he
rubbed and scrubbed his hands in steaming water. Dut, hard
as he rubbed and scrubbed, there was still a lingering scent
Pm::gmg lovingly about him when bke went down to the
QOLCT.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Jack Wingate Arrlves.

HE news that George Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friarz, had a mirior coming to the school interested a
good many of the fellows. Wingate, the skfplper, was
tiie mest popular fellow in the upper school. Loder of

the Bixth had recently made an effort to oust him from his
position as captain, but Loder's failure had been crushing,
and the ambitious prefect had given up that idea for the
preaent. But Loder was looking for chanees to avenge his
defeat, and when he heard that Wingate minor was coming,
the prefect wondered if his chance had come et last.

T!'m news, too, was received in the lower Forms with mixed
feelings. The captain’s minor would in all probabilicy regard
himself as a priljilerﬁad person. And there was much con-
fabulation in the Third Form on that subject. Paget and
Tubb and Belsover minar of the Third confided to one ancther
that they didn’t mean to stand any nonsense from the new-
comer ; tndeed, Tubb bad & schenic for putting him in his
place immediately he arrived, in order to show him con-
clusively that the Third wouldnt stand sny rot. But, as
Bolsover minor pointed out, that was hardly fair, as the kid
hadn't done snything so far, not oven having arrived at the
school. Tubb relented so far as te agree not to hammer the
new kid until he did do something, but he darkly hinted that,
at the frst sign of contumasiousness on the part of Jack
Wingate, the hemmering that unfortunate youth would receive
would be simply appalling.

Horry Wharton & Co. were thinking about Wingate
minor, too. As they were in the Remove, they wonld not
have apything specially to do with the new fag: but Bob
Cherry bore in mind t]?m captain’s request, The famous Clo.
liked Wingate, and they were disﬁm to do what they ecould
for his minor. If he exercised the greatest of tact vﬁmn he
arrived at Greyfriars, he was likely to be in u difficult posi-
tion, and great tact was not to bs cxpected from a Third-
Form fag. And if he tried to get his big brother to interfere
in Lower Form rows, there would be trouble—especiclly if
Wingate did interfere. And the captain could not be ox-
E?ctcd to weigh the matter in the strict scales of justice where

is young brother was concerned. The Greyfriars fellows had
heard of Jack Wingate before, and they knew how cut up old
Wingate had been when his gl'oung brother was ill on one
occasion, Many seniors regarded their minors frankly as a
nuisance, and some would not have anything to do with
them. Wingate was not likely to prove that kind of a major.
He was move likely to take the fap under his wing, and bong
him up in the way that he should go; and nothing could be
more unpopular than a hint of favouritism. And Wingate,
popular as he was, had enemies cnough to make all the
trouble they could on that score.

Harry Wharton took the trouble to spealt to Bolsover
minor on the subject. Wharton was very friendly with
Bolsover of the Third; though he was on " scrapping ™' terms
with Bolsever major in the Remove, Belsover minor was
under many obligations to the eaptain of the Remove, and he
was greteful. harton called him into his study when he
came in after the footer match with the Upper Fourth that
arternoon.

“I hear you've gob a new kid coming into the Thivd?"

said Harry. "

* Yes. Wingate's young cub,’” said Bolsover minor cheer-
fully. " We're going to lick him into shape if he puts on
any ans.'’

“Try the jam-terts, kid,” said Wharton, indicating a bag
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“ Wingate would be pleased if his minor yﬁ?t on all right
in the Third," seid Harry diplomatically. ** Wingate's a good
gort."”

“One of the best!” said Bolsover minor. * My major
doesn't like him, but I do. He's a good sort. They're prime,
these tarta!’’ . . . "

“ Chaps in the Third might go easy with the kid at frst,
Wharton hinted.

“ That's what I said to Tubb," said the fag. ' Tubb's for
hammering him the minute he gets hore, 20 as to show him
who'a who, you know, and what's what. But I said i
wouldn't be the thing, Master Wharton.™

Bolsover minor was a Greyfriaes boy now, and 1t was some
time since he had come to the school; but he had not for-
gotten the time when he was lost in London, and Wharton
had been kind to the strect arab; and he had nover got ocut of
the habit of calling him Master Wharton—much to Bolsover
majos's anncyance. Bolsover minor was slow to learn semo
things ; though he was getting inte the way of putting in his
h*s;fixi fact, too many of them sometimes, when he was extra
Cararul.

* Not at all the thing,” said Harry. ' ]
up and make a pet of him to begin with, and give
chance? It's up to you kids to do all you can for the cap-
tain's rainor, you know. ¥Yeu would get a lot more ragging
from !;"Ddﬂr and his sct if Wingate didn't put his foot dowu
on 1it.

Bolsever mminor nodded assent. _ . ,

‘““ Jest s0," he agreed. **If the kid's all vight, he'll bo
treated well. I'm not ing to let Tubb hammer him to
begin with, and I've told him so. DBut if he puts on ans
because his big brother is captain of the school—well—
And tho fag gave an expressive whistle, and started on

“ Give him a chance, you know,” said Wharton. "1 hear
that he's been petted a lot at home, becauso of his iliness,
and he may be a little fresh.” =

h" 1F‘ir'ur']!I give him something to stop all that,” chuckled
the fag. 5 - ;

And, the tarts being finishéd, Bolsover minor went his way.

“ Looks to me as if therc's trouble waiting for the kid,
said Nugent, when Bolzover minor was gone. “ ¥ he plavs
the ziddy goat, he'll get it in the neck!

“I'm afraid so,” said Harcy. I hope he'll have sense
enough not to think himself a distinguished person bocause his
major's skipper. If he tries that game, the Third will boil
him in oil. I think I shall keep an eye open for him, and see
him when he comes, and have & word with him.” .

“ And give him good advice, like & giddy Dutch uncle,
gaid Nugent, la::ighing. i ]

“ Well, & word or two might help him."

* Good for you."

Whartont went out of the study, and strolled down to tho
gates, Wharton remembered very well the time when he had
been a new “ kid " at Greyiriars himself, and the difficultica
he had gone through before he knew the “ropes” And ha
wanted very much to make the first steps casy for Wingato
minor, if he could.

Bob Cherry joined him at the gates. Wharton looked at
his chum rather suspiciously.

* Have you got that miff off " he demaunded, o

“ Yes, } think it's ncarly gone now,” said Bob. * I've
washed my hands in Sanitas, and serubbed them in hot water.
I don’t think Fishy will get rid of it so casily.”

“ Fishy been trying it on himeelf 7"

“ Yeos. I poured it over kus head.™

i Ha. m’ hall? :

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!' cxclaimed Bob, looking out inio
the road. ** That looks to me like young Hopeful.”

A lad was coming up the road—in Etons and a silk hat,
with an overcoat over his arm. He was very neatly dressed,
and had & Aower in his jacket. His face was very handsome,
almost effeminate in its good looks, and stray faxen curls
escaped from under his hat. There was a somewhat sulky
expression on his face, and he looked ungraciously at the two
juniors as ho came up to the school gates.

I supposo this is Greyfriars?" he said. _

“ Yes,”' szid Wharton. “ Are you Wingate minor?

“ My name's Wingate. I've had to walk from the station.

“ Well, it's a nice walk.” rvemarked Bob Cherry.

“7 didn't want to walk, But they :&_}' there's only one
hack, and that was gone off somewhere, 1 think it's roticn!
Is my brother here?”

n '&'u:u-'. he's about somewhere,” said Harry.

“Y think he might have scat somebody or something to
mect me,”" said Jack Wingate rcsnnt!ulli'. ““I didn't want

E

*Why not tnkﬁ_ him
im &

another tart.

on the table. . . ) to walk. I don't know when my box will get here.
““'Enr, 'ear!” siid Bolsover minor. And he tried them “I'll take you in, if you like,” said Harry politely. * I'll
“ﬁmﬁl?' " No. 265 show you to your major's study.”
e Macwer Linnary. 0. 5
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“Thanks!" said Wingate wminor, not wor racious/y.
;t i-‘}’m] 1 say, you might carry my coat, Rattenﬁfag ﬂ-ﬂ-l‘ryi.r'i?g
Wharton measured him with his eve. If any other {azr had
told Wharton to carry his coat, the fas would have suffered
from a sudden shock on the spot.  But allowances were to ha
e for Wingate’s mivor; by Wharton, at least. Ha gave
H:EFI Cherry a queer look, and quictly took the coat.
.. Come en!” he said, :
Lan T ecarey anything for you, kid?' asked Bob Cherry
politely.
© Nothing else to earry.”
" ¥ou wouldn’t like me io cacey you, for instance?’ Bob
supgested, with a sareasm that was lost on the now fag,
* Neo,” said Wingate minoy,
:'LEhut u}‘.n, Bab ! enid Whaevton, ** Come on, kid !
Ihe fag followed him to the School Honse. Several of the
fr:lanw_q spottcd him ot once, snd came round him.
i "-'nuﬁatﬂ munor 3 asked Vernon-Smith of the Remove.
OF.

““Here bo 8! said the Bounder.
cdition of our beloved skipper.
Wharton i

' Mind your own businesa, Smithy I

" Where's my brother!” asked Jack Wingate wrritably, “1
told 'f'rcilu.‘! !I::r take muii te him 1™

" Told him?’ said Ogilvy of the Remove. “Told him!
Not asked him! Told Iﬁm?r My hat!'? e

' Dot himy o1 tho nose, Wharton 17

Whartou looked worried.

”';['hla: way, kid!" he said, and he took held of Jack Win-
gake s arm and led him through the crowd of curious juniors,

Daon't grab oy arm!” said Jack Wingate, jerking it
away. ‘' I hate it
“* Ohi™

Wharton said no more. He led the way to Wingate's
study, and knocked at the door and opened it.

" Your minor's come, Wingate,” he said,

" Came in, Jack,” saud the caplain of Gréyfriars,

Jack Wingate entered the study, and Wharten luid the
coat upon a chaiv and closed the door, and departed. He
met Boly Cherry in the passage, and Bob looked at him with
B VEry queer exprossion.

" B0 that's the skipper’s minor ™7 said Bob.

" That's the young ass!” said Wharton,

ob Cherry whistled. _
*And that l‘lunuzln;i-_'T merchant’s going inte the Third!? he

i:}id.l” "My only Unecle Christopher John! They'll sealp
im !

“Here's the second
Are you codidling un already,

B o —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Captain's Minor.

ACK WINGATE shook hands with his brother in a por-
J functory manner, and sat dewn., Wingate looked at flim
rather anxiously.
“ I'm glad to see you, kid,” he said,
homa?
£ ?FH,"

“ Had a good journcy ™
* Batten,™
“Pired?” agked Wingate.
“Yes. 1 had to walk from the station”
“ Well, fellows often walk from the station,” said Wingate.
I suppose you'te hungry#?
Y Yes”
P T've arranged for you to have lea with me,”” said the cap-
]t;mu of Greyfviars. 1 thonght yow'd like to, the first day

Lra,

Jack Wingate leoked reund the study,

“ This roomn looks comfortable,” ho said,
shudy ¥

8L MH'

“ I should like Lo have one like this,”

Wingata smiled.

* Kids in the Third don't have studies,” he said.
liave to wait till you get inte the Remove.”

* I want a study to myself, of course,” said Jack Wingate,
as il that point were amle scitled,

Wingate coughed.

“ Tt can't be done, kid.”?

* The other Third Formers don’t have studics, T soppose 1
asked the new boy, -

** Ma, that's it,”

" Bint you're captain of the schosl, ain't vouf”

“ ¥Yes, I'm zkipper.”

F‘f"?‘r'r hen can't you mrrange for me to have a sindy to my-
.ﬁ{' ) &

“OF course T can't!” said Wingate eharply. “ I'm cap-
tain of the schoel, and head prefect, and head of the games,
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and all that. But I don't have anything to do with the school
arrangements”

* Oh, I should think you could manage a little thing ke
that, if vou wore to speak to the Head."

* I couldn’t, Jack: and if I could, it wouldn't do, The
ofher kids would be up against you at once if there weve any
favouritism.’

Wingate minor’s face fell.

“ Do yon mean to say that vou can't leok after me at all,
although you're captain of the school®’ he demanded,

“ Well—yes, it amounts to that. I can't make wse of my
authority as ﬂi!}tﬂ.ill to favour my minor.”

" What rot !

(13 E}. ?”

“ 1 think yoi ouglt to do everyiliing yon ecan for me. You
gaid you would, il:TI eame to Greviriars,”

" Bo I will,” said Wingate; * cverﬁ.‘thiu% that's rizht. Dut
if T started by favouring you, it would make the whole crowd
of fags mo for you at once.”

** Well, you could stop them, conldn’t youl"”
a,]]“ iN-n:?t exactly ! 1 con't be chipping in, in fag rows,
day.

! 'l’?:r.r‘:l mean you're going fo leave me to get on 1l best 1
can, then?’

** No, not that, either. P poing to look affer you all T can,”
said Wingate, perplexed. © But you'll understand better when

on've been here o bit, No need to talk about it now, 1%l
ive tea gob ready now, and by the time you've had a brush
i, it will be going.  I'll take you to your dorm,”
. Wingate minor sulkily fellowed his major. Wing;at-:s pausgd
i the passage to call * Fag!™ The call of "' Fag™ {vom the
Sixth-Form passage was not gencrally obeyed with gread
prompiness ; but when Wingate ecalled, fags were fortheoming
at once. DBob Uherey came hurrying along the passage,

“Hallo, hallo haila! 1 knew you'd want me, Wingatal”
he said cl’ieerfuflyi

Wingate langhed.

* You can get tea in my study, Cherry,” he said,

" Right-ho!” ] )

Wingate walked away with lus minor. Micky Desmond
had just hurried up.

a2

“You can buzz off, Miﬂk? ¥ said Bob belhgerently, “Tm
going to fag for Wingate.'

" Faith, and I—"'

" Buzz off 1°

And Bob Cherry took possession of Wingate's study. Loder

of the Sixth came along the passage, and he scowled at the
untors.  Nobody in the Remove wounld have fagged for
Lder at any price, if he could have helped it, and 1t galled

1%:-5_!. unpopulir senior to see the jnniors competing to fag for
angate,

“"You can get the Lea in my study, Desmond!” he cailed
out.

But Micky Desmond waz afilicted with n sudden denfness,
and he disappeared round the corner without reply. Loder
went inte his study and slammedd the door.

Bob Cherry worked chcerfully at getting Wingaie's ten
ready. He had a pile of tonst made, and the kettlo boiling
when the captain of Grevielars came back into the study with
hiz nuner, t

Wingate gave an approving f!;m{m at the well-spread table.

“Good ' he exclammed, ™1 don't remember giving ryow
the Lip to lay in jam and biscuit:, Cherry !’

Bob Cherey blushed.

*Well, they're a comtribution from the Remove,” he
cxplained, 'f beranze your minor's come, Wingate”

*Thank wvou!" satd Wingate gravely,

He pulled a chair between the table and the fire for his
minor, and Jack Wingate sat down., It was a eceld day,
med derkness woas aefting IT o Gt’&:,'l"ri.’lrﬁ. The wind from
tha sea moaned in the leafless branches of the old elms.

“ Tl have the tea made in a jilfv,” said Bob., 1 waited
till you eame, you know. Then Tl poach the epga. Yon
oan L&giu on the toast, if you're hungry.”

Wingate minor gave a snilf.

*“ This toast 15 burned,” he said.
Wingate was aceustomed to finding fault with things.

It it all burned, Jack.” said Wingate mildly,

“UOnly a bt or two,” =aidd Bob Cherry eagerlye 1 was
making 1t m rather a ey, so as to b ready.”

* Uh, at's all nght!” said Jack Wingate.

Bob Cherey's eyes gleamed for a moment.

The new fag spoke to him as if he were a servant, and
bound to make toast for fags. And if he had not been tho
captain’s minor, he would boave roceived o severe lesson in
peliteness thera and then. 2
hBut Bob Cherry swallowed lis wrath, and set about making
the tedn,

Jack Wingate locked a hitle nare cheerful when he had
eaten and dromk. Bob Cherry, finishing &ﬂaﬂhlhg the -eig 5,
th:fthr-:T thema wp, and put thea ready for the captam and hia
mingr, and then left the study.
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"Bolsover major grasped the soaking junior, and lathercd him with soap and then scrubbed at his head. It was a

| rough brush, and Bolsover major's methods were somewhat rough, too, ]
; anguish. “ 0w —-5rt£—~gruuh—yah! Dh!™ {_.\"e_c_ _::‘.I".'_m:u_.-'er_- A

“Whao's that follow ¥’ asked Winrata miror,

“That's my fag.” :

“Is ke gowing to fag for me, too®™

Wingate staped,

“Fag for rou!" He 'Inng!:m;'f, “ Wy dear kid, vou don's
bave fags for you in the Thied. Yeu will be o fag voucelil”

L] s

“¥es.  All the Thicd are fags.”

“I'm jolly well not going to fag for anybodzr ™ said Jack
Wingate.

Wingate frowned.

‘I'm going to make you mr fag. 50 as to make thinga eivy
for you,” he said. " If will be eader iv you than fagging
for anyhedy el:e in the Sixth.”

“Tag for you?"’

“ Don't vou like tho wdea?

“Wash up teacups, and cool razshers of bason, and maka
teazt T asked Jack.

“ That kind of thirg."

“1 don't like the fdea at all.

LE JHII{ !rl

“ You ought to get the servants to do thoss things’ said
Jeck, “I'in certainly not goicg to do je!”

Wingate scemdd to gnlp something down.

“ Well, I'll make the JﬂE a sinecure for you, Jark." he said,
“ You shall ba callad my fae, so that nn other serior can
claim ryou, you see? Dus I won't asiz you fo do anvthing
for me." g

*Well, that's a gond 1des.”

. There waz a tap ot the doar, and Ledse of the Sixth came
in, The prefect glaneed rather curiously at the new junior.
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"“BOB CHERRY'S SECRET!"

The ughappy American junior yelled with

s 5 A EETESTEE. TR - ——

“ T kear vou've got v minor here, Wingate,” he remarked.

“Yea: here ho 15070

* Lilud to see you, Wingats minar" said Leder aably, “1
wisa going to ask vou ro iet me have bim for my fag, Wingato.
iy not sati<ied with voung Tubb, aud I'd change with
pleu<ave.  You can depend nn me to treat your minor well."'

“T'm takipe him my=eif."” sald Wingute d"’il"

“(Oh' said Loder, **well, if the kid's satiziied, that's all
right? I thought I'd montion it, a3 I should havoe liked to
l’l:l."i"i" hiln‘."

" As a macter of fack, Lodder. I shouldn’t care for you to
Liva him, anywny,” said Wingate bluntly.

“Thark son?" said tha prefect, with a sarcastic curl of
ihe lip. I suppose that's meant a3 a Lint that I'm not good
enaugh to speak to vour minor?” _ ]

“You're not the sort of chap I should care for him to
pave for a fag-mastor, anvwny,’

= & von are boginning mallv-roddling vour minor aleeady ¥
sabl Loder, with a sneer. " Well, it won't do Inm any good
n hiz own Form."

*idh, rats!”

*HBoame to vou!” zald Loder.
and einand] the door hard. : : : .
* Wha's that?"" asked Jack Wingate, looking at bis major.

“That's Loder™

© Friend of vours™

** o, said Wingate shortly,

“ 1 wouldn't Fag for him,”” =aid Jask Wingata.

 ¥ou'd hove to, if he wanted you, unless 1 had taken you
alrrady oa my fag.”

= Wel, [ wouldn't™

And he quicted the study.

