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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Down on His Luck !

L UT wth it!”
Four voless spoke at once.

Hurree Jumset Ram Singh,

the member of the Remove

Forin &% Qreyiriars who halled from

Toidia's earal strand; was leaning against
one of the old elma in the guad.

Hia oyes wers fixed upon the ground,
hie. dusky ‘brow was corrugated with
theught.

Herry Wharton and Beb  Cherry,
Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull had
been looking for their dusky chum; and
thoy had found him—thus]

They sirrounded him, and spoke, na
with one volos, and with great emphasis.

“Out with it”

Hurrep Bingh eoloured under his dusky
skin as he loocked up.

i psteemed chums—" he mur-
m 1]

Ous with it 1" roared Bob Cherry.

i r rldiculous Do

My thy and ridicul b—"
0ul with it1" grunted Johnny Bull
“Poh’t play the fiddy ox! Get it off
your chest, Inky!

“Phers is nothing on my esteamed
¢ my worthy Bulll"

ow, thon, Inky [" said Harry Whar-
tot. "'.’['hl.l won't do! 'There's some-
thing bho matter with you, sntt you're
goibg ko corfems | ' Out with it 1”

‘:fxt & whola day,”™ said Bob Cherry
wartitly, " you've g&m logking like &
bear with » soro head. You've been
dud!ihg your pala[” X
H“ moaking away by yourself!™ gald

ng 1” suld Dob.

t
3
: an if you've got all the
trnuléa of the universe on your inky
shouldera "
* Bomething's

u?:l Nugent.

= upl”  said Wharton.
“ Now, then, Inky, I anything's wrong,
tell us n& | j

Hupres Jamset Ram Singh gave hie
friends an affectiohate look. But he did
not speak. _

. fide-it to your Uncle Robert
said Bob Cherry encouragingly.

No reply. . :

“{ook here, Inky, is anything the
metter1” demanded Wharton.

“Thera is a certain modicum of mat-
terfulness!” said Hurree Singh, in his
weird and wonderful Epghsh—the result
of vareful instcuction by the best native
masters in Bhanipur,

“ What is it1”

Inky did not spealk.

“Can't you tell us?” asked Bolb.

“Tha preferfulniess not to tell is greal.
The still tongue savea the cracked pitcher
from going Jongest to the well, as the
BEnglish proverb says.”

“Good old English proverb!” grinned
Bob Cherry, “I1 wonder what your
Eng'tish would have been like, Inky, if
you'd learned under the worst native
masters in Bhanipur, instead of the
best 2™

Lk
Fi

E‘I!‘

it §s, ahd we'll set it right!”
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INKY'

“Ha, ha, ha'l"

Bul Inky did not smaile. It whs evident
that the Nabob of Bhamipur had some
trouble on his mind, and equally evident
that he did not wish to confide it to his
devoted chums.

“ Hettor muake a elean breast of it
Inky 1" urged Frank Nugent. “Five
heads ate thicker than ene, you know !”

“We want to help you out” said
Harry.

“The heolplulness. is not poseible,” said
Hurtree Singh sadly. *“‘The troubleful-
ness has desoanded like the bolting from
the bluse. I cannot impart the trouble-
‘some  botherfulness to my  estecmed
chums. It 73 necessary to indulge in the
sxcessive - thinkfulness, and [lor that
reason -I have avoided the entertaining
and ridiculous soviety of my ludicrous
churis, ™

“Well, your ludicrous chums don't
intend o allow you to think alonefully,
with n face like o bear with a soreful
head 1" chuckled Bob Cherry. * You can
impartfully cenfide the terrific secret-
{ulpess to your ridiculous palal™

Hurree Jamsot Ham Singh shook his
head.

“The excuselulness is great,” he aaid
gpologetically. “But in ths present
dubious and problematic frame of mind
I should like to meander ﬂiﬂ-ﬂﬂflil]:r':"

And Hurgge Jamset Ram Bingh pro-
ceeded fo meander alonefully, leaving
his chumes staring after him in dismay
and coneerh.

“Whaet an ecarth’s the matter with
him1” sald Bob Cherry biankly.

“Must bé pomething!” Johnny Bull

ely remarked. )
“S¥harton wrinkied his hrews.

“There's something up, that's a7
cert ™ he sald. . “ Bomething or some-
l:n:hily Iz troubling Inky. He ought to
tell us.”

“ Halla, you fellows!” Wibley of the
Remove came up. “'I've been hunting
for you. Don't you know it's time for
rehearsal i

“(Oh, bother rehearsal!™

“Thinking of focter?” asked Wibley
sarcasticaily. * Got no time for amateur
theatricals—what? Look here, if you
fellows don’t buck up, I'll cut you out
of the cast of the "Pearl of Indin’!
After Fve taken the trouble to write the
whole dushed play, and get all the things
for making up as a rajah, T can't even
get you to turn out for relcarsals! Do
vou want mo to give Bunter your bit,
Wharton 7™

“Ql, rats! Ilave you noticed any-
thing up with Ioky1" asked Harry.

“¥ea: he's a silly ass!” said Wibley
warmly. “I told him the rehearsal was
for six, and the chump said the rehears-
fulnesz could be blowed! Nice set of
actors T've got, I must say! TIf it
wasn't for his complexion I'd cut Inky
out of the cazt! Toolk here, never mimd
Inkv! Come on!™

“'0Oh, bother!™ gaid Bob Cherry crossly,

| about

“Inky scems to be dewn on his luck, and
he wan't say why "

“Bless Inky !™ growled Wiblay. * Inky
can%’a antl ent coke 1"

"“"Why, you ass—"

“I'm {ed wp with Inky! I'm thinking

the rohearsel!” said Wibley.

“Inky be blowed! Lock here—— Oh,
lagﬁ;:, yoir asses!”

e chums of the Bemove collared the
indignant Wibley, and sat him down in
the quad with considerable force. Tha
enthusiastic chief of the Remove
Dramatic Soeciety had tackled them at
the wrong moment. They were worried
about  their chum, and reheareals of

amatenr plavs were far from  their
thoughts.

“Yow!" gasped Wiblev, az he sut
down, *Yocop! Yeu rotters! I'll give
Bunter your part, Wharton! 11l give
Fishy yours, Cherry—— Oh, my hat !”

Dump !

Wibler sat - down - again, and the

juniors left him wmitting, gasping #pas-
modically, Harry Whayton & Co., having
thue disposed of their worrying manager,
walked away fo the Schoal House,
whither Hurree Singh had gone.

The Nabob of Bhanipur had gone up
to his study, No. 13 in the Hemove
assage. Mark Linley ond little Wun
i:l_m;_!;1 the Chinee, were there. Both of
them looked very ourlously st the nebob.
t Nearly all thoe Remove had noticed, that
day, that the usually sunny and cheery
n&gﬁh was down in the deepest dumps.

Mark was about to spesk, but Hurres
Singh's lock was not inviting, end he
wend out of the study.

Littte Wun Lung watched Ink
soms minutes with his sleepy

for
almond

eyes. ‘The nabob, unheeding the litile

Calestial, moved restlessly about the

gtudy. Wun Lung spoke suddenly.
“Hullee S8ingh In tloublet”

The naboh locked at him.

“ Chinee solly1” murmured Wun Lung.
“Tnkee stonee, plaps? Chines lendea
money. "

“The borrowlulness iz not posaible,
when the payfulness would be the un-
eortain problem,” he replied.

“ Allee samee, Chinge lendee,”

“The thankfulness is terrific, my
esteemed friend, but the answer ig in the
esteemed negative!™
. Wun Lung nodded, and said no more.
The daor eponed, and the Co. looked in.

“Coming to the rehecarsal, Inky?™
asked Wharton.

“I do not feel inclinefully fit for re-
hearsefulness,"

“Wan't  you el the
trouble?™

“The disinclinefulness i1s great!”

“Fathead!” said Bob Cherry politely.

And the chuma of the Remove went
along to the box-room for the rchearsal

us  what's

of the “Pearl of India,” the great
ariginal Eastern drama written by

William Wibley of the Remove; and
Hurrer Jamset Ram Singh was left to his
trouble—whatever it was.




Every Monday.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Jam Wanted !

L1 H, you've come!" said Wibley
0 sarcastically,
“t*Here we ars, here we are,
here we are again !’ sang Bob
Cherry.
“For goodness’ sake den't kick up a
row here, Cherry i
“You silly ass!
Bob indignan d:' . et
“It sounded more like an air-raid
warning to mel” :
“Look here, Wibley, if you want a

thick ear——"
inharl;}ented Peter Todd.

“Order ! )
“Thick eara are off, though thick heads
We've come

scemn #a plentiful as ever.
liere for & rehearsal, not a d-ﬁ-ﬁ ht 1"

“Where's Inky?"” demanded Wibley.

“ Ha-can’t come,” Wharton explained.

Wibley gave z snort.

“(an't come! Why, the silly chump?
If he's not going to rehearse, I'll put in
somebody else as the Jam of Jubjub.”

1 any, you fellows—"

“Oh, clear off, Bunter!”

Inatead of ciﬁarmg off, Billy Bunter
rolled in, ] 1

“ T.00k here, Wibley, if Inky's alacking,
you'll want a chap to take the Jam's part
in the play. ou've said so yourself.
Well, I'm your man.” _

“Ha, ha, ha|'" roared the Dramatic
Socicty, and even Wibley grinned, cross
as ho was.

The Indian prines in the play waa sup-
posed to be s young, handsome fellow
with a noble presence. Hurree Singh,
with some artistic touches to moke him
look older, filled the part very well—hia
beautiful complexion heing ready-made,
g0 to speak. But tho fattest junior at
Groyfriare was not exactly suited for the
part. . A

Billy Bunter ULlinked indignantly
through his big epectacles at the hilarious

cOMpAany.

. E?:oﬂ here, you fellows, F'm blessed
if T can aee anything to cackle at! You
want & fellow auited for the part—'tain’t
everybody who can pi%’ a prince.  You
want a chap with a figure—a presenceo

“Ha, ha, ha™

“ A fellow who's something to look at
on the stage,” urged Bunter., “Inky
atanding out will really be a benefit to

I was singing!" said

the cast—it givea yod a nep of im-
proving it, Wib, is may mean thnt
the play will be a auceess—and you know
what it's likely to be without me.”

“ Roll that barrel out, somebody 1™ said
Wibley. .

i1 aay, you fellows—" '

“Diey up, DBunter!"” urged Squilf.
“You've dFt;ne vour funny turn. Now
take & back seat.”

“ Look here, Field—"

wiff took Bunter by cne fat ear and
led him to the door. i‘le deposited him
outsida, and closed the door.

“Mow let'a get on,” he remarked.

“Can't got on without the Jam," anid
Wibley decidedly. *If Inky ien't going
m’lu take the role, I must fix on somebody
elep

“*Nobody elee will do it as well as
Inky," urged Wharton.

“ Bat Inky's keaping out,” 1

- “He will come up to time all right.
He's a bit worried now—"

“Blow his worries! I'm worried,
too!" snapped the stage-maeager. " I've
got to coach a lot of goats into actin
without making aeses of themselves.
ean't have the show mucked up because
Inky's worried.”

“ But—"

“1'1l go and talk to Inky,"” growled
Wibley. * ¥You fellows can get on mug-
ging up your lines—you can do with it,”

\’Eih ey, in ‘a state of great wrath,
duitted the box-room, and horried to

“the limelight. ..
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Etud; No. 13, It was really too bad, from
Wib's point of view., Wib was a good-
natured fellow, and he liked Hurree

Hingh, ae most follows did. But there
wore limits, Inky's private troubles
couldn’t be allowed to muck up the
greatest performance cver planned by
the Remove Dramatic Society, The
“Pearl of India,” written by William
Wibley, was a corker; and the “ Pearl of
India ™ had got to be a sucoess.

Wibley kicked open the door of No. 13,
and marched in with a atormy face.

Hurrce Jamact Ram Singh was moving
restlessly about the study, with a grim
and gloomy brow. He glanced at Wibley
with some annoyance. Iis reflections
were apparently unpleasant; but he did
not like the interruption.

“ Rehearsal ™ bawled Wibley.

“(h, bother!™

" Are you coming ?"’

ik 1

“Look here, Inky, this won't do!”

“The ratiulneas 1a terrific I

“*You silly asa ' howled Wibley. “ You
— 0 _iahherw-;mk—:mu burhling bander-
snatch ! IF you don't come to reheavsal,
I shall cut you out of the cast !"

“My esteemed and fat-headed chum, I
do not feel equal to the ludicrous actful.
ness, Perhapsfully 1t would be better to
leave me out of the ridiculous cast, I
offer you the resignfulness.

Wibley anorted.

It was really very trying.

. Hurree Singh's rich complexion was
gonerslly a bar to his taking a prominent
role in the Remove |
oceasion Wibley had been able to give
him a fat part for once., It was too
pxasperating to have the fat part thrown
bacl at him like thia,

The excited stage-manager shook his
fist at the nabob.

“You ailly ass—after I've faicly wribtten
the play round you!" he hooted. * Why
vou got as big a part as the Jam as
do se the rajah ! ou're the noble voung
prince backing up the British Empire,
and I'm only a wicked old rajsh under
Hun infleence. You kill me in the last
act, to cheers. You get more than half
And now you want to
resign!  What's the matter with you,
you fathead 7

“THe worryfulneas on my estecmed
mind is great.”

“Chuock it off, then !" .

“The chuckfulness ia not possible,™

“Look here, Inky, If you resign now,
it'aa go. Do you mean 1t? I warn you
that I ghall Al your place.”

* All sereneful.”

*“(h, rata!”

Wihfajr departed, elamming the study
door after him with a terrific slam. e
returned to the box-room with a height-
ened colour,

“Inky coming?" asked Rake.

“"Tnk$'s resigned s part!"” enorted

Wibley.

“Resigned!"” exclaimed Wharton &
Co., witﬁ one voice,

“Yes, the asa! Yes, the chump!
Nice fix it leaves mo in! Who's going
to fll the part I've written round him 3"

hooted Wibley. “I could take it myself,
but I'm the rajah. I've got to find some-
body elas! Yah!™

#“Well, there's lots of chaps,” said
Vernon-8mith. “T'll take the part my-
self if you like,"

“Thanka! I den't want to play 2
prince who smokes cigarettes and invites
paople to games of banker!” growled
Wibley.

Vernon-3mith flushed. )

“Oh, deaw it mild, Wib!" said Harry
Wharton sharply. . .

“Oh, rata! Anyway, Smithy i a
jemindar, and he c¢an't be a

and & Jam, too!” gro

“Beaides, I want a real nigger.

1emIn

ibley.

plays. ~ On this

growled.

One Penny. 3

Why couldn't there be another nigger a
Greyfriars, blow it? I supposs Bt. Jim'a
s too far off for me to borrow théir
nigger '

“Ha, ha! A littls bit!™

“Thers's an Indian at Redtlyfe, " said
Frank Nugent. " He's & friend of Hurrea
Singh's, too, He might take it on. Bed-
¢lytie’s not a0 very far.”

Wibley brightened up. 1

“Good {'.'EF ' I never thought of kim,
What's the fellow’s name ™

“RKuri Din."

“¥ea, that's it—Kurni Din,
you chapa know him*"”

“Haven't seen the chap.”™

“Well, T can bike over and jaw In
him,” said Wibley. * Ile's bound to- be
complimented by being asked to take a
ga.rt, I'll look him ever, and see whether

L)

Any of

can act. If he can, he'll fill the Lill
It's a jolly good idea! Now, lot's get on
with tie reheareal. That stool 13 the
prinee, for this rehearsal.”

s giaat 'ha !" 'h o

= up, you chumpe !

The ?:ch]:mf = pla:.-ﬁ uf, and thoy
got through the * Pearl of India " with

more or less success, Wibley sasuming the
stage-maneger’s privilege of slanging
them all the time. Wibley himaclf, aa
the rajah, was cortainly the best of the
bunch.  When Wib had his war-paint
on he was quite 1 ible to recogniae
as a Remove fellow. He lived and moved
and breathed his part

Harry Wharton had formetly bgen
head of the junior drametic society, but
he had cheerfully resigned that dis-
tinguished post to Wibley when Wib
came to Greyiviara. He freely admitted
that Wib could play his head off, and
could manage a3 company in a far mora
ivrﬂfemiﬂnn'l MANNEAT. And cortainly
Vibley had brought the junior actors up
to a great pitch of excellence.

When the rehearsal ended Wib con-
descended to tell his company that they
had done fairly weli. Which was praise
indeed from Wibley.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hurres Singh Has Another Engagement !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
tam:derahl}g exercised in ther

minds the following day.

"It was not the latest effort of
the Hemove Dramatic Society that
troubled them, however. Theay ware
thinking of Hurree Singh.

The nabob waa in trouble of some sort.

It was not opparently a trouble that he
could confide to his chuma, and that was
one of the most puzeling civcumstances.

What the troublo could be was a
mystery. It could searcely be a money
trouble, for Inky had a hendsome allow-
ance, Besides, hia chums were quilo
preparcd  to  place  their financinl
resources at his disposal if he said o
word. But he did not sdy a word,

Inky had no vices. Fellowe like
Skinner and Snoop somehimes landed
themselvea indo trouble threngh thair
shady pursuits, ' Tho Bounder, in hia
wild days, had often had trouble enough
in that line. -But IIurrec Singh was not
a fellow of that gort. Ib was mopossiblo
tp suppose that ho was in a bother
through desling with a8 bookmaker, as
Smithy had been. :

The nabob had becorne more quict and
reserved, and he had- fallen into & way
of ‘aveiding his chums, partly because ho
did not want to throw a cloud over their
choerfulness, and partly because he did
not want to be questionod. _

His chums were puzzled and worried.

