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| diffienity or in trouble.

Fcr Next Mondsay :

“THE SCHOOLBOY
FARMERS!”

By Frank Richards.

Those of our readers—and they are many—who prefer
#bove all things o yarn in which humour is in the ascendant,
will be delighted with next week’s fine story.” At the same
time, there is no reuson to- suppose that the rest, whose
taste is for the more #efious type of story, will be disap-
pointed, An advertisement in a local paper for schooclboys
to help on a farm sends the Famous Five to Mr Quelch,
and through the kindly offices of that gentleman not only
Harry Wharten & Co., but alsa Lord Mauleverer, Billv
Bunter, Skinner, and Spoop are allowed to go along and
oive their aid to Mr. Higgins, of Fernford Farm, for a
week., Bix of the nine go with full intention to work their
hardest. Mr. Higgins finds that one of those zix has rather
pecihar notions of what hard work means; yet, after all,
it 18 Mauleverer, the slacker of the Remove, who earns
" the most ecredit during the week, though it can scarcely
be said that he earns it by strenuous labour, As for Bunter,
& maght be expected, his motive i1s the Heshpots; while
skimner and Snocop are smply out te shirk work at the
- b it ant mennes  froa-shivkigg work at Grey-
fuiars, Mot one of  vhioss e Seteas et b 0l week
But the other sixedo, and how they farcd, and how it Was
that Bunter and the two black sheep weut back as “ retiormed
smpties,” vou can all read next week in

“THE SCHOOLBOY FARMERS!"

THE " BOYS' FRIEND " 3d. LIBRARY,
Some little time ago I answered in the * Boys' Friend ”
the complaint of a reader who objected to the republication
of serials he had already read eas numbers of the “Boyi’

X

Friend © &l. Library. Now George K. T.. writing from
Woodstock, Cape Town, South Afria, makes the same
complaint, 1 deduce that he is not & “Boys Friend ™

reader, or he would have seen the reply referred to. But
I wonder why he 15 not? He writes: * Now, dear Editor,
why do you print sccondhand stuff in the “ Boys Friend ”
3d. Library? Quite often when [ have gone to get my three
books, I have found that T have read one of them. and
sometimes two. 1 do not think that this 1s right.  When
I buy a “Boys Realm,” and get a serial in it, T do nat
expect fo get it dished up again to me in the “Boys
Friend " 3d. Library.”

This good reader of mine iz making a mistake. He
words hig protest quite avilly, and T never mind anvthing
of that sort when 1t is ecwvil. But he is_in error in sup-
posing that the * Boye Friend ” &d. Lilwary 15, or was
ever, #mtended to be devoted entirely to new slories. . Tf it
were, 1t could net he sold at the very low price which is
asked for 1f
wnuch he is gefting for the modest sum of threepence? (A=
a mati=i of fact, being a.resident in Sonwn Afrieas, bs has
to pay rather move than that for it; but 34, 18 the standard
price. i Home of the stories are new, and are thrstinctly
statedd on the covers to b so; 1 that stafement decs not
appear, it may bo taken dcr granted that the yarn—like
thie wvery great mmjority of storses brought out at prices
varving from 3d. to ls.—is a reprmt. The series was reallv
instituted for the purpose of republishing in handy book-form
the more popular serials which have appeared in the “ Bowvs®
Friend ¥ and ils companion papers ntpﬂ, less mature ape.
(It should not be forgotten ihat the “ Gaod Old Green 'I'n. "
az =0 many readers affectionately ecall it, has weathered the
storms of over twentyv-one years, and is now going stronger
than ever,) Thousands of those who have read the varns
as serials want them in book-form, as the manv letters
received prowe. But, in any case, a higher price would have
to be charged for each number in the series if each number
were a4 new storv—so. as the showman said, * What you lose
on the swings vou get back on the roumdabouts ™

The Editor is alwayvs pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and is only too willing to give his Lest ndvise to them if they are in
ity o » + « Whom to write to : Editor, The * Magnet ”
Library, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.
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THE “ MAGNET " IN " §
GERMAN (7) i
SOUTH-WEST
AFRICA.