Another Splendid Compleate Tale of tha
Chums of Greyfriars. Ordesr Early.
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Wingate made no reply to that vemark. And the tea in
the eaptain’s study proceeded for from cheerfully, Wingute
gould mot help feeling that his minor had many troubles
before him in the Third Form at Greyfrines, and that they
would be mostly of his own making. And it did not seem

that the captain of Greyfriars would be able to help him
much.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Tubb Does Not Care,

TUBB ot the Third grunted.
b was annoyed.

He had the honour and distinction of fasging for

Gerald Loder of the Sixth. Loder was not a pleasant

fellow to have for o fag-master. True, he would be generous

sometimes. Even Loder had his victues. When he was in

funds he stood ﬁad feeds in his study, and then the crumbs

that fell froma the rich man’s table were very much worth

rollecting l:rI].’ & hungry fag. And he hud been known to tip

Tubb aﬁm f-crown sometumes, and half-crowns were not as
thick as blackberrics in the Third Form.

- But when he was in 8 bad temper, which was not seldom,
he would hand out cuffs, and even kicke, and Tubb did not like
kicks so0 well as halipence. And when he was hard up, he
would expect to sec his tea-table garnished with aometf:.ing
good to eat; and he left it to Tubb to discover how it was
to be dome. Tubb only knew that he would have a licking
i{f Lﬂd&: wnsn'tai snt:s“ﬁpeaﬁ&d,, aﬁu.:] suifya wae sometimes drivf_lril to
‘desperate ox en nding his own money, or raidin
mmF:;;hih mpteai}le that bﬂlﬂgﬂ.‘eﬂ to mmebajﬁr else. ﬂﬁ
oceasional pie or cake and an occasional half-crown did not
make wp for these troublea. Tubb would have been ver
pleazed to change fag.masters with any other inky-fingere
youngster in the Third. And it was o sore point with him
that he could not fag for Wingate.

{In this particular evening he went to fap for Gerald Loder
with a moody brow. There was a feerdl proceeding in the
Third Form-room, and Tubb didn't want to miss it. He knew
it was highly improbable that his friends would remember the
absent one, and save anything for him—especially as Bunter
minor of the Second was there, '

" Hallo, what are you scowling about? demanded Loder,
as Tubb came in.

“1 ain't scowling,” said Tubb.

* Anvthing wrong in the Third?” asked Léder. with unusual
genmiality.

“Oinly a rotten new fag come,” =nid Tubb.

“ Do you mean Wingate's minor ¥’

“Yee"

“¥ou don't like him?"*

“I haven't seen him wyet,” said Tubb., “I hear he's =
rmiﬁ' young rotter, and will have to be taken <down a peg
or tweo.

Loder smiled.

“I've osked Wingate to let im fag for me.” he sard.

Tubb brightened up wonderfully.

U Well, tfut's a jolly pood idea!” he exclaimed. * Just the
vight thing. Loder. cre's no reason why he shouldn’t,
P AL

U Only Wingate's said no.”

Ililﬂib 5 face fell again.

i It"

*T'm gorry. I shall have to stick to yov, Tubbw,* said
Loder, griwnng. * But as you're so attached to me, T should
have been sorry to part with yon, anyway.”’

Tubh smiled in a siwekly way,

“Well, I don't seer why the new Lkid couldn’t take his Lurn
with vou,”" he =etd. ' Fe'll have to faz for somehoddy,
suppose?  Wingate might as well have let you had him.”

"It seems that he's too delicate and lily-fingered to fag {ov
e, said Lader. * T shall have fo pnt up with youn, %’lhh-
Youw're Durning that toast, I think.’

“Tt's all rnght.”

“ It doesn't smell all right,” snid Loder. * Well, T would
have ralen young Wingate with pleasure. Any change would
have been for the better after you, Tubb.”

Tubb grumted. . _

“*¥ou hud better Iet him have his own way o bit, and not
cut up too rusty, if he’s a little ecocky,” went an Loder,
without looking at the fug, and apparently quite unconscious
of the eifect of hiz words on Tubh,

*Oh, won't we?” murmimeed Tubh,

“Did von speak, Tulbi"

* MNunno,”'

“ You're burning that toast.”

HI—I—1t's gll rght.” .

Tully extinguished the taast, which had caught alight, and
turnecd it on the toasting-fork. IHe was in a state of
m:pi]pn-'s!wﬂ fury, and inchped to throw the toast at Loder,
and the fork after it, and then rush forth and commnig
cnmediate assault and batiery upon Wingate minor,
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“1 heae that the Lkid has lLesn eqddled o b o2t boose”
Loder continued. *“In tha. casto, he poyv bo o e it
ing his right place here, ™

“We'll show it to him,” eaid Tubl.

€L Eh l!':l‘

“I—I mean we shall oll be very feiemadls o im0
Tubb, grinding his teeth.

“1 hope you will, for sour ewn =akes” -a.d Log- .
“ Wingate will keep an eye on vou, gnd o shall I ac s
prefect. Wingate minor will ke a snecial wory of fellor, and
not to be treated like eny commoen feg.”

*h, my hat !

“ What?"

HI—I guite undersrand, Loder”

“If he 315 o bit cocky at Fee-t. that’s enly te Lo expeciad,
as he's the skipper’s mines,” -aid Leder. ™ Yeau masr poo
up with i,

Tubb gave a sort of velp.

“ Have you burnt your finger, Tuliz:™

£ Hn l!b

“ Then what's tho mattert"”

“ Nothing.”

“Your face is very red," sald Leder, lociilne ot hinw

* It's—it’'s tha heat of the fire.”

Y ¥You're burning that toast agzin.”

“ Blow the toast!”

" Hex!"

“I—=I mean, I ain’t barning

" Why, it's blazing!”

** My hat, zo it is!™

Loder jumped up, and seized 2 cane; Tobb jumpsd ur.
and dropped the toast,

" ¥You carcless voung cad!" exclaimed Loder. -
tire way you male toast?
in tha Third ™

* Mako 1% vourself I"" roarved the infusicted Tulbd

ai wh-ﬂ-"-?”

“{Zo and eat coke '

“Why, yon——voy—=""

“1 don't eave f you do lLick me, o there U7 2eiled Tulla

It waz fortumate that he did net care. for Loder licked
him pretty severely, Tubb was gasping when the prefos
finshed, and looking white nmatear] of ved.  Then low -
bundled him out of the study, and shul the door after hiee

Tubb pasped in the pazsage,

He rubbed his hands, and rubbed Lis shoulders, and gaspes:
and breathed fury and vengeance. He put it all dowre 1o
tho account of Wingate minor, and he waz suving up a
terrifie score againat that unloriunate youth,

Tubb returned ta the Third Form-room.

* Halla, vou're back soon I said Bolsaver mimos,
hallo, have von boen licked 27

“ Yoo, said Tubb sulphurously.

* Burning the toast again. old mani”
pathetically, i - .

“It's not orly that,” said Tubb, “Tt's Wingate mino..
11e’s going to be cock of the welk in the Third, and we're
to lie down and et haim walll over ue”™

“¥ou bet '™ said Pager.

“ Loder sayvs 5o,

" Lodey can go amgld eat coke !

“That's what T told him.” sawd Tubh.

“Great Seott ! velled Paget. " You fold a peefedd to go
and cat coke?

Ll ?EE."

“No wondey he licked wou. then. T waender he left arn:
zkin on von,”’ said Pager. Wi uniest be oan ass”’

“Well, T suppose 1 wasg,”” saied Tubb; “but T wa- fed e
with hizs jaw abont Wingate minor. We're 19 leb that eoeg
voang cad wipe his bonts on us! Whatt

* Yog—1 don't think.”

* No fear,” said Bolsover muner.

Tubhb breathed hard through o nose.

171} show him '™ he said. - I'1 shew the worm—1"1 n—1|_I1'|'.'|
the vouns vottor! Wait till he comey i here, that's all!

And Tubl waited,

The Jeaders of the Third Form were ready {or Jack Toin
Eﬂtﬁ"ﬂnﬁ] e was 'l'rl-;gh‘ o ek oa -IEIE‘-CiEI-E*[!!}" W Tl."t:E‘|.‘-lf_\.'l-.1:l
in his form. Which was pechayps what Loder of the Sixth
wanted.

.
exclaimed Lo,

“Ie that
You've the Jdumsiest voung bnaw

ITalice -

athed Pasck muse.

— ey

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Third Form Ragging!
WIHG,-‘:,'IE cf the Sixth ecame into the Thid Fare

raon, shortly before the time figed for cvening
preparation. Preporation in the Third WaAs con-
ducted i the presence of a master, ”"."I, Me. Twigye
was expected any minute. so it was really a judiciou: Mmomen:
for introducing the new fap. It mide TAEEINE :IHE[H}EHU]E'.'I
for the moment, and gave the Third a chance of letting the
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rew by nta ther ranks usquestioned. An hour's grinding
with My, Twigg would ake the fags a liitle less fresh,
and woudd alas perhbap: have the effect of showing Jack
Wingate that he could rot have mattors all hia own way,
aud that would ielp him in getting on with the fags, Dut
Jack Wingare did not look very promusing as he followed
his major inta the Form-raon. He had apparently recovered
from hiz artack of the a2ulks, bur there was a lofty air aboutb
hint. anpd he glanced vound the Forme-room in a way that
the Third conzidered decidedly cheeky in a new boy. They
wera keen cnough, the fags of the ﬁ‘hiaﬂ, and they spotted
at once that Jack Wingate vegavded himself as being a
person of umaual consequence. because hia brother was
captain of rhe school. That thought could be read casily
enangh in Wingare minoe's face: and the fags exchanged
dark glances. They were mentally promising Jack Wingate
to take ail that our of him before very long.

* Hallo, kids!" said Wingate; in hiz genial way.
.ﬁ]:n' [INERQT.

“Oh, vowre muanor [ sand Tubhb.

“Yes He's going to belong to the Third, and I thought
il bring him along., and mtroduce him,”" said MWingate,
with a geniality wlich was seldom wasted by a prefect upon
fags. '~ Thi=z iz your Form-room, Jack™

“Oh, i3 1t?" said Jack. il i

:: g'ﬁ?ir aid these chaps ave the Third Form.

n!

“You'll be taking preparation with Mr. Twigg in a fow
nitnutea”

“Who's Mr. Twigg?'

“ The Form-maaater.”

“ What"s preparation?’’ o

* Gzotting yvour work veady for to-morrow,” sawid Wingate,
with a worried look. * As vou're a new kid, Mr. Twigg
will go easy with you at first, so vou needn’t worry.”

* 1 don’t mean to worry.” . y

“QOnly pay attention, and do everything that veu'ro told,
ﬂﬂ?ﬁemﬁwm eves and ears open,' sald Wingate.

um !

“Tisten to the young prig,” murmured Paget to Tubb.
“hd you ever hear anything like that? He might have
hought wp the Third Form, with the Form-room and the
Form-innster thrown tn.™

‘Lb‘.’e'!l give him something to cure all that,” muttered
Tubb.

“ What-ho " »

Mr. Twigg entered the Formeroom. IHe gave Wingate a
pleazant nod.

! ﬁh, the new bowt" —

b minoy, air,"" sai ‘ingate. -

“ AL, ves, ;'nﬂsi.l'!' said Mr., Twigg. '*How do roun do, Win-
gate minor?® He shook handa with the new fug genially.
*1 hone we shall got on and bo great friends—eh? You
ean 8it pext to Tubb—the stout lad at the end of the form.
LCabb, I shall be obliged if you will 'lcu*k after Wingato
minor a little at first, and show him ﬂl:ﬂfs. >

* 1 will, sir,” said Tubb fervently, *I had already made
up m¥ mind to show him zome things, sie” -

“ Very good—very good!” said Mr, Twigg upsuspiciously.
“1 see that your minor is muking friends in the Form
already, Wingate. I am glad to sece it."”" 2

Jack Wingate sat down in the place indicated, and Wingate
left the Formeroom. FHe was very doubtful as to how his
minor would get on there, but there was nothing more he
could do. Jack Wingate had to be left to himsclf, to Mr.
Twigg—and to the Third?

Fortunately, Mr. Twigg was a kindly man. and he left
Wingate minor very much to himself, to fall into the ways
of the Form, ouly kindly explaining a few things te him.

Jack Wingate sat through the preparation, chiefly occupred
in looking about him a g’ﬂwnmg. )

Tle did not like work, and he was not accustomed to doing
Piangs that he did not like. There was a very marked dif-
ferenee botween Wingate and his young brother. The strong
senso of duty that was so marked in the character of the
vider was conspicuous by itz absence in the younger.

Dyeparation was over at ] :
Form-room, snd the Third were left to their own devices.

Then Jack Wingate received the attention that had becn so

‘Y EHere's

long deferred. v

rfa walked over to the Form-room fire to worm his handas,
and the Third at once surrounded him.

“ 8o you'rs Wingate minor?" Tubb began.

" Yer, my lad."

“Your what?" .

**He's beginning well,”" remarked Jones mimimus.

Jack Wingate glave a sudden ﬁl?l'z Someone had inserted

¥

an inky paper-ball between his collar and his neck at the
back, and it did not fecl nrce. :

He grabbed wildly in his collar, and glared rougd him,

i Wﬁa did that?’ he roared.

*Ha, ha, hat"

** You rotters—"

" What "

“Cads! I'in nhot going to stay hera!”
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And Jack Wingate marched off towards the door.

“IWell, my word !" said Paget.

““Ha, ha, ha?

“Coller him " velled Tublb.

Many hands were laid upon Jack Wingate. and he was
hauled back  towards the fire. He struggled furiously in
the E;'ﬂ.sp of the fags. —

“ Little bantam, and no mistake,” said Paget. * Beiler
keep still, kid. I may hurt your arm if I have to beold it
very bight—""

,D“_ !1-:
“There, T told you so0."
“*Let me go!"

“ Not this evening; some other evening,” bhummed Paget.

“*Ha, ha, ha!” ]

“Bring him heve,” said Tubb. “ We're going to show
thiz young shaver who's who——"

‘* And what's what,” said Jones minimus.

“ What-ho 1" .

“Let me go!" shouted Jack Wingate.
brother, and—"

“¥Yeou'll what?' yelled Tubb.,

“ My hatt”

“ Bneak 1M

** Cad 1"

“ Worm 1" -

T know how it would be,” said Pagot. ** He's monarch of
all he survevs, because his brother is captain of the school.
Young asa!" .

“ Fe'll 'ave to bo taught,” said Bolsover minor. * But
ecasy dees it. Wingate winor, you can’t sneak to your
brother; that's not zllowed.” . )

“T certainly shall; and he will cane vou all,” said Jack
Wingate. ** He is captain of the school.”

The fags looked at one another. : g

They had expected to see something of the sort in Wingate
minor—indeed, they would probably have scon it even f it
had not been there. But it wus , there was no Jdoubt

“#I'll tell my

about that.
He was not only oxactly what they had expected, but he
was, as P suid, more so—very much more so.

“Takes the cake, don't 'e?" said Bolsover ininor. " Bud
don’t be too 'ard on him. We was all new boys once.”

It might have been hundreds of years since Bolsover miner
was a now boy, by the way ho spoke.

“ We was!” said Tubb, in humorous imitation of Bolsover
minor's peculiar grammar. “ But we wasn't young blighters
like this, 1 hope,”

“ Wa wasn't,”” said Paget solemnly. A

“ Weo never said wo'd tell tales {f we were ragged,” s2aid
Jones minimus. “¥ know I never did—and I had a prelfect
for a brother, too.” . ]

“The kid don’t know the ropes' said Bolsover minor.
“Wingate, young feller, a chap ain't allowed to tell tales
at Greviriars. at’'s a law 'ere.” :

1 ghall certainly complain to my brother if you don't
let me alone,” Jack Wingate loftily. *“In fact, I shall com-
pluin anyway.™

“Go hon "'

“ Sneak!”

“ Cadl™ : : o i

[ was going fo let him off lightly,"” said Tubb, looking
vound. Old Wingate's o good sort, and I'd like to let his
minor off lightly. But I think that, for his own good, he
muat be tought."

“ Yes. rather!” .

“ Now, Wingate minor——"' .

“ Lot me go!” exclaimed Jack, struggling.

“ Listen to -me!"

“1 won't!" : :

“To vou know I'm head of the Third Form—captsin ol
the Form, if the Third hed a eaptein like the Upper Forms?
said Tubb, with dignity.

“I don't carel’”’ : ; .

“ Then you'll be made to care. I'm going to show you—

* (Oh, shut up!”’

“Bhut up?' echoed Tubb., "™

:' ggs. shut up; you make mo tired!

£ Ii:l'

“ And let me go! Vou shall all be caned for thisl” said
Jack Wingate passionately. “ I think .you'ra a set of
rottera!”

ANSWERS

't
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“Go it!" said Paget encouragingly. ™ Nice fow of
lenguage our young Iriend's pot, ain't he?”

‘* Ha, ha, he ! :

Tubb shook a fat forefinger at Wingate minor.

" You're poing to learm to know your place, and not to
gneals I’ he sald, " But if you're gowng to sneak, you shall
have something fo sneak about!™

““Hear, hear”

“"We'll begin by gpiving vou the freg’s-mareh,” said Tubb.
“1 don't believe in being hard on a new chap, 8o we'll let
you off with that.”'

" Leggo 1™

“ Frog's-march ! ordered Tubb.

“ Hear, hear!” chorused the fags.

Jack Wingate resisted furiously. But he had no chance.
The more he resisted the more roughly he was handled: and
he wag frog-marched round and round the Form-room, till
he wns duut% dishevelled, breothless, and almost crying with
rage. The faps did not let him go until they were tired
themselves, and then the exhausted new boy was dropped on
the floor, where he sat panting,

“ There!” %s}md Tubb, * That will do you good; Win-
gﬂ.tcd ].Zr.'lil]ﬂr; ut if it ain’t emough, you've only tc zay the
word.

Jack “*ingate atuggcrm:i to his feeh

“ You cads!” he bellowed. ' I'my going straight to my
brother!” )

r 'ﬂu tell ham 7" asked Paget sweetiy.

] &E.}I

“* Then tell him I Hunchﬂd your heed, tool" said Paget,
suiting the action to the word.

“ And tell him I chucked ink over your hair!” said Jones
minimus.

“ And tell him T kicked you!”’ said Tubb.

“ And tell him I smacked you!”

" And tell him I bumped you!

** And tell him I— a, ha, ha!”

Each of the actions mentioned wes %&rfﬂrmeﬂ at the same
time, and Wingate minor tore out of the Form-room under a
rain of kicks and punches and missiles. He left the Third
voaring with laughter, as he tramped away, torn and dusty
and dishevelled, to the study of the captain of Greyfriars to
lay lits complaint. :

S —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Sneak!
W INGATE was in his study, with his chum Courtney of

the Bixth, when his mincr came in.
Jack Witgate threw open the study door without
knocking, and tramped in

The two seniors stared at him in amazement.

Hiz jacket was split. his collar was torn off, e was
cove with dust, and his har waz wildly ruffled and
stnothered with ink. )

A more_disreputable sight had scldom been seen in any
study at Grevinars, and certainly poever in Wingate's study
belore. ,

“Freat Beott!” exclaimed George Wingate. ' What's
happened 1
* Those cads "—Jark Wingate was stuiering with fury—
those cads—the Third—they ve done this!™ -

“ You'd better go and clean up, then,” said Counrtney,
Jack took no netice of the prefoct.

I want them all caned ! he roared.

Wingate's face grew very grave.

" Why did they do it, Jeck™™ he ashed.

" Becauss they're rottecs!"”

“ H'm! I dor’t think thev're sl rotters!” zaid Wingate.
“ ¥ou must heve done something to make them handle you
lilte this, Jack. New boys sre ragged scmetimes, but I've
never seen one in this state before!”