It was a hali-hohday that afternoon,
and a cloar, cold day. Harry Wharton
& Co. turned out to footer practice, but
the dusky nabob declined to join them.,
Tre Maguer Liszany.— No, 516,
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He did not feel inclined, he explained,
for the football gamelulness. !
When the practice was over, the Co.
intended to bike over to Cliff IHouse to
ten with Marjorie Hazeldens and her
friends. Inky was to bo a member of
the party. Harry Wharton ran down
-under the lenfless elms in the guad-
rangle, and clapped him on the shoulder.
«Pime ! ho said. 7
The nabob looked at him inquiringly.
“Clif House, you know,” sl
Harry. “You're coming?” _
Inky eoloured under his dusky skimn,
“The forgetfulness was great!" he
murmured. :
“Well, now I've reminded wou,

EL)

satdl

Harrg. “ Come and ge% out your JgEer,
old ¢ L ) )
"I—.le not coming to Clf House,

my cateemed chum.”

“Marjorie will mis you, Inky.”

“The sorrewiuiness in great!”

“Look here, Inky!” said Wharion
geriously. “This won't do! You can't
keep thiz up! VYou've resigned your
part in the play. I suppose you'll be
standing out of the footer next? You've
got to buck up, yeu know '

The nabob did not reply.

“Look hera! “Why can't you come
over to OClif House?"” oxclaimed
Wharton.

“1 have another engagefulnosa.”

“You'ra engaged to mooch about the
quad with your hands in your puckets !
exclaimed . Wharton.

“] am poing outfully.”

Wharton looked at him sharply. Inky
did not volunteer the information where
he was going.. g

“Well, I've no right to ask yom
guestions if you don't choose to answer !
iaid“Hurrj-, somewhat tartly. “Geod-

va I

He joined his chums, end they wheeled
ont their machines. -

“Inkv'a not coming?" asked Hazel-
dene, who was in the pariy.

“No. He's off somewhere,”

“Ho stms joily queer lately.”

“Yea, ho does,™ 2

“The duffer I'" paid Hazel. “Marjorie
wants to ses him. Ilo was tcaching her
gome Indisn words for her part in the
play, That will have to be cut out now,
m:u:f it would have heen effcotive,”
“Can't be helped I

Thoe five jumicrs wheeled out their
machines, Wibley was in the bike-shed
mending & puncture. His visit to Red.

clyfie Bchool was to eqgme ofi that after-
noott. Harry Wharton & Co. mounted
in the road, and pedalled away down the
lane. They wers not quite so cheerful
as usual.

Hurree Singh's wmysterious  conduct
wotphed on their mindas somewhnt.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! There's Inky !
exclaimed Bob Cherry, looking beck from
the top of the hilly aseent some distance
from the schogl.

The juniors locked round.

Hurree Singh, on his bicyelo, was o
view on the lower road, and as they
rlanced fowards him ho turned into

delyfle Lane, )

“*And there's Wib ! said Nugeont.

Wibley came pedalling up from the
divection of Greyfriars, and he, too,
turned into the Redelyffe Lone.

harton started a littho.

“Ia Inky going to Redelyfie?’ he
ejnculated.

““Might be, He knows a chap there,”
remmacked Johuny Bull,

Wharton waz very thoughtful as he
rode on. e wondered, now, whether
Inky’s mysterious trouble was connected
with the Indian junior at Redelyffe. He
did not know Kuri Din, but he knew
thet Kuri Din ‘was a rather reekless
young hounder, who had called on
Hurreo Bingh once befors to shoulder
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the troubles be had brought wupon
himself.

Wharton wondered, but he dismissed
the matter from bhis mind as the janiors
arrrved at Cliff IHouse. They met three
Highcliffe fellows there—Derwent and
Tunstall and Merton—and they met them
quite amicebly. Marjorie and Phyllis
and Miss Clara and Philippa Derwent

avn them a che gmetinﬁ; and at tea
in the school-room Harry Wharton & Co,
were quito cheery.  Dut they did not
guite forget Hurree Singh. and Wharton
wondered eeveral times what the Nabob
of Bhanipur was downg at Redclyffe.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Radelyfle !
ING-TING-LING ! _
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
looked back 88 A bieyele-bell
sounded loudly” behind him on
the Redelyffa Road. E\Yihlﬂg WaS coming
on behind at & good & ; .
He slacked down as be came level with
the nabob.
“Iailo, Inky "
“Hallo, my esteemed Wik I

“Going to Redelyfie ! asked Wibley.

Hurree Jamset ffam Singh hesitated
before replying; but the cheerful
Wibley ran on without waiting for &
ruF'E:.r.

‘If you are, we'll ride together, my
mfant. I'm going there.™

“You are going to Redelyffce?™
ejacnlated the nabbdb,

“You bet !

“Oh! I--I was not awarefnl that you
had esteemed Irtends at Redelyfe,”

"I haven't,” said Wibley cheerfully.
“Don't know & soul there, excepting the

chaps ['ve happencd to ses st the
matches, 1 don’t know them, for that
matier,™

“Yet you are visiting them 7"

“Not at all. I'm visiting vour stove-
polish gal, Kvrni Din.”

Hurrce hingh started.

“But-—~but you de not know Kuri
Din ¥ he exclaimed.

“ Not & bit.” -
. " Then—then whe—"

T %ﬂinf to introduce myself,” ex-
plained Wibley, “I'm going to offer
vour place in the cast to Kurr Iiin, if he

likes to take ik, I want the genuing

article, you kwnow, and it must be a

nigger-—excuse me, I mean Indian !
urres Singh looked troubled.

“Get a move on !’ continued Wibley.
“1'd like your company, but I've got to
i_:-etqhan!-: to tea. What are you slacking
ar ! ¥l

“T do not feecl inelined for the road-
racefniness, my estcemed Wih™

“Then I'll leave you behind., Ta-ta !

Wikley drove at his pedals, and shot
shead.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed
him more slowly, with his brows knitted,
Faor some reason, he did not scem
pleased the iden of the Greyfriara
Jjunior visiting Kuri Din at Redelyffe..

Wihley, who was thinking of nothing
bui his theatricals, did not even notice
that the nabob wuas disthurbed. He
pedalled on rapidly, and Hurree Singh
gnon lost sight of him.

It was rather & long spin to Redcelyfie,
but Wibley covered it 1n d style, and
he came up to the school gates with a
rush.

" He jumped off his bike, left it ab the
porter's lodge, and went in.

Fane, the junior skipper of Redelyfio,
was in the Close, and Wibley walked
towarda him. He knew Fane elightly,
Fano generally skippered the Redelyffe
team in the junior matches with Grey-

friars. Fane nodded to him, :
“Good-afternoon]®  eid  Wibley
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cheerfully. “You've got a chap here
named Kuri Din, haven't you?”
“That's so; in my Form,
“] want to see him, Is he spnywhers
about ?" .
Fane looked at him rather curiously,
“You're the chap he's expecting
afterncon, I suppose ¥ he aaid.
“J don’t think I ecan he,” smiled
Wibley. “He doesn’t know me.”
“RBut you're from Greyfriars?™

“Oh, yes!"'

“He's expecting o chap from Eﬁg-
friurs,” swid the Redclyffe Fourth-
Former, ~ “"He's been gmmmg about
tho chap being late, and ‘I heard him.
Look here, \ ih].&;f——- I think your
name's Wibley-——"

“You've got 1t!" "

“Well, I don’t want to be persomal,”™
said Fane, in a gquiet, deliberate way,
“hut if you've como over here for any-
thing shady, it would be better for all
mmem:ed for you to get on your bike
again !’

ibley stared at him blenkly,

“Vou checky ass!” he exclaimed.
“What do you meanf Do 1 lock
shady "’

“Not ai all. But I don’t see what
you've got to do with Kuri Din if you're
nuﬁ"’maaid }Eﬂaﬁx&dnly.

1D)ey W .

“Oh, jmy hat! Ta that the kind of
merchant he is?" he ejaculated.

“ He's not a bad sort, in his way, but
he's a howling ass, and under anybody’s
thumb who chooses to put him there, 1
don’t mind telling you that we ragged a
chap from Highchffe the other day~—chap
named Ponsonby—who cama to seo Kuri
Din. They got playing banker for quids
behind the chapel, and that’'s not good
-enough for Renl::?yﬁa, Wa licked Kuri
Din with & cricket-stump, and.ran Fon-
sonby out on his neck.™

“0h, my het!” said Wibley. “ Well,
| serve him right ! But do I look as of I've
come to play banker with your tame
blackguard, you ass?”

“] was only giving you =& fip,” said
Fane coolly. “ Kuri Din doesn’t seem fo
know what's expected of a chap in this
schouol, and we're teaching him. No
Foffence, you know; simply a friendly
tip.”

“I've come fo talk amateur theatrizals
with him 1" growled Wibley.

“0Oh, all right! No harm in that.
 You'll find him by the fountain yonder,
deep in the blues. I fancy bis gec-gecs
have been coming in eleventh, to judge
by lis phizog."”

“Blow him!" grunted Wibley. " He
won't be of much use to me if that's tho
sort of dummy he is. But I may as well
speak to him as I've come over,”

He hurried towards the founlain, and
found a dusky junior seated there on a
bench, The Indian junior had his hande
driven deep into his pockets, and a deep
frown on his brow. Heo was watching
the gates as if in oxpectation of en
arrival. Bui Wibley’s arrival was not
what he expected, for he had made no
movement when the Removite came in.

He glanced up in a surly way as
Wibley stopped before him,

“Kuari Din?" asked Wibley.

The Indian nodded.

“Tyve come over to spe you., My
name’s Wikley., I'm in the Remove at
Grevinars,”

Kuri Din started.

“Oh! I understand! You know
Hurres Singh, He's a friend of yours,
I suppose § ™

“Yes, certainly!”

“Hood!"” seaid Kuri Din, in.a d4one of
relief.

Wibley was puzzled.  Ha did not see
what hia friendship with Hurree Singh

had to do with the matter,
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“Well I've coma over specially to see
you, Kuri Din,” he began. *I—"

Kuri Din jumped up

“Hush! We can't
to my study "

“Why can't we talk here "

“Hush! The fellows will hear ™ mut-
tered Kuri Din.,  * Come with me!”

Ho started for the School House as he
spoke, and Wibley followed him, 100 a
stote of great astonishment. Wibley had
no objection to all Redclyffle hearing
what he had fo say to Kuri Din.,

However, ho followed the Indian _into
the house and up the staircase. Kuri
Din did not speak at once, but he seemed
in a state of almost feverish excitement.

He threw open a door,

“This 15 my study,” he said.

”But,h'[ say——" .

"o in—go in!" exclaimed Kuri Din
hastily, as one or twe fellows in the pas-
sage glanced at thom,

Wibkley entered tha study, more
amazed than ever, and Kuri Din followed
him in and closed the door.  Then Le
turned cagerly to the Gresfriars junior.

“¥You've got it?" he exclaimed.

Y Got it ' repeated Wibley, wondering

talk here, Come

whether the excited Asiatic waa guite in

his right mind.

“Yes, yes'! CGive it to me! You've
got the fifteen pounds, surely *"

“Fif-f-filteen  pounds!™ sinttered
Wibley.

“Yes, yes—aquick """ Then the Indian's
expression changed. “Oh! Do sou
mean to say you have nob got it 7

Wibley only gasped. He couldn't do
anything ¢lse,

L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Very Peculiar Interview !

IBLEY fairly blinked at the Red-
elyffo fellow.

He was némrf?ct stranger to
Kuri Din. ¢ had come therc
to make his acquaintance, ancd talk
amatenr theatrieals with him. And Kuri
Did had tsken him mysteriously to his
study, and fired at him, as it were, a
audden demand for fiftecen pounds!  Fif-
teen pence was ncarer the actual fgure
of William Wibley's financial rezources,
as 4 matier of fact. He blinked at the
dusky Junior, quite taken off his balance,
Kuri Din  was watching hiz  Trec
eagerly, and with evident disappoint-
ment and chagrin,

“You haven't got it?" he muttersd,
“You haven't got it, after all? Ok 1"

“Did—did you say fifteen pounds?”
stnttered Wibler at last,

“¥es, vos! That is the amount !

“Are you potty ¥

“What "

“IF you're not potty, what the moerrey
dickens are vou driving at?” exelaimed
Wibley, “ Do you think I'm the Bank of
England paying vou a visig ?"

“You are from Grevfriars——"

“It's not a Greviriars custom to carry
fifteen pounds about to give to anybody
who asks for it, that I know of."

= How much have you 7™

“Wha-a-at?"

“PDon't you understand
snapped Kuri Din,
have you *"

“Eh? About a bol or eighteen-
FHILC LT E.H,.HI}EL:I. 1||]I'1h}1_':'!'. aﬂiﬂundﬂd-

Kuri Din made a furious gesture.

“ A shiling--cightecnpence '™ he ex-
claimed. " Are you outl of your =senses?
What 1a the use of that to me?"

“Tlessed if T know ! Dut T know I'm
keeping 1t in my trousers-pocket!" saud
Wibley. “I know it's going to stay
there ! What the thunder do you mean
Ly asking me for money T

FKuri 1Mn stared at him.

“You have brought me no money ¥

Engliah*"
“ How much money
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“0Of coursa 1 haven't!™ shouted
Wibley.

“Then why have you come '

“My hat! I've comé to tell you about
a plrn;;.* we're getting wp at Greyfriars

“A—a—a play?”

“¥Yes; the Remove Dramatic Society,

vou know,” said Wibiey more cordially,

now he was on his favourite subject. -

“We're getiing up a ripping play, the
fTearl of Ingia.,' and Inky—I mean
Hurreo Singh—was going to take a
part-—-"

“0Oh, nonsense--nonsense '™

“YWhat? 1It's jolly well not non-
senae ! exclaimed Wibley  warmly.
“Hurceo Singh has resigned his part,
and I was thinking of offering it te vou,
if you can nct, ang would care to attend
rehearsals.™

W hat 7

“1t's & bit difficult ot such a distance,”
gald Wiblew., “But I'd bike over hero
to give you coaching, and so on, and
vou ¢ould bike over to (Grexfriars for the
rchearsals, That's fair!”

One Penny. &

“MNo meslsage " exclaimed Kuri Din.

“ertainly not !™

#Then why have you come, if yon
have not brought the money, or a nes.
sage from Hurree Bingh?” exclaimed
Euri Din.

Wibley understood at last. He wonlid
have understood before if his mind had
not been filled with his own busincss to
the exclusion of evervthing clse,

“YWhy, you pank-eyed rabbit ! he ox-
claimed.  “Js that what's the matter
with poor old Inky? You've been stich.
ing him for money, you toad, to speil
on your dashed gamea of banker with
Ponsonby ! ¥You rotter!™

“Why did you come here, then?®”
shouted WWori Thin, ** Why have you comse
to see me, i wou have not como from
ITureeo Singht”

Wibley grinned.  Kuri Din's mistake
had beenr a natural one. MHe had becn
expeeting Hurree Singh, and as a Grey-
friars jJunior whom he did not know, o
friend of Inky's, had come over specialiy
to 500 him, he had concluded that ik wna
a messenger from the nabob.

Wibley on the war-path !

(See Chapter 5.) |

“ Are you out of your senses T

Wibley snorted. It was not a polite
question.,

“If that means that you don't like the
wen, you can say so, I suppose " he ox-
claimed tartiy.  “The role won't go
herging. I'd rather have an Indian for
it, if ho can act. Dut there's lots of fol.
lows to take it on.  And I showidn’t give
it to you, either, unless you can fill the
bill.  You can bet on that! I should
want to see vou do seme aecting brst,
under my oye, to see how you shape
Huve  you  done any  amatour
theatricals ¥’

Wuri Din was not even listening.

e strode abouwt the stady  with angry,
excited gestures, and finally turned to
the Greviviars junior again.

“Neousense, nonsense!  You did net
come here to talk this foolishness to me,
I suppose?  What message dul Hurrce
Singh send, if he has no money "

“ Hurree Singh?”

“Yea, ves, I supnose he has sent a
mesagre

“*Not by me!”

“Oh, I catch on, my pippin!" said

Wibley, =T paﬂaﬂdblnky on the wav
here. 2o he's coming to zeo you, T
suppose I

uri Din's dusky face lighted up.

“Oh, he is coming ! Goed 1™

“INot so jelly good!” grinned Wibley.
“T'Il bet you nimepence to fourpence that
Inky hasn't got the money: that’s why
he's been so down in the month. T
jolly well hope he hasn't—I know that'”

“Ohk, you are a fool! Why did you
come here?"”

“Tve told vou why T came here ™

“(th, fool, fool! 1o talk nonsenze to
me about childish games——"

Wibley Fairly brstled with wrath,

“Yon confounded, cheeky, sneaking,
gambling, rabbit-faced  waster!™ lie
shouted,  *"Childish gamea! My hat!
Why, I wouldo't give you a part in my
ay now if you begged for it on your
nees! I wouldn't have you found dead
in my cast, vou apology for a bunny
rabi:!it! You sneaking, pambling toad
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“Oh, hold your tongue, and get out!™

ped Kuri Din. :
m;:@!h] wasg crimson with anger. His
visit to Redelyfle could not be called a
gnccess in any way.

Kuri Din, angry and contemptuous,
threw open the door.

“You have deceived me!” he ex-
claimed. * You pretended you came from
Hurree Singh, and I supposed——"

“I didn't deceive you—you- deceived
yourself, you blackguardly worm!”
shouted Wibley. *“I thought you were
a decent chap, or 1 wouldn’t have come!
You're a roiten gambler, sponging on
a fellow whose boots you're not fit to
black—that's whet you are, you inky-
faced worm!"

Kuri Din clenched his handg, and raised
it. He didn't have time to wuse it
Wibler's Gst landed on his nose, and he
went kwnrds.

The Oriental collapzed on the study
carpet with a yell, and Wibley, in tower-
ing wreth, fairly danced round him.