It 15 no longer “Ger-
mat " South-West Africa,
of course, and I should
=uy that nothing 1s much
less  likely than that
1t ever will be again. But 1t was still sa when a soldier
reader of mine introduced the *“Magnet™ to its sandy
wastes. Pat Halforty, late of the Natal Carabineers, was
one of those who shared in the campaign under General
Motha, and he tells me that his mater sent him  the
“ Magnet 7 regularly througheut. ““*As soon as the post
was distributed,” he adds, *‘you would hear the chaps say:
" Halforty, has the ““Magnet 7 come? If it has, just you
vuck up with it, for I want it next!” Al the boys liked
1.7 Quite a nice testimonial, that! s ;

NOTICES.
For Correspondence, Etc.

[1. Chfford, 120, Shakespeare Road, Btoke Newington, IN.,
would be glad to hear from any reader who has a small hand-
printing press for sale second-hand.

AL D Whitehead, 45, Ringford Road, Wandsworth, S W,
woild like to get into toneh with readers anywhere, leen on
i'hﬁiﬂ;}}_i;;’r_-ur}-nf a1ad Feeeile . withe o wiew to foermme e clab.

Miss Auvifa "Ii‘f'azii?fgfnéﬁflrﬂa-?;:w_ gy Breese o Uoang ctews,
Carcliff, would like to cortespond with anc Ner RiFl Teaders -

J. A, Hart, 15, Droadwater Road, Loidship Lane, Totten-
Lam, N., is a violinist, and would be glad tu hear from any
fellow-reader (boy) in his neighbguibooag who wonld soepimnm-
pany him on the piono at practice. Bhould be able to read
imusie at sight, of course.

Cricket and Fﬂ{l.l-bﬂ?”*

Kennedy C.C. (average age 16) want maiches after two
o'clock Saturdays and atier six o'cloek week-nigbts, hve-mile
radiug Clapham.—Hon. Sec., Jim Hooper, 14, Eiwell Road,
Larkhall Lane, Clapham, S.W,

Everton Junior C.C. (average age 153) want metehes, three-
mile radms Stanley Park.—Hon. Sec., Peter Graham, 12
Goshen Street, Everton, Liverpool.

H. 8., 117, Campbell Road, Eastleigh, Hants, wants to
arrange footer fixtures for his club (average age 114), within
seven-mile radins, for next season.

Iillside C.C. {average age 141) want home and away
matches, Saturday afternoons, four mile radius.—Hon., Sec.,
J. 8, Webster, 17, Canden Street, New Basford. Nettingham .

J. G. Pike, 60, Devas Strect, Bromley-by-Bow, K., wantis
to- arrange footer lixtures for his club {averuge age 15-10)
for next seison. ,

Jas., ‘Neads, 32, Somning Stiecl; Homap. Road, Barnshury,

N., i3 forming a footer club for ueyt Segsou, and will be

happy to hear from any mndev-in aesusighbsirheed who
would eare to join. T ) :

Maortheld LS00 {average age 158 wast Haturday afternoon
inatches, hom@ or-away, four-mile rudms.~Hop. Hec., W.
Warburton, 37, Center Streef, Brownlowdeld, Belton.

Flowery Field «JJunior (.. (average sgre 13} want matehes,
eight-mile radivzs.—Hon-Sec., ¥ Pyne, &, Cannon Btrect,
Flyde. :

Sio Hilda's C.C. (average age 14), want matches, Saturday
afternoon, home or away, two-mile radius of Jesmond, —Hon
See,, 8. B. Bmith, 15, Tavistock Road, West Jesmomwd, New-
castle-on-Tyne,

Tarbinia C.C. (average age ] want Saturday afterncon
matches, home or awav, four-mule radinug Neweastle.— Hon,
Qee., E. Sandells, 3, Cleghorn Street, Heaton, Newenstle-on-
Tyne,

Whitchureh Juniors A F.C. and
C.CL want Saturdav cricket matches .
fve-mile radins Whitchurceh;  also "
to fix up footer fxtures for next
season,—Hon, See., Jolin Partridge,
Penlan House, Melingrifith, Whit-
church, near Carvdift,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Baptism of Fire!