“* Do you mean to say that you're not going to thrash
them " bellowed Jack.

* My dear kid—"

“I've been treated disgracefullv, I told them I shoukd
te!l you, and that made ihen: a2ll the worse,””

Wingate knitted his brows. :

“ ¥ou shouldn't have doene that, Jack.”

“Why not "' demanded his nunor,

“ Because telling tales to a prefuct is sneaking., It makes
the kids think that you expect to be treated in a specig! way
bocauss vou're my brother.”

Y Well, g T do!”

Courtney grinned, and furned away.
awkwardly.

“That's a wrang idea altopether, Jack,” said the captain of
Greyfviavs slowly., * You don’t want any favouritizm, do
aul’

“ What's the good of a {ellow’s brother being caplain of the
wchool if he con't do anything for a [cllow 57
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* But, you sce—"

“ You're a prefect, too; and a prefect is bound to take
notice of this,” said Jack. “ I know enowgh about schools
to know that.” ’

" T'in bound to take notice of it, Jack, if you mn:g?lam 1o
me as a prefect. Bub you'd better not do so, It wi)l make
the whole FPorm savage with you.”

“TI don't care! I want them punished!"

“Leok here, Juck, it will be better for me to keep out of
this,” said Wingate, in distresz. “ You don’t seem to under-
stand ; but if the juniors get the idea into their heads that I
am Iavouring you, your hife won't be worth living here !

“ I don't care!” _

“Well, you cught to care!” said Wingate shariji. “ And
the best thing you can do is to go and clean yourself up and
act as if nothing had happencd.”

The fag gave -him a furicus logk,

" Ba that's your adviee, is it¥" he demanded.

* Yes, that's my advice.”

* Then vou can keep it.”

Y Jack

1 ﬁou don't interfere and punish those rotters, I'll go
to the Head !”
~ My dear kid—=""

* Well, I'm going.”

Jack Wingate started for the door. The captain of Grey-
friars caught him by the shoulder, end swung hin back.

“It's no vse going to the Head,” he said quietly. ** The
Hegd would leave it to me to inquive into the matter. If
vou're determined to make trouble for yourself, you'd better
sneak to a prefect—if you must sneak.”

There was contempt in Wingate's voice; he could not help
1t. Jack flushed hotly ; but his mind was not changed.

* Do you think I ought to put up with this sort of thing?
he demanded.

" You scemt to have brought it on yourself mosatly,”

“I don't care! I'm going te have the cads punished!
IE'F&?:':* a prefect, and if you won't listen to me, I'll go to
im ! .
]'L“IHF-’ will chuck you out ¢f his study neck and erop, most

1kely.

“ And yeu'll let him do 16§

Wingate laughed shortly.

“ Do vou want me to cane all the faps. and fight all the
prefects, at Greyiriars, on your first day here?™ he asked.

" Look here "

* Take my advice, Jack,"” said Wingate, gently. " I'm an
ofd hand here, and I'm advising you for your good. Ii vou
don’t sneak, the Third will come vound—it wasz threatenin
to uze vour influence with me that made them rusty., Stan
it lilke & man, and try to make them like you. They're good
fellows enough when you get to know them.”’

Wingate minor's reply was io tramp out of the study and
vloge the door behind him with a slam,

Wingate turned a worried face towards Courtney,

 It's rotten, old chap!” sid Courrney eyvmpatheticaily.
“The kid secms to have a temper. You haven't licked
him enough.”

“ 1 suppose not,’” sakd Wingate ruefully. It will make
things jelly difficult for me bere. Jack seems to expect me
1o fevour ham, and T can't; and it would make things worse
for him if I did. He doesn’'t understand that.”"

' He'll get to understand it i time,” zaxl Couriney.
“ Bt T must say that he's made a bad beginning. The worst
of it 15, that now a tremendous ragging like thut s brought
to your notice, youw're really bound to take notice of it
officially.”’

 Nice paosition far me, to be sneaked to by my own
brother,” growled Wingate., * He's poue o Loder now;
I ghall leave i to Loder.”

Comtney laughed,

* Leder s not bkely to trousle housell much about wour
Eﬁir}w,“ E}n said. " He's more likely to cane him, to get your

ark 1.

“ Well, T sha'n't get my back up i Loder canes hum,™ said
Wingate. ™ I've a jolly good mind to wash my hands of him
altozerher, mnf-::umjl the young jackanapes!”

Awl Wingate dismizsed the subject; but he conld not
dizmiza it from hizs mind. Aod he would have been more
troabled still if ke had known the line that Loder, the prefect,
was taking wm the matter,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Loder Comes Down Heavily,

ACK WINGATE came into Loder’s study, and Loder, tha
prefect. leokad up from his tea-table iv surprise. Carne
and Walker were having tea with Leder, and they
burst fte a laugh at Lthe sight of the fae.

* There's a pivture for you!” said Welker.
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Loder stared.

_“ What do you mican by coming into my study in that
siate?’ he exclaimed,

' I've come to complain to vou as a prefect,” ssid Wingate
ININOT,

“ Why don't you go to vour byother?

“TI've been to him.”

" Well#
., 'He won't take any notice,” said Jack Wingate savagely,

20 ['ve come to you. I've been ragged in tho Third Form-
room, and I want the rotters punished!”

der grinned.

“ You'd better get out!™ said Walker. * Chuck him out,
Loder I
* Dn his neck?’ said Carne.
The prefect shook his head. ; :
** Not at all,” he said.  * If Wingate minor lays a complaink
to me as & prefect, I'm bound to take notice of it.™
~ Oh, don't be funny!” said Walker.
“ 8o the Third have been ragging you,
said Lodar.
Y Weal” ﬁmwled Jack.
:: Emh didn’t do anything to deserve.it, of course?
DI‘
“ Well, I'm going to look into this,” gaid Loder.
THE H;umrgm;rgnur. No. 205,
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Wingate minor ™

“yf

his opportunity come sconer than he look

“BOB ﬂE{-‘HEIHI’I”S SECRET!”

Wingate major doesn’t look into it, I must. Such ruffanism
can't be allowed to pass”

“Oh my hat™ snid Carne.

* Pass the muffins, and don't be funny, Loder,’” said
Walker.

*The prefect rose to his feet.

“ Come with me to the Form-room, kid!" he said

Walker and CUarne looked blank as the prefect left the
study, Jack Wingate trotting at his heels with much
satisfaction.

‘d” ‘r;lr:-'pnt on earth does he meant” said Walker.
ides

“ Blessed if 1 have!”

""He doesn't care two straws if the fags kill Wingate
minor—in fact, I believe he'd be pleased if they lynched
the whole Wingate fomily.” :

Carne chuckled,

“I know he would,” he remarked.

“ Then what's his tittle gamo?”

" Gaot any

“ Blessed ¥f I know! supposa it's up against Wingate
somehow." ] :
And Carne waa right in that surmise. Loder had expected

that, through Wingete minor, he would be able to pay off
some of his old scores against Wingate major. He found.

for it.

Ano " Bplendid ©
Chitma of Grestram e e s e
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The prefect strode into the Third Form-reom, and found
the fags still chuckiing over the punishment they had moted
out to the new junior,

_A sudden silence fell upon the Third as Loder entered with
his dusty and forn follower.

" My hat, he's really sneaked!” muttered Bolsover minor,
under his breatin

“The cad!” murmured Tubb.

** I hear you've been vagging the new kid ! exclaimed Loder
sternly.

“Who told you?" asked Paget,

“He told me himsslf,™

“* The rotten sneak ™

“Yah! Bneakt”

[} T‘:"]]-t&]ﬂ‘ IJ!

LT tﬂd !:r:l

* Rotter 1 ;

Jack Wingate, angry and revengeful as he was, cowered
a little before that rour from the whole Form. The anger,
dislike, and scorn in every face stung him.

* Enough of that1” smd Loder roughly. “ We can't have
this kind of thing going on here! Engat.e minor has a
right to be protected. Ewvery fellow who had 2 hand in
regeing him will be punished.”

" We all'ad o ’a.nr;li in it,”" said Bolsvver minor,

“ Every mian jack ! said Paget.

“Then you'll be punished,” said Loder, swishing his cane,
“Lome along, one after another, and take your gruel!™

“"Took here, Loder——

“ Come here !

The fags exchanged furious glances,

But there was no help for it. Loder was quite within his
rights-—indeed, within hiz duties as o prefeet—in punizhing
such a ragging, if it came to his knowledge.
~ The fags «did not blame Loder. % But they blamed the
junior who had sneaked. And the glances they gave Wingato
minor told of what he might expect later, when the prefect
was not there to shelter him.

One after ancther the Third were coned, till every member
of the Form prozent had received his punishment.

Jack Wingate stood looking on.

It was what he had wanted; but now that he had what
he wanted, it did not look as it it made bim happy.

If the faga had only looked anery and wen nfu]i], he would

not have randed, It was the contempt in their locks that
ot

They despised him.

He rcalizged that; and he began dimly to realise that he
w?u_ld have dene more wisely to take his elder brother's
wilvice.

The panishment was finished ot last,

“Mow mind your p's and g's, all of you!” szaid Loder,
when the last fap went squirming away., “ Wingote minor
¥ not tor bebuttrd-or ragged.  In fact, he 15 to be regarded
»a a favoured person. The minor of the school captain ought
to be treated with some consideration.™

“ Rats ! growled Tubl.

“ Do yon want some more, Tubb?'

“ Munno "'

“Well, remember what I've told you.™

Loder quitted the Forin-roorn,

He was well satished with the harm that he pad done.
There was no doubt that Jack Wingate's life in the Thicd
Form at Greyfriars would he unbesrable aflter what had
happened, And that was as heavy a blow as the prefect could
have dealt at the captain of the school.

Jack Wingate stood hesitating after the prefect had gone.

The fags <diud net offer to toueh hin.

They were afrzid that Loder might return. And they
knew, too, that the new juntor might repors mmmediately to
the prefeet if they trovbled him.

Bat vengeanee was only postponed.

“You cad ! said Paget.

“YVou worm P said Tohb, rubbing i hands painfully.
TN make you wish you'd never been born 1™

“ You shovld have let me alone when I told you,” =aid
Jack Wingate,

“Oh, shut up ™

“Bneak 1

" Get out I

“Yes, get out!” said Paget. * If we're not to rag you,
at least we're not bound to put up with you in the Form-

room ! Get out !’
“1N stay here if T tike!" flashed out Wingate minor.
“Will you?"’ said Faget. * Then T'll give Loder somethin
mare to cane us for! Lend a hand, you fellows, cml we'l
qag hun baldheaded 1"
" What about Lader?”’
“Blow Loder!” .
“He may be listening just oulside!
him 1™ :
“1 dor't eare if he is! If that cad doesn’t get out of the
rpom, I'm going to pulverise him !
- Tue Macwer Lismary. No. 263.
“THE GEM' LIBRARY,
Evory Wednesday. 4

It would be hLike

Paget and three or four of the fags started towards Wingate
minat.

The latter hesitated n moment, and then stepped out of
the Form.room into the passape. He had been bumped heard
enough, and he was aching. And he did not want any more
aches. A storm of jeers and gibes followed him into the
passaze, and Paget slammed the door after him,

“Well, 1 don't think I ever zaw such a worm,” said Paget.
* Bunter minor of the Second is a noble hero compared with
him. Hnoop of the Remove i3 a prince in comparison. Ow!
My hands feel rotten )"

“So do mine!”

“We'll make the cad sit up for this!"” said Jones minimus.
“We shall have lots of chances when Loder 15 noi hanging
round !’

“* Hear, hear ™

“Ow! I'm burt!” groaned Tuabb,

“"Yow! Bame hero!"

The fngs were still bemoaning their aches and pains, and
planning deadly vengesnce npon the sneak, when the door
cpened again. They glared round in the expectation of
secing Wingate minor. But it was Harry Wharton of the
Remove who came in, and Beb Cherry and Frank Nugent
followed him in.

“Halla, hallo, halla! excleimed Beolb Cherry, looking
ronnd. ' Where's Wingate minor?’

“ Don't know, and don't care!’ growled Tubb.

“1 thought he would be here,”” said Wharton,

“ Well, he izn't here.”’

“What's the matter with you?' said Harry, locking
ﬂ:mﬂi?;mlj:? at the fags. ' Has there been o row?

eg,

“1 thought that young merchant would get mio trouble,”
murmured Bob Cherry.

“You might go o bit easy with the new lid, Tubb,
especially as he’s Wingate's brother,” said Harry Wharton.

“¥Yez, I'll go easy with him!” he said, ' The beast hos
sneaked about us to Loder, and got us zll a licking—the
whole giddy Form I

* Bnealed

“ Yes, the rotter!™

“ Are yvon sure?” nsked Harry.
ward for it

“ The voung rotter brought him bhere !

Iiﬂhli?

“YWo're going to make him wriggle for it—never fear!”
anid Paret. .

*And if you Remove bounders interfere, we'll make you
wriggle, too!” satgd Tubb belligerently.

The Co. left the Form-room.

“Rotten ! said Harry Wharton., I was afraid he would

¢ into trouble; but I didn't expect 1t so soon, or so bad.

o's made a jolly bad beginniog.” 5

“Cauldn’t have made a worse,” romarked Nogont. * The
Third will be on his necic after this.’”

“Serve him right!” said Beb Cherry. “If he wasn't
Wingate's brother, I should have hammered him mysel
before now.™ .

And the chums of the Remove made their way to tle
common-room in a thoughtfal mood. They had intended to
befriend Wingate minor, and to do their best for him; but
evidentlv Jack Wingate was a person whom 1t was not easy
to befriend.

“1 wouldn't take Loder's

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

A Bath for Two,
" NIETW, sniff, sniff!”
S “ What the—"'
“What on earth—— - 5
Fisher T. Fish turned pink as he came into the junior
cornmorn-roony, and heard the sniffs and the remarks of the
juniors.

n
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¥izh had scrubbed his head and rubbed it, and scrubbed it
and rubbed it, but he did not seem able to make much
impression upon the dreadful scent of the specific,

Bob Cherry had rubbed that famous speeific well in, and
the odour scemed likely to cling to Fisher T. Fish for a long
tima to come. . 3

He brought it into the common-room with him, and the
remarks it elicited from the Removites were more forcible
that polite. ] . 2

“It’s Fish!" said Johnny Bull rily. ' He's made m{
study niff horribly with 1t, and I shoved him out when
was doing my prep.”” h

* I should jolly well think s0!" said Rake, of the Remove.
“T couldn’t stand it, either! It's too thick!”

“1 guess—" began Fish. . . ]

“ And we're not going to stand it here, either!" said

Bulstrode.  * Look here, Fiﬁl:ly if you must have suc
unearthly scents, you can go an have them by yourself!”

1] Ll.f'f:ﬁ_1* ) : :

e Wel::’m not having it here!” roared Bolsover major, with
his handkerchief to hia nose. * Get out, Fishy [

Fisher T. Fish glared.

“It's not my fault!’ he roarsd, “ Bob Cherry poured tho
stuff over my head!”

“Ha, hka, ha!”

“ Sniff, sniff, snalf!™

“ Berve you jollv well right, too!” suid Bob Cherry., *f You
palmed it off on me as a speeific aguinat pain in the hands
when vou're licked; and I was licked, and it hurt ns much
us overl”’

“1 guess you were mistuken?”

“You ally asa!” : : 1 5

“1 gucss that specific can't fail,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ It's made by o velation of mine over there; and they can
do things over there.” .

“I] guess you'd better get your relation to send wou an
antidote or something,’” said’ Tom Brown, the New Zealander.
“We can’t stund that niff!"

" (et out, Fishy !

¥ Buzs off I" )

““ Nopal'' zaid Fisher T. INish.

“ Gt out !

I guess not!" 2

“ You're not fit to touch, or I'd sling vou out on your neck,”
growled Bulstrede. © But we're not going to stand you here,
Why don't vou wash your head?”

*“I'vo washed it."”

“ Then go and wash it again”

1 guess not." . g )

“ Faith, and” we can’t stand this!” said Micky Desmond.
“ Sure Bob Uherry was bad encugh with the awful stnilf on his
hands, bot ye're worse intirely.”” _ 1

“I gucss you'll have to stand it,’" growled Fisher T. Fizh.
*“ 1 guess it will wear off in time. In a day or two——""

“Do you think we're going to have you scenting the place
for a day or two?" demanded Bolsover major exnitnd(]]}'. )

“You'll havo to stand it. I'll tell you what I'll do,"" said
Fish. “If vou fellows like to take some of the bottles off
my hands, I'll let you have thern at a reduction.” .

“We're likely to invest in that stufi—I don’t think!"™
grinned Bob Chorry. w g

“It's o wonderful specific for preventing pains in the
hands when you're caned.” said Fish persuasively. * You
needn't mind the smell. It's & healthy, chemical smell, any-

“T puess I'm staying !

way. I guess I'll trade with you at a low price—sixpence a
boitle." .

“But it doesn't do the hands any good!" reared Bob
Cherry.

“Yep, 1t dons.™

I tell you I've tried—"" .

I guess you're mistaken about that. It's an American
specific, specially manufactured over there, and it con't fail.”

“ Look here, Fishy," said Dolsover major, * we're fed up
with vou, and vour specifics, and yvour linancial dodges, and

our fag agencies and things, It's a case of too much Fish,
;’-u-u'" ave to keep by voursell till that scent wears off. If
vou fdon't, we shall take vou in hand and wash your head
clean.™

Y guﬁa——"

:' i!:re vou going to clear out? roared Dolsover.

& T Elll'

" TI.::l..En wo'll wazh you!™

And Bolsover major, risking a nearer approach to the dread-
ful seent, rushed upon the enterprising Amecrican junior.

Bulstrode and Tom Brown and two or three other juniors
lent » hand, and Fisher T. Fish was whisked off his feet in
the twinkling of an eye.

“Hold on ! ronred Fish. * J—guess—— Ow! Qhi"”

“ Yank him along,” said Bolwover major. “ We're going to
give him & warm bath. We'll serub him in turns, and see if
we can got him clean.”

L2 gn.ﬂl.ha’ hll- 11-

“ Good ogg !

it ?arnuhg; Leggo! I guess— Oh, oh!™

“ This way!" )
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Fisher T. Fish was rushed out of the common-room.

The Removites bore him boadily to the nearest bath-room,
and Bolsover switched on the light and turned on the hot-
wator tap. :

“ Look here,” roared Fish, “I've washed my hair, and it
doesn’t do any good. Lemme alone. Look here, 1'm not
going 1nto that bath.” : -

“Take vour things off I'' satd Bolsover major.

"1 guess not.”

“Will vou or won't youi”

[ HHI}E‘; L

“ Then you'll go in with them on,™

#—— Oh—ah—ah! Yoooop!"

Splash !

TFisher T. Fi<h descended inko the Aowing bLath with a
terrific splash, and there was u yell from the juniors as they
eecrived splashes from the ball.

“ Yarooh—grooh " guregled Fishy, as he camo up. * Greooh !
Hooh !

“ Ha, ha, hal” ]

# Now wush your head ! suid Dolsover.

“Grooh! I—I won't!™

“ Wesh your silly head!” reared Dolsover.

e Nﬂpﬂ 1L

“ Hand me the soap and the sernbbing-brosh, Tineecil’” snidd

lsover, rolling barck bis sleeves,  © Ul seputy bis topkeat for

LA

himnm !

“Ha, ha, hat'"

* Uw—yow—grogh—yah! Oh!"

Bodsover major grasped the soaking jundor, anel labiwerond
him with =z0ap, and then scrabbed ot bis head.