“Get up, you rvotier! Get up, yon
worm ! I’E lick you till you can't crawl,
you apology for a poleeat! Childish
games—eh i I'll give you childish games!
Not quite 8o childish as banker, you

sneaking cad! Get gp, and have some
more [
“Ow! Ohl AhI"

o (:{at up, yvou crawling jabberwock

“My esteemed Wibley "

Wibley spun round fowards the door.
Hurree Jameet Singh had arrived. The
nahob hmkgd inta the stody in amaze-
ment and dismay. i

“Hallo, Inkyl” said Wib, ceasing his
warlike demonstrations all of & sudden.

““What iz the matterfulnessl” ¥

“The matter is that your friend Kur:
Din is a beastly blackguerd, and you'd
better let him alone, apd come back io
Greyfriars with me " said Wibley. “He
wants to stick you for fifteen quid, to
play banker with Ponsonby of High-
cliffe. Leave him alone, and come back
with me, Inkyl” .

Hurree Singh shook his head.

“Oh, you're & eilly ass!” snorted
Wibley. .

He strode out of the study, Ieavej_:}lg
Hurree Singh picking up his queer fri
from the carpel. With a wrathful brow
Wibley strode to hig kicyele. and
mounted, and pedalled away from Red-
clyffe,

He had bad a long ride for nothing,
and hkis only consclation was that he had
punched Kuri Din’s nose, And he was
really comforted by the reflection that he
had punched it hard.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Explains !
i ALLD, hallo, hallo!®
Harry Whaerton & Co. were
pedalling home from Chff
House in the dusk when they
came on Wibley of the Bemove. Wibley
had dismounted at the cross-roads to light
his lampa. )

He looked round at the cyclists.

“"Hallo, you chaps! Slow down, and
I'll come a ong with you.”

“ Right-ho V'’

Wibley joined the bunch of cychists
on the road. They all wanted to know
how he had fared m his quest of 2 new
recruit for the " Pearl of India ™ cast.

“How did you get on with Inky's
fricnd ?" asked Wharton.

Wibley grunted.

“Rotten 1"

“Isn't he taking it on?" grinned Bob
Cherry. .

“No fear! He didn't want to, for one

THE Maicrer LipmaBy.—No, 516.

thing, Ile calls amateur threatricals a
-ghilgiah game!” smid Wibley, breathing

rd.

i Ha, ha, ha!™

“1 don't see anything to cackle at! T
call it rotten cheek!™

8o it ia" said Nuﬁ‘fnﬁ_ laughing.
“Then he won't do for the Jam?
“1 wouldn’t have him at any price,
L anyway ! He's a rotter 1"

“Because he doesn't care for theatri-
cals 77 asked Johnny Bull, with a chuckle.

“No, mas! Recanse he’s a sneaking
cad. I'm jolly glad I punched his
noge 1"

*You punched Euri Din's nose? ox-
claimed Hazeldene.

. " Yes [ ded”

“What on earth for? exclaimed

Nugent.

“ Because he asked for 141"

“Tlash it all, you ncedn't have gone
over there for & row with a Irinnﬁ of
Inky's1”? said Johnny Bull grufily,

*Prectoua friend for Inpf;ys” snorted
Wibley. “If Inky were my pal, as he
is yours, I'd keep him.away from that
rotten cad, if T had to take him by the
seruff of the neck!”

hardly

“Inky never sces him, or

ever,” snid Frank MNugent,

“Rot! He's there now.”

“(h! Bo old Inky was going to Red-
felvife, after all? said Harry.

“Yes, the asst”

Wikley was about to say more, but he
checked himself. He intended fo
acguaint Inky's chums with the matter,
but he did not want to talk before Hazel-
dene. He did not speak again il the
juniore arrived at dreyiriars.

Hazeldene went into the Common-
room and the Co. up to the Remove-

e. Wibley followed the Co.
Fﬂf‘ﬁu’t trot off,

éfﬂ-‘l.l chaps,” he said,
as Bob Cherry an

Johrny Bull were
going on to their own-studies.
to speak to you.”
“(th, give us a rest about rehearsals!”
said Johnny Bull, " There's such a thing
uﬂglethng fed up, Wib1”

t imm't rehearsals this time, fat-
head 1"
“Then what iz it1"
T Irlk;'r"- ]
“Come mto the study,” ssid Wharton
quietly.

The four chums and Wibley went into
Study No. 1, and Wharton shut the
door.

" Now go shead, Wib!” satd the eap-
tain of the Remove. “1 can see that

something’s happened over at Red-
-:_:':IE‘I:F@.“
Wibley nodded™

“1 think I ought to tell you chaps, aa
yow're Inky's pals,” he said. "I don't
see standing by while a sneaking cad
lands Inky mto a heap of troubles ™

YOht" =ald Johnny Bull.

“1 know that Kuri Din was in some
shady sort of mess belore,” said Whar-
ton. *He worned Inky to help lnm out.
You remember Skinner saw the chap at
the Cross Keys one day. That's the kind
of fellow he is, I'm afraid. I can sece
now what Inky's been worrying about™

“Kuri Din, of course,” said Bob, with
a nod. “I never thonght of the fellow:
but I can see it réuw. i

“Money wanted, I seppose ™ unted
Johnny Bull, ’ wp BT

“Tell ns all about it, Wib.
bound tol'”

“I think I'd better,” saxl Wibley.
“Inky's got to be got away from that
shady 4::::15; Then he'll come round and
fay up all right in the * Pearl of India,’
? hopg—-"

Eﬂ:-t.hz:r the ‘FPearl of India’!” eaid
Johnny Buoll testily. *“What about

You're

Ad

Inki?
“ Look here, Bull—-"

“I want |
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“GEet on, old chap!™ said Wharton.

Wibley bestowed a sniff on Johnny
Bull, and told his story. The four chums
listened with expressive looks to his
deseription of hia meeting with Kurt Din,
and what had transpired.

Johnny Bull made the first comment.

“I'm glad you punched hiz nose!™ he
remarked,

-"“Yesz, that's all to the good!” agreed
Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“We might really have guessed this,™
he said. " Fifteen quid, by Jove! What
on ezrth hes he been doing, to want =uch
a sum as thag?”

“Betting, of coursze.” 3

“He can't gwe g0 much as that,” said
L Harry, “If it's Ponsonby and banker,
Pon wouldn’t play him on 1 O U's to
that extent. Looks to me as if it 1sn't &
debt at all, but money wanted to play
with.”

“The rotter!™

“No wonder Inky was upset. The ead
cleared him out of money before,” aaid
Harry, frowning., " Blessed if 1 kn_crw
why he sticks to him. He can’t like him.
Inky's too jolly soft and good-natured,
and the rotter takes advantage of it!"

There was a snort from Johonny Bull.

“Inky's a silly gse? If he hands that
hound fifteen pounds, I'll jﬂlif well tell
him what I think of him P

“"Ha can't. He hasn’t got it, or any-
thing Like it!™ :

“ Ha's been a bit hard up lately ™ said
Bob Cherry reflectively. “I fancy I can
guess whero the money went now.”

“Well, that's how the matter stands,™
gaid Wibley. “I1 thought you fellows
ought to know. That lesch ia simply
bleeding Inky for money, and spending
it in gambling. You feliows ought to
be able to put a stop to ib!”

“ We'll jolty well try.”

“ And if Inky chucks this rot off hie
mind he can take up his part sgain in
the play,” said Wibley. c “ Pear] of
India " was evidently the uppermost suli-
ject in William Wikley's mind. * We
want that play to be a sucepss, and to
knoek out Temple's rotten Fourth Form
plays——" )

““Oh, bother the * Pearl of India *!”
said Hob Cherry crossly.

* Toh »*

“Blow the * Pearl of India,’ if you hike
that better !" i

“0Oh, you're a eilly ees!” said Wibley,
and he quitted the study with & spert.

The r_ﬁ'lun]ﬁ of the Remove were left in
a troubled frame of mind,

Hurrce Singh, good-natured and easy-
going  to fault, was evidently heing
victimised by the unscrupulous Kuri Din.
The claims of friendship formed in earl
bovhood in India were being enforced,
and the nabob was being saddled with his
former friend’s troublea,  The juniors
would hot have minded that, if the
troubles had bheen of a different nature.
But for Inky to be called upon continu-
ally to make pood the losses of a reckless
and selfish gambler was not, as they ex-
presacd it, good cnough.

They were tronbled for Inky ; and they
were cxasperated with him, too.  There
was a limit to eney-poang good-nature.

In rather a grim mood they waited
for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to come
in, There was going to be zome plain
talk when he came,

i ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Plain English !

URREL JAMSET RAM SINGH
arrived just in time for calling.
over in Hall,

Thera wae an unguiet expres
sion on hia face as his chums joined him
i the corridor after roll-call,
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He was aware that Wibley must have
talked of the incident at clyfe, and
he was anticipating a somewhat un-
plaasant interview with his frienda.
H“Guma up to the etudy. Inky,” said

arr

reom, my esteemed chum.” N
* We want to speak to you.

“The speech ia silvery, but the
esteemed eilence goes longest to the well,
my worthy chum.”

“Look here, you've got to come ! said
Bob Cherry, taking the nabob's arm.
" Are vou going to walk, or bo carried 7"

“I ghall not enjoy the terrific jawiul-
nees,”’ 5 e

“You're not expected to enjoy ik
grunted Johnny Bull. *You're ]ﬁﬂﬁ'
well going to get it, all the sama!”

" esteomed chume—"" murmured
the nabob.

*Oh, come on 1™ : -

Hurres Singh had very little choice in
the matter. lB-.I
the staireass to the Remove passage, an
Inky had te go.

e wap looking very restive as he was.

taken into Study No. 1

“MNow, look here,
Wharton.

“Tha dry-upfulness of my worthy
friends would be the proper caper," E.u?*
geated the nabob. * I can observefully
seo that the esteemed and idiotic Wibley
has been talking. Tho esteemed Wibisa
cracked pitcher that will gather no moss,
as the English proverb saya.'

“You'ra going to hava it ‘p]ain{" said
Jobnny Bull. “¥our pal Kuri Din is a
gambling blackguard, and you oughin’t
to have anything to do with him !™

The nabob-coloured.

“Kuri Din was my friend in_early
childish daya,” he explainad. *Ho is
somewhat dufferful, but he is fallow with

ood hesrt. T cannot desert him when

a is downful on his luck.

“*How did he get down on his luck ?"

No reply.

“Playing banker with Ponsonby of
High eliffe—what T

“My esteemned chums, the discussful-

Inky—" began

neas is——"

“He's trying to squeezs fifteen pounde
out of you, Inky,” said Harr arton
guietly, *“'This 1a the second time he's
hndej you with Taseally pambling debta,
It's not good enough, old chap.”

“J sannot hand him the estesmed
cash, my dear and ridiculous pals,” said

the nabob, with g look of distresa. * Like-

wisefully, I cannot borrow it, because the
payfulness would be the problematic
douht. DBut somehow I must seca tha
foolish and.-ridiculoua ass through his
troubles.” & o

“ Why should you ?% exclaimed Bob.

“He was my childish friend in India.”

“There's a limil to friendship,” said
Jahnny Bull drily, “The limit comea in
when a chap’s pal doesn't play the
game,” 5

“It is the last time,” glcaded the
nabob,  *Ruri Din has said swearfuily
that there shall be no next time, as the
gabbleful political johnnics express it.”

“Didn't he eay that bhefore?™ asked

“ Ahom !V
[ ;What does ha want the money for,
nky 1"
“ED-: pa{ some osfsemed debis™
“Gambling debts §"
Inky waa eilent.
* Ponsonby, of course®”
1: i_q—-[ I:.h_l}i'.' ].[ﬂ{i[ " ks .
“Now, leok here, Inky," said Whar-
ton. *"We know that Poneonby is .a
ambling rotter, and not- much “better
an a card-sharper, he's won mone
from s ailly ass af cards, he's not entitl
to be paid. Anyway, you're not called
upon to pay him. But I don’t beliove for

"0 much money.

”Ij'rsi'nink 1 will preceed to the Common-

ia chums marched him ug‘
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a single minute that Kari Din owes him
He's trying to get
money cut of you to gamble with, not
to pay debts.”
he nabob started. ]

“Impossible ! he exclaimed.

“How is 1t impossible ¥

“ He would not be so rascalful.”

“Well, I've my own opinicn .
that, Look here, Inky, it won't do—it's
not enough, Let the fellow alone
iill he becomes decent.”

“I have no wish to seek hiz honour-
sbhle and disgusting company. But I
must ses him through his dificulty some-

howfully."
“It'a only a pretended diﬁ'icultf, I
beliave. e knowa vou wouldn't lend

him money to play with, and he’s making
out ﬂl;at 1i:::.5 a debt for that reason.”

“ Wha-at 1"

“Tho ratfulness is terrific !

“T know Pon,” growled Johnny Bull.
“Wasn't he playing the same game with
that asa Hazeldene? He never would
play for wastepaper. I don't believe
Kuri Ilin owes him a 1:ienn:.'; and I don't
believe Kuri Din would care bwopence
about paying him if he did owe him
anything. Pon couldn't enforce it It'e
money .he wants, to keep - on_ his silly
gambling; and he's stuck you for a 1:_~1g
aim this time becauss you parted wit
money 86 easily Iast time .

The junicra nodded. They were quite
of Fohnny's opinion. Ponsonby of High-
cliffe wasn't the fellow to wasta time
collecting I O 1P from & fellow like Kuri
Din, who was evidently hard up.

But the nabok's face set hard.

“¥ou are making out my childish pal
to be tho complete and thorough rascal !
he exclatmed.

* That's what he 18, I think.” assented
Johnny Bull. :

“Then there ia nothing more to be
said I

Hurree Singh walked out of the study,
and closed the door after hum.

The Co. looked at one another in
wrath and dismay. )

“The eilly ass ought to be ]]iﬂHF well
ragged I exclaimed Johnny Bull. “ Why,
it’s as plain aa anﬂhm%{‘that hia precious
fellow-countryman is teking advantage of
hiz eoftness, and simply spoofing him and
robbing him !”

1t looks lika it t0 me," said Wharton.
“ Anyway, Inky ought not to be botherad
with the fellow's gambling’ debis, if they
are debta,” '

““He ought to be stopped,” said Bob.

“Let's go over to  Redelyffe to-
morrow,” suggested Johnny Bull, after
some thought.

“ What good would that do?"

U a could give bhim a jolly good
hiding "

““ That wouldn’t do any good, fathead !”

“ Well, it would be some satisfaction, at
lenst.™

“YWhat sbout Inky?" said Nugent.
“ He's got hiz back up already.”

“0h, bless Inky !”

Tha talk with Inky had not done much

od When the chums mcet m the
E‘gmm:m-mom later there was soma con-
gtraint among them. The unsuspicious
nabob refused to digbrust his fellow-
countryman, and he resented the opinion
hia chums entertained of Wuri Din,

And there was further annoyance for
the Co. the next day. For after meorn-
ing lessona they found & notice on the

;J];{rd in Inky's handwriting. It ran:
“ First-class and fop-hole l|;i1:_|,r er for
zale, Most  extensive cashful offor

accepted gladfully. ﬁ},:pl;.- H. J. R 8.
Study No. 13, Remove.

#“1 say, you fellows, Inky's selling his
bike !" chortled Billy Bunter. “I wan-
der if ha'd take a qguid for t? I'd take

about

1

One Penny. 7

1t off his hands if he would. One of vou
fellowa lend me a guid "

“I guess I could take that bike cff
Inky's hands,” remarked Fieher T. Fish
reflectively, “I could peolish it up into
a new bike for next season, and make a
EEE dollare on that. I gueas I'll tackle
n }r,”

“It's too bad,”™ esid Harry Wharton,
ae the chumns went on their way. “ Inky's
gomng to gell his jigger, and give the
money to that epocfing cad at Red-
clyffe 1™

“He ought to be stopped!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“How can he be stopped "

“Blessed if I know!"”
Johnny.

“The rotter ought to be choked off
somehow,” sfid Bob Cherry. “Why,
thero'll be no ond to thia! I know he
stuck Inky for about ten quid last time.
Now he's raised it to fifteen—not because
be needs it, but because Inky's soft. 1
shouldn't wonder if he's laughing at Inky
in his sleava all the time !

Wharton made a gesture of cxaspera-

tion.

“We're not gnin% to spe old Xuky
worried and done like this!™ he ox-
claimed. * Why, it's fairly turning his
haiv grey! He's thinking about nothin
wlee but raising money to help that cad.

Inky can't look after himself, it's up
to us, as his pals, to look after him.*

i BI.IE- hﬂw?l!

"ﬂh,cgmdni-,H knows 1™

The chums of the Remove joined 1he
nabob when the dinner-bell rang. Inky's
dusky face was set.

“Weil, what are you scowling about,
Inky?" asked Johnny Bull grufy,

“The scowlfulness exists omly in the
futheaded Jobnny's imagination. It is
moro tho sorrowfulness than the nngﬂar{u!-
ness, as Poet Shakespeare remarks,” said
the nabob mildlv. "It is not pleasant
to hear the detractfulness of a childish
chom.” )

“You ought to give the fellow a wide
berth.”

" Rﬂ.fﬂ Iil

“Look here, Inky—"

“The discussfulness is not useful,” said
IMurres Bingh. “I do not request my
esteemed friends to bother sbout the
matter.”

“We can't help bothering about it,
can we !” grunted Bob Cherry. “Vou're
not I]%-ning ta sell your bike, Inky 1"

“The salefulness awaits the estocomed
offer. The Honoursble Fish has offered
me thirty shillinga. That 1a not enough.
But T hope to eall that top-hole Jigger to-
day for a tenner.™

“For that cad, Kuri Din!" snorled
Johnny Bull

“He is not & cad, my worthy Johnnv ;
only & somewhat weak and foolish
duffer.”