W T8 a fact, I tell you ! ’
I Bill:: Bunter; the fat, ungainly porpoise of the

Remove Form at Greyfriars, blinked in at the door-

way of No. 1 Btudy, where, seated round a well-

spread table, Harry Wharton-& Co. were indulging
in the cup that cheers, and sampling Mis. Mimble’'s finest
ciream-buans,

No. 430,

Copyright im the Uniied States of America. .

oned h&aﬂl-j_r-'a'g_ﬁiﬁi't—w“n Lung’s sth, and fhe little Chinee gave 8 yall: Eﬂ h;pped il;qut on uﬁq !nn_t,“
clasping the damaged spot. (See Chapter 5.) : .

“I'm addressing you. fellows ™ continued Buntor, hias
glasses sliding down his fat little nose jn-his excitement,

Bunter might have been addressing a brigk wall for all
itho response he got.  Bab Cherey was pitching into the
cream-buns as if for a wager: Hurreo singh, the dusky
junior, hailing from India’s coral strand, was stripping a
banana; and Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Johnny
Bull went on chatting on the subject of the Lb.w. rule in
cricket,” ag if blissfully uinaware of the undesirable presence
of the Owl of the Remove,

- -duly 15th 4898.
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“It's a faet, T tell yvou!” reiterated Bunter, his voice rising
ahmost te a scream,

Bob Cherry loeked up.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! That yen, Bunty 7 Which exit do
yﬂu‘me er—ihe door or the window "’

Billy Bunter snorted, but backed disereetly to the deor.
He knew Bob Cherry's plavful ways, and he knew also that
L was preferable to leave a stud voluntarily rather thun
be propelled into the passage by ob’s large boot.

* I'm reacdy to swear——'" he bagan,

Nugent raised his hands aloft, with a pious expression on
hia face,

“ Hush I he said, in a tone of shocked reproach. * How
date you seek to pollute the atmosphere of this study by
giving vent to bad language ! :

‘* Look here!

“ Fathead ! sniifed Bunter, I know for

an absolute fact that thﬁmemﬂrﬂ have appointed a Games-

miaster at Greyfriars, and that he's coming this afternoon.”

the Famous Five became curieus, in spite of themselvos.
They knew that Billy Bunter was a liar of. the. first magni-
tude, and that in his ewn particular line he could give polnts
to euch noterious whopper-mongers as Buron _‘dg‘nﬂﬂhn‘l:lﬂen
ond the Kaiser. But occasionally even Bunter managed to
speak the truth; and if it were indeed a fact that Greviriars
wis to be blessed with the addition of a Games-master, the
alfair would provide a erowning sehsation, especially in the
ranks of the nove,

“If it's a fact, as you've told us about hifty times,” said

Harry Wharton, “ how did you come by it?" :

“Ahem! T happened to passing Quelchy’s study, and
he was jawing to the Head—or, rather, the Head was jaw-
g to kim. They were talking so loud that every word
thundered in my ears like—like the booming of breakers.,
Of course, I would never deliberately play the part of an
eavesdropper——" -

* Of course not " said Johnny Bull solemnly.

Harry Wharion began to look interested. He tossedl a

creant-bun to the Owl of the Remove, and requested him_to:

proceed, .
Bunter- accordingly proceeded not with the narrative. but

with the cream-bun. When it had disappeared into his

cap&eiots. mouth, and slipped tlown "his -throat only half-

chowed, the fat junior was goed enough to enlighten” his

“listeners furthor,

“I distinetly heard the Head tell Quelchy that o Games
master had been appointed, that his name was Ransone,
and that he was one of the strongest men in England.”

“ But why in thunder do we want;a Games-master ™ o
clwimed’ Bob Cherry. * There isn’t much we can be taught
about cricket and swimming and rowing,”

“The governors seemed to think there was, according ta

the Head,” said Bunter. ‘' Colonel. Ranter, who's on the
committee, described the fellows here as a lot of milk-and-
water weaklings 1™ _

S Ranter again I grunted Johnny Bull, # 7T should hove
thought he'd have kept off the grass, afted that Sergeant
Buarrell affair, a fow months back.”

" What else is this josser going to do besides itrying to
teach us games?" asked Nugent,

“He'll have the same powers as Wuelechy and Prout and
the other masiers, I suppose. I tell you, we shall have a
dog’s life! Talk about Burrell. This new chap's a perfect
Nero compared to him! He's the strongest man in the
land,” continued Bunter impressivelv, ‘““And one of the
biggest rotters who ever breathed |

A sndden hush fell upon the Famous Five. Unseen by
Bumter, a figure had suddenly appeared in the doorway- - the
fignre of a huge, broad-shouldered, heavy-browed giant.