1t was a rough brash, and Belsover mujor's II]'E'H!HIIE wore
somowhat rough, too. The unhappy Anerican juntor veiled
with anguizh. - His head was u{;m - tender from much
ruijhing. Fisher "I, Yish wus the business man of the
Romove, and he prided himself upon it He was never with-
out some scheme for trapsterring other fellows’ money from
their pockets to his own., His seliomes were genernlly ghastly
failures; but of all his many fuilures, none certainly was fuite
so ghastly as thot of the wonderful pain specific. Tt had not
pr-en‘:ntmi any pain, but it was cavsing Fisher T, IM-h to
suffer a good deal. He bad suceeeded in disposing of only one
bottle so far, and that hod boen given to DBob Cherry for
m:sﬂ;‘ni|'|;:l:h-—.::.'mlr had becen returncd most unpleasantly.  And
Fisher T. Fish wished most feevently that he hsd never
thought of this latest scheme for makg woney. ]

The janiors yelled with lnnzhter at the sight of Fisher T.
Fish, in his clothes in the steaming bath, wriggling mm the
powerful geasp of Bokover mujor. ;

Soap went into Fish’s eyes and nose and mouth. and he
rouredd, He stroggled in the bath, and sent ot splashe: of
water. Dut Dolsover major lathered und serulibed away.

“Grooh!” mumbled the hapless Fish,  * Ow! Leggo, you
Lenst ! Yow! I pocas—yow—ow ™

““Ha, ha, ha!™

Fisher 'L, Fizh made-a desperaie cluteh al Bolsover major,
imd eloscd with himn.  The bully of the llemove gave a roar in

s Enrn.

“ Leeggo, vou idiot! You're soaping me!"

“Well, 1 guess it's your turn to be soaped,” said Fish,
“Will you let me get out?”

hNo, I won't,"

“Then I peess you've connng in"”

H1— EHold en—I--abi—yali !

Splash '

Bolsover In,u_E:’rr p]tln;_zr::] Il:}adlcmg witas e bkl 1 the
Bresp of the Amepienn jundor. The water zomoped out on
all sides,

_ “"Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Clierry.
Is the water wet. Bolsover?”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

" Grooh—heooh—hokhh !

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“What ever 15 all this neise ¥ exclaimed a sharp voics 1y
the passage.

“Cave ™ mubtered Ruszell. * It's Quelehy ™

There was a rush of the juniors to cseape before the master
of the Femove could arrive.

The Form-master looked into the bath-recom.

All the fellows had disappearcd with the exeeption of the
two in the bath,

Mr. Queleh gazed at them Dblankly.

He could not guite believe his eyes al first.  He was acens.
tomed to gone wild pranks fromn his Ferin, but he had noves
expected to see two of them in a steaming bath with their
clothe: on!

“ Wh.wh-what does this mean?"' he gasped.

H % o silly adiot ' roared Balsover.,

Bolsover was addressing Fisher T. Ifish.

“I's 2 ba'h e Lwo!

There wo= rg
i3
Another Bplondid Complaote Tale of the
Chums of Greyfriars. Ovrder Early.
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much seap and water in his cyes that he had not secn the
Form-masier come in.

“What!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“ You thundering ass!”

“* Bolsgver !

“Oh!" muotiered Bolsover, perceiving the TForm-master
through the clouds of steam. “1—I ber your parden, =i
I didi'e see you. I was snoaking to Fish)'

“ What havé vou two boys got into that bath for in your
clothes?” demanded the Remove master sterniy.

* That idiot Fish drogged me in, sir."

“* Then Fish was in alecady ¥

* Ye-os, sir” i

* How did vou get in, Fish

* L guess 1 was chucked in, sie.”

* Thiz is past a joke,”’ said Mr. Quelch sternly,
to know the name of the boy who did this, Fizh.”

“T guess T eonldn't identify him, sir,” said Iish.

“ Taks care, Fish.”

“Yep, sir; I guesa 'm doing it."

Mr. Quelch seemed on the verge of an cuplosion. But he
made 1t o role never to enconrage tell-tales, aud so he let the
point drop.

“ (et out of the water at once,” he zaid.  “ This is most
disgraceful., . Go and change your clothes, and take two
hindred lines each.'

- ik YEP.;‘!

“ Ye-g-g, sir,” murmured Bolsover.

The two juniors dragged themselves dripping from the bath.

Thci- mopped off the worst of the wet with towels, and then
squelched away to the Hemove dormitory to ::]mu%;r.t their
clothes, Fwsher T. Fish was grinning as he changed,

“ I guess you'd better be careful next time you give me a
:uz;tl;_ olsover,” he remarkedh  “ By the way, jevver got
eft¥

Bolsover grunted, and Fisher T. Fish chuckled again. But
the scent of the Pain Specific was still elinging lovingly about
the American junior, and when he came down after changing,
and presented himself in the common-reom once more, it was
cvident that Dolsover mzjor's efforts with the scrubbing-lhirush
had made no difference.  And o yell and u shower of missiles
grected the enterprising American.

;;_I!.-fﬂnk here,” roared Fish, “ I'mt coming in—yah I’?

i

A well-aimed eushion canght him on the chest, and he spun
out into the passage, and sat down there with a lerge bump.

* Owy—ow 1"

“There's some more where that came from ! reared Bob
Cherry. " You'd better travel”

And Fisher T. Fish decided that it was wiser, as he would
have cxpressed it in his heautiful language, to * vamoose
the ranch,” and he forthwith * vamoosed."

“1 demand
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Lights Out!

UBB of the Third exchanged glances with his chum
Faget when the fags went up to their dormitory that
night. SBince the scene in the Form:room they had not
cncountered Wingate miner. Dut they were certain to

ge¢ him again ot bedtime, and then, azs Tubb blissfully
remarked, they wounld have him all to themselves. And then
they would make it guite plain to him that it did not pay
to be a sneak in the ']l:-‘!hird ‘orm at Greyiriars.

Wingate minor came into the dormitory lotking sulky.

Loder of the Sixth was seeing lights out for the Third that
night, and be spolie very seriously to the fags before he left.

** There's not to be any ragging in this dorm.,* he =aid.
“Mind that! T shall be :;nm;.r i my study, and shan't hear
what goes on; but if the new kid is interfered with, he will
Ledl e in the morning—so look out!™

And Loder turned out the lights and retired.

The Third Form grinned in the darkness,

Lader had sueceeded in conveving to them that he, at ali
events, would not interfere with what went on in the dormi-
tory, and as for Jack Wingate sneaking in the morning, the
]‘-aqtped to make him understand that it was wiser not to tell
tales,

The Third walted in ominous silence for some ten minutes
after the prefect’'s footsteps had died away in the passage
ountside,

They did not want to speil anything by hurrving.

Jack Wingate, unconscious of what was in store for him,
seitled down to sleep. He was tired, and he wes still aching
(rom his experiences in the Foarm-room.

But he was not to rest in peace that night

Whe interval having elapsed, Tubb sat up in bed,

* Anybody asleep?”’ he asked.

There was & chuckle., .

“* Nobody, I think,” said Paget.

Y We're waiting for you, most moble chicf," said Jones
mininis,

“Tlp with yon !

“Bar, 'ear !" said Boleover minor.

And the Third turned out aa one man,

Several candle-ends were lighted, and a couple of bicyela
lanterns, which the juniors hud thooghtfully provided them-
selves with for the oocasion.

Then Jones minimus jammed the back of & chair under the
lock of tho deor, sc that it could not be opened from out-
sidec,

All was ready now; only the vietim was wanted. The
victim was still in bed, trving to go to sleep.

Tubb advanced to his bedside.

et up!' he said,

“Eh?’' eaid Jack Wingate sleepily.
= (Gat 'l.lp.”
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Ii “Great Scoti ! exclaimed George Wingate, * what's happened 7" " Those cads——" Wingate minor was stutier- ]

Wingate minor Blinked at Tubb,

“Tm going bto sleen, he sanl,

“Arve you?' sauwd Tebb, with a chuckle, "1 faney, my
ifant, l|"iul, you're nei going to sleep just yet, Not for a
irila bie™

* Ha, ha, ha ™

“ No fear " said Paget omphatically.

Wingate minor frowned.

" Look here, T'm not going to be disturbod,” he said, * If
vou want to lark in the dormitory instend of peing to sleep,
you can lerk without me™
There was a chuckle along the dormitnry.
it afrand thes lark woulls't come off withent you,*
cepdained Tobb. * You zve mere neeessary than anybédy
oisp, peally”!

*la, let me alone !

CAre von goeing tooget op, or shall we help you?? asked
“abh politely, '

“1'my not poing 1o roroup,” said Jack Wisgate!
amonol poing te bDave any rapging,
v,

“Titten is the motion sneak,”” maid Murphy,
mzkes me fech i, Y
=0 tauch ?alﬂ‘u‘er.”

Y Rirht-he 1" said Fabh

He grasped Wingate 1inor's bodelothes with both hands,
A drageed them off, avd tessed them upen the Soor.

Jack Wingele gave 2 el

* ¥ou beast!”

Tur Maoxer Lisnany,

_ s Mand
') tell Leoddor 1 the

; ] ] “ Bure he
Heve e out of bed, Tukby, cnd not

No. 265.

ing with fury, " those cads—the Third—they've done this! I want them all caned ! (Sec Chapler 7.)

ke i

o e e 5

Y MNow, are you gelling un?' asked Tubhb.

' zet out, you youny cad !’

" Yank him out!"

"I won't get up !’ roarcd Jack Wingate.
don't let me elore, 1'll shout for help'

“ Bhout away "’ =aid Tubb cheerfully.

He laid held of Wingate miner, and yanked him off the
bed, The fag descendded unon the eer with a heavy bump,
and velled again.

He jumuved up in a flash, and hit out. The blow was guils
uinecsneetod, for o had net cccurred to Table thet the
snealk would have the courage to resist.  Jack Wingate's fist
crieshed upon Tubl's nose, ard Tubb, of the Third, steggered
back aned sat down,

0w T ho saad,

“I'0H give you some more i you don't let me alone!™
howledd Jack Wingate.

“Giroo !

Tubb dabbed his nose with the slanve of his
il i sleeve come wway rod. Pha owaler hed suched to
Tubl's oves, Ilis noso felt 2 sico {00 large for him already.

iooler the ead ! said Paget. ™ Losk out for your neoscs!™

*1Ta, ha; hal”

T'ubb Sprang up

“Don't collar om ™ he exelaimedd,
nowe ——"

U punch it oagein ™ said Jack Winuate.

‘s punehed my nese,” zzid Tubb, in an avuiul woice,

HAnd if you

viama jacket,

" He's punched my

R B [T



16 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ©®— THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "3

#T'm going to lick hiw. If he wants a hght instead of a
ragging, he can have it."

“ 3o it, Tubby!”

Tubb sguared wp te Wingate minor. He was almosk
fwice a3 large as the new fag—aus big as many fellows in the
Fourth, Jack Wingaie looked very defenceless as the over
pewering Tubb bore down upoa him.

‘** Hold on, Tubby !”’ said Paget, catching his friend’s arm.

2 go ! roarcd Tubhb.

“ But look here—"'

“1'm going to smash him!”

“¥You're not!” said Paget. *“Don't be an ass, Tubby!
f{.‘éﬂ -;_:l::ulr.in’t stand up to you for a second, You're spoiling

o fun."

“* ¥ea, let him alone, Tubby.™ zaid Jones minimus. ** We'rs
going to toss the cad mm a blanker. You can't fight such a
Little fish."

Tubb calmed down.

"' Well, p'rlaps vou're might,'” he said.

“Of course I am!" said Paget. * Collar the sseak, you
fellows, and we'll chuek him up in a blanket, and make him
swear a solomn swear never to sneak again™

“ Liet mo alone!” yelled Wingare minor.

[V Rﬂtﬂ :u )

Jack Wingate hir ont furionsly., His temper was up, and
he did not eare how hard or where he struck., But the fags
ﬁm ced him on all sides, and he was spesdily reduced to

eg;\ BEIN05S,

aget and Tubb and Bolsovier miror and Jones minimus
took a blanket by the four corners. and stood ready.

* Chuek him in!"" said Tubb.

“*Hove goes'

“I won't be tossed in a blanket!” howled Wingate minor.
E;L?Enne alone! I'll go to the Head in the mornipg—

w !

He wai dropped bodily inte the blanket.

Y Now keep still,” said Taget. " If rou struggle, Fyou
young a3s, you'll fall out of the blanket, and get hurt.

“You rotters—""

“Ur with him "

Wingate minor scrambled to get out of the blanket, and
a5 he did so he was toased up.  As he was clutching the
blanket, however, he did rot go up in the air; the blanket
sagged over, and he rolled upon the flpor with a crash, He

gave a yell of pain,
“You voung idiot!” roared Paget. * What did I iel)

ﬂu?”

i £ T B TR -

“Berve you right ! grunted Tubb, * You shouldn't hold
on to the blanket when rou've being tossed, sou fathead!”

“Ow!l Oh!"™

“ Shove him in again.”

Wingate minor was shoved into the blanket, and tnssed
once mere. He had been badly hurt by the fall on the havd
floor, and this tume he was wie enough to let go his hold
and accept his fate.

Ho whizzed into the air.

It was the first time he had cver been tosaed in a blanket,
and the unpleasant sensation was guits new ta him,

He felt as if he were floating helpleasly into space, and his
senses whirled—and then he came down with a bump.

Tihe fags held the blanket firmly, bnt it was dragged
down by Jack Wingate's weight. but not quite to the floor.

Wingate minor found. to his surprize. that he was net hurt,
only bresthless and a litrlo siek.

“Up again!™ said Tubhb.

Up went the fag rgain.

Four times move he weont whivling up, to dezeend with
a bump into the bLianket

Then the ru%gﬂn paLnsnd,

“ Have vou had cpough?' demanisd Tubh,

“Ow!l Yes”

g E:;]ﬂd. Are vou sorry vou punchod my paset™

“*No!" velled Wingate minor,

“Up with him again.”

Wingate minor whizzed into the air again.

“Aro you sorry you #neaked?” demanded Paget. as the
hapless new junior descended into the blanket once more,
and lay wriggling and gasping for breath.

“ Hang wou!™

“ Does that mean, ves or 2o™ demanded Joues minimua,

“ Go and eat coke!”

“Up with him!”

Wingate minse was tos:nd again. and then again, and
then agein. Then he was rollad cur oi the blanket on 1o the
foor with a bump.

“ Are you sorry you sneaked:” demanded Paget. **Will
¥ou promise néver o ancak again, but o tev to be decent,
as long a3 vou live?®”

“ O 1
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“Yes or no?"

“Ne!" yelled Jack Wingate. o

* Obstinato little beast ! said Tubb., * Tessing in a blanket
isn't good encugh for him. Ie has got to promise henour
bright never to sneak again™

“ Yes, rather!™ _

“I won't!” yelled Wingate minor. “I'lL go direct lE
Irl::dgr ?13' sool &3 1 oan, and tell him, aad get you 2!l caned!”

L] A .il|

* Bneak 1"

“{:Ed 1:"

“ Fancy old Wingate having a minor like this,” said
Paget. I wonder ho wasn't ashamed bo leb suck 2 worm

come fo Greyfriars.”

“ Rotten disgrace to tho school!™ said Murphy. ]

“ MNow, you rotter,” said Tublb, " vou've got to say youre
gorry you eneaked, and to pmmi.%e hanour bricht pever to
diagrace the Form by scesking aguain”

I owon't ™

“ Then you're going through i, said Tubb grimdy. " Tass
ing in a blanket doesn’t seem to do you any guod. Line up
for the gauntlet, you chaps.'

“Good egg!”

“Bpose we lei Tim off? said DBolsover mimor compas
sicnately. *“He's a silly young ass, you kreow, and don't
kunow no better®” .

“* 3'poso you shut your head?’ snapped Tuabb. * Who's
running this show®’" .

¥ Well, vou seg—"

“ Rats! I he doesn't promise nat Lo sueak, he'll be anoak-
ing in the morning about our tossing him in a blinkei, and
thot means a licking all round,” sad Tubb. o

“It's a case of eeli-preservation,” said Paget, grinning.

“ He's got to promise.”

YT give him one mdra chance,” said Tubb magnani-
mously, * Young shaver, will you give us your word honone
bright never to sneak again?’

“*¥ou rotter!”

“If you call me a rotter—'

* Boast 1"

My hat, I'll—""

“Lino upi? said Paget. *Eeep your paws off him.
Tubb, old man. He's geing to rup the gauctlet. and then

T

rou can gol your whack in with the vest”

AN eght,” said Tubb,

The Third Form lined up in a double row. FEach of the
fags grasped some weapon—a stuffed sock, or a twisted
handierchicf, a cap, or a slipper. Then Wingate minor
was pushed to the end of the rovw, and told to run.

‘T.won't ! he said.

“ Kick him till he does," said Tublb,

Thero were plenty of feet yeady, The feet were bare, lnt
the kicks were painful, It wes werse to stand still than to
run, and Jack Wingate ran. Anvd as he sped between the
lines of waiting fugs blows desrended upon him on all
sides. In their eagerness to get in their * whaek," sonwe
of the fags awimf ang another, and there were yellr of
angry protest. But Wingate minor received the hon's shure.
He roared az be ran, mnd staggercd past the enl of the
line breathless and diezy, end collapsed uwpon the floor.

“ Wow will you promise not to aneak?’ roared ‘Labl.

Wingate minor panted.

i Hﬂ‘ il’

My hat!
beast ' exclaimed Tubb, in surpei=e.
sneak, fo atick to it like that.™

““Ha, ha, hat”

“ Bump him!" said Paget. * Bump him hard

Wingate minor leaped up and rashed for the door.

Did you cver soc such an obsinate linle
“He must be a.boia

"

But before he wus half-way to the door he was graz;ad Ly
the fags, and Dumped hard upon the Qoor.

Bump!

HORM

“WNow then—"'

“ Hoiyp

* Bump him again!™

Bump!

* Yaroch'! Help!”

The handle of the door turned, bt it dul nod onen, and o
sharp knock came wpon it outzide. A shurp vouce culled out:

g Ipon thisz door at onee!’’

“ Mom-my bat 177 mauttered Tubb,

Sluve

* Lights out—quick!” ] R

The candles and the lanterns wore out in & twiakling, nnd

sasd under the beds. The fags plunged into bed, and drow
the elothea over them. On the floor, Juck Wingate was still

nting and writhing; out in tho passage, the captain of
Grevfriara waa knocking impatiently at the door.

“Ir's Wingate i
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THE ELEYENTH CHAPTEM

Bifter Blood !

INGATE knocked, and knocked sgain. ]
He had suspected what would be going on in the
Third Form dormitory that night, for he had learned
what had happened in the Form-reoom, and he knew
that the Third must be only saving up their vengeance for
a convenient ﬂpnurtunitg’. :

And so he had strolled along the dormitory passage to hear
whetter any disturbance was going en—and, indeed, he might
have heard it without entering the passage at all. The Third
were making more noise than they intended in the excte-
ment of the ragging. - ) .

Wingate tried the door again. The sudden silenge in the
dormitary that followed his knock did not disarm him. Tha
door wielded a trifle, but then the chair jammed under the
lock held it fast. : :

* (Omon this door at onee "'

From the dormitory came no sound, till the silence was
broken by a decp, deep snore. )

Aunxious and angry a3 he was, Wingate could not help

rinnirg. It seemed too comin that wny of the fags should

ave hoped to convey tha impression, by that spnore, that
slumber was reigning in the dormitory. ]

After the snore came o gasping sound, Wingate minor was
picking himself up, ocching in every limb, and blind with
raze,

* Open this door!” .