:‘ IBr—r—r-r-r I‘]* i, ;

‘I cannot listen to slamgful remarks
about my childish chum. The excuseful-
ness is great, but I must leave you de-
partfully.”

And the nabob walked on.

“Im fed up!” announced Johnn
Bull. “If Inky wants to play the giddy
ox, let him rip!”

Harry Wharton shook hiz head. Ha
wos mot r]ispﬂz&gl to let Inky rip. Buk
how he was to help the nabob, in spite
of himsell, was a puzzle,

[ =

THE EiGHTH CHAPTER.
Politefulness Required !

HE following day Hurree Sinyh
I iﬁlnﬂd his chums after morning
essona with a troubled look,

“My estesmmed friends—" Wp
began.
Trr Magxer Lierary.—No. 516.
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[ 'weu?ﬂ-

“Latterfully there has been slangful-
rces, and the deplorable rift in the lute,”
jai urree Singh, "“The distressfulness
of mf worthy self 18 great. The anctent
wnd ludicrous Aame of friendship burns
sndigsfully in my breast. ut m
worthy chums have shown the stand-
offish cloven foot.”

ilis worthy chums chuckled. Hurree
Ringh's English was even more mixed
than usual, in his worried frame of mind,

“My dear ass, the ancient and ridicu-
lous flame of friendship ia going as strong
es ever,” grinned Bob Cherry. *'We
rily want to stop you playing the giddy
w for your own aake 1

“I am about to demand the proof of
Yiendship. "

EL D-Il '[II‘

“If it's o loan for Kuri Din, you can
demand till you're pink about the ears!”
wid Johnny Bull,

T shonld not think of raising the eash
windfully from my excellent chums,”
hid the nabolby reproachfully. “The
rateemed Johnny is offside. Al T re-
nucst 18 the polished and urbane polite-
nesa,"

“The what 7" cjaculated Wharton.

“The politeful and urbane civility that
ehould distinguish the tribe of Vere de
vere, as Poet Tennyson remarks.”

Do you mean we're not polite
enough#” prunted Johnny Buoll,  “Or
do you mean anything at all 2"

“1 am expecting o visit from my
esteerned childish chum, Kurk Din”

1] c}h |..:I-l

The juniors understood now,

“He iz coming over bikefully to visit
me in nmiy own excellent habitat,” ex-
plained Hurree Singh. * Can I depend-
fully rely upon the elegant and charming
manners of my worthy choms ™

“I'm not poing to ba civil to him!®
said Johnny Bull deliberately. 1 don't
believe in being civil to a fellow yom
despise, T'll keep ont of his way, if you
like.™

“That will be a boon and a blessing,
my dear, grumpy Johnny. Your execl-
lent mode of conversation is momewhat
remindful of the manners of the ludicrons
Hune.™

“Why, you cheeky pss—-"?

4 0h, we'll be civil to him, if we see
him,” said Harry Wharton. *¥d rather
not meet him in a friendly way, if you
don't mind, Inky.*

“1 have always shown the polished
politefulness to the frienda of my
esteemed chums,” smaid Hurree Singh,
with gentle reproach.

“But our friends ain't arrant black.
guards, you know,” said Bob,

“1 was politeful to your esteemed
cousin, my worthy Bob, though he was o
terrifieally bounding person.”

“Oh!™ said Bob, rather taken aback.

* Also your minor, my dear Franky, is
a cheeky and obstreperous little rascal,
but I have nover failed to treat hith with
politefnl considerntion.™

YOk, rats 1M said Nugent.

o J?;nd your uncle, my dear Johnoy

“What's the matter with my unele 7
snoried Johnoay Bull

“Ie 15 a somewhat growlfnl and ter-
rific old codper——"

“Wha-a-at?"

“Tiut I was extremefully careful not to
remark vpon hiz mannerfulness, which
resembled that of the Kaisor——"

“ Why, you—you—you——=>

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Don't keep on the list, Inl:% You'll
come to my relations next! One good
turn deserves another. We'll be civil to
your bleased Kuri Din 1™

“I won't!" sid Johnny Bull

Tae Magyer Lmeiny. —No, 516,
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“Now, look here, Johnny——"

“Rats 1"

"The esteemed Johnny could pot be
very civil if the tryfulness was terrific.
Perhapsfully ha wiﬁ oblige by keeping
off the honourable grass. ™

“You can bet on that!™ said Johnny
Bull, with emphasia. *“['m not going Lo
ﬁ;maii to Kuri Din—1 know that I"

“*Then he will be quite happy and com-
fortable here on his esteemed visit,”

“Look here, Inky——"

“When 13 ho coming 1"

“To-morrow afternconfully,”

_“I suppose that means you'll ha eut-
g footer practice, and lhe rehearsal
L afterwards ?¥

“The' supposefulness is correet.  Jouri
Din will have tea in my study, and I
trustfully hope my dear pals will back
FFi'i :LI‘;-:.‘] help me entertain him polite-
ully.

“We'll do cur best,” said Nugent.

“'T'he thankfulness is terrific!”

Hurree Singh walked away, evidently
relieved in e mind. The chums of the
Remove were in a rather awkward
position. They had no right 4o set up in
judgment on Kuri Din, and Ionky hed a
right to expect them to be civil to his
friend. But they did not want to meet
the amateur blackguard of Redelyife.

“Well, wa've in for it,” aaid Harry.
“We're bound to be civil”

Grunt from Johnny Bull )

“Tt won’t do eny harm,” said Dob.

he comes here on a friendly visit, that's
Johnny Bull foreibly, *“He's l:-:;mil'.t’gt
“(h ! said Bob uncomfortably.
loaded up with ready eash just now, and
affer, so far.”
make him toe the line !” growled Johnny
fool ha! I’d snswer the ecad sharp
can be civil to him if you hke. I
very dugged expression on his rugged
“ Hehearsal, you chaps!” called out
“Bother be said Wibley
he will buck upt® .
Whacrton.

#We can’t puneh the fellow’s head when
-cortain.” 2

“Friendly wisit bo blowed!” said
after the money, because Inky hasn
been able to gend it to him yet.”

“That bike is hanging fire,” said
Nugent, grinning. ""The fellows aren’t
winter sn't the best time for scllinﬁ 8
bike. I believe Inky's only had Fishy's

“ All the better !

* And the cad iz coming to see Inky, to
Bull. “Ink¥’s going to be worried into
ﬁﬂd{n% monoy for him somehow., Mors

1
enough, in his place. And you fellows
sha’n't 1"

And Johnny Bull etalked away with a
face. Johnny evidently had no politeful-
niess to waste upon a designing knave,
Wibley from the doorway.

“{3h, bother!”

blowed 1™
warmly. “Is Inky coming? T.ook here,
I'm willing to give Inky his role back if
“Botter ack him,” said
Wibley hurtied afler the nabob, But
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he came into the box-room to rehearsal
without him.

In hia present state of worryfulness
Hurree Bingh did not feel equal, as he
expressed it, to playfulness. the play-
fulness proceeded without him.

Wib was considerably ratty during
that rchearsal. He had failed to bag
the Indian at Redelyfe in Inky's place,
and he was not satisfied with the other
substitutes that offered. And, having
found out what Inky's worry really was,
Wib was naturally exas rate-:l‘: It
wasn't, as he indignantly told the Co., &
real trouble ot all, All Inky had to do
was to thump the fellow’s nose, as Wibley
had done. That would settle the affair
at once.

“I jolly well wish he would!® said
Harry, as they came away from the
1'&1&!:13;:"33!. “But he won’t, and that's an
en

" Something's got to bo dope!™ said
Wibley, wrinkling his brows. *““Inky's
got to play the %nm of Jubjub in the
‘Pearl of India.” I simply can't replace
him! He got on awfuily well with Mar-
orie in her part, too. I'm not going to

ave my play mucked up becouse of a
snogking ead like this Kurf Din! Leok
here, you fellows, make Inky throw him
over 1™

“Can’t!” grunted Bob Cherry. “The
merchant is coming over hers to-morrow,
too, to visit Inky, and we've agreed to ba
givil.™

Wibler [airly howled.

“I'm not going to stand %! Inkv's
got to rehearsel I'm not letting him
off | What about the play?”

“That ian't the worst!” growled
Wharkon, " Inky's even chucking footer,
with that silly worry on his mindt®

“Blow footer!” sznorted Wibley.

“Why, you ass——"

“Footer ha blowed! The play's the
thing! Look hers, suppose we talie Inky
i in hand? He's got a gvardian, or some-
thing, hasn't he? Who's that tremendous
nigger who camo to visit him last ferm ™

““Hetter let Inky hear you calling his
Uncle Ram Bahadur a nigger!™ grinned
Nugent.

“Ram Bahadur!” said Wibley. " VYe
gods, what a name!”
"1t means something or other iIn

Indian Iinﬁg-:r! Bahadur 18 some sort of a
 big gun.
“Well, this Ram Bahadur—what a

cheery patronymic!—this old ram, sup-
oge we msk him to chip in? Iz he n
ngland i

“T helieve so.™

“Then we'll bring him down on Inky!
If he's Inky's uncle, he can't want Inky
to be mixred up with thkt gambling cad.
Why, Euri Din'a own schoolfellows rag
him for being such = rotter }”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Can't give Inky away to his uncle,
vou ass!” he sand.

Wibley growled.

“T'd give him away with a pound of
f tea rather than have my play mucked up
by his silly rot! I understand that there's
mmakﬂfﬁcml jﬂhnnim:!-[ t-i:- theslnditr. ﬂfllfca
who kesp an eye on Inky. ouppose they
wera to d——’?

“ Fathead !”

“For Inky's sake, you know—-"

“For the sake of vour cne-eyed play,
fvou mean!” grunted Daob.

¥ Well, sormething’s got to be done!™
said Wibley decidedly. *If Inky’s going
to play the fool like this as long as Kuri
Din is bothering him, Kuri Din has got
to be equeezed out! I'm going to squeeza
him out!”

'] wish vou could, fathead! You

think I

ltll:r
. Tm going to have a In
i nﬁ I'm the
amove with a’n}' brains

3

o

announced Wibley. * After
anly chap in the
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to speak of. I'm going to fix it. The
thing that's quite certain is this, that the
‘Pearl of India® ja going to be a
dramatic succeas, and anything that's in
the way is going to be shifted! Kuri
Din's in the way—and the shiftiulness
is going to be terrific, ag Inky would
say himself! Beei”

“Br-rp-r!”

“The [ellow's a scoundrel!” said
Wibley excitedly. *I don't believe he
owes money at all. Tt's a lying trick to
get mﬂne?«‘ out of Tnky to pamble with 1™

“We all think that.”

“Then the chopper’'s coming down!™
said Wibley determinedly. " You leave
it to me. I'm going to think it out!”

To which the Co replied with one
voice

“ Ralg1™ .

They had not the slightest faith in the
results of Wibley’as big think. 'W_hf;,
even their own thinking had been with-
gut result b

But William: Wibley was on his mettle.
His new play—his great drama—was at

stake, and the theatrical manager of the |

Remove meant business.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wibley's Great Wheeze |

4 OME atong !”

Harry Wharton & Co. were
heading for the footer-ground
on - Baturday afternoon when

Wibley haled them.
" “Hallo, hailo, hallo! You coming
down to footer?” asked Bob Cherry.

“No, ase! Do vou think I’\n_&fm; time
for footer?” said Wi'h]a{ wit "-!T.iﬂl;ﬂ!l'a
“I've thought it oul, and I've got 1t !”

“{zot what!”

“The wheezal™

“What wheeze!”

“Oh, you ass! ©Oh, you bander-
enatch | ave you forgolten that I told
vou yesterday that I was going to think
out how to get Inky out of the claws of
that stove-polish-faced Hun?”

“Quite forgotton!” grinned Bob.
“We're going down to footer now, old
chap. We've got to do the polite bizney
presently to Inky's psl.”

“You're not going to footer!{ Blow
footer! Pve got the wheeze, and you're
going to help me work the oracle] Come
along with ma

“Oh, all right!™
Wibley led the way io a secluded spot
under ﬁ:e elms, and the chums of the

Remove followed him,

Wib was evidently preatly taken with
his scheme, whatever it was, and they
were quite willing to give him a hearing.
If he had thought of a workable scheme
for getting rid of Kuri Din, they were
cager and ready to back ]nm:f‘

“It's a ecorker!” announced Wibley,
when they were out of hearing of all
ears. “I eould do it on my head "

“What could you do, ess?”

“You fellows cbject to Inky’s uncle,
the old ram, or whatever he is, beng
tald about—"

“Yen, fathead! 'That won't dol”

% Well, then, my idea is to uce
ancther old ram, who will do the trick
equally well. Kuri Din is coming here
to-day to see Inky. While he's here he's
going to be interviewed by an Indian
entleman, sont down by the greai jaw-

onen st the Im:!ﬁv:I Office, ;Imuueb In 3 8
acquainthnce with a gporting bounder
hes been notified—"

“Buot it hasn't1”

“ Fathead! The Indian
be . Me!” e::pluineg

L1} ﬂ-‘l:?ﬂ

“That's it P

* But you're not an Indian gentleman |
You're & silly ass!”

entlemgan will
WibE;I.E'_r.'.
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| Weloonting the Indian gentlemanl (See Chapter 10.)

“Am I the best actor in the Remove
Dramatic Society, or am I not?” de-
manded Wibley wormly. “Can I pla
any other chap's head off, or can't I?
Can I make-up a8 o blinking Indian, or
can't I1”

Iiﬂh I.'l‘!

“ That's the gamie!” said Wibley, with
considerable patisfaction. “I've got all
the things I need. TIm poing to use
them later as the rajah in the play. I'm

oing to drop in thiz afternoon as an
%ﬂdiaﬁ gentleman, sont down here by the

reat big Lord Tom Moddies at the
?Iidiﬂ.- Ofiee, to look into ]'.nk;g'# conduct
and warn that cad Kuri Din off the
rass "

“Oh, my hat!”

“ But—but they wouldn’t send an
Indign, if they sent anybody,” said
Wharton.

“They might. There are Indian chaps
connected with the place. T.ots of big
guns from India are over here now, about
the war. The Great Panjandrums ask
one of them to come and see Inky, and
point out him the error of his Ways.
It's just what they would do. Well, I'm
the Indian gentleman! Made up with 2
stove-polish complexion, my own grand-
father wouldn't know me—it's the safest

?

disguise of all!”

“PBut you don’t know their nutcracker
langunge.”

“That's not necessary. They talk in
English in England—an orfamental sort
of English, Inky won't know me. The
gentleman from the India Office will be
a stranger to hime-naturally |

“He'll Eknow
nigger!” howled Nugent.

“He won't! IfI cen't make-up to take
in Inky I ecan’t make-mp at alll I tell
voit I could do it on my head 17

“ My hat!” said Harry Wharton, with
a whistle, * You might! You can make-
up, Wib! It's about the only thing you
can do, but you can do that!”

Wibley smiffed. ‘

“ Porhiaps T can't kick a silly ball across
a field as far as you can,” he growled.
“I'm sure I don't want to, either. But
when it comes to acting 1 can make rings

Nyﬂu'ra not a Taalf

'_r;:umddmu lot of you, 1‘?1 Eﬂinﬁ' to do
it, an u're going to play up

u Wu]ﬂaaf it fadls, t rE’u 1o barm
done!"” remarked Johnny Bull,

_ “Fathead! It won't fail! -How can
it, when I'm going to fake it in hand?
Il get one of the chaps in my study to
help me make up out of gates some.
where, Dick Rake wilt do it for ma;
he's rather & dab at auch thinga. I come
hera in the slation cab as if I've come
down by train. I catch Kuri Din in
Inky’'s al;lzldgv—q;:rita by chance, of courme
—and nail 'em! Leave the rest to me!
I'll fairly make the ewindling rotter’s
wool curl i

“It’s a go!?" said Bob, with a Jook at
his companions,

“Oh, yeu, it's a go,” said Harry. "It
won't do any harm, and it will be fun,
anyway. 1f Kuri Din takes Wib for a
real man from the India Offico he will be
ecared out of his skin, that's o cert.”

“T'I show him up!” said Wibley, with
& chuckle, “Tli w Inky the kind of
mean hound he js, I'll make him own
up that he doesn’t owe any money, for

ons thing. That will open Inky's eves.
Why, Inky's such a soft ses that the
follow might lead him into his own games

ene of thesa days if he's mot stopped!
L Inky isn’t the kind of chap who's sale to
chum with a rorty bounder.”

Harry Wharton's face became very
grave. He did not fear such a poest-
bility, but he was uneasy for his Orientnl
chum. The example of a conning and
rascally acquaintange was not for
any fellow, especia for a fellow like
Hurreo Singh, who found it difficult to
say “No" to a.n;fbmir.

“It’s s go!” said Wharton. * Get on
with the washing, Wib, and weo'll do our
best to seo yonu throngh 1

“Right! Mind you're on the scens
when I come. Never mind your blessed
footer for once. It's not a match, any-
way. You ses, if you fellows swallow me.
whole when I turn up it malkes it easier.”

"Right sou are!’

A quarter of an hour later Wibley of
the wove might have been seen, as

a novelist put it, quitting the
achool gates with a big qbﬂ m hm
2 Magwer LisRARY. —No. 510,
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hand. Dick Rake went with him, wear-
mi: a broad grin,

Iarry Wharton & Co. punted a ball
ebout on Little Side for somo time, but
ﬂ‘.tt:i,r cama back to the School House
early in the aftefnoon. They were
anxious to seo Wibley's wheeze carried
out.

Hurrao Jamsst Ram
study, not looking happs I 1
study to himself—Mark Linlay being with
the footballers, and little Wun Lung
having gone on an excureion with his
minor -

The nabob smiled and nodded as his
viums presented themselves.