Bupter had his back to the open deor, and, in blissful

ignorance of the presence of the intruder, he went rambling
on : :
‘I vote we bar this brute Ransome when he comes, yon
fellows I Chaps like me, who are athlotic, and know every-
thing there is to be knowm about games, don't want a silly
scarecrow like Ransome trying to put us through our paces.
I propose that we all rise up in a v and squash him '

* Shush ! muttered Bob Cherry hastily.

** Bhush be blowed I’ said Bunter, warming to his subject.
* Look here, are yon felows going to rally round, under my
load, and give the new beast beans? What are you wagging
vour finger at me for, Nugent? And why's Johuny Bull
making a worse foce than usaal *’ 3

The answer was scon fortheoming. The piant, who had
siocod as still as a statue thronghout Bunter's oration, now
thok one stride forward, which brought him within arm's-
lenigth of Bunter. s

" Bo you've been taking my mame in vain-ch?" he said,
in a rumbling voice, _ .

Billy Bunter almost foll through the floor.

“Oh, I -T ——_ Ahem! Is that you, Mr. Rancome "

Tur MaaxeT Lizrany.—No. 440,

“neck, te bogin with,  Brofi¥ewonld. - '. w -Di-a_t ﬁ
rmagimation, be terded 8 féather-wor - He tirtied - the

“1t 181" said the new-comer grimly, * And you, I take it,
aro Bunter--a boy who has been described te me as being

the flabbicst piece of idlemess and vice within the four walls -

of Greyfriars!
slanghter me 17
., " Nunno, sir!” said Bunter, writhing fo escape from the
iron_hand vhich had descended on his s oulder,

* But I distinctly heard you say so i’

“ Ahem !
Bunter feebly,

“You lring little toad !I'" shouted Mr, Ransome, who was
evidently not given to mneing his expressions, *‘I heard
You mention me by name " :

Bunter glanced wilidly round the E{'d.ufyq, as 1f seeking for
a meaus of escape. He felt that the toils were closing in
upon him, and that there was no Jtﬁ\; the vials of My,
Ransome's wrath. P

" There—there's a chap in the school named Ransomo !’
stammered the Owl of the Remove. ‘* He's rather a beast,
you know, and I was talking about him--not you,”’

Mr. Ransome seemed to be lacking in that simple faith
which is said to be so superior to Norman blood.

“1 don’t believe you!” he said, with delightful candour.
“ Come and point the boy out to me 1"

" I-I don’t happen to know which stady he's in, sir !

** Neither does anyone else,”” said Mr. Ransome rimiy,
[ will proeceed to show you that I havoe not come to this hot-
bed of iniquity for the benefit of my bealth. The place has
fallem into rank degenera y He governors tell me, and 1t is
my 1‘!‘33{!}!‘.] mtention to mpke it up, I'll begin, I think, on

vou !’ :

" Ow ! gasped Bunter,

Lhe next moment it seemed as if No. 1 Study had been
overwhelmed by an ecarthquake, with Billy Buntcer at the
centre of it Mr. Ransome was possessed of prodigicous
strength, and he proe to wutilise it, while the Famous
Five sat in their scats and gasped. They had witnessed ex:
hibitions by so-called strong mém at sircuses and travelling
shows, but such displazs -into- imsigiificance before that
of Mr, Ransome, 2 o i, A

The new mastor hgl_'ﬁ'_iﬂ-_-r Rumn _ ﬂ)ﬂ-.aﬂ_rﬁﬁ' fﬂf his

8o you're going to rise up-in arms and

-

o
el

scale at a fm}d twnlm_;r_m:-ﬁg.ig der to lift than «

sack of coa : e S \

But to Mr. Ransoma he w igd fo be a mere wisp of siraw.
The Games-master kept himi suspen = %ﬂmla-ﬁrz and with
his disengaged hand eommenced (o puminel the fat junior as
if he were a punching-ball, made for the express purpose of
coming mto contact with Mg, ame’s left. e 5h
: %‘{Tﬂf—nﬁ?-mﬁnnw !;';llnellﬁwve:i' & ntex ait t.Ihtht{rp,uf hiu.hmﬁ_q._
“Help! Rescue! Wharton! berry | Inky ! Dragimeff
He mecens murder! T can sce it in his oy, l"'"_7 .-!