The ragmed junior stumbled to the door in the dark, and
drageed the chair away from under the lock. Wingate major
pushed the door open.

He switched on the light.

The illumination of the Third Form dormitory showed a
row of white beds, all but one of them
{enanied, the tenanis apparently [ast
aslecp. .

Wingale major cast a grim look at tha
recumbent fags, and then locked at hia
minor, Jack's Aushed and dishevelled
state showed what he had been throush.

“Wall 1 osaid Wingate.

“They've been raggming me,"
Jack Wingate, in o cheking voice.

1 guessed as much.”

“ The cads—the brutes! :
I'm aching all over. I won't slecp in
this room ! panted the new fap.

“You need not fancy that I shall be-
licve vou are asleep, you young <uf
fors,” szaid Wingate, " You can open
vour cyes.'”

No reply from the Third, Tubb wven-
fured upon a snorse, but the rest were
gilcnt.

" Tubb ¥

Enore !

* Do you hear me, Tubb??

Bnore ! ] )

“Tubb was the worst of the 1ot said Jack Wingate,

Y Wou needn't tell me anything,” said Wingate drily,

Y Buk I say—"

* That will e’

Wingate strode towards Tubb’s bed, and shook the leader of
the Third by the shoulder. Tubb opened hiz eyes, and blinked
slecpily at the captain of Greyfriars.

“Hullo " he said, * "Tain’t rising-hell.”’

“ What " . o

“'Tain’t even lght yet,” said Tubb, blinking towards the
window., * What are you calling me for?"’

*Yon young ass—"

“ House ain’'t on fire, I suppose?’ sugrested Tubh.

“ You know very well what 1 am calling you for,” saad Win-
cate sternly.  © You have been making neise enough in this
darmitory to wake the wheole house.”™

“ Woise ! said Tubb, in surprise.

ez

“Whoe's been making a noise

“¥ou have,” grunted Wingate.

“If you're referring to my snoring——"" hegan Tuhb.

“You know I'm not!” roared the exasperated captain of
Greviriurs. * You and the rest have been ragging the new
lid. ™

“ Have we?"

" ¥You know you have®

“[Does he say we have?’ said Tublb, with a bitter look
towards the new junior.

“Yor, I do,” said Jack Wingate promptly.

“Held your tongue, Jack,” said the captain of Greyfriurs
artly.

“They've beepm—"

“Onee for all, you're not to tell me anything,” roared Win-
gate.  Con't you understand ndain Englisk v

* Look here, George—"
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Wingato minor looked very sulky. _ _

#Yes look here, George,” said Paget. " You're d!sf.urhmg
us, George. We want to gu to sleep. Your minor’s
l{eE}iﬁn us ni]waﬂi?éﬁ{}mrie."

‘he fags chu 3 - _

“Dea you want a licking, Puget?’ said Wingate.

‘ No, George.”

“ You cheeky young roscal—"

“ MNow, George—""

Spank !

Wingate's he:an hand desc-aded npon the humerous Paget,
end he pave a yell

“Oh, Georgel”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . W )

Wingate turned crimson. It was the first time he ean
fLn crbjf:ct. of mdicule to the fags of Greyfriara, but he felt that
he was an ohect of ridicule now. He owed it to his munor,
and his f::e.'lina::t.:-':r tﬂ‘n;-'la.riis his younger Lrother at that moment
were not very brotherly. ‘ )

“ You've been ragging * That kind
of thing isn't allowed.”

“ He sneaked,” said Tubb.

Then there was o chorus:

“"He's o sneak

““He's a cad!™

“He's a worm !

::vI:Ie’s a E:Elt-tif‘l: ';';'_

n it his lip.

e P He sneaked to Loder,' said Tubb.
“ Brought Loder into the Forn-room to
eanc us all round. Bneaking oughtn't
to be enconrazed—I"ve heard the Head
himezelf zay so'’ .

' Tar, ‘ear 1" gaid Bolsover minor.

“Tho lid doesn’t know the ropes yeb ™
cpid Wingate awhkwardly. * Youw're no
richtt to ra :mifb-cndy in the dormitory.
However, ¥ will look over it if you will
give me your me;:}i that there shall be
IO Ore ragging.

“AVell, %g%:hiﬁk he's had enough,”
murmured Tubb.

“ What did yvou say, Tubb?"

* We'll promise, Wingate."

““ Certainly, George,” said Paget.

““Very well, that's a bargain,” said
Wingate, *“ You might go casy with a
now kid, and give him a chance.  ¥You
ought to be hicked all round, but if

ou‘re poing to behave yourselves you
can go to sleep and s?liut. un. (et into bed, Jack.”

Jack Wingate was gquivering with anger.

“ Are you going to let them off ' he demanded,

“Yes,™ snopped his brother.

“They've been ragging me—="

“1 know that.™

“I'm aching all over—-"

“Well, po to hedV ]

“ ook here,”” roared Jack Wingate, ** I think this is rotten,
and if yon don't take 1t up I shall go and complain to o
master.”

Wingate knitted hizs brows.

“ Get into bed, Jack,” he szid.

“1 won't." ‘ _

Tubb whistled softly. The captain of Greyfriars was get.tmg
some of lis minor's obstinacy for himself now, and Tub
charitably hoped that he liked it. The Third Formers waited
breathlessly, wondering what Wingate would do. Any other
fag who hod spoken thus to the captamn of Greyfriars would
have received o sound thrashing there and then.

“1 don't know what to do with you, Jack,” Wingale said
at last. “ You've been licked enough, to judge by the leok
of you, or——" He paused.

Wingate minor gave quite a _]um]E.

“ Do you mean that you would lick me, George?™

“VYes, I do,” said his brother gruffly.

(1] ?EILI ?:‘f

“ (th, get to bed .

Jack Wingate gave his brother a dazed look, and went
silently to bed. Wingate major watched him, equally silently.
Jaek laid Ins head upon the mllow, and closed his eyes, but not
io sleep. Wingate came to his bedside, and spoke to lnm in
a low voice, thal the other fags should not heay.

“ Jack, old man, don't play the giddy goat,” he snid, “I'm
sorcy if I seemn g nt rough oo you, but you see—""

Juck gave him a bitter look,

“*You can let me alone, anyway,”” he said.

“ Jack—"

the new kid,’”" he said.

No Mag-
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Y Let me alone—I hato you!" said Jack Wingate botweon
his tecth. )

Wingate set his lips, and turned out the light and left the
dormitory. There was no more ragging in the Third that
night, but the new fag was quite as miserable as his bitterest
enomy could ham_wisﬁed- And probably Wingate major, tio
captain of Greyfriars, was as miserable as his minor.

e —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
No Go!l

ARRY WHARTON looked out for Wingate minor after
ltssons the next morning.
The adventures—or, rather, misadventures—of the
captain's minor were the talk of the lewer school, and
Wharton did not need to ask the new fag how he was getting
cn. But he ,wanted to show him, o little friendliness if he
could. He knew that he would be in need of it.

When the Third eame out of their Form-room Jack Win-
gate walked by himself. He had drawn apart from the rost
of the Form, and, somewhat to his surprise and greatly to his
relief, thoy allowed him to do so.

YWharton elapped him genizlly on the shoulder.

“ Flalio, kid!'" he szid cheerily.

Jack Wingate losked up at the handscime captain of the
Remove.

“Halla "' he said. _

‘ How are you getting on in the Thicd 7"

“f Hotten,™ :

Wharton coughed.

“ Find the Form-master all right?” he asiced,

“{Md Twigg, do you mean?’

“ Ahem! Yes, Mr. Twige."

“O0d doffer,” said Wingate minor.

“Oh! Most of the kids like him all right.”

“"He keeps on finding fault,” satd Jask Wingate.

L1 He
says I don't pay attention.”
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“ Perhaps vou don't,” Wharion suggested gently.

“ Yes, IJEl‘tlE.pi I don't!” smapped Wingate minor. *1I
don't like the rotten lessons. I don't like the rotten Form.
I don't like the rotten school at all.™

Wharton's eyes gleamed for a moment.

“It's not a rotten school, kid," he said guietly, *and
you'll get to like it better in time, if you're paticnt.”

Wingate minor grunted.

“You'll get on with tha Form n bit better soon, too,”™ said
Harry. * There are soine good kids in the Third.”

“1 think they're all rottors.”

“ Ahem! Tubb is a bit rough, but he's all right."”

“Tubb's a beast !’

“an;e!; iz a reguolar letle nat—"

*“He's a rotten cad.”

“ And Dolsover minor iz a ficst-rate chap,” urped Wharton.

Do you mean that little beast who drops his Ws? asked
Wingate minor.

Wharton Hushed.

“ He can't help dropping his I's,"" he said. ““The kid bad
Lad luck—he was lest for years when he was a little ehap, and
found in a slum. He's as good ns gold.”

“I don't hke slum chaps myeelf.

Wharton swallowed something with diffieulty. Ide felt that
there must be some good in this fellow somewhere, as he was
old Wingate's brother.  But he renhized that the good in Win-
gate minor would require o lot of looking for.

“Well, I advise you to take to DBolsever minor,” ho said.
“He's & good chap, and he’ll help you through some things.
You don’t seem to be getting on very well with your Form
&3 3 whole.”

“1 hota them all!"”

EE Dh !"l

Harry Wharton could not think of anything to say in reply
to that, and le walked away thoughtfully. ~ Wingate miner
swung out inte the Clese with his hands thrust deap into his
pn:chetm and a sulky frown cn hiz face. Harry Wharton
rejoined Bob Cherry, who was waiting for him in the door-
way.
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“Well#' said Bob.

“There must be some good in him, somewhere,” said
Wharton argumentatively. **0Old Wingate wouldn't bhave a
brother who was a real rank outsider, would he ¥

“1 s'pose not,"” said Bob Cherry tjuhinusl}r. “ But I never
saw a lid who seemed to me a realler rank outsider than that
young toad,”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Bui it's up to us to look after him a bit, Beb.”

“Right-ho! 1 told old Wingate I would, and I will,”" said
Bob Cherry berotcelly. *'I won’t amash him, however much
I feel inclined to."

“ Billy, kid!" called out Wharton, as Bolsover minor came
by with Tubb and Paget. Boltover minor joined the
Removites, while Tubb and Paget walked on.

* Yes, Bblaster Wharton ¥ zatd Belsover miner,

‘' How are you getting on with the new kid?"

The fag mﬂ.ge a wry face,

Y Not well ' asked Harry.

“"Well, he's a rog'lar worm,” said Bolsover minor. “ Ha
sneaks—he sneaked to Loder, and he sneaked to his major.
He's an awkul beast.””

* He doesn’t understand vet."

“ Well, we tried to make him understand.”’

Wharton laughed.

“¥es, I've heard about your row in the dorm. last night,”
he eaid, * That's rather rotten for old Wingate, Billy, and
he'zs a good sort.™

“Yes, I know that.”

* You've heard dbout Esop's Fables—""

“Who was he?' asked Bolaover minor. -

“Chap who wrote fables in Greek a long time back, There's
a fable about a chap who was compe over by the wind
and the sun, to make him part with his cloak. The wind
blew as hard as it could, but the chap only hugged it tighter,
and then the sun shone, and he gave it up at once. Now, the
moral ig—"

“"RHar, ‘ear " said Bolsover minor. “ Go on’ ~

**The morel 13, said Wharton cheerfully, ““that a cha
won't do things when he’s driven but will yield to gentle
persuasion.™ :

“Ho!” seid the fag.

“¥ou can't rag the kid inte playing the geme,” =aid
Wharton, “but if you dealt very, very gently with him he
might see reason.”

“'E might,” =aid Bolsover minor doubtfully. “ And then
again, ‘e mighin't.” )

*IVs worth trying,"” wrged Wharton. ' Gently dees it, you
know.™

E -IIFm |-II

“ Try it,” said Bob Cherry. “ Try chumming with him,
and SﬁL{!k’I}]E to him and helping him, you know, and see how
it works.

“Well, you ’ave heen very good to me, you two,"” said
Hilly. "I knows I better do wot you tell me, and I'll try
if, anyway.” '

“That's right, kid,”” said Harry Wharton encouragingly.
"It's wonderful the eflect of kindness on the most obstinate
animals,”

YWell, T'll try,”" said the fag,

 Good for you!"”

Bolsover minor went out \rerfl thoughtfully. The fags were
punting 2 football about in the spring sunshine, :mﬁ.sTubh
velied to Belsover minor o join Lim, ubert Bolsover shook
l:ts heacd.

“Can't come jest now,” he said.

“ Where are you going " asked Tubb, joining him.

" Lockin® for Wingate minor.”

“Oh, let him alone—he had enough last night, and we're
going to send him to Coventry, too,” said Tubb.

“1 am't gomng for him."

“ Then what de you want him for?' asked Tubb naturally.

“* Master Wharten says that kindness has a wonderful effect
on cbstinate animals,” zaid Bolsever minor. “ Young Win-
gite 15 an obstinate animal, if ever I see onme. I've told
Liaster Wharton I'll try.””

Tubb snorted,

“Fat lot of good that will be," he zaid. * The fellow's o
born sneak and rotter, and he'll only snap at you for your
ramns '’

“Well, I'm going to try.’?

“h, rot!" said Tubb.

Tubb snorted once more, and rejoined the footer punters,
Bolsover minor, feeling a glow of righteousness in his good
resolution, proceeded in search of Wingate minor. He found
Lim under the elms, looking somewhat forlorn, but still very
s.ihy. Bolsover minor rml:fﬁnd to him genially as he came up.

“TAlle, kid!™ he said, in a very friendly. way.

Jack Wingate stared at him,

' Feelin” a bit on your lonesome, I £'pose?” said Bolsover
NENOr.

The new fag Jdid not reply. .

“I've been lookin' for you,” =aid Bolsover minor.
* Huve you?”

S
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“Yes. I say, will you come and 'ave a ginger-beer?"” spid
Eolsover minor hospitably. * Mrs. Mimble sells jolly good
ginger-beer."”

“ No, thanks.'"

“ 1"l stand you some jam tarts, if you hke."

“1 don't want any."

Bolsover minor felt discouraged. Jack Wingate's manner
was ungracious, to say the least of it. But Bolsover minor had

romized, and he meant to keep bis word. If kindness could
Emre a good effect on Jack Wingate, kindness should not be
wanting. And the fag choked boack the things he wanted to
say, and went on agreeably:

“Nice morning for the time of year, isn't it

#1a 381"

“Well, it's sunny.”’

1 dare say it 3s.”’

“Play footer "’ asked Bolsover minor.

ii ?E'S-p.' i

“Good, We keep up practice prettgestaady in the Third,"
said Bolsover minor. ** We ope to beat the Remove some
day in a2 match. Come down and practise now—we'll do
some shooting at goal. Some of the fellows are there.”

“1'm not going to play with that crowd.”

“Oh! Well, come and lock on.”

"I don't care to.”

EBolsover minor was nonplussed.

" Don't you feel too rotten about what *appened last night,"
he said.  ** It’s only the woy the fellers *ave, you know, They
dor’t mean any 'arm.'

Jack Wingate's lip curled.

“I'm quite willin' to be friends, for one,” said Bolsover
mimﬂr. o I'm quite willin® to chum with you, kid, and to
vlp you.”

1T'Il ask you for your help when I want it.”

113 Eh ?H s

* And as for chumming, I prefer to chum with chaps who
don't drop their h's."

Bolsover minor stood quite still,

He looked hard at Jack Wingate. It was a caddish and un-
grateful speech, and Jack felt it to be s0 as soom as it was
uttered. But he would not show it, and he stood with tha
same sulky and ungracious expression upon his face, Bolsover
minor pushed back his cuffs, and then let them fall into their
place again. He controlled his longing to fall upon the new
fellow and smite him hip and thigh. . :

“Oh!" he said at last. *'If that's 'ow it is, there ain't no
good my tatkin' to you, is there?

And he walked guetly away.

Jack Wingate thrust his hands deep mmto his pockets, and
walked away, too, in another direction. He was angry,
sulky, dissatisfied—but he wos dissatisfied with himsell as
much as with anybody else. He was feeling lonely and
miscrable, and out of sheer sulky peevishness he had thrust
away the hand that would have helped him. Buat he would
not admit that he was in the wrong ;: that was not his way.

1 wish I'd never come here !" he muttered savagely. ©“ Tt's
a rotten place and rotten fellows, and I shall never get on
here. 1 wish I'd never come t™

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Friendly.
ACK WINGATE was feeling decidedly * rotten ™ when
the Third Form were dismissed after lessons that doy.
It had been o relief to him at first when he found
that the Third were letting him alone. He had been
ragged severcly, and complaining to prefeets, although it
might entail punizhment to the offenders, did not secm to do
him personally much good
But the grim silence of his Form-fellows was beginning to
get on his nerves now. '

He began to understand that he was being sent to Coventry,
and, altbough he told himself that he did not carve, he cared
very mmuch. -

He walked moodily out into the Close with his hands in kis
pockets, and his boyish brows knitted,

Holsover minor cgid not look at him, and if he had spoken
Jacx would have replied civilly, but he did not speak. -

Bolsover minor's patience was worn out, and as for the rest
Df} the Third, they had no patience with Wingete minor at

Jack Wingate strolled moodily and aimlessly about the
Close hi,' himzelf. '
He felt inclined to seek out his brother; but they had not
spoken since the scene in the dormitory, and Jack did not
want to be the onc to make the first advances.
And apparently higs major had decided to leave him alone,
) 10
An r lendid Compla Tale of th
ﬁ:masgf ﬂmrfrlnﬂ? g‘rd-r .qlr.hir. .
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"] sav, young Wingate."

Billy Bunter of the Remove, the fattest junior at Grey-
friars. rolled up, with o {riendly grin upon his fat face.

“ Hallo I* said Jack, greatly relieved at being epoken to by
somebody.

AN alone ¥ asked Bunter.

¥ [ooks like it, doesn't it growled the fag.

“7T hear you don’t get on in your Form."

“ 1 don't see thet 's vour business.”

“ Well, it isn't,” said Bunter, blinking at the fag through
h]i-.i big spectacles. ** It's only what might have been expected,
though.”

J;I.Ek Wingate's eves gleamed.

“TF you mean—"" gﬁ‘ began.

“1 mean that when a superior chap comes along, fellows
arc alwoys up agaiwost him,”" Billy Bunter explained.

“Oh!" said Jack. . .

“ That's it,”’ sald Bunter, with a wize nod. * Look at me."

Wingate mnor looked at him. ]

“If fellows had theie rights, atd swanking bounders were

ut in theic places, I should be captain of the Remove,” satd

illy Bunter. ™ ﬁut I'm kept out of it by sheer jealousy.
Mot that I care; the loss isn't mine. But it's the same thing
with vou. The Third won't siand vou, because you're a cut
above them.” )

“ T gshouldn't wonder,” said Jack Wingate.

Ho did not think so, as a matter of fact; but 1t was
very pleasant to be told so by this appuarently disinterested
member of the Lowoer Fourth. :

“ Yes, that's it,” said Bally Bunter, with a nod. * The frst
time I saw you, I said to myvself that vou were a real first-
claza kind of chap—the kind of chap everybody would be
jealous of ™

“ Oh, did you? said Wingate minor.

He could pot help wondering what motive Bill Bunter
might have for ™ buttering him wup ' tn this fulsome way.

But vou'll al*la.'r{::(ssr have one triend ot Greviriars,” said
Bunter cordially, ** You stick to me. I'll see you through.’”
“ Thank youl"

‘I Mot at all. When I take to a chap. T take to Inm,"” sail
Bunter. * You're just the kind of chup I admire, you
know.”