Ha planced, however, a little doubt-
Flly at Johany Bull, who had come in
'«:1-1'.!:FI!1r

Bingh was in his
v. He had the

My ioomed Johnnyl® e mui
estecme ohnny!” he muz-
mm—ed?

‘Al Berene, Inky; I'm not going to
hite the chap’s head off ! sald Johnny
ﬁlﬂl.” “I'll give him the glad eye if you
kel

“Ths worthy Johnny is very kindful.
I should not like my childish chum to feel
like fish out of water in my estecmed

guarkers.™ _
*“He's going to bo the apple of out
“1'll take him

eye!’’ auinf Bob solemnly. 3 han

to waistcoat and weep over him if
itka!”

bike yet, Inky?!'" asked

oL
! “Sold your
Nugen

"Ei'ha salefulness iz not yet the accom-
plished fact!” snid Hurreo Singh, with a
clonded brow. =

“Then the csteemed caeh is still short-
ful? prinned Bob,

“YEI." '

“Too bad!™ =aid Bob, but ha did not
look as if he thought 1t too bad, Ha
was quite pleased, in fact,’ to know that
Hurree Singh had not yeot succeeded in
raising the wind for his * childish chum”
to tempt fortune arain at the greet game
of banker. 2

Inky was evidently very much relieved
by the way his friends were taking the
visit of Kuri Din, Thersa was qmte a
cheery chat going on when s tap came
at the door, nng the Redclyfie junior
pregented himeelf. He was early. .

* Come infally, my dear friend," said
Hucree Singh ot once. "1 did not know
when to expect you, or I should have
met you gratelully. Come int” <

“A chap told me the way here,' said

uri Din. Kuri Din’s English was not
so Bowery zs Hurree Singh's; probably
hs had not had the inestimable advan-
tage of being trained under the best
native masters in Bhanipur.

Kuri Din planced at the Co, far from
cordially. It was pretty clear that he
had wanted to catch his friend alone,

Hurrce Singh presented his chums,
apparently net noticing the Redelyffe
ie'i?;w*a egrim look.

It was an uncomiortable moment for
the Co. They did not want to shake
hands with a fellow they heartily dis-
liked and despised; but they could
scarcely refuss to do so with & pal of
their pal's,

That certainly would not have been
politeful; and they hud agreed to turn
on politefulness for the cccamon. =

o their relief, howover, Kuri Din
mercly gave them an Oriental salaam,
and kept his dusky hand to himeelf.

His manner was not in the least
gracious, Every fellow there, except-
ing Hurres Singh, could seo that he
had come on business, not on a friendly
visit. And he wanted to get to business.

The Co, wera dotermined not to see
it, however. They proceeded to talk to
Kuri Din guite pleasantly. They spoke
of the weather, and of the war, and of
RedelyfFa football, and asked after Fane,
and g ng, and other Redclyffe fellows.
Teg Maouer LipBaRY —No. 516,

{ rentleman step

Kuri Din's answers were short, and they
grow shorter and shorter, He hardly
concealed the fact that he wanted to be
rid of them.
Hurroo Sinch was uncomfortable, too.
He wanted his chums to join him at tea
with Kuri Din, but just now he would
have been relieved by thieir temporary
departure,
@ Co. took pity on him at last, and
left. the study, leaving the two Indizns
together. Thero was a sound of wheels
in the quadrangle, and they guessed that

the gentleman from thoe India Office was
at hand,

Bob Cherry breathed hard
went down the passage,

‘Did you ever see such & worm?™ he
asked.

“Nover!” grunted Johnny Bull

A buzz of voices sounded in the quad-
rangle, and the chums of the Remove
hurried out,

as they

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Gentleman from the India Office.

(L SAY, you fellows!"
Billy Bunter met tha Co. as
they came out, with a fat, oxcited

face, :

1 say, there's a regular Arabian
Nights chap just come!” exclaimed
Bunter, “Some relation of Inky's, I
'a:p.ect"lf

“You don't say 201" murmured Bob.

“Yes, rather! Tremendous swelll”
said Bunter. *“Must have thousands of
pounds worth of jewcls on him1!”

“Hﬂ., I'I-El- l.'-lﬂ-]-“

“ Blessed if 1 sco anything to cackle at !
He's simply glittering! Look at him
yourselves!”

The juniors were looking. Bo were 2
Epnd many other fellows, from various

1réctions,

The old hack from tho station was
coming up the drive, and a dusky-com-
plexioned ‘f:nnt]e:-nan was seated in it

Harry Wharten and Co, almost rubbed
‘their eyes. ] . ]

‘They had been expecting Wlhlﬂﬁ in the
guise of an Indian gentleman! Iut this
—was this Wib? -

He looked & man of about fifty. His
long beard was tinged with white; his
deep olive complexion glimmered in the
sun. Hiz turban wae magnificent, and
fastened with glittering jewels. If they
were stage jewels, they certainly looked
verf‘ like the real thing.

I{is manner was ono of

dignity.
i ¥ gad!l Some blessed Indian na-
bab " said Loder of the Sixth, and ho

IMPOsIng

rgspéectfully- capped the distinguished
visitor,

The other fellows followed the prefect’s
examplea,

“ Jolly big gun, T should say!"” Coker
of tho Fifth remarked to Potter and
Greens. “iIndian prince, I suppose®"

“ Perhaps one of the Indian johnnies
from the Front,” remarked Potter. *“ He
looks a bit of an old ramrod!™

“Rull:ing in money, I puess!” obasrved
Greene. Y1 say, if he's from the Front
we ought to give him o cheer!”

ha station cab- stopped.

Coker of the Fifth rushed to open the
door for the preat I'i‘lﬂn. The Indian
GG,

Now that he was standing he was not
zo tall as Colker, though hiz big turban
made him look much taller than ie reni];r{
a8,

Harry Wharton & Co, simply stared
zt him. It was not polite, but they
couldn't help it. If this was Wibley, he
was unrecognisable. And they ‘were
feeling rather diemayed. Ii looked ns if
2 real Indian gentleman had arrived that
afterncon, and if Wibley came along Iater

in disguise it might lead to troubls,
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#That's not Wib!" said Bob, in a low
volce., "My hat! If it's a visitor for
In‘h':% and then Wib happens in——'"

t's dashed unlucky,"” muttered Whar-
ton. “But—but that may be Wib("”
“Cant be! This is the genuino
goodal"

“Welcome to Creyfriars, sirl” said
Cokar of the Fifth offciously, :

e Indian gentloman gave him a
Eracinus smile.

“HKo ro ka wiggy " he said, in a deep,
guttural voice,

Coker started.

“ Excuse mo, sir, I don't understand
Hindustanes,” he said.

“Na dle napoo.*

€ Ao T Poo

“I thank you,” said the Indian gentla-
man, apparently recollecting himself, and
speaxing in English. *“Good boy '™

“(h 1" gaid Coker.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
appoared in the doorway. He had
spotted the Indian gentleman from his
study window.

A Harr{ Wharton & Co. stood dumb. If
it was Wibley, how was he going ‘to face
hie FPorm-master, and carry 1t '5]

But it couldn't be !

If it was Wibley, certainly he had
plenty of nerve, He salaamed deeply in
regl]{r'tu the Form-master’s bow,

‘Yoft shall excuss this wvisit- which is
& surprise and not anncunced, sahib,” he
said gracefully. “1 am deputed by
henourable sirs at India Ofice to visit
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, Nabeb of
Bhanipur, youthful student in so great
and honourable achool.”

“Cortainly,” said Mr. Quelch politely.
“Pray step into my study. will eend
for Hurree Singh at onee.™

“I thank you for so great kindneas!™
Tha Indian pentleman faitly swam in,
with great dignity. **I truat that Hurree
Famset Ram Singh ia within doors "

“Is Hurree Singh indoors, Wharton "

“Yes, sir, in—in his study!” gasped
Wharton.  “3h-sh-shall 1 show the
gentleman there, sic?”

If it was Wib, certainly he wanted to
be shown to Hurree Singh’a study, not to
Mr. Quelch's.

“That is what T wish,” said the Indian
gentleman. *' I should like to eee Mabob
of Bhanipur in own habitat. You will
excuse, eahib, because it 18 necessary to
cateh train in short time."

“Cortainly,” said Mr, Quealch. *Show
this gentleman to Hurree Bingh'a study,
Wharton, by all means "

“Yes, air!"

With elow and stately tread the Indian
i[&ntleman ascended the big staircase, and

r. Quelch went back to his study.

“1 say, win't he & nob, you chapaf™
murmured Billy Bunter. “1 wonder
whether he'll leave Inky a tip? I say, I
think I ought 1o be present as a paT of
Inky's."

arry Wharton conducted the Indian
gentleman nl::rngh the Remove passage.
He glanced at him once or twice, ex-
pecting & sign of recognition if this was
really Wibley in a wonderful disguise.
But thers came no mgn of recognition
from the Indian gentleman. Hia face
was grave and calm and almost ex-
pressionlees.

Wharton fapped at the
Wo. 13 ; "

There was a murmur of voices within:
and he heerd the words: - “But T owe
Ponsonby the money, and ha ia dunning
me, and—" The voice ceased abruptly
as’ Wharton tapped sgain,

 Comea in !

Wharton threw ﬂg{:n the door.

FHurres Singh looked round m-qu!rn:igly,
and Kuri Din with a scowl on his dack
face.

“Inky, old man, there’s a visitor for
you,” said. Wharton huriadly. “He—he

rough?

door of
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gnys he's from the India Office. He——

Here he 18,7
. The stout Indian gentleman appearcd
in the doorwaxy.

" Here's the study, sir,"” said Wharton.

“1 thank you, my good boy !
* Not at all, gir!™
Wharton and the

A ateljzpu& back,
voluminous gentleman swam in.  Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh ealuted him  very
politely, EKuri Din set Lie hps. The
interruption exasperated the Redclyffe
fellow, and he feared that it was likel
to be & long one. QOutside the study Bo
Cherry and Johnny Bull and MNugent
joined Wharton, with dubious locks.

They could not believe that this was
Wibley., It scomed incredible. He was
a middle-aged and somewhat pompous
Indian gentleman to the life.

" BExcuwse this so sudden and un-
announced visit, my young friend,” eaid
the Indian gentleman. “'ﬁ:ﬂu sre Hurree
Jamset Ram 8ingh?"”

“That & my name, s’

“I am deputed by honourable gentle-
men at India Office to pay this visit.”

“You are very welcome, sir,” eaid
Hurree Elu{%;hl placing a chair for his
vigitor,  * Will vou have the bountiful

goodness to sit downfully 1™

The Indian gentleman sat down. He
glanced benevolently at the juniors outs
side the open door.

“ Are these vour friends 1 he asked.

" Yes, sir] Theoy are my esteemed and
ludicrous pals.”

“Let them enter ! T will apeak to yon
m their presonce.”’

“ Come infully, you chaps!”

The four jumiors came in.  Wharton
cloged the door. Huri Din set his lips
harder. His annoyance and exasperation
were growing.

“The name of honourable self e Nun-
comar Singh,"” said the Indian gentleman.
“1 am sent down here with serions pur-
pose by bonourable sivs, It is to make
serions inquiry.” He started, as his eyees
turned on Kuri Din, apparently noticing
the Redelyfle fellow for the hrest time.
“Who is this?”

“It iz my childish chum from Indis,
Kuri Din.”’ .

"Ah! He iz here!” exclaimed the
Indian gentleman. * Then it is true, the
re?nrt that has been received by honour-
able &ire at India Oftice!” He rose
ma}estically to hia feet, his eyes fixed on
Kuri Din, whe shrank a little,
“Rascal "

Kuri Din jumped.

" ¥ou—you~—vonu call me——' he stame
mered,

The gentleman from the India Office
waved n dusky hand.

“Raseal ! What are vou deing here ¥
he thundered.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In His True Colours !

TREREE JAMSET RAM SINGH
frowned.

Harry Wharton & Co, stood

still and . eilent.  There was

nothing clse they could do.

“8ir 1 exclamed Hurree Singh in-
dignantly. * You must not speak like
that toomy friend in my study !™

“ Bilence, boy 1™

“What ¥

“71 fear that it will be necessary for
e to report you to honourable head-
master, and demand i)l.miﬁhmunt,“ said
Nuncomar Singh sternly.  * Report has
been received on your conduct. Young
gentleman of name of Wibley has given
full information, and in conseguence I

am deputed by honourable sira to
investigate. ™
The Co. etarted, and exchanged

glances, Hurree Ringh aet his lips hard.

| repeat that all iz Imown.
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“Wibley has been telling talea!™ heo
exclaimed.

“ Master Wibley has made full report,
and 1t s scrious matter,” said INun-
comar Singh, in his deep voice. *Thia
boy—thia %-iuri Din—is great rascnl. Do
not go,  Kuri Din—I ecommand you to
stund where vou are! I have not wyot
finished. Vhen you return to your
school, T go with you™

“You will not come with me ! hissed
Kurt Ihn.

I shall come, to see honourable head-
master of Redelyffe, and acguaint him
with whole story.”

“0Oh " gasped Huri Din.

His jaw dropped, and hie knees fairly
knocked together.

A report of the whole story to the

cadmaster of Redelyffe meant the finieh
of Kuri Din's career at that school, and
he was well gwarae of it

And if Wibley of the Remove had
taken it upon himself to report the whole
affair to the India Office officials, un-
doubtedly some euch step would be
taken, ae the nabob wae a ward of the
India Office while in England.

Hurree SBingh stood dismayed.

The Co. ehared his diamay. The;r
thought they understood what Wibley's
whaeze reslly was. He had given Inky
away, and it waa a real emissary from the
India Office who had come down to Grey-
friate, The chums mentally promiscd
Wihley the licking of hia life, later on.

“¥ou are rascal, Kuri Din!” went on
Nuncomar Singh, with increasing stern-
nead. “All s known. You have
gambled, and you owe large sum to
another schoolboy—one Pﬂn&unh%;"

“Tt's not true!" gasped Kuri Din,

" W hat "

“*1 owe nothin
“¥You speak fa

I swear it}

hoods, Kuri Din. 1

You have

%:)ug'lﬁt to obtain dnﬂ]nuy from Hurree
ingh to ur debts,

I‘EE]E—][ f&y nTn::'c‘;,” faltered the wretched
spart of Hedelyffe. "1 owe nothing.
Ponsonby will tell you ec.”

“My friend!” murmured Hurree

Singh. :
“li tell vou T owe Ponsonby nothing !
snarled Kuri Din. “I1—I wanted rmoney,
and—and I ssked Hurrec SBingh to lend
me—."l

“To
comar SBingh sternly.

“*No 1" ghrieked Kuri Din.
owe nothing 1™ ]

“Then you deceived Hurree Singh ¥

“I—1 wanted money—"

“Did you deceive Hurre: Singh?”

“¥as 1" panted Kuri Din.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's face was 2
study. i _

He was learning a little more of his

recious friemd than he bad suspected
Eﬂfﬂﬂ!‘.

“You deceived Hurree Singh ro-
sumed the Indian gentleman  sternly.
“Put that iz not all ! You are dangerous
acquatntance for him! I shall hlih?
measures to remove you from neighbods-
hood.™

(1] I_I

" ¥ou It
rezolved

“Tt—it is false 1" stawmered Kuri Din.
“T—1 am not—perhaps I have been led
into foolishness by friends——"

“What friends "

Kuri Din panted.

“Tt—it waa not I so much as Hurree
Singh!” he said desperately. " ¥Yon
cannot punish me without punishing hin,
Tt was he wha led me into 1t, and that 1
will swear 1™

Hurrea Jamset REam Singh started as
if an adder had stung him.

“*What!” he breathed.
not hear arightfully 1"

“Let us have the whole truth !” said

“No! 1

(B}

i

nced say  nothing. i

“My cars do

ay gambling debta?” gaid Nun- [

I —ihe

One Penny. L3 |

the Indian gentleman sternly, whilo
Harry Wharton & Co. looked daggers at
the cringing rascal from RedelyTe.
“Young gentleman named Wibley in-
forma that youn are gambling rascal, and
that Hurree Hingh is nothing of that
kind. Hurree Singh must be relieved of
dangerous acquaintance, and therefors
honourable headmaster of Bedelyfie must
know truth !

“I—I will awear it!"” said Kuri Din
huskily., "1 will tell my headmastar so.
My friend Ponsonby will bear me out in
this! It was Hurree Singh all the time |
He persuaded me—he urged me—"

"“Then it is Hurree Singh who ig gam-
bling rascal, and you who are the foolish
vickim 17 saud t‘iﬂ Indian gertloman,
evidently puzzled, .

“Yes!” panted Kuri Din,

& Elﬁurre-a Singh, what have you to
8ay

The nabob drew a deep breath., 'The
look he cast at Kuri Din made even that
hardened young rascal wince. But he
did not waver. He wes deterrmined that
half, at least, of his own rascality should
be thrown upon the nabob. It wae the
only way he could save himself, and hia
unsuspecting friend had to be the victim,

“1 wait for answer!" said Nuncomar
Singh severely.

“I have nothing to say, estcemed
sahib, exceptfully that Kuri Din speaks
with falseness of disgusting Prussien. I
back him up because he was childish
chum in India, and I try to raise money
windfully for him because he tells me
that he i3 deepful in debt., That is all.”