“Ye—ag"

bt the way,” said Bunter, ** have you seen the postman®’

““The postman? No."'

“T'm expecting o letter,”” Bunter cxplained—"g letter
with o postal-order in 1t. The postrnan's late, SRppose,
It's a pretty good postal-order, too—a tip from a titled
relation of mine.” ‘

Jack Wingate looked surprised. He would never have
guspected the Owl of the Bemave of having any titl
relations, and his look showed as much.

* Postal-order for a pound, you know,” said Bunter casually.
“Would you care to come to ten in my study, young
Wingate?"

“You're very 'ﬁmd."

1 feel friendly towards vou, wou know,” said Bunter,
with 2 wave of his fat hand. " T'm going to have rather a
good tea when my postal-order arrives, and I'd like you to
come. Bay the word.”

“Thanks; I will!™

“(Food! You don't want fo have your bea with a crew
of fogs at o big table,” snid Dunter—" capicinlly os they're
not speaking to you." :

Wingate minor nodded. 5o much kindness from a perfect
stranger was soothi And he could not help thinking that
Bunter's looks belied him very much. No one wonld have
suspected him, at & casual glonee, of being o kind and
generous fellow.

“The trouble is,” said Bunter, ' that that blessed postman
i3 50 late, and I want to have my tea now 1

Wingate nunor agreed that it was awlkwnard,

“] suppose, being o new boy, vou're preity flush with
cash?' Bunter suggested. *' It would be all the same to vou
if you lent me the pound, and I handed you the postal-ovdee
when it came.” . X

“I haven't & pound,” said Jack Wingate,

“(Oh, make it ten bob!” zaid Bunter magnificently. *© 1
can get & decent ten for ten bob, and I'M settle out of the
postal-order.”” . . . . ,

Wingate minor dived his hand into his poacket, and Bunter’s
eves danced behind his apectacles, Then the fag paused.

“I've only got ten 'I:-r:-lg:.‘:E he said,

““Well, that's all right!"”

“J—I suppose there's no doubt about the postal-ordes
coming?’' Wingate minor suggested, in a hesitating sort of
WAy,

“ My dear chap, no doubt at all! It's only a question of
waiting for the postman.’ .

S Wall, sup we wait for the postman?®’ said Jack
Wingate prudently.

Bunter frowned.
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“If you can’t trust me with ten bob, young Wingote—"

“ Well, you sce—-"

“ Make 1t five,” =aid Bunter, holding out a fat hand. *I'll
settle immediately the postal-order comes.'

Jack Wingate hesitated a moment, and then counted five
shillings into Billy Bunter's hand. Bunter promptly slid the
coins mto his pocket before the new junior could have tima
to change his mind,

“ Betier trot out the other five,”" ha =aid.
cut of the postal-order.”

“IE yon don't mind—""

“Oh, all vight?' said Bunter huffily. * Please yoursell.
The difficulty is that five bob is only encugh for me, so I
sha'n't be uhsi'e te ask vou to tea, So Lng!"

Billy Bunter rolled away in the direction of tha tuck-shoep.

Jack Wingate stood staring after him,

Then he ran after the fat junior, and eaught him by the
shoulder. He reslised that he had been done,

“ Look here!"” he exclaimed.

“Hallo! What do you wunt?' said Bunter peevishly.

“Give me my five bob ™

£E Eh ?.u

"If you're not going to stand a tea with it, I'm not going
fo lend it to you,” said Wingate minor.

“Oh, buzz off 1"

“ Give me my five bob!™

"It 1sn't your five bob now,” said Billy Bunter leftily.
“It's my five bob. I'm geoing to settle out of my postal-order
when 1t comes. That's gll right. Look here, you go and wait
at the door for the postman; he'll be along in a minute or
two, and when he comes, voa take the letter for me, and
bring it to the tuck-shop.”

Wingate minor looked anpry: but there was uvidantiﬁ' no
extracting the five shillings gﬂ}m the ket of William
{reorge Bunter, so the fag did as he was bidden.

He waited at the School House door for about ten minutes.
Then Paget came by,

“When does the postman get here?” Jack Wingate asked.

Paget stared at him coolly, and walked on without reply.

Jack Wingate Bushed crimson. He had forgotten that the
Third Form had sent himn to Coventry.

He drew back and waited. Bob Cherty came in from the
darkening Close, and gave the fag a cheery nod. 1

;Flﬁmp does the postmun get here?' Wingate minor
nEked,

* The postman? Ife's been” \

:‘:E'lu?“'ff;‘ ke come again to-nighti™”

o

“OR! said the i;l‘g.

He started towa the tuck-shop, running. He reached
Mrs. Mimble's little estzblishmont, and he found several
fellows there; but Billy Bunter was not amo them. The
Owl of the Remove had disappeared, and so had Wingate
minor's five shillings.

“71 can settla

T re—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Ia Coventry,

CODER of the bixth paused in the hell to speak to
Wingate guinor. The captain’s minor was getting on as
badly in the zchool as the prefect could ﬁm& esired,
That riflection made Geralcf Loder feel gquite genial.

“Well, how are things going in the Third *'" he asked.

“Rotten!" sald Jark Wingate disconsclately.

‘* Ragging again!"

' XNa, they're not ragging.”

“Then what's the matter?'’

“Tm =ont to Coventry.”

Loder haughed.

“1 don’t sen angthing to laugh pt!” snid Wingato minor
hotly. * I wish now I %ndn’t told yvou anything about what
they did. My brother was quite right. It would have been
more acnsible not to complain.™

“Well, if vou're a sneak, you must e t to be treated
like: » sneak, you know,” the prefect remarked. .

" Wingate minor started, and the blood rushed into his
L
" ¥ Do you coll me a sneak?’ he exclaimed.

“ Well, that's what you are, isn't it?"! suid Loder pleasantly,
“If I were in tha Third, I wouldn't speak to & chap who
sneaked to a_ prefect.”

Wingate minor stood dumbiounded.

“PBut vou told me to come and tell vou if they ragged
me " he excloimed, stammering out the words at last.

“Tt'a my duty as o prefect to stop rags in the junine
Forms," enid Loder ecalmly., “But I don't encournge
sneaking.” :

" But you—you said——"" _ )

“Quite right. If you come to me and lay information,
I'm bound to take mnotice of it,'”” snid Loder. * If they've
been ragging yon again, you've only to say so, and I shali
cane them pgoin."” -
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** And ecall me a sneak®’
* Well, you are a sneak.”’
“ You—ryon cad!™

Loder's eyes glittered.

“That isn't the way to speak te a prefect,” he said.

“80 you are n cad!” yelled Jack Wingate. ' If yeau
hought it was sneaking, you ought to have told me, instenrl
of letting me go on.”’ .

Loder’s finger ond thumb closed nwpon his ear.

“Ow! Leggo!” yelled Wingate mmor,

"* You cheeky young rotter !

Y Leggo, you beast ™

A heavy hand fell upon Loder’s shoulder, and he released
Wingate mivor, and swung round, to find himself facing
Vi ingate major. ;

“ Let the kid alone ¥ said George Wingate curtly.

Loder gave him a savage look.

“ 8o the favoured pet is to cheek the prefectz, as well as
1o sneak about the fags«” he said, with a sneer.

“You encouraged bim to smeak!” =aid Wingaie. ' Shut
o, and let him alone ™

" Look here—"

“(h, go and eat roke!’’ .

loder clonched his hands: but he had tried conclusions
with the captain of Grexfriars before, and he was pot inclined
inr o second trial. 2 :

He swung away. The Grepfriars captain fixed a grim look
ninan his young brother. e

“ You're not getting on so well wiih
l.oder as you were apparently,”” he said
<z reastically,

“He's a rotter!” said Jack Wingate
“otly. “IHe called me a sneak !

“Haove you only just discovered thab
-lling tales je sncaking T asked his
LT 0T,

And he wallked away before Wingate
minor could reply.

The fag went inte the Form-room. It
was noarly time for evening prepara-
don, and the Thivd were all there, But
shera was no rageimg this tooe.

Tha Thivd looked st Wingate minor—
ippked him, all over as if he had been
some steango ananal, but taok no notice
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Wingate minor gave the fags a bitter look, and left the
Form-room. He wandered disconsolately down the passage,
and looked into the junior Commen-reom. Bolsover major
and Vernon-Smith were there, and they langhed unpleazantly
a3 they cought sight of him., s il

“ Here's Wingate's minor, the new sneak !™ said Vernon-
Smith, .

“We don't wint tell-tales here!” zaid DBolwever majer,
*Claar out ¥’

** Let him come in if he wants to,” said Russell,

‘' Rot! We don’t want smeaks here!” :

But Wingate minor was already walking away,

His heert waa very full; and it was as much s5 he could
do to keep the tears back from his eyes. i

‘* Halle, halle, hallo!” exclaimed a cheery voice. " Feel-
ing downhearted? I suppose you're getling }umgt‘y, ch?
We're having supper in my study—come along "

And Bob Chervy marchcd the fag off to the Remove
pessage. ] N .

The day before, or even that morning, Wingate minor
riight have veplied with his usual petulance and sulkiness,

* Thank "you!™ heo zaid pratefully.
“TlH be glad to come, if you don'd
miritd talking to a sneak !” he added bit-
FE o

“Oh, that'e all right!™ eaid Beb
Cherry. ™ You doen’t know 1lie ropes
yot: whenm vou do, you'll keep your
hend shut at the right time.  Uome inf”?

There was guite o merry paclty m
Tob Chorry's stady.  His study-mnates—
Afark Linley, and Hovree Jamsd Ram
Sinel, the Hindoo—=had been preparing
n really gorgeous sappner, aul Harey
Wharion  and Frank Nugent and
Johnny Bull had come in to share it
Tisher T, Fish dropped in, tco, without
worrying over the formality of an in-
vitation; and there was o chorus of
sniffing at once.

uf him. Jack Wingate went fo his place Complete Tale of the “ Tuke that seent away 7 banled Bl

in <lead silence. Chums at Greylriars {?I}:rrr}'. . -~
Mr. igg came in, and preparation School, I guess it’s nearly gone! H’I’rL::nl ?]‘:"

weith on as usual, Wingate minor sitting ol

with a dull face, and o heavy heart.

Fiverything zcemed to be crumbling
around him. Loder, whom he had re-
carded as a supporter, had turned upon
aivp, Ide was  estranged  from  his
birother, and his Form fellowe would net
ek to him,  The only fellow whe had
leen civil to him lately was Billy Bun-
v, and Jack understood Billy Bunter’s
niotives by this tune,

Aiter preparation, Mre. Twigg lefr tha
sa to themselves in the Forme-room.
There waas o buzze of chatter round the
I, but Wingate minor dicd net join in
. He wondered what he could do
with himself.  Ile had o right, as a jumior,
i go inte the junior common-room; but that was usually
vsed by the Bemove and the Fourth and the Sheil, and he
elidd not want to meet fellows of other Forms. Hea had
pothing in common with them, and he did not want to
impress upon them the fact that he was friendless in his own
Forn. moved titmidly towards Bolsover miner, anud
olsover minor walked away deliberately. Jack Wingate
drew nearer the fire. It was: cold that evening, but the fags
made no move to allow him to approach the grafe

Wil you let me get to the lire?” said Jack Wingate.

e wight have been speaking to stenes for oll 1the answer
e recoived, and the fegs did not move,

Winrate's minor face Bushed with temper, and he pushed
‘Tubl and Jones minimua out of the tva¥- ;

Tuhb stretched cut o beavy hand, and gave the new jumor
# ~hove that sent him rveeling, but withsut speaking a word.

Wingate minor caupht at a forn and steadied himsell

You rotter ! he shoutecd,

Mo reply.

~ You cwl!

Grim silener,

* How long arve yoin going to keen up this foolery ¥ bawled
rthe infuriated juricr.

* Faith! Apd we're not poing to sprak to you at alll™
it Murphy,

‘There was a yell.

" Shut up, Murphy!” .

Don't
WHARTON

Yeun bonst ™

" Qure I'm only fellin’ him we're not goin” o speak to
him !

* Billye ass " said Tubb, Drg up !
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American junior appealingly.
hare, I'm %L}d up with thet subject! 1
Euoas——" )
“ Vau'roe still smelly ! Clear cut !
“Nepe! Loolk here, I've chucked
sway the rest of thoe bottley of that
spocifie,” said Ilisher T. Fish, * T guess

it.was a d thing; but you fellows
i R A:;%EE over here don't know & good thing when
o vou seo it. Lot up [
“YWell, sit over there by i';zurw]h and
vou can stay in,"" sand b Cherry.
“But don't come towg near me.”
ol YE]I 1

Wingate minor was pushed into a chair
—hot sausages and toast and steaming
eoffee made him fecl ever so much better.
The Remeove chums chatted with him cheerily. It did not
aceitr to Wingate minor at the moment that Harry Wharton
% Uo. woere fully awara of his cheerless state, and had
arranged the little supper-party to cheer him up. Tt had ita
effect ; at bednime, the new fag was feeling and losking very
mnuch byishirer, ; ;

“Pank yon very muel, you [ellows?” he =aid, 25 he rose
to o, I=1 suppose you—vow've heard about my troubles
with the ehaps i oy Form ¥’ L

Just a whisper,” said Harry Wharton, smiling.,

“J—I'm sorry I was such an ass!” said Jack Wingate,
i1 dildi't readise somchow thar i was sncaking.
supiose I was a foolt” .

" You were,” said Bob Cherry heartily.

Jack winced. . .

“Tt's never too late to mend,”” sakl Harry Wharton en-
-:mlraf;jngl:.r, “The fellows will come rovnd f you play the

ame.
it Hang them! T don’t want thom to come reund, as far
as that goes,” szid Wingate miner, in quite his old menner.
He was evidently not cured yet,

“Yesz, you de,” said Wharton caimy.

“ Yook here——" ; ] . )

* Play she game, my son, and you'll find it all vight in rhe
* patd Harry Wharton, ' And pow good-night’”
“Good- night ' said Jack Wingate.

And he weut his way.
in Bob Cherry’s study, the

After the cheeriul sup r-}'.lm-t-;,i_ ] _
geim silence with which the Third received bun in the
21

dormitory struck a chill to Lim.
Another EBplandid Complete Tale of the
Chéime of Greyfriars, Order Early,
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Ho went to bed without a word.

Wingate major saw lights out; and afler he was gone there
t-ira;a the usual chatier among the fags befove they went fo
sleep,

But Wingate minor did not take part in it

He was not asleep, however.
~ Ho lay awake, listening to it all—and thinking. He won-
dered what his life was l:iil'ig to be like at Greyfriarz; and
whether he would ever be able to bring himscli to humbhle
himizelf so far as to admit that he had been wreng, and
whether it would be much good if he did., It was a long time
Lefore he fell asleep. .

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

A New Leaf!

INGATE Major frowned a little as he went to hiz
W study after school the next day. Fle was hungry, and
ready for his tea; but he had dismizsed Bob éﬁerr;:
from ihe honourable tazk of fageine for him, to take
hizs minor in Bob's place, Ard Jack Wingate had not taken
up & fap's duties for his major, so it was highly improbable
that there would be any tea rveady in Wingate's study, He
veflected, as he came down the passage, whether he should
go into hall to tea, or dvop in on Courtnes, or call in another
fag. DBut as he opened his study door he was surprised by
the cheery smell of warm toast.  Ile looked into the study in
SULprive, . . . 5

The table vwas laid neat!y., and there was a cheerful fire
burning in the grate. A fag was kneeling before the fce,
making toast,

Wingate gave a low wlistie,

Tha BE&;; was his munay.

Jack Wingate turned a raddy face from the fire as hisz
major Carae in.

“ Hallo " said Wingabs, * What ace vou doing?”

Jack's face Qushed a litele deener.

Y BFaooing I he said,

* Whaut for?™

Y iGetting tea)” said Wingate minos.
e vour fap, didn't yout”’

The captain of Greyfriars staved at him,

* But you sard you woulde't fae,” e szid.

YA but—knat s

“Bo wouw've chapged your mind 7

¥ es I

il 1||-1|l‘h ¥ ?"l

“I—I've been thinking it over,” said Jack Winzale.
“ You—von want me to fag for yeuw, doo’t zou?® 1-—-I'D
get out, if you like”

Wingate suviled.

“But I don't hike,” ho sawd. “I'm jolly zlad to sece that
vou're boooming  such a sensible ap.  When you've
finished making the tea, we'll have ik togetlor.

Wingnte's face was brighter now, as woll as his nunor's.
Jack's oxpericnces at Greoviviars in his (wo or three daya
at the school had been rvourh; but they had evidently
done him good.

Jack Wingate finished making the toast, boiled the cxps,

a.m::ll made the tea, Wingate watching him with an amuszed
smile,

“Yon said I was to

“Youll make o good fag” he seid. * You haven't
burpned the toast, or bolded the ¢ hard. Bob Cherry
generally does one or the other. Sit down'

“ Shall T have tea with you?”

“ Cleriainly "'

“Il-=1 don't want the fellows €0 say that there's any
Eavouritism.”'

Wingate whistled.

* Bo vou've thought of that, too.
to tea every eveming., Jack:
coption. Sit down.'"

ack sat down.

'The brothers had tea topother very cheevfully. Neither
of them mentioned the scene in the dormitory, when Jack
had told his major that he hated him: but neither had
fcrgotten i, After tea was over, and the table cleared,
:rEin ate got out his bocks to work, and Jack moved to

& ooy, -

But he paused before he rosched it.

** Well, kid?” said Wingate kindly.

“ Nothing more [ can do¥"” ssked the fag.

“ Nothing, thanks!"’

“I—I—I'm sorvy I said what T did the other nirht,
George!” blurted out Jack Wingate, with a crimson face.
“ I—I didn't mean it!"”

Wingate's face wes veory grove.

“I'm glad yoo didn't mean it, kid,”" he said, “and you
ahould bLe a bttle more careful how you say ihines you
don't mean."”

I will?"
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“It's all right,” said the caplain of Greyfriars. * How
are vou gelting on in the Third now?Y

“ They've sent me to Covenley."

Wingate compressed his lips.

“That's bad ' ho said.

Y11 didp't care at Arst" suid Jack. ¥ But now--well,
I can sce things o Bit differently. T wish I'd taken yous
adviee, and not complained about them. T was an ass o
think that they were all going to make s fuss of me he-
cause ‘my brother was daptain of the school. Tt—if wonld
have been rotten of they had, now I come to think of i
Bui—but I really didn’t mean any harm—if they coull
oniy see it. Any chap mi%ht make puatakes, miglitn't he ™

“They will come round, Jack, if you play the pame.
You've only got to show that xou're the right stuf

I try ™

* That's right!™

*“1 don't scem to get on with znvbody hers, somehow,™
sard Jack, with a gquiver in hiz voice. s ** T—[ wish I hadn't
come to Greviriars,™ -

Wingate dropped his hand kindly on hiz minor's shoulder.
"It will be all right, Jack., Greyfriurs s the best place
in the world for you; it will make & man of you! You'ro
learning the lesson alveady. [ can't favour you, and back
vou up in your quarrels among the faga: it would make
reatters worze for you if I did, and it weuldn't be fair—-=""

I can sece that—now.”

“Right! DBut I can back you up in other wars—and
you'll find that vou can always depend upon me to heln
you when you necd it. Jack, You made a bad siart here,
and I'm sorry for it; but thices will pull round=—if vou try
to keep your temner, and know your place. and don't put
on side,”’

Jack Wingate winced.

“ Do you think 07" he said.