“It i false!" hiseed Kuri,Din, “I
waa not to blame. It was Hurrese Singh
—first and last IV

“"YVou miserable cnd ! broke out Pob
Cherry, unable to contain hiz wrath,
-4 You know you're lFingI”

.

| “Bilence, please!™ said the Indian
gentleman,

‘“ Excuse me, sir. But—"

1 shall guﬁstlnn your friends, Hurrea
Emﬁh,” said Nuncdmear Singh. * They
shall give evidence. Tell me, young
gentlemen, which is  speaking  truth-

ully 7

“%nky, gir ! said Wharton, ™ Kuri
Din is lving Itke a2 Hun! Inky was a
gilly nsa to back him up! He'sz only done
it because Kuri Din deceived him 1™

** Yeas, rather, sir 1™

“That's so " :

“They would speak for Hurree Singh
arg his friends IV said Kuari Din
sullenly, “It is all false! I will swear
to my headmaster that it was all Hurreo
Singh ! y
"%"m not gomng to keep my hande off
thai rotter any longer ! gasped Johnny
Bull. “I can'#l” e

“Hands off " selled Kuri Din, ss
Johnny rushed round the study towards

him.

“&ilence! Order!™ rapped out the
Indian gentleman,

But Johnny Bull did not heed. His
wrath waa averflowing.

He grasped Kuri 1n in his powerful
arms, unheeding the savage blow struck
at his face, and pot the Redelyfie fellow’s
head in chancery.

Pommsel, pommel, pemmel !

Kuri Din  struggled and  yelled
furicusly. ;

Hurree Singh looked en quietly. He
did not make a movement to aid his
treacherons pal,  The daims of his
“childish chum® no longer had any
welght with the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Pommel, pommel, pommel |

“Yarooh! Help! Oh, help! Houndl
Yah! Ilelp!” shrieked Kuri Din, as tho
energetic Johnny punched Away at him,

“(Give him beans, Johnny!” roared
Lok Cherry.

“Mop him up, old scout !”
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“HH. h-ﬂ, ha El? .

The Indian gentleman locked on, blink-
ing. Ho did not seem to feel called upon
to interfere, :

Kuri Din tore himself loose at last, and
raced for the door. ; _

Bob Cherry met him with & violent
shove, and the Redelyffe junior sprawled
on tho floor, panting and gasping.
E"l:}et- up, you rat!"” roared Johnny

ull.

“That'll do, Johony!"

“Rata! He hasn't had half encugh!”

" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "  came in 2
mumble from the Redelyffe junior. And
he did not get up. : :

“Fnoogh of this!" said the Indian
gentleman. “This is not scene for re-
spectable presence of. elderly gentle-
man !

“Sorry, sir!” panted Johnny Bull
“ But that lying cad—-" :

“ Lot m go!" said Nuncomar Singh.
“Turn him out, and let him return to
own school. I shall consider whether to
eall upon honourable headmaster of Red-
clyffe. Let him go!”

Harry Wharton opened the door. :

Three or four hoots clumped on Kuri
Din, and he rolled into the paasage,
ﬁ&llmg. There he picked himself up, and

ed.

A minute later Wharton caught =
glimpse of him from the study window
streaking across the quad for the gates.

He vanished out of the gates, still
Tunning.

Kuri Din was
likely to trouble

one, and he was not
reyiriars with another

visit. DBut the Indian gentleman re-
mained. : 1
He rose from his chair after soms

minutes’ thoughtful silence.

“You don't believe what that cad said,
sir 7" exclaimed Frank Nugent anxiously,
“He was lying, siv! Inky Is as straight
as s string 1"

Y Hurree Singh has at least had raﬁc:ﬂiﬁ
acquaintance,” said Nuncomar Singl
drily. “There is a proverb that ecvil
communicationa corrupt gpood manners

“Yea, gir; but he was only a good-
natured ass !

“MThe asininefulness was terrifie,” said
Hurree SBingh roeefully.  “T was not
aware of true nature of rascally childish
chum. Henceforthfully, if he speaks to
me, I shall bestow the punchfulness on
the nose!”

“I must repoct o honourable sirs whe
have sent me," said Nuncomar Bingh.
“WNow I take my departure.”

“ But, sir—"

“Enough is said [

And, with a graceful salaam, the Indian
gentleman satled out of the study and
roeturned to his cab. TFrom the window
the chums of the Remove watched him
drive away, capped by the fellows in the
quad. . The cab disappeared, and they
turned to the silent and dismayed nabob.

s I“kr !FF

“0Oh, Inky, you ass!"

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Only Wib!
it Study

TIIERE was dismay 1
No. 13.
Harry Wharton & Co. had

. feared thet XIuky's dangerous ac-
guainkance might land him mio some
trouble. But they had hardly been pre-
pared for such utter rascality on the part
of Kuori Din.

If the young rascal stuck to his story—
os evidently he intended to do—matters
might be bad for Hurree Singh.

he Co. knew the vacts, but only from
their faith in  Inky. Ta 1mpartial
strangera it would scem ns likely that
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Hurrce 3ingh was the worse of the fwo
as that he was not. Kuri Din's rascality
having come to light, he would put ali he
could on Inky's shoulders—that wns
gortain. i

“I have had a painful shock, my
esteemed chums,' said Hurree Jamszet
Ram Singh. “ My childish chum is ter-
rific rascal !

* Pity you didn't ind that out before !
growled Johnny Bull,

“Tho pitifulness is terrific !

“Well, you're rid of him, at any rate,”
said Wharton., ‘“That's something !
supposs you won't speak {o the cad
again?™

Hurrce Bingh's dark eves gleamed.

X I see him, T shall punchinlly assault
his  disgusting nose!” he exclaimed.
“The donefulness with the howling cad
18 great !

*“He's taken a prize nose away with

him, anyway,” said Johnny Bull
* That's one comfort!”
_ “But—but we'll  acra Wibley 1
groaned Bob Cherry.  “That was his
wheeze, after all—giving Inky away!
He was only f)ulfing our leg.”

“We'll zealp himt”

“Oh, the rottec!"

B *: It's too rotten ! .exclaimed Wharton.

I'd never have suspected Wib of such
dirty trick! He made us believe he was
going to spoof Inky, and he's simply

tven him away, Ho must have done it

ay5 a%a, too, and kept it dark, or that
dark old johnny. wouldn't have arrived
here to-day. Oh, it’s rotten! Of course,
he's not coming here in disguise at wi.
Simply getting out of the way while the
real man came I

“What is my esteemed idiotic chum
driving ot?” inquired Hurree Singh
cuietly.

Wharton explained.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh listened
quietly to the story of the intended
wheeze., He smiled slightly and shook
his hend.

"“The esteemed and rotten Wibley
Wi taIk:n‘g out of his neck,"” he re-
marked, “He could not have spoofed
me a2 Indian gentleman. But it was
cagy for him to give rascally informa-
tion to honoursble sirs at India Office.”

“We'll serng him! Al the fat's in
the fire now!" prowled Wharton,
“The IIcad's sure to be dragged into
it L That cad Buri Din will swear biack
13 white to save his own dirty ekin! Oh,
you ass, Inky !

“The regrotfulness is terrific !

“Well, the dam%%:: is donc now,” said
Bob Cherry. “The only thing is to
serag Wibley ! Oh, we'll rag him bald-
headed 1™

“Yes, rather ™

The Fammous Five had a dismz! ten in
Study No. 13, They were full of un-
easiness as to the possible results of the
visit of the Indian fﬂl‘l“t‘l‘ﬂﬂﬂ.

They had not finished tea when a tap
came at the door. .

1t opened, and William Wiblev's
cheerful face grinned in,

Halle, kids!™ he said.  “Had a
visttor ¥

The Co. gave him deadly looks.
“Come m!" said Bob  Cherry
ominously.

Wibley stepped  jaumtily inte  the
study. o scemed quite satisfied with

himself, and did not realise that there
was dangor. As a matter of fackt, he
was stepping into the lion's den.

The chums of the Remeve rose as ane
man, and laid L pon
William Wibley.

“Heee, hold en !’ exelaimed Wibley.
“Wharrer you at? Oh! Yah'™

“Bump him !

“Serag him !

“ Lignch him 1"

Bump, bump, bump!

viclent hands
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“Yarooh!" roared Wibley. “Oh, you
idiots ! Wharrer you at? Is thie what

ou  vall--yarcoop l—gratitude? You

now what I've done—- Yow-ow-ow!"'

“"Yeas, we know what you've dons, and
this is what vou'ro potting for it!"
panted Bob Cherry.,  “*Hold the rotter
while I get some soot I

Yow-ow-ow ! Wooop! You frabjous
jabberwocka ! shriclked Wibley.
“Haven't 1 worked the oracle, as wo

arran P _
*What?" shouted Wharton, “Yon

11 never gave us a hint of what you werg

oing to do,—or, rather, what vou'd

one! We'd have bottled vouz up fast
enough-—""

“Oh, you're potty!™
blinking at them. tiol
it this afterncon, didn't I,
out with Rake "

“Wo, vou didn't! You said vou'd
spoof Inky, and show up that Redelyfio
cad by coming hore as an Indicn man !"
howl Bob Cherry. “ And, instead of
that, you gave Inky away to the red-
tapo panjandrums !’

‘T didn’t!" welled Wibley.

“The man said you did."”

“You-—vou-—you frabjous,
chump! What man?"

“Tﬁ{s man from the India Olice!™

“Wha-a-at *"

“An old pompous johnny - named
Nunky something "™ howled Johnny
Bull.  "He's been here havling Inky
over the coals, and therc's going td bo
trouble, you sneak I

Wibley yelled,

““Ha, ha, ha 1" ]

“What are you Jawgling  at?®"”
shouted Wharton, greatly incensed,
“Inky may pet a flogging over this--or
even the sack.” .

“He, he, ha'" shewked Wibley,
sitting on the fAoor and yelling, *Oh,
you sifly jabberwocks! Ta, ha, ha!”

“1'Il give him something to laugh at!”
gasped Bob Cherry, dreagging a shovel-
ful of seot from the chimmey, Vanlk
him over hore ! Stick hiz head over the
fendor !

“Hold on ™ roarcd Wibley, “Give a
chap a chance to explain, you burbling
asses-—- Grrroirrrrgpe [V

“There's nothing 1o ecxplain, excopt
that vou've told tales U grunted Johony
Bull. *Give lum the soot !

" Gug-gur-pug-gug !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“New bump him!™" y

“Logpo ! shricked Wibley, struggling
franticelly in the prasp of the Famous
Five. “I toll youm—— Yarooh!"'

“The bumpfulness 1z the proper caper,
my esteemed sneaking Wibles ™

“Yarooeh! I tell you Yooop ™

Burmp, bump !

“Now give him the ink "

1 tel! vyou vou're mistaken !’ roared
Wibley, “Give me a chance, Fou
howling idiots! I mnever gave Inky
AWAY—-— YOoW-ow-Dw !’

“Who gid, then?”

“Yow-ow ! MNobody !

“The man said—--"

asped Wibloy,
ou all about
efore 1T wont

burbling

“OGrooh!  There wasn't a2 man!™
ghrieked Wibloey. .
“0Oh, don't be a silly ass! There's

been a1 man here from the India Office
while vou've been out an old jolnny in
whiskers and a turban - ="

“{Zive him the ink !

“Stoppit ' bhowled Wibkley, “0Oh, you

asses ! That was moe !

“ Bh 17

W hat

“Who*"

“¥le!" yelled Wibley., “Me- mo-

“Wha-a-a-at ™"

The f'u.nic-rs reloased Wibley in Llank
astonizhmont,

Wibley sat on the earpot, gouging soot
out of his hair, panting for breath. and
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booking as if he belemged to the most
disorderly dustheap in county.

“Oh, you asses!” he groaned. *“Ok,
you chumps 7

“Youl” yelled Hu{;ﬂnt.

“Yes, vou burbler! Didn’t I tell youn
I was coming hers got up as a johuny
from the India Office " snorted Wibley.

" But—but-—but—"

* Gammon "

“How could it have been you?”
grunted Johony Bull, “It was & man
of fifty-—"

“Oh, you idiets! I could make up n=
a man of Aty thousand if I liked!™
-Emane& the unhappy Wih., “Oh; vou

ummiea!  Who the dickens do you
think it was if it wasn't moe®"”

“Rata! The man said Wibley had
informed—"

“86 I had, Informed mysclf, hadn't
I, you dummies "

*“You—you-—vou mean to E&
you all the time?' gaap
Wharton, in blank asfonishment.

Wibley serambled up.

He had bean bumped and rolled and

it was
Harry
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was a pgreat testimonial to his skill as
an actor.

“You silly asges!I” he gasped. “OI
course 1t was me! was deputed by
ourable sirs at India Office——"

"“"He, ba, hat”’

The jumors were convineed mow, a8
Wibley spoke in the decp veice and
flowery English of Nuncomar Singh.

“I had received report of disreputable
Eﬂinﬂ;" on, and was deputed to ‘make
complete inguiryg—="

0t ii..’ hﬂ-, ulu

“My only esteemed hat asped
Hurree S8ingh. “And—and—and I took
the ng asinine Wibley for a real
genning article I :

“I say, we withdraw that ragging!”
grinined Boh Cherry.

“"Ha, ha, ha "

“] wish vou eould withdrew these
bumps, you frabjous ase!”

“Take i1t as an ansolicitod testi-
monial "’ chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wibley grinned,

“Mever mind

yrr

vou mssea! Tt shows

sooted, and he was feeling as if he had | how jolly well 1 did it, anyway!” he
been wrestling with a Tank on the war- {said,
path., But a prin dawned through the ”“th didn't wou bwn up after
soot, That ragging was severe, But it jwards?” demanded Bob,

g
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“Fathead! 0Old Quelchy had seen me,
and if a gentleman from the India Offica
came here and didn’t go away again,
Quelchy would have been on the track,

wouldn't hae? Uuelchy hasn’t rny senso
of humour. We shall have to keep it
jolly dark as it is.”

“1la, ha, ha! That's so!”

" R-EEEE,IEE] this evening,’”’ said Wibley
briskly.- *“You're taking the part of the
Jam of Jubjub in the play, Inky il

“I ghall terrifically honoured, my
esteemed chum "

“And no more rot, {cu koow !I'’

“That is all overfully, my estecomed
idiotic Wibley, I have dismimed Kuri
Din from friendship and from memory,
and it iz good riddanca to bad rubbish '

“Hear, hear '

The “Poear] of India,"” when it came
off, was & great success. But that sue-
cess, as Harry Wharton & Co. admitted,
was due to the success of Wibley's great

wheaze,
(Don't miss *“IN ANOTHER'S
PLACE ! — next Monday's. grand

complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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No. 52—REGINALD COKER.

ORACE YAMES, the magnillcent, la
Coker major, of oourse, Reggie s
only Coker minor. ;
But while Horace is anly in the
Fifth, and ought to be jm the Shel. Reggie's
pame is on the Sizth rell.
The fact of the matter la that Horace got
the muscles and Reggie gob the brains.
Probably they would not chamge. Quite
certainly Horace would not be on. He Is
quitala- satisfied with his own brains, thaok
on !
! Whern Horaee announced that he had a
mipor coming Potter and Greene did not hail
ke it, They knéw that thelr chum aod
teader was the possessor of strong family
affections, and they anticipated heviog an
inky kid always about the study, very likely
snivelling becanse someone bhad been Eu!liug
his ears, as Greene put i, Hormee thought
Regele might get into the Bhell, as be was
an awfully clever young beggrr. If he wha
put into the Remove, Horafe meant fo
teach him to box, make him captain of his
Form—how dfd not transpire, aad the task
might have proven above
anﬁ instruct him to keep those wnruly fags
in order.
Regg
eyes B little watery, good-matured enough
for anything., and beefy enough for—well,
just about nothing! His body
seed while be was cultivating hls mental

Horoce's weight— §
le came, hig of forehend amd with W

ad gome to W

erop; and, anyway, as to often happens with (S

Ei;dver get{m*;;s. it wos no great shakes of a
at best,
Hgmce was greatly annoyed whan HRegpie
modeatty suggested that & was poszible he
might find a place in & higher Form than
the 3Shell.

] eouldn't have a minor in the Fifth. 1
wouldn't he the thing,™ Horace aaid.

Well, he didn't! Reggie was put ab ones
fnta the Sixth! It was s shock for Cdker
major—s0 big & shoek that he went to the
Head to argue the matter. But, of course,
he got no change out of that, The S8ixth
had & shock, too. BReside fellows like Win-
gate, Loder, Courtney, and the rest Regfle
really looked a mere kid,

Loder wanted to protest, or that Reggie
ghould ask the Head to change his mind.
Buit the new boy phowed unexepected firmpess
on that point. I he could do the 3ixth
work, he said, [t was only fair that he
should be in the Bixth—which was an emi-
nently remsomahle way of lookinmg &t it.
Loder tried to bully bim, but Wingate soon
vut & stopper on that,

Of course he was bullled by some, chivvied
by more, and rag by most. Every bhoy—
and évery man bas ever been a real
hoy—can wnderstand, 'There never was yeb
a caze ol o weakly, clever boy who did not
have something to pmt up with. His clever-
nezs is apt to he resented, and the rasent-
ment takes the form of abwing bim that
he dees not amount to mueh in other ways,

He was “x rotten spooney,®™ “a hleszed
noodle,” and all that sort of thing, accord-
ing to fellows in. the Forms below him. Now,
thongh mild and meek, Coker minor was cer-

-

trinly neither spoomey nor ooodée. Buot it
wes difficelt for bim to prove that be was
not, becamee to prove it he was called

for what would bave overfaxsd = fel
with five times hip strength—<to hold his own
against = crowd. Ewen to hold hin own

.againat ome fellow stronger amd bedvisr and

heétter skilled than he was 100 much to
“expect from him,

Bolsover major wanted to Bim,
Beggle bad ng chance ogainet the Remove
bully, sud-be kmew #. He géve ln i —
which mak have been wise, but 1z not the
sort of wisdom boy admires, Better

to Aght bopelessly than te give in without

a struggle!

Templé was anhoyed with Bim for his
timidity, and threatened him. Reggls put
up ons leg—not to kick. ©Oh fear no!
22 40, thoneh Ficking It dead offeven Tor
at all, g iz or
a Junior, let slose a fellow in thy t_.fgms
No: Reggle sald that if Temple hit Mim while
he had ome lag up be could not h&l;f:ﬂiﬁ%:
and that, as it red to Reggle, would
be the end of the buslness,

It was enly the
wWoaK EvETYONS

It was nof, naturaly.
I:reﬁmning. Funk—that
called | Coker major felt i wery much
indedd, Hs would have nothing to with
a brother who disgraced him_ Is that way!
Like Phargoh of old, he hardened his heart.
The LRemove—some of the Remove—wanted
to be kind to Reggle. They took him for a
run, and he Bnished the rom by a headiong
plunge into a wery odorlfercus ’?unt:r. The
Upper Pourth had no mind to bhe kiad. In
the temporary ahsence of Mr. Capper Eeggie
waa sent to preside over that Form. [t was
Walker who bhad been asked; but Walker
turned the job over to Coker mimor. The
result was pandemonium in the Form-room.
But thees was another resplt. Hordce
came round! He could not stand i any

lomger.

“Thix fs my hrother™ he fpld Temple &
Co., “and I'm backing him upl®

Saome of you aay ¥you den't like Coker,
Perhaps you will llke bhim better H you bear
that incident (B mind.

That wes not the end of troubls, Horace
Coker's backing is not quite all that Horace
imagires . It may serve dhe purposs
white Horace 18 on bhand; but Horace absent
it not the object of awe that he fancles,
Neggle bad a rough time of i, Bolsover
m ut Heggie ncross his  knes end

’E’EI Maigyer Lipzapy.—Ma, 516,
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gmacked him. Coker major, having thrashed
Bolsover--ph, yes, DBolsover stood up to him!
—tid ltkewise to Bolsover. RBut that did
hot 'II'EEE out the indignity to Reggie. Horace
taw that drastie measures were Decessary.
He atarted in to glve his minor a boxiog
lesson. It was scarcely proving a success
‘when DBunter opportunely rolled in. Then
Horace offered Bunter balt-a-crown if he
could lick. Reggie. Bunter was on. Bunfer
tried. Buf Bunter fafled!

This was only a boxing hout. Put a little
later R&gﬁia and Bunter met in an actual
fight. DBad pews had come from Aunt Judy.
It seemed for a fime that the loss of all her

monéy was likely. Bunber sald that he bad
always suspected thoe Cokers of being fishy.
Regiie colled him a Iying beast and a fat
cad—very strong indeed for Heggie! The
Owl did not want to fght; he was afraid he
might kill Reggie. But he had to fight.
Netther was killed, and it was not Reggie
who was whacked!

It was while Hotace was away, gone to
comfort Aunt Judy, that Hobson & Co, made
Reggie entertain them to tea, nz was told
lazt week., But Harey Wharton & Co., Tull
of aympathy for th Cokers, had promised
the absentes to Eeep an eye on Reggie, and
they put hiz tormentors through i,

THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D@~ THE "BOYS' FRIEND" 30 LIBRARY. "2

Coker minor' has pever made & ¢ leuous
figure in the Sixth otherwise than at work,
It is wnlikely that he ever will. Buot tha
fellows have come Lo understand In his cass,
a3 in that of Alonzo Todd, that it i3 good-
nature more than anﬁthlng else which makes
him shun fighting. He is pot really a funk
at heurt; but he knows that he can never
be a real fighting-man, and he would rather
not fight. That 15 all wery well, s long as
behind it there iz & spirit that will make =
fellow stand up for x lHoking imstead of
lying down for one. [ think Reggie has
nqutrid that spirit pow, f be lacked It
at flrek.
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”

and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.” &
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HOW THEY WILL SPEND CHRISTMAS !

Interesting Interviews by Our Special Representative.

HARTON was looking jolly serlous
as I entered Study No. 1. And 30
were Bob <Cherry, Nuogent, ood
Bull for that meatter.

They wera aitting round the tahle, which
was mply smothered with papers of all
descriptiona and zlzes, writing as quickly as
they -poeslbly could.

Wharton-looked wp as T entored, and gave
me a ferce glare,

“You've come at. last, have you? he
exclaimed,

“"Yes,” [ murmured, not quite liking
Wharton's expresaion.

“And 8 jolly long time you've hbeen

coming ! rematked Wharton coldly. “Don't
you knoew that it’s the duty of a special
representative not te  keep his  editor
waitingt" ,

*¥-y-yes," T sald qutetly,

“Well, pow you've come,” gaid Wharton,
“we'll get to businesa. We're now preparing
tha Christmas numher of the * Herald." We
want you to do something extra apocial for
ua, Ip short, we want you to. interview &
numbar of well-known Ewrmnancs ut Grey-
friars and 8t. Jim's, and find out how they
intéend to apend their Christmas.'"

“Oh!" I Fn&p-ed. “How many arficlea do
you wantd
- *One only!” snapped Wharton impatientiy.
“But you've got to embody all the interviews

int¢ ome article. Now them, buzz of, and do
as vou're told. Shut the——o

“Bub you haven't tald me whom 1've got

to interview!™ I g}ﬂftﬁlﬂ!.
. “Borry,” said Wharton prompily. "Here
you are, The names are all on this list.” He

handed me a strip of paper. *Mind, I want
the article HBrat thing in the morning. “Hop
It, quicki™

1 hopped 6 at once.

Wharton can he snappy at times, and he
was in & fappy mood now with & vengeance.

Having elosed the door of Study No. 1, L
gazed at the list of names, The frst name
was that of T, Locke, the Head.of Grey-
Triara. I forthwith wended my way to the
Meud's private sanctum.

Luckily, Dr. Locke was alone. I eptered,
and I::qﬁalned clearly and concizely the
ochject of my wisit.

*1 intend. to epend Christmeas quiestly with
friends in the counptry. In these times of
gtress pnd trouble it behoves evary patriotic
Britizher to relroin from any form of
revelling.”

I podded my head in agreement.

“On - Boxing Day., however,” continued the
Head, “I hopa to help in entertaining a
number of wonnded soldters. 1 am afraid we
may be a little noisier then, but to my mind
there i2 no harm in our heroes Indulging in a
little E:uarum. They deserve some relaxation
Ior thelr pallapntry in keeping the invader
from ogr shores, and I for one intend to glve
it to them."

1 conourred, feeling nmo doubts a3 to the
extent of Dr. Locke's patriotiam. I thanked
him For his kindness in granting me an inter-
view, and them went in search of Fisgher T.

Fish. Fishy was sitting in his study reading
the “New York Times " when I found him.

“How do you intend to spend Christmas?™
I asked, coming to the pomnt straightaway.

“Wanl," drawled Fish, “can™ ye puess?
I'm gwine to spencd my Chrisfmas as every
Amurrican in this yere country should. ['m
writing to my popper over there, and asking
him to send me a3 many Amurrican papers as
he can lay bis paws on. [ reckom I want to
larn something about the boys whoe're coming
over to Oght the Hun. Some boys, 1 reckeon
they are, too. Mister Fritz will get the wind
up when he meets the Amurrican boys. Now,
jest you read thiz yere article about the
Amurrican——"

I would very much have liked to perues
the arcticle, but, as I told Fishy, I had got
an almost superhuman task om hand, and
time was valuable. In Fishy's own language,
I vamoosed, end went in gearch of Billy
Bunter.

I found Bunter in the tuci-gaho?. tr;r]ng to
knock Mra. Mimble for a couple of buns.
Mrs. Mimbe wasn't having any, and, seein
that Bunter was in a dizagreeable mopd,
thought it best to appeast his hunger belore
talking about Christmas.

I paid for the bune, and Bunter commenced
to eat ravenously. i

"1'm going to have the time of my hife
thiz Christmas,” said DBunter, in reply to my
question; “that is, if I'm alive then. The
griuh they supply at this rotten show s kill-
ing e fashk. The gquality is rotten, and the
nuantity—well, they dom’t give you enough
to-nil a teoth, let alone your stomach! Now,
this mornlog 1 had—"

“Excose me,” 1 interruptod politely, but
firmly. "I wes talking about Christmas.
MNow, what I want to know is—="

“Keep your wool on!” snapped Bunter. "y ]

was only going to enlighten you on a matter

of great  importance. But  Christmas!”
Bunter grinned all over his fat face. "1'm
going to have the feed of my life then, I'm

going to have turkey, and bam, and Christ-
mas-pudding, and nuts, and sweets, and
cakes, gnd—and anything =ise I can lay my
hands on. My people have heen hoarding it
all up for weeks, and we're golng to bave a
regiuler blow-out. I've had eoough of this
food-rationing business.”

“You intend to disobey the Food Con-
troller's ordera, then®" 1 asked.

“1 puppose I can do as I Jike?" said Bunber,
with & eniff. "Besides, I must live.
Supposing ¥ were to dis?™

I dida't say that it would probably bhe &
good thing for everybody if this did happen.
I merely remarked:

“But think, Bunter, supposing everybody
wis of the same frame of mind as you, there
wouldn't be enough food to go round.”

“fWeoll, whose fFault would that bef™ said
Bunter unreamahl{. “The G(overnment
must find the grub. If they can't do it, then
they deserye to be shot. Besides, the people
ain’t half smart. They don't know the way
to hoard like my people do. Now, if you
want a tip—-"

I was not in need of Bunter's tips, so I

took my departure, and walked across to the
porter's lodge. Gosling was warming his feet
by o roaring fire when I entered hia parlour.

“1 suppose, Mr. Gosling,” I remarked, ' you
inténd to speénd Christmas with your sons and
daughters, and grandchildren, and great-
grandehildren—-"

“Now, look here, yonng men,” said Gosling,
with an evil ook in his cye, "if you meab

thzt for imperence—" = -
“I had oo intention

Not at all,” I replied.
of heing impertinent.”

“Well, drop the great-grandehiidren then!™
snorted Gosling. * Which as I'm not quite s0
old as all that. I've got one our two grand-
children, Lless ‘em, but no great-grand-
children. And just you make a note o' that!
Now, as regards Christmas, we shall be very

viet-—just me and the missus you know. We
sha'm't ‘ave much to eat, for the simple
rexson that we can't aford a lot. Food's
werry dear, end drink—well, '8 water for me
thia Christmas.”

“Water!” I egjaculated. "But surely you
will be able to afford a bottle of lime-juice?”

“ Lime-joice [ - exclaimed ﬂl:raliuf. % That
ain't in my line. It's B kid's drink. If L
could only run to a bhotthe © g—1 mean,
wh—— 'Ere, young feller me lad, watcher
grinning at?™

“I'm sorry,” 1 sald plaintively. *I had no
idea that I was amiling. You—er—didn't
finish your remark, Mr. CGosling. You were
gaying something about & bottle of—"

“Young himp!” exclaimed Gosling. "“Can’t
I say what I likt? 1t's my opinlon as you're
tr{i::,g: to get at me. Il you're wise, you'll
take wvour ‘0ok before—>"

Td "(Fosay looked very warlike just then. I
didn’t even say good-bye; 1 left the lodge at
a vun, quite sore that, In spite of nll, the
old porter would secure hia bottle of gin by
hook or by crook,

I was making my way to the School House
when 1 eapied Wun Lung, the little Chinee.

- "Ha, Wuon Lung,” T said. "I presume you
are looking forward to Christmasi”

“Wo axvry,” replied the Chinee.

“You're longine for the Christmas holidayas,
I hopet I further remarked.

SN BaRvYY.”

I coughed impatiently. :

*Where do you intend to spend your holi-
day?” I asked,

"No pavyy."

“Are you going home with Wharton ™

And etill there came the reply:

ad Hﬂ‘ ﬂ-ﬂ.'l"\"}".h g

Wun Lung was im ope of hiz obstinate
moods. [ gave him up ag a bad joh. He
evidently did not want to savvy, and 1 had
learned from experience that when this was
the cnse the dest thing to do was not to try
and make him. ]

1 atill had two more fellows to Interview
at CGreyfrinrs. They were Mark Linley and
Lord Mauleverer. ) ]

I caught sight of Linley making hiz wa¥y
to the tooter-ground. I collared him at once,
and put the question toa him in regard. to
Christmas.

“I'm geing home!" said Mark Linley, his

blizhad woekiy by the Proprietors st the Floslwary Hotissa,
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eyes sparkling with eager antleipation. I
am jooking forward to secing the old folks
onee again. Pad's been having a pretty busy
time of it mteli;r. He's on war work, you
hnow, and work oveftime every night in
Lthe week, But he's golng.to Have four daye
ofl at Chiristraas, thank goodness! He's sluck
it jolly well, and I'm m‘ri¥ too giad to think
he hasn*t cracksd wp before tE}-- It will
omiy be a lttle family gathering, but, all the
aime, it will be 2 ver hapn]{anne.“

I impressed u Listey that [ hoped he
wouki have 4 pleasant time, and then went
in qugmnn of Lord Mauleverer,

I féund his lordship where I expected to—
lying on the couch jn his stady,

He locked up slightly as [ entered, ond
waved his laopd‘as though he expected me
to depart,

“Please  don’t wqr;;r me,™ he  drawled.
“I'm heastly tired, and—"

“I won't detajp you a2 minute, my lord,™ 1
stild. “I've wmerely coma-to inguire how you
intend to spend your Christmae”

[ intend to aleep!™ declared his lordehip.

*1 presume e*.rarﬂar::d;r will glecp at might,”
[ said. “But what de you intend to do
during the dog?”

i E'IE#F !!!

“Hleap all dayi” I questioned.

“Yaas!" drawled Mauleverer.
to apend a holiday.
good long slecp?
—Er—er=—a gnod
nothing more,”

Xelther did I. His lurdships method of
spending Christmas did not appeal to me in
the least.

I had no one else to interview at (rey-
friars. Kext came the journey to 5% Jim's
And a rollen jowrney it wds, too! A fearful
gile wos hlowing at the time, and it was
jolly eold. T ean tell you | was thoroughly
glad when I arrived there.

The firet fellow I came, Into conbict with
was the very fellow I capecially wanted to
gec-—terkert Skimpole.

The peniua of the Shell wos crossing the
qead, deeply engrossed in reading some bulky

“Finest woay

A comfortable cowch and
fire, and—well, ¥ ask for

FOILING [FI

46 UNTER, my fat clam, what's your

verdict 97
“They po down like—like lolli-
g!* gaid the Owl, fixing his
glistening’ eyes upon Fishy's basket. * Hand
me another, Fishy, old c¢hap! I'm expecting
& postal-order—"=

“Nope!* sald Fish promptly.. = Now, you
follows, I guess Buntier's the grest judge in
these mattere, Roll up and buy! Sixpence
a time, I reckon ™

[Before T go any further with thiz I want
to caution the reader not o mention 3 word
of what I have to say to the Rhoodda bird
if you happen to run up agaiost bim in Lhe
atreet. It would be the Old Railey for Fishy.
And whom should we have left to bump then?
Bunter s such a weight!]

We woren't very keen on Fshy's offer at
firat. Bo far as we could aee, hia delfeacies
were those eclebrated currant-buns made on
the brickbat principle, which take about a
week Lo digeat.

“ ESixpence s & pretty helfty price to pay
for @ mouldy bun,” remarked Wharton, “1
don't think you'll ind many takers, Fishy.”

“1 puess these are something surprising for
war-time " said Fishy. “The new lovalty
bun! EKim on! Slick’'s the word! Roll up!®

Bolsover was in fonds, and bought one. He
had barely taken fwo mouthiuls before he
snapped up hald a dozen.

After that there was a resh, Harcy and
I and Bob and Johnny and Inky allehad one
apicee,

They really weren’t eurrant-buns at  all.
pave for the erust. The insides were full of
& rich, creamy substonce—that prigpe favour-
ite of pre-war Limes.  Fishy did what he
called o roaring trade, ard hls gtock dimin-
ishied swiftly.

“Where on earth did you gel these from,
Fishyt"* demanded Wharton, “Don't you
know the Food Controller has puot his foob
down on these?”

"“Guezs you're going to split, hey?s
¢huckled Fishy, handing them out.

“Pon't he an ass! Who sold you them?v

Fishy winked.

% Gee-whiz! Likely to tell you that, ain't
IT - Bold out mow! Sodeng! T have
another lot to.nlght.

What's better than a-

Lip!
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volume. 1f 1 hady'$ side-stepped quickly |
should have char lntuhm%g: % ?:grﬁ.
Hkimmy stapped, and gaped it me ip sy

prie. )

I didn't glve him time to diecoupse on the
merita of Professor Barmyerumpet. | egme
to the point hnmc:llim‘.‘.l:-lév.

“Ah., my friend,” sajd Ekimpole, 1 shafl
put the Christmas vacation to great nse! I
am at presegd epgaged in writing a work of
extremne importance. It Is entitled * The
Necessity for Enlightening the Hun.' 1 have
plraady weittem nine hupdred and ninety-
eight pages, hot ghe Christmas vacation w
grmfr_je me with-#n excellent nppnrt.unltg foy

sisfilg the cther iwoe thousand-apd-fwo
pages.

“Whew!” I gasped. " You intend to do all
that whack in a few weekat”

" Why not? querled Skimmy.
be“tEE.t you'll bave oo time to eat!” | pro-
]

“That [s of little fmportance,” sald Skim-
pole, " A true Determinist puts work befors
all. The .E:'.iﬂl-f_:i'*l;’ﬁ of ong’s appetite must be
doferred  when eré are matiters of far
greater importance to be attended to, The
cubrageons Hun ja ln greab and urgent need
of enlightenment, and my, book, when eir-
colated amongst our unprincipled enemies,
will perform a greater deed than any per-
formed by the sword, Now, I will rcad you
the first chapter of my book., It—-"

“H'mw!" 1 wterrupted. "Wl you tell me
where [ can find Trimble 7

“He was in his study ten minulezs age,”
renlied Skimpole,

" Thonks very much!™ 1 said, making off.