“I'm suve of it !™

“Well, TI=0"11 tey 1™

Yood! Make up your mind o play the game. and re-
member that you've wot a friend as well a5 & brother at
Geeyfviars,” said Wingute mejor.  “ What vou're going
thiough now i3 a punishment for having played the siddy
oat; keep a st upper lip, and make the Eellows ressect
you. Then you'll be all right!™

“TI'in going to try hard !" aaid Winzate minor.

Awnd he kept his word.

And, althongh Jacic Wingate's troubles weve not over yet,
the Greyfriars fellows were destined to learn that there was
eforling stuff in the Captain'a minor!

{(Vext Monday ‘" B03 CHERRY'S SCCRET,” by Frank

Richards. ?E:Jﬂgf; g::';’i?rﬁ}; in advancs,
(=)
TALES TO TELL. |
@ ®

EXTRA TIME CALLED FOR.

“Late again this merning, Murphy ! said the head clerk,
a3 the office-boy crept into the office almost Lalf an bouwr
aftor his appointed time. " This won't de! You'll hnve to
go. unless you can be more punctual !

“* Bhuve, sor, I'm sorev "' the boy replied.
iz, I overslept myself -ﬂrnaming,i
tiz football match.”

“Well, what's that got to do with 3™

“Why, they made threr goals each side.  So it was n
draw, and that blessed fool of o referee ordered extra timo,
and I had to stay and see the finizh [V

“Het tie teuth
was. of a replayed Cup-

- ——

: STEADYING HIS NERYES.

The squad of recruits were assembled at the range of the
Iobin Heod Rifles, preparatory io their class-fring,

*Aith ball-cartridze—load I roared tho drill sergeant,

Ard the fArst man had just brought his rifle to {in
“ Present!” when the danger-signal was hoisted, and the
marker ssued from iy mantelet, with pail and brush, to re-
whiten the tavmet.

* Daneer! Cease firing " cried the serpeant, wher—.

Dragr!

Tlmgi'tirriﬁrd marker foll Aat upun the gronnd.

“ Whirroo!""' roared the sorgeant, ** Och, murder! Tho
man's kilk—lkilt entoirely! Ave ve aloive. marker?"”

“Yes!" howled the marker, cautiously ratsing his head.
¥ But the fool who fired that shot's no business te be !

“Who Geed?” fumed the sergeant.

“ I did."” anawered the man on the extreme left.
vou necdn’t make a fuss, sermeant,
cartridge, just to steady my nerves!™

Iut how abount the other peonle’s norves?

“*"THE PENKY POPULAR,”
Eveory Friday.

" But
It was ondly a blank
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Ferrers Lord. millfonaire, and owner
of the Lord of the Deep.
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Prince Ching-Lung, advenlurer, conjurer, and
yeniriloquist.
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Nethan Gore, jewel cofleclor
and multl.milllonatre,
Ferrers Lord's terrible rival,

FIRST CHAPTERS.

I'LL WiN:!"»

Whilst erossing the Aflantic on his way to England--where the costly diamond, ** The World’s Wonder,* iz to be put “E for suction—NRathan

Gore, the American millionaite and jewel-collector, receives 3 messape from his agent in London fo say thet the diamon
bis hated rival, Ferrers Lord, who iz the owper znd inventor of the wonderiul submarine, the Lord
and on the night of his arrival in London b
b message : ** To Ferrers Lord, —Enowing you would not sell * The World's Wonder,” I have taken it
For fi E&&.imna 5 Iﬁﬁgﬁh!_hgathanﬁﬁgﬂ;ﬂhi :Ir-ﬁl Chines and tE Th

. 0T EVe o A0QOIOpADI ¥ his two ng-LUng, a OEsE e, ReT

ing ong¢e round the world, but never being able Lo overtake bim. At tﬁﬁﬂm has b

Mothan Gora swedars he will oblain possession of ihe dismond
taking the sloae, loaves in its place th
Lo sour worst ! I defy you
the chase is sterted.
dore, travellin
and iz fortifyin
leaving Bupert :
men on the launch which the Lord of the Deep cairies sto

Gore's jgland—and are eventoally sighted by a crmiser belonging to the American millionaire.
Lord of the Deep, jnat in time to save them from being captured by Nathan Gore.

Tha

has boen bought by

of the Deep.
oeg to hir nival’s hoose, and,

onaire accepls the challange, and a few hoara after the robbery
i i i, he porsues Kathan

he hears onght an island in the Banth Saas,

it. Ferrers Lord follows the mad millioneire to the place in his submarine, and, ob arcval, divides his forces into two paris,
hurston with Proot apd most of ihe crew on bosrd tbe Lord of the Deep, aod faking with kim ﬂhillg-l-l'ﬂ-ﬂ!
ted away. This vessel iz wrecked, and the crew are sir

and ome or fwo
The P e g e

¥ BT® [e5C ¥ Huper orskouy, 1m Ehe
Ferrers Lord learns, through tepping the cable, thal the

mad millionaire bas complained lo the Government of Americs, and that the Umited States are sending out two cruisers, while England is
sending out & vessel to investigate matters. Ferrers Lord makes praparations for a sham sitack on his own storeship, which is fiving the Goreland

ool
batile

trip, Ferrers Lord and Tharston procesd to
which is in full swing in & neighbouring villags.

in full view of fve warships, “* to give them somethipg {0 talk aboot,' a8 the millionoire grimly remerks.
taken place in the full glare of the warships’ sagrchlights,
the darkoess. Then the Lord o! lhe Deep’s bows are tormed towards England onee more. : \
ndon by a apecial train, while the rest of the party, beaded by Ching-Lung, make their way io = laiz
After visiting varions booths, and playing havos wherever they go, Barry O'Rooney proposss

Aftar an apparently

Forrers Lord wearies of the game, and the Lord ol the Desp siips off into

Landing on the Yorkshire cosst, aller & record

a raid oo the cocoanut-shies, and trots off to get & sack to hold the expected booty,

{Now go on with the

Fun At The Fair.--A Sticky Eplsode.

“Two shies & penny ! roared tho cocoanut man, * Now
for yer milky nuts! Dowl "em hup! Bowl ‘em hup! The
finest game of skill ever hinvenied, and patternized by
dooks und millyunaires. Two shies for a toff ! Thank ’ee,
sir-—thank 'ce! Bewl 'em hup !

Thump ! went the first ball from Ching Lung's hand, and
down came two cocoanuts. Thump! again, and two more
wera i the sawdust.

*Nows L shalls tickles hairez ' prinned Gan, as ho let

“'Fre, wha—— Come off it!" said the proprietor.
* You—you COh, bottle it—bottle it up 1

Eight eocoanuts were down, and two others went dancing
from their sticks, to be followed instantly by a couple more,
Twelve cocoanuts for thrcepence! 1t spelled bankruptey.
Gan-Waga hurled one of the balls like & cannon-shet, and
smashed ene tightly-fixed nut absolutely to fragments,
Right and left, amid the plaudits of the crowd, the nuts
wers seatterad until not one remained standing.

‘Here, bottle it up—bettle it up!” gasped the pro-
prieter. “Where am I? Go hon! Don't mind me! It's
my day hout, it is! Oh, I am enjoring myself I"*

. Buck some more on, guv'nor I said Ching-Lung, “T'm
just getting my hand in ™
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I ruined!” he roared. * You've bust

“Go away! . .
You red-hdired willuns!

me! Go ncross and bust Sliges!
Go away "

“Rude, low man!"” said Ching-Lung.

UWulgar thing !’ said Prout.

“ Unedieated loafer I remarked Barry, as be stepped
over tho rope and began to remove the spoils.

The man at the next place declined flatly to allow them
to throw for less than threepence a bzll. The fun was at
an end. They sold back the nuts to the first gentleman for
what they had cost them, and began to lock round fer
fome molro exoiting amusement.

" Test vour weight—a penny, gents!” ;

Ching-Lung paused before ihe chair. The weight was
rogistered on a dizl above, The prince sat down, handing
the proprietor of the machime a shilling.

Serooch, se-r-runch, bang, whiz-z-z, eclack-k-k!

" Jumping jujubes I howled Joe. * It's striking forty 1"

The weighinig-machine man reeled back into the armsz of

o soldier. The inside works seemed to be having a dog-
fight on the premises, although the pointer romained
stationary. ‘Tho wheels fizred and whizeed, louder and'

louder. The noise culminated in a terrific bang, and then
silence cnme. .
“How much do I weigh, please?”" asked Ching.-Lung

Anocther Splendid Complate Tala of the
Chums of GroyFfriars. Order Early.
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.. . But fhe man had his head inside his tool-bag. He thought
diis mstrument had punctured all its tyres and got its
:steering-gear mixed up with the spokes. He was taking it
'to preces at foll racing speed when they left.

. By hokoy! said Prout admiringly. * How do he do
it, Joe?™

“I dunno ! said Joe. I thought at Arst the thing had
fair run off tho metals! What's this gaff 7"

It was a ghost show, orpamented with grisly spoctres and
fat goblins.

Ching-Lung did not halt. They squoezed their way along
with some difficulty past a row of swingboats in full play.

I'vo had about enough of this,” said Ching-Lung. “It's
too stuffy. Let's get out into the fresh air a bit. I should
liko a snack of something to cat, Whero can we go? You
kuow the placo, Tom #
_ " Thare's the Jolly Jack Taes Inn, sir,”* said Prout, ' and
it ain't far,™

“All right. Take off your whiskers and noses, and we'll
get something, if it's only bread and cheoose,”

Rockend was & curious little town, full of edd corners,
narrow lanes, and flights of steps, and the spars of fishing-
boats and emall craft popped up among the roofs at the most
unegpected moments. No one ever appeared to do any work
thore. The malo population sat in the sunshine and smoked,
and the female population secemed to live with their heads
out of the bedroom windows, holding noisy conversations
with cach other from such positions, There were numerous
dogs, cats, and small children and one public house or more
was found in every street,

Ching-Lung and Gaen stoped at a shop to purchase
cigarettes, It was an old-fashioned ploce with & bay window,
and steps down. At the door stood & wooden figure repre-
senting a diminutive Highlander. Candles, tin saucepans,
pickled onions, penny tﬂfﬂ:-, clay pipes, and scores of other
divers articles were displayed in the windows, Ching-Lung
peeped in. Leaning over the counter, he desericd o stout,
red-faced man in an attitude that suggested sleep.

. I likes ones of dems cangles, Chingy," said Gan, smacl-
ing his lips. * Dey lookses nices buttettul ctiough.'”’

i Mves,” zaid ‘hing-Lung. .“I don't think we'll get any-
thing fit to smoke here. I've seen nicer shops in Paris and
London. What a dear little chap it is!"

Ehl};hms-Lung chucked the wooden Highlander under the

! What's ho done wid hims trousers?"

ch, shut up, Ga! Don't make a row!"”

“ What fo’ nots, Chingy 7'

““Shut up! Get across the road and keep there.”

Ching-Lung took a closer view of the interior of the shop.
The stout man was asleep, and snoring scundly, The shopman
mede o point of selling everything, from mousetraps tp
overcoats of a cheap and shoddy quality. The prince
beckoned Gan away, and softly cntered the shop, which was
most gloomy. EHo selected an ugly tweed cap, macintosh,
and o ball of twine. The shopman snored on. He did not
expect many customers that day, for they had gone to the

atr.

The strcet, except for Gan, was deserted. Ching-Lung put
cap and maeintosh and false beard on the Highlander, stuck
half a cigarette between the wooden lips, added u pair of
wonny eyoglasses to hide tho stony stare, and picked up the

gure. He mounted it on & box at the counter, and tied some
twine to ita leg.

Peering through the chink of the door, he considercd the
eff{:c:_i, The Highlander resembled a small and ewricus-
looking gentleman with an odd taste in clothes, and an
odder taste in whiskors. Sweet and low trilled the music of
the shopman’s nose through the gloomy silence.

“ Ahem—ahem ! eoughed the prioce.

The noise fell upon empty cars.

“Ahem! Shop!”

:i'll;leei ho I g

at man awoke with a mighty vawn, and blinked.
He looked straight at the dummy '.rit,i'?::-u?i seaing it, and laid
down his head for mnother snooze. Ching-Lung gave the
string & goentle pull, which made the dummy sway in o
manncr that, in the bad light, was quite lifelike.

‘I have been waiting here for quite ten minutes,” said
the dummy; “but I would not hurry you for the world,
gic! Oh, no! Do not mind me at all; do not distress your-
self. I am not an impatient man. Pray do not hurry!”

The ehopman woke un smartly. .

1 begs yer parden, sir ! he snid meekly., “I *ad a bad
might, sir—I mean, a late night, sir. My nevvy Bill got
married, over at Stonchill, and wo kep' it up a bit late.
What can I do for you, sir?"

*I am—er—visiting here” gaid the Little man, “at the
Jolly Jack Tars, with several friends. We aro—er—rather
e large party, and we prefer to board oursclves.”
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"Quite right, sir! Much cheaper, and better I said the
ghopman, rubbing his fat hands at the thought of a large
order. *“I'm zartin I can satisfy you, sir. Why, I've
sarved Mr., Ferrers Lord afore to-day, and he knows wot's
wot, he do. Anvthin' in tea, eir? Mr. Ferrers Lord gets all
his tea off me. Waon't drink no other. Only the other day
ho says to me: ‘Slapsey,’ he says, *‘your tea is the fines:
n ;’Eu world, apd your best 'am is a dream!” Try the tea,
Bir

The man’s coo! way of lying tickled Ching-Lung. ‘The
idea of connecting Ferrers I.n::::fwith such a miserabie, tenth-
rate, back-street shop was delicious in its abselute audacity
and cheek.

“I'll make you sit up for that giddy cram!” thought
Ghug-Lung. “"You bet on it!"

* One-and-ten and two shillings a pound, best Ceylon,”
sald the shopman.

“Two pounds of Ceylon tea at two shillings,” said the
durmmy.

Bugar, sir?
sugars, air.'’

“Four of the best lump—four pounds, that is to =ay, of
your special lump-sugaz.™

“And 'am, sir?" said the shopman, as he placed the par-
cels on the counter. * There's two ‘ams up there that'll
taste like "oney to the very knuckle-hends. Only yesterday
Mr. Forcers Lord—the millionaire, he says to me: * Slapsey,’
he says, ‘them 'ams of vours 15 worth rubies! I could get
iui at rﬂ:iuight to eat "em ! Ninepence a pound, taking the
o, sir?

“I'"ll have both,” remacked the dummy.

The shopman beamed as he weighed them. He had found
a customer worth having. He put an cxtra penny on the
price of everything. The little man bought butter, tinned
aprigots, biscuits, candles, Aour, rice, sago, three dozen eggs,
pickies, chutney, bloater.paste, bread, and several other

things.

& %.'ﬂu'rﬂ sure that’s all?” said Me. Slapsey. * Nothin' in
the canned goods—salmon, lobster, rabbit, pressed heef 7"

“ Nothing more, thanks. Will you please meake them into
a parcel ¥

“ Bless ver, I'lE bring "em round mysell, sir. I'll come wi'
you and carry them. I'll 'ave the bill in no time, sire.”

The load filled two baskets. Mr. Slapsey, bland and
happy, ticked ofi the articles—some of them twicr over—and
Lﬂtt down tho cost. Ching-Lung walked away, followed
v Gan. A ragged urchin entored the shop and deposited a
jug of treacle on the countor.

* P-please, Mr. Slapsey,” stuttered the urchin, “ mmuv-
ver's gent this back, and she s-zays it t-tastes of onions."

" Bilence ! erred Mr. Slapsey, waving his pen. “I am
Fourteen "and seven is twenty-two, and twenty-two
ehillings is one p’un’ four. Ore and four is five. Five p'un’
l{uur;q;nd-ﬂu, sir, and much obliged. Now, what's this
ero ]

Mr. Slapscy pushed the bill over to his new and valuable
customer, and, placing his hands on the counter, scowled at
the urchin. .

“ P-please, Mr, Slapsey, m-muvver's sent this back, and
ehe s-says it s-semells of onons.™

“My treacle amell of oniona! Whet do you mean, boy?
Never—never! What do you mean ¥

“P.p-please s-smell it. M-m-muvver says w-w-will you
change £ ?"

Zrowling blackly, the shopman examined the contents of
the jug, and peored into the dark mass of stickiness.

“ Yt was right when it left "ers,” he said, “and if it ain't
right now you've done it. My treaele,” he added, for the
benefit of his gilent customer, ** smells like violets. Tell yer
mothar that Mr. Ferrers Lord—him at the big "ouse—eats
gallons of my treacle.  If he don't grumble, what do you
for? 1'll change it this 'ere onee, and Jend you a Eresh jar.
but only this 'ere once. You needn’t move, gir. I have lots
of room."

Mr. Slapsey picked up an empiy jar and walked heavily
round the ¢ounter.

The treacle-barrel was on a [aicly high shelf.
did not hear the welcome elink of money,
scemed 1n no hurry to pay.

“Mean old rogue ™ he thought, ns he turned the =spigot.
“ MHe's countin’ it up._ If he can make out them figures, he's
gct good heyesight. I know ow to write 'em, I do. Was it
a quart, Tamlﬁ?'!""

“ ¥.y-yoth, Mr. 8.8.8lapsey, p-p-please.’”

With a thick and sticky :u:mmll. the molasses began to glide
into the jar. A cat stole round the door and along the eids
of the counter. Tommy turned to watch the treacle lowing,
and trod on the cat’s front paw. The cat let out o screech
of wos and roge and pain, and fixed every claw it had in
Mir. Blopsey's leg.

Mr. Lord never goes nowhero else for

Mr. Slapsey
The customer

TN ety Fridaye



The.urchin sprang back. Mr, 8la
iz log, lost his balance, and fall kwards on the littls
man. It was hard stoff to fall on. Mr. Slapsey’s legs
waved in the air, and the jar thudded into a box of eighteen-
a shilling eggs, and as Mr. 3lapsey lay a-thinking, the treacle
unescended upon his hair ina ¢ anﬁ refreshing caseade.

Tho cat relired from the seene of the action, and Tommy
velled,

* Hallo, hallo? What's wrong here?
aocident ¥ shouted a voice.

** Ia deres a smashes up?”’ asked another voice.

Gan-Waga and Ching-Lung sprang into tho shop just as
Mlr. Blapsey rose. When he -hag cleared his eves of treacle,
ha saw the silent form en the floor, and uttered a long,
shrddering moan,

*T'm—I'm—1'm all rnight,”" he sobbed. “It—it was the
c-cat. I—T felled on him—s-seventeen-stun-n-nine, wl I—
[-=1 believe I-~I've squashed him. T-tell him to spesk.
xind p-gentlemen, make him s-speak 1"

“We want a doctor,” said Ching-Lung. '''We heard the
cvazh, and—— Light the gas. That's beiter. My word |7

Cap and heard had fallen off. With oyea startine from
ii's head, and heedless of tho falling treacle, M. Slapsey
crauched in the growing podl of stickness, staring, glaring,
dumb! He had recognised hia dummy,

“Bilked ! he screamed. ' Bilked !

“YWhat iz the matter, man? What does it all mean??
asked Ching.Lung.

“Go away, or I'll do murder! Go away! CGo-oo away!
Go-0-0-0-0 away !’ -

" He mads," sald Gan-Wagpa. " De poors man's mads.”

“ Bilked, bilked!” shrieked Mr. Slapsey, wringing his

y roared, cluiched at

Haa there been an

sticky hands, “If I knowed—— QGo-g-o-e away! I'm
sevage! I'm owild! T'm detty! Go-oo-o away! Dilked,
Lilkad, bilked! Five p'un' four and six! C-e-ooh! What

a "appy life! Out o my shop! Ge-o-0-0 away !’