Skimpole caught held of my arm apd

drafm.: me hack,
1" will proceed to rend you the fArat
chea p—m>"

Skimmy must have thought me very rude,
for I pulled my arm free, and raced pell-meil
towards the School House. 1 really could not

have stayed (o listen to Skimpoles recication
it e had paid me to do sol

A found Bagey Trimble in his study, und
was very glad, too. 1 was feeling very tired,

By FRANK NUGENT.

Hiz stock exbdusted, he went off to his
everlasting accounts.

Whartem looked- round at the throng
of fellowa who were munching lovally
buns, He had thrown hiz into the fire, and
I and a few others—after taking o few
delicious bites—had followed hls example.

“I suppose you chaps aren’t going to en-
courage Fish in this?” he demanded,

“Hallo! Here's goody-goody Wharton in
the pulpit again'® snorted Bkinner. ©#It's
Fishy's own look-out-—he sells them! There's
nothing fllegal in buying them.”

A murmur of assent rose.from zome of the

Jellows, and. the bell for classes rang before

further words could be exchanged,

As soom as we were dismissed Fishy maode
off down the lame with the basket on bis
arm. He returped in time for tes laden with
loyalty buns.

His welcome was anything byt cold. The
lower Forms at least could not resist such a
toothsome offer, and some of the Remove
were pretty hKeen.

Fishy was doing a roaring trade in the
Commen-reom when Bunter pelted into our
study, puffing like o very fal steam-engine,
Wharton was standing at the window with
knitted brows, whilst I wos pouring the third
keitle of boillng water on the same leaves—
never did that before the war?

“I eay, you fellows,? axploded the Owl,
“1 kwow where Fishy gets his stuff fromt [
fallowed him 1@

Wharton spun round.

“iut with it, Fatty!™

“In PFriardale, you know. An old rogue
called Crimes selis 'em-—specialises in “em,
wcenrding 10 a notice in his window. ‘That
rotier Fish coght to be shown up, I say!
It's aur duty to inform the Food Inepector
for this district of hiz swindling stunt. He
charges o tanner, amd they're only. four-
pence 12

Bunter was bubhbling over with virtuons
indignation, and Whurton patted him on the

hack.
“Oond for you, Bunty! Thankes for the
Here's a couple of hob.»
“How many shall [ feteh for you, thepp
asked Rilly, pocketing the forin., = ¥ou'd
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Fand nat-ab all Keen in ohas alt over BE.
Jim's for the faf junier, . -~ 1

- “How do var jotepd ‘Chriatmas,
M. 'I'rimt:i’-&?aj' T asked. s o

Baggy looked ab me eriticaMy,

“If ydu're spongiog for aa ioritatbogp—"
he began.

“I don't follow you! 1 Enterru;_alhd.
“Well, that'a all right, shem!™ mapped
Baggy. ' What I mean i, § H :E'H
banging after an invitation to Trimbie MHall
for Jt:pa ¥ac. you've ocome to the wropg

Firimble Hali!" I repeated. *And whai {»
that, may 1 ask?”

| _“The home of the Trimbles” explzined
Bagey. “Trimble Hall is the fipeat manpion
| in the country. I's abhowd ten tinwes oe

a8 Bt. Jim's, and sta
acres of ground.”

“A wery fne place, | phrsld Mmogine,” I

remarked, “1I su 0
pomarked, o ° suppows sl your refations will
ba

“¥Yes; my titled relatfons will. all
there,” said Baggy, placing the emphasis op
the “tiled.” “There's my uncle, Loed Grab-
penny, and & cousin H'me Hogloodar;
and then there'lh be the Marchloness of M
port, . apd—well, pliogetber there will ng
ahount twzuty lords, den viscounts, halt a
dozen dukes, and, according to a leider I
recejved from my %u‘u'nm this moming, &
couple of pripees, cap tell you, aH thia
pobility in the land will he a i‘rl.m.blu Hgll
thiz Christmas! I should Hke to ask vow,

but, of course, you'd feel. very mueh ont of
place at Trimbie Hall. 1f you wamnt o job

ag waiter, or—-"

1 was pot very Reen on oh. aa clal
Representntive gf fhe "Hemr?i "j by th_lgp:imﬂ.
bat even that was better thap bejng a waiter
at Trimkle Hall,

I thanked Baggy for his offer, and atared
o0 my return journey to “31'51'1' riare, weaEry,
worl:, amt in need of & good aleep. 1t is not
all beer and skittlea being a Special Repre.
wotative!

in abouk & thows

THE END.

SN

helter have a gquid's worth while you've the
chanee »

Wharton laughed, and sheok his head.

“¥ou're going for them yourself, then®»

L Iinnm; not  exactly. We don't wapt
any.

Bunty stared, and waddled put of the
study, knitting his fat brows. He couldn't
fathom Wharton at all. _

+ ®1 dare soy this Crimes chap has heen hard

kit by the war,” mused Harry. “Buot lﬁ;{n
Isp’t playing the .game, you know. It's a
baller to-morrow. We'll give him a-call,®

There are plenty: of kids nround Friardals,
and Crimes got most of hiz custom from them. -

| He thought this cream-bua wheeds would

brighten things wp a bit. Goocdness koows
thingas need it!

The sun shone through the window upon
the innocent—if unpalatable—looking cur-
rant-buns, which suggested everything that
was righteous,

_ Unfortunately, Mr. Crimes himsell ban-
izhed any snspicion of rightecusness. He was
& narrow-browed, . squint-eyed, bald-headed
little man, with a face which vearly Iright-
ened us out of the shop.

The currani-buns were lahelled Lo ally
buns, § for 1/-" and Wharton ordered gbrea
and planked down hall-a-crown,

Crimes bended over the goods with such
i cunning grin that he gave us the impres-
dien we were belng swindled: and Wharton
counted his change very ecarcfully., It was
quite right, however, :

Then he broke n bun acrose, and was ahaut
to deliver a well-prepared lecture for the
old man's geed, when he observed the bun
to hé guite genuvine! The distryst was evi-
dently, mutual,

Mumbling ® Qood-aficroeon!® we Lrooped
out, and left the old joker rubbing his bands
and leering.

“He only serves the pastries fo those he
can trest, I suppose!™ grunted Bob. I
wonuerful how roguwes can sniff each other
aut! Tizhy found him ™

It was quite a warm day. hut the sun bad
that wintry appearanee which warns us that
the autymn is on Its last legs. 8o, accepting

(Continued on page 15.)
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FOILING FISHY!
{Continwed fmn. :pugl' 15.)

Sol's warning, we résolvea to make ~the
best of t, and walked-along sloxly.

And. we were not the un'l;r o making the
best of the.fagend of autumn, I walking
alowl lir:-m énrt l:ig to uiuliiuﬁith A b.ukE]:E

ala a tray of loyelty huns on nia
hrr, ;"m:cghud us with an expression of
lw:!: gu y mystery on bis face that I thought
lt:‘.ttl’& very-least he had come to conless a
*Imnét Hrnﬁl ol muu!ers ke had commitbed.
¥, younm f gint,” he whispered, poking
i on, “if'.ye've nothing much on, yer
t est watch the bake'us for a matter
winty mioutes! I'm going for a leetle—
'-:-u" know 1# --H,,a made a motien with his
ads indicatlve of shuffling cards, *1'li sca
Yer right for & bun apiece—a real whipped
cream "un—what !

"Harry was sbout to give on indighant
refusal when o sudden idea struck him.
etbow atruck him first—in the ribs, ns a hiot
6 move on.: But the idea must bave struck
‘harder, for he did not move on.

S There's the bake'ns,”. indicated this
da.ri::lg j'uun blgde, taking silence for com-
! Jg unks pops In, tell 'im I'm wiv
{}rlmn:, nn' if Crimes pops in, tell 'im I'm
mf Junks—egea TV

Whn?ﬁnu Bmledd ap]::il nu-ddv;::ﬂ ?ld the
:mmga ¢, after depositing bis tray on
Crimes’ counter, scudded away to join his
rockleas: mm fon.

.,Earfr y, “Johnny, and I went inoto
Crimes bnkthnusa, whilst Rob stood st the
door keeping cave in case of Mr. Junks.
There: were about half a dozen tTays
covered with lo yalty buns in here, and p few
sorded bLoxes, ¥y to be despatched eon-

:Inlm; the game loyal foodstufl. Crimes had
mil‘[ f" n3s Tob put it, all the food-

of the district, and these parcels were
!.ur them.
“Harry's eye roved over the boxes, and he
?:Acd one  lahelled “Mr. Fonsonby, Fourth
Hikheliffe,®

The box was quick] .n ned, the of
the loyalty buns pris and the whlpp%d
crenmn scooped out. - Eitﬂl "of us then set
work with paper and pencil.

Johnny's billet ram: = Heat and be "appy '™
Harry's affectionate inquiry was: ®Is this
how you like It dome?” My contribution was
a quotatlon from Temmyson: “Oh, lor the
touch of a vanished handi” ete., by way of
an edifying change. Inky'a waa rather more
elaborate, and ran ithoswisze: ®Question—
Whylore is this ludicrous loyalty bun like
the esteemed head of Answer—
Becauge it is emptiful t®

Wharton, probably thinking he %as §t
work on the ®Herald,” blue-pencilled the
“ful * ws inconszistent with “emply," and
then these notes, along with & lew more of
the same type, were placed in the hollow
tuns and the tops jammed on. ;

«The majority were filled with anwduat,
which-we found in & box, and then the parcel
for Ponsonby was repacked.

All the bhuns on the trays had shared the
game sawdusty fate by the time a low
whistle from Bob drew us helterskelter to
the door. o

A Rgore with knock-kneea and & white linen
hat emerging from the door of the Sprink
Inn .Jndicated the approach of the terrible
Mr. Junks.

The baker's boy tore round the corner -at
fhat moment, and managed Lo reach us just
before Mr. .Iunh:a, which quite satisfled him,
Indeed, he was more than satisfied, for had
hie nol won threepénce-halfpenny and = pro-
missary note for a I}Ezﬂﬂﬁ rom  his neck-or-
nothing comrade round the comer?

Wa went for 4 stroll for . half an hour, and
mada it in our way to pass Crimes’ coming
hack. Lottd volces raized in anger emanated
from the shop, but we made no attempl to
discover the cange of the altercation. B8till;
wi observed that the word *sawdusk?!™ was
re r:attﬁ many times and oft.

fe were resuming our promenade to the
gchool, when striding down the road came 2
massive-shouldered, youlh with a furious face,
In one hand he carried a huge clump of
wood, and in the other a loyaity bun which
ecemed to us to contain sawdust,

iy, M. B.!P ghuckled Bob, which he con-
fidentially told wus meant “On  Murder
Bent ™

We passed severpd forious-faced willagers
on our woay back Tto fhe school that after

D

{The Editor’s Chat. !
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3 noon, and for some remarkable reason they

-wére-all heading in the direction of Crimes’.

. Dur attentlop waz espeflally nla.imeﬁ
t.he apf.umnu of a shrill-yoleed Inl:lg
her hair in papers, waving a- pair o t.crngs-
in the alr In & 5u3§ﬂt—iv¢ mannar, and laav-
fng & trall of aawdust in ber wake as she
made towards the lovalty bun putveyor's,

An bour afterwards Old Crimes received &
parcel from the- grobby bands of & wery
smgll boy. ning it, he. tound it to con.
faio a maa.u sticky whi ped cream; a litfle
-‘adulternted with ink, along with a note
Eli'fﬂ : “In the name of the law, desist!™

Fimes’ only course was to dﬂ.afnt- Any-
wnr. he desisted.

- Bat that concerna only the cream of the
buns, The cream of the joke i3 this:

Fishy a ared b the gates round aboub
tea-time with a beaming simile on his chivvy
and a hasket of currant-buns om his arm.
Little *dreaming that they were the lawful
ohl stale ones, he had hought a quid's workh
of the still imperfectly refommed Crimes,
intending to sell them at eightpence apleco
instead of a tanner, as before, thereby
rdnallcmg one quid into a cool couple by the

ea

Md Fishy =ell out his atock?

Well—er—nope ! I rayther guess not, sirea?

THE EHD.

COKERISH!

[A .r:orre:;mndent sent me the following,
and claimed [t was the original work
H.....0O . .00, of the Filfth, I doubt it!
For one - thiog, the spelling is correct; for
another, the rhyme and metre are just
above © ... .s “welght.” Otherwise—well,
it'a Cokerish!—H. W.]

th, eves, s0 nice and blue! So full
charm, of charm?®

Oh, hhuw I hope you never:-come Lo harm, to
arm !

Oh, hair so soft, s0 wavy, and s0 Lrown, ml
brown ! )

T hope to sce you as I go to town, to town,

of

Oh, hovy T like to meet you in the street,
the street!

And love to see vou smile; it §2 o treaf, a
treak,

To hear you speak, in l;:lnrming voice and
fair, so fair,

It mnhes me feel that I would de and dare,
and dare.

And oh, T hope you like this little rhyme,
thia rhyme,

For'it has taken me such a long time, long
time

To make; but it has been a plensure, a
plensure
write and send fo you, my treasure, my
treasure.

{The remaining ten verses are ¥ held ﬂ"-'EI‘“l

—for everi—H, W.)

—Ii‘il‘lmiﬂ-ﬂﬂmw

!
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For Next Monday :
“IN ANOTHER'S PLACE!"

By Frank Richards,

Thiz flne story fells of o Lig, hefly
fellow who did not want to go to Greyfriars,
and of another lellugn who did want to.
You will ind out which of them went, and
what. became of the other one; but you will
not get to the end of the business next week,
though you will reach the end of a fu;r!mit.e
sbage in ik

A few of you complain of the serica type
of story, but 1 think most of you like 1k,
It gives Mr, Richards a far better chance,
you kuow. Think whal you would have
missed if he bad tried Lo cram bhe whols
gtory of the Oreyfriara bLarting-oyt into one
vart! When he sent me along the first of
the series—9 Judge Jeffreya ¥—1 wrote to him
by return to say: “This i3 golng to he a
barring-out, I can see., Well, don't rush it.
Let it run on inko severdl stories™ 1 am
not. sure that he needed tclling, bhowgh;

Mr. Richards knows a thing or two. T shoold
not have minded if it bad run on longer,
and I don't think any of ]ilul.

was gopd—as good aa t ier'_r heut.
[t. was, 80 we have no right to gromble.

STARTING A NEW . VOLUME,

ext week'™s number will be the first of
Veolume 12, A new volome does not mean
0 much to us as it does in the .cases of
aome papers which have several serfals atart-
ing all ot .once. Buf still, the beginning of
a volume is quite a good time to stakl taking
a paper. You might tell your chums that!

= .

CHEERING WORDS.

You will remember that & fow weeks ago
I inserfed, at the request of the Eev., Hen-
neth Asheroft, & notice ef a meeting  at
Hackmey =t which.the Bishop of Loodon
was {0 address lads of hetween fourteen amd
elghteen. Bince then I have rd from By,
Asheroft that the hall was absolutely packed,
and he s good enoush to say that he thinks
guite & numher of the fellows present came
hﬁzauu of what I had said here and in the
* Gem,

Well, T think it had some effect, for [
hellevo - that the two aJueru exert o very resl
infuence, and I -am gr to believe it.

Another clergyman who was present at
the meeting told Mr. Asheroft that the head-
muster of a boye" echool im his: parish read
to his sepior boys what I bhad written, and
asked thém how many of them were readers
of the MaGNeT and “(Gem.” Fully three-
quarters of them put up their hands! And
it appeared that the .girla read thém, too.
I don't know whether that surprised the
headmaster—to whom 1 offer my thanks—but,
anyway, it does not surprise mo. That is
the sort of school I like to hear of ; and those
of my readers who were numbared - among
the crowd who put up their hands will pleass
inii:cEpt my best wishes apd*hearty congratula-

8.

—

YOOTBALL,
Maiches Wanted By :

RATENSCOURT JUKIORS—104.—Johin Perry, M,
@reenside BEond, Shepherd’s Bush, W. 10.

HIGHGATE JH'HL]RS—IE 15—4 rruEE TIJH.hL:h. —.
}'snﬁc.s, 18, Belden Lane, Great Horton, Brad-
ord.

NEWTON AMATEURS—I8}—& mile radiug.—8.
Rateliffe B0, {feorge Street, Hyde, Cheshire.

LEwWIs DAVIS ATHLETIC=IG6.1T7.—=J. Kaulman,
Mesars. Lewis Davis & Co., 22, Dueen's Jload,
Dalston, N.

Six players wanled lor Toolhall clubh—14.162
—write or .call.—F. J. While, 26, Edenvale

~Htreet, Fulham, 5 W,

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY:

3. . Finch, 35, Landseer Avenue, Manor
Park, London, E.—with boy readers in Africa,
Indi:, Augtralia, and South Amerlca In-
terested in ornithology.

K. . Hirat, 9, Victorla Terrace, Dudley—
with hoy readers in the United Btates,
Canada, and Anstealin.

T. W. MacCormack, 32, Park Plaee, Clap-
ham, 5.W. 4—with reatlers oversens mttrﬂtﬂl
in stamp collecting.

A. Feldman, 71, Wesl Grove Rireel,
Tord—wilh  readers overseuy
stamp coltecting.

Chas, Swinnerton, 44, Colehill Lane, Ful-
ham, London, 3.W. 8—with boy readers any-
where overacai.

Tirad-
fnterested in

Ernest Clowes, The Lodge, Melhourne
Goneral  Cemetery, Carlton, Melhourne,
Australin—with hoy readers in Diritish Isles
—age 1,

¥, McCarthy, Cambridge Street, Gladeville,
ydney, Australis—with hoy reuders in

-4 British Iales—ahout 15.
Mizsz Florrie MeBride, 339, Cily Road,

Fouth Melbourne, Auslralin—with girl readera
anywhere—14-16,

28-12-17