“My poor fellow—"

"Doun't you give mao none of that ! sparled Mr. Slapsoy,
Leating his heods in the treacle., " Go-g-o-0 away! I behevo
rvon dono it I

“Wo had belter go,” said Ching-Lung. “We can do no
saod heve,  The fellow is out of his mind., We'll find a
policeman, and send him, Come, my dear friend, go Hirst.”

* After vous, my dears brothers,” said Gan, Yo is a
Tnw fellows. ™

e i nnpardonably viulgar, sir’

“And him unpardonably stickies, Chingy," crowed Gan.

Fike the cat, they reireated. They made for tho inn
Joo, Prout, and Barry had the coffee-room to themselves, ond
woere already indulgmg in a light lunch of bread and cheeso
amt beoy,
i3 a 1‘:5 thought you was lost, sir, by hokey we did,”” said

ok, :

“YWo found ono part of the road 5’:5::15';,” grinned Ching-
Lung., * Ys not that so, my dear friend?

" It was bad ‘nongh stickies,” said Gan-\Waga. " Ha, ho, ho,
hco! oo, hoo, ho-g-o-o!™

“Tn faet,” said Ching-Lung, " it was treacle.”?

o .*:'.!nd de—ho, ho, ho'—de cats, Chingy., Nows forgets de
eate.

A few meinutes later, wlhen tha tale was told, the enffce-
room rang with uproarvious laughter.

“Tell vou what,” «0id Ching-Lung, " you daren’t, any of
vou, borvow some jugs and go and ask at that shep for a
gt af treacle’?

* 0l go=troth! Ol go like = bired," said Barry.

“¥e, too!” gonned Preut and Joe,

Barry quickly obtained thiee jups. A coin was spum, ard
i fell te Jor to make the fivet, and, probably, the safnst
visit, O'Rooney sighed. ilis turn came last. Barvy wont
cur, and was absont somoe time.

“11e'll eat you, Irish!’ chuckled the prines,
5 dosperate, I should 2o+ insured.”

Ching-Lung had t1aken the bearings of the place. Below
ihe shop on tho opposite side was ons of the winding llights
of steps wo frequent in tho gueer, upside-doawn littls ]:I-Fﬂﬁ'.".
By the exercise of a little cave, they could see from this
place withont being seen. Theyr wateched Joe eross the road
and enter tho shop.

My, Blapsey was oot visivie, He was cleaning himself up.
Juo preduced Lim, after a bilel delay, by tapping on the
counter,

“Weli ¥ proawled Mye, Slapsey.

A pitn of treacle, piesse ! said Joe affably.
this Jug.'

For 2 few seconds Me Slapiey breathed hard and decop
as be ¢yed Joe up and down.

“Theve's the measuve,” he said, “and there's the barrel,
If you wants freecle, sarve yerself, matey I

“Wath pleasure, cocky ! said Joe,

Jou depeited triwmphant, and in high fettle. Then Proub
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strodo across the road. Trout was a piant, and he was con-
fident in his strensth. He felg :-upuh?—a of eating forty Mr.
Slapzeys, end being hungry afterwards, He walked in with-
out any hesitation.

“Pint of treaele, guv'nor,’t he said, in his thundercus
bass, *and thore's the eraft to fill her in—that ‘ere jug !’

Mr. Slapsey breathed harder, but strove to he calm.

“T1 don’t sell it."” .

“Well, by hokey, T don't mind tokin® it for nowt!" said
Prout. i

“'0ld on ¥’ said Mr. Slapsey. ' We'll get to the betton o
this. You've a big man, and I ain't no littleo one. Treacle
and mo ‘as fell out. The siuff and me is pizen. Somecbody
18 playin’ & game on wi' me. I've ‘ad enough treacle this
day to last me for five "undred billion conturics. I've walked
in treacle, stewed in treacle, and swabbed up barrels of it
off the Aloor. ¥ou'll gey no treacle "o, Go-g-o-0 away!™

““By hokey, not wi'out my treacle!” said Thomas Prout.

“T con't ‘old myself nn lonpger!™” panted the shopman,
“T') swing for yer if you den't shift! Go-o-0-0 away!”

" Not without—"

Frout went. It was high time.
no more. He vawlted over the counter with a
knife in his fist, and chasod Pront twenty va
street, Prout went back to the inn.

“ The sauey savage I lavghed Ching-Lung.
nol go, Darry. Ho'll slay you !

* Niver on this airth, sor!” =aid Barcy.
0PIl ret the sthaff

“T'Il give vou a sovereign if you do™’

g & “Watch ver pape, and

Mr, Slapsey coulid hear
rroat bacon-
g down the

“Yoan'g heller
YOIl g, and

hot aquid is mine 1™ said Barve,
yer'll learn a thing or two.”

Bavey opprared 1o walk rather stifilv. He looked in-at
the shop window, and lighted his pipe  Jazily.  Then be
enlered, My, Blapsey was fariony by this tine. He bobbed
up behind the courder,

“ Go-o-0-0 oway

4 begs your pardon,’
a pint of treaclo in that !

ery placed two things on the counter—a jug and an
envemons, bright-edged aze, whicl he had borrowed from the
woexlzshed at the back of the inn. He gently fingrred 1ha
edzo of the axe.

“0i've killed lots of min wid this' he went an. " A dear
friend of moine, doiein’ fer a dhrop of thracle, was druve
from this shop in a murderous fashiom wid & revolver and a
knoife, That's why Oi've brought thia Little bit of iron wid
me, Ut's a case of getrin' the thracle or erristin® yez for
wszault, wid intint to muorther wan of his Majesty s tax-
Pn_‘-'wm This wippin is for purtiction of mﬁ loife, and, faith,

vl uee ut av nades be!? alf a pint of thracle, plaze, and
there's the jur and the money. No, I mane a point. He
nsos it ta make his haic grow !

Mr. Slapsey’s cves rolled hideonsly, i

“ Av that man doies of fright,” prowled Barry, * havin'
a wake hearrt and wake head, his death’ll lote ot vour dure,
and yez'll de a guick marnch to the =caffold. A point of
thracle, d'vez hear, in that quz )

Mr. Slapsev looked st Barry, a the axe, and at the jug,

" Barrel—measure—toke it!”" he groancd.

With-one eye on the shopman, Barry filled the jug. Then
he blew a kisa to Mr. Slapeey, and danced out, When they
passesl that way again, the shuiters were up

A little koindness i foike a pocthepe.sthamp—ut often
moes A long way for what ub eosts)” said Bavy. ' A chopper
5 u little thing and chape, but vor can do o Iot wid ut.  Av
vez'il kane toight howld of Gan 1o make sure he doresn’s gob
mixed up wid the wecformaner, 01l ihreat yez all to the
dog-snd-monkey thow,

* waidd Barey swectly, " but O wants

" Gae-beote, Misther Slapser,
Wil the timtper vory scrapsey,
Althe:r that doso of thrac:e,

h feay yos l Be o owake sl

"Help i walled Joo,

" What's the matthaer? Are ez in pain?”’

YT o wonder wa haven't all dropped desd )T gaud
Ching-Toang. ' That's the vilest rthyme ve ever histened
to. *Walte ill' and Cthraele’? Have pity on us, Barry !
That's rnourgh to make it rain i .

“In fper, pogoo awey ! soid Prout, imidsling Mr.
Slapsey. |

“Yoez went away double quicl yersilis anyhkow, Tommy !
grinped 'Rooney., " Aund that's a thing we can never
forzive yer for. Why didn't ver sthay and be mado inlo
a dacint carrpse? Whar a3 treat vez have made us miss
intoirely [ .
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(zan Waga's Temptation,

There was a telegram awaiting Ching-Lung on  their
return to the house, from Ferrers Lord. It merely stated
that he would remain 1n London for o few days, and cou.
teincd no instructiond or orders of any kind. Ching-Lun
considered that he was perfectly free to do what he like
and go where ke liked. Joe, Barry, and Pront found them-
salves in ¢lover, and when Gan was introduced to the dairy
and saw the golden rows of freshly-inade butter his bliss was
complete.

The millionaire's farm was o farm warthy of any
millionaire. Everything was the best of the best, froem
his magnificent shorthorn cattle—that would have stagpered
under the weight of medals and cups they had won——to the
smallest bantam in the coops. There was not a thistle or a
dock to be found prowing on the whole five hundred acres,
and a whiff of the sweet-zeented ricks in the stackyards was
as sweet as violets. The whole Farm was o paradize. It
seemed impossible for anvone who had anything to do with
it to be unhappy or bad-tempered. They ought to have
breathed love and peace, and to have besn ds merey as
¢rickets. Most of them were, but one of them emphatically
was not.  And his name was Bunne.

Bunne was the head-man. ' He eould not even write his
naine, but his knowledge of practical [arming and the
managemont of livo stock would have filled & fair-gized
library, if only put inte print. Ferrers Lord knew AMe.
Bunne's value, and never intggferpd with him. Mr. Bunne
always wore & fringe of black whiskers under his chin and
a billveock hat on his head—some people seid he slept in
the biliycoclk—a tweed suit on his back, and riding-breeches
and gaiters on his lower limbs.” He was seldom seen without
a cigar and a double-barrelled gun, and he gave poachers,
trespassers, and vermin an equally hot time.

Mr. Bunne knew nothing of his master’s arrival. e had
bean visiting a oattle show at Leicester, and had travelled
notme with the milk, Mr. Bunne was tired, and he went to

e awoke in time for lunch, selected his thickest
boots, took his gun, and strode abroad.

Ching-Lung was whinping the beautiful little stream for
drout. Gan was with him, but Gan thought little of the art
of fy-fishing, and less of the size of the fish cpught. Can
lcaned over the rustic bridge and grinned as he watehed
the prince crawling on his stomach townrds a likely posl.

for tn that bright, crystal stream the trout were shy and
wary. ]

“Tat de mosts silliestest games I ever did saws V" mae
mured Gan. ** When you pgets dems, dey not morer bigs
‘nough dan fo puts in yo' eye! I tickles haires ups fo'
Chingy! He, ho, ho!"

Gan hurled a bigp stone into the pool, and waddled awa;.
He danced when a clod of earth hit him between ibae
shoulder-blades, and ran when he saw iwo or three more
ciods in hot pursuit.

“ Beast—fat bezst ! roared the angler.

“¥o' only cateh a colds fishin® deres!" shouied Gan.
“Go homes and boil yvo'seli !
~ The Eskimo had only paid one visit to the dairy, but
it waz a visit he thﬂqi t he could never forget. Fle recalicd
the great pans of milk, tha rows of butter, the mighty cans
of eream, the spotless churns, the gleaming cans, and. sbhove
all the Laste of the buttermilk, ond the delicious coolness
of the placo.

ikl | mu!lds fives dores ' muttered Gan rapturously. 00,
I coulds lives deres fo' nevers and morer ! What joylessic s
to lives in a buttershops! I shoulds likes our swiminig-
baths full of millks. Ok, mi, how grands. T swims rounds
and rounds and rounds tll 1 churns him all to butiers, anl
den I eatz up de lots! Oh, yum-yum ! What blissfulness
joy ! Oh mi, oh mil"

“Cowwop! Cogop! Coocop!”

The long-drawn, melodious ery came across the meadows,
They were calling up the willing cows to-the millking-sheds.
As there were over a hundred cows, all hands were reguired.
The milking hours were the busiest time of the day. Gan
did not know this. A kind of instinct directed 'his footsleps
towards the dairr. Though he could not see it. thouch i
did not know in what direetion it lay, he made for it lika
an cel widl make for the watoer.

The dairy was a leng. low buiiding, with Venztian hlinds
and a tiled roof. A stream of running water, transluceny
25 glass. cold as snow, gushed threugh it unceasingly. A
Lell had summoened the neat, cotton-gowned maids to the
milking, and when Gan reached the dairy, and put his cye
to the Kevhole, he saw batter, batter everywhere, and not a
soul to eat 16!

“Oh mi,"” sighed Gan—*oh mil"”

(Ancther instalment oF this amusing and axciting
serfial story next Moncay.)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“BOB CHERRY'S SECRET "
By Frank Richards.

The epgagement of a football “coach™ at Greyfria-s
causos censiderable excitement amang the juniors, particu-
larly to the keen footballers of the Remove Form, (Great s
the satisfaction when the new-comer burns out to be not only
a first-class plaver, but an all-vound Y decent chap.’”? Thas
being o, it is all the more puzzling to the Bemovires to find
tirat the usually genial and cunty-tempered Bob Cherry has
ot his knife’” inte the peopular “nre,”” and can hardiy
spralt & eivil word to ham!

Bab's ehums find the mystery a baffling one, but Bob zticks
12 his guie,  As usual, ke hes a good reazon foy his peculiar
acticn, Lot it is not until

“BOB CHERRY'S SECRET”

iz rycntuaily fathomed thst Harry Wharten & Co, have to
acnes that he iz in the right.

—

THE LATEST GREAT SCHOOL SERIAL,

This week's issue of ¥ The Gem ™ Library is, without deubt,
the finest penny number of our famous companion paper
1hat has so far been published, Martin Clifford’s wonderful
serics of Tom Merry stories, which has made the name of
“ ' he Gem 7 Library famons throughout the civilised world,
ig enriched this week by a long, complete story of special
exaollcnee, entitled:

“ASHAMED OF HIS NAME”

Tlis magnificent story 1s alone sufficient to cause No. 285 of
The Gem ' to be long remombered sz oan jusue of special
merit. DBut when, in addition to this, we have the first
instaiment of a

Special Great Public School Serial

by &n author who is admitted to be pro.eminent ameng
Lving writers of this class of story, we have 3 rars combina-
tton of talent which at once lifts **The Goem ™ Library to
ihe tocp-of the treo as

The All-Story School Paper.
Thoe tiie of this groat new school serial is:
“ SIR BILLY, OF GREYHOUSE"
cnd the avthes of it is none ether than
Famous R. 5. WARREN BELL,

wicie taies of the famous public school, Grovhouse, are read
wherever there are British bovs—or Dritish gicls, cither—io
seatl thém, Confident, then, m his assurance that brain: and
wioney cannot produee a better o more weleanme pennyworth
ef reading matter for lavers of pood school storics, your
Editor is content to leave ihis Wednesdayv's issne of our
grazd litile eoinpanion paper, * The Gem 7 Library, to the
unbigsecd pudement of his readars.

1 shall be omply repaid for ail my rriva offects on my
chitms’ behalf if all these to whem this weel's grand all-
gelico! etery “Gem,” 1 which '

“SIR BILLY, OF GREYHOUZE,”

1etes bis debut, will simiply pass ca the good nows to thedir

§: fegurle,
Tie Magxer Lmrary. No. 205.
NEXT

MONDAY:

vou thinlk it suited for.

“BOB CHERRY'S SECRET!”

REPLIES IN BRIEF. ;

M. L. . iRotherhithe)—Many chemists sell good curcs for
warts, . P. Pend & Son, of 68, Fleet Strect, London,
E.(!, will send vou n mood lotion for 1s. 1d., post free.

“ A Reader froom Toronte' (Canada).-——Thanks for your
posteard.  To become o subseriber to our three ]{iﬂ.,‘.:' COIm-
panion papers, you must write to “The Manager,” Sub-
seription Dept., The Flectway House, l;'ul:rlngdfm Bireet,
London, England, enclosing as a subscription for cach of
the three papers a pﬂatal—a-rger to the value of Ts. for twelve
months, 35, 6d. for six months, and 1s. 94, for three months,
"These prices include postago and all double numbars.

J. I, R. (Sundevland).—Yes: if jl'luu nmake inguiries at tha
post-office I think you will find that you can have letlers
addressed there, wheve they will be kept wntil called for,

A E. Smith (Retherhithe).—The ¢oin about which you
wrote to me is worth a few pence only.

W, Lindley (Yorks).—I have never heard of any book
such as you want being published. The best way ior you
to become a black-and-white artist is to attend an art school.
If you have the talent the master will seon discover it
m*..rl} it will remain with you to stay on and improve youar
worl:, Tater on, when yvou have developed into a full-blown
artist. yon can subunit your work to the editor of any paper

ACTING FOR THE CINEMATOGRAPH.

Having last wrek discussed how to become a cimema
artiste, T prapose this week to tell you what you are expeeted
to do when you are one, and also somcthing about

THE PREPARATIONS FOR “FILMING" THE
PICTURE.

I am gﬂ-ing to suppose that the play to he produced
—ay, a5 it 1% ecalled, * Almed"—has been settled upon.
As soon s this has been done, the stage-manager
calls together all the arbistes who will be wanted in the
sarticular pieee chosen, aud after having allotted to each one
his or her part, and handed to every one @ book—not of
words, but vsuslly comtaining a plot of the play in the
minutest detail—he allows them sufficicat time to thoroughly
get o clear den of the “insand-outs" of the story.
Next, he reazaembles the artistes, and goesz through with
theny, liest a!l together, then cach one J'i:tu.?'i\'itiuu":r‘, the par-
ticular points he wants notice to be taken of. Then a series
of rehearvials commences. These take place in the company's
studie, end eontinus until the stape-manager thinks the
artistes are efficient enough,

Whilst  these  peliearsals have heen

taking place, ihe

constumes that will be necded by the ackors and actresses

have been in the course of making.

When the stage-manager thinks fit he will settle a day
for a dressaoehearsal, when the piece is acted in full dress,
and alse at the actual scencs, exactly as if the play were
being taken for reproduction at the cinema theatre, The
operator—as the man whe takes the piece is called—and his
camera are present, in order that he may sec which epot
will be the best for him fo stand at, on the actual day.

After this has been pone through to the stage-manager's
mt:sfﬂctigng & day iz gottled on which the play shall be
* snapped.’

B.;-'_r}-::p!:ld thiz the artistes bave no further preparations to
make. But not so the operator. He takos his camora, to-
gether with o ceetain length—that has already bren settled
with the manager—of plain celluloid film, to the dark-room,
whoere ho places the seasitive film in the camera as a photo-
graphor places a spool of films in an ordinary Kodalk., It i3
then *loaded " and quite ready for use, it only being neces.
sary to turn a hamndle on the right of the machine to take
the picturez. On the left—or on some enmeras ot the baclk—
i« anocther handle, by which the operator may “trein"
his eamera on the artistes as they move about the scene ¢f
aching.

(Next Weck : FILMING AND FINISHING THE

PICTURE.) THE EDITOR,

Anoether Splendid Compiets Tala of the
Chuma of Qreyfriars, Order Early.
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A MOVING TALE OF OLDEN TIMES.

¥

1. "Twaa with light hearts and h{:n.-‘i_f-f furniture that they
of the Flitful Ways decamped without paying ye rent which
falls due at every new moon.

/ %\ \

2. When, fearing that the landlord might pass their way on
purpose, our haﬁgv trio sought refuge in an extinet voleano—

the onc which Kdinburgh was going to be built on.

e oy
% ; i ;

3. Bo when the old boy came with his Lill, thev lit n fire,
end then cast out some fine hard rocks and gave the old 'un
& fright and & run (in the wrong direction) for his money.

e g o B
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E MAGNET ” LIBRARY

Serctar Gonie Suppr,

) 1. I'rederick Filuaky had -¢Dﬂdﬁﬁﬁ."‘.‘ltdfd, as a great favour
to his employer, to clean out the cistern, as something had
been stopping up one of the pipes for some time,

Y

e
A —

L

2. Sn, getting to work, Frederick seon discovered the
cause of the trouble, which turned out to be a very dead mouse,
which had got into the pipe somehow, Now, the cal spotted
the mouss, and—

3. Making a spring at it, landed on the apparatus which
tarns on the water, &o, as we soe in thiz pretty picture, Fro 'dy
rot, seriously wes, and says he's bad encuzh of worle to lasy

i o lifetime.
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