Harry Wharton & Co. said nothing. at first. The power
of speech and action seemed to have forsaken them, an theg
witnessed the amazing spectucle like fellows in a dream.
But presently, when the Games-master's blows became
harder and more terrifie, the Famous Five could contain
themaelves no longer. They bore no superfluous affection
for Bunter, but, as Bob Cherry remarked, * No. 1 Study
wasit t a butcher's shop, and they weren't going to see pig-
killing executed on the premises.”

“ Draw it mild I" exclaimed Bob indignantly, *'Nuff's as
gouod as a feaat!"

Mr. Ransome paused and swung round, still suspending
the sguiming Bunter. : 55 !

“ Were you speaking to me ?”’ he thundered,

" Yes, I was.' You might have been sent here to teach us
games, but not games of this sort, This fsn't & Ilome for
Prize Bullieg{* =~ e

The giant was plainly amazed and annoyed at Bob's plain
speaking. . He scemed to be a man aciugtomed to terrorising

those weaker than himself- a hving exymple of Shakespearc's

statement that it is excellent to have 4 giant's strength, but
tyrannous to use Like a giant, - o ¥ ’ :

** Bob’s quite right,” said Harry Wharion, new thoroughly
ronsed. “If you've coming to Groyiriars with the sole object

-of chucking your weight about, you'll find you've watked ini

# hornets’ nest. Better moderste your transports | -

“ Ilear, hear I"* said Johnny Bu"},

“Thoe hear-hearfulness is fervific! 'The beastful Bunter
deserves the lickfulness, but we will not see him Hunfully
slaughtered [ .' :

Mr. Ransome’s face grew livid, and his cheeks mottled.

“That’'s the tune, is it?” he roared. “T1l jollv soon
show you how I deal with a pack of confounded whipper-
snappers | Here i

The Games:master hustled Bmmier into the corner, and
then, vith a menacing gleam in' his hard, grey oyes, he

BELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1o

1—I ‘was referring io someone else, sir,” seid

ST L e



"ﬂ’- |

L ] : | .—1 -.' ) I.
HITEECNy
'r .

[l

i

| The proprietor of the little printing-office stared as Coker stated his requirements,
: of this—fhis m-gpalt piffie ? ** he exclaimed.

—— e ei———

“You want three dozen eopies i

strode towards the Famouz Five, who had lined up. shoulder
to shoulder, determined to thwart Mr. Ransome, in rockless
defiance of the consequences,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Loder’s Little Lesson!

IIE new master was in a roval rage. Ife had
imagined that the Greyfriars juniors, when they
saw what a QOgoliath he was, would mind their
's'and q's, and kow-tox to him on CVery ocCcasion,
he ' discovery that Hurry Wharton & Co. were

made of sterner stuff did not please him,

Without wasting any more time in words, Mr. Ransome
assumed the offensive. Ile cuffed the juniors right and left,
and did great execution,

“Yaroooooh!” yelled Bob Cherry, as he staggered back
into the fireplace. ““ Go for the brute, you fellows !”

It was a bad beginning, to lay hands on a new master, for
it meant making a permanent enemy of him. But Harry
Wharton & (o, possessed plenty of spirit, and had no inten-
tion of being tyrannised over.
anything that came to hand—and got behind the table,

Mr. l-%an::nmo, however, was not to be baulked of his prey.
With one deft movement of his powerful arms he swept the
table aside, and all the crockery went clattering to the Aoor.

“Back " panted Johnny Bull. “ Stand back, or I'll not
be responsible for what happons to vou, you brute I

They eaught up weapons —

—

Johnny was flourishing a ericket-stump in the air, with a
grim expression on his rugged face. Usually slow to anger,
his temper was now fairly up. i

But so was Mr. Ransome’s. He little dreamt that Johnny
Bull would put his threat into effect, and had the.surprise of
is life when the stump came crashing down upon his arm,
catching him on the funny-bone, and causing him to dance
up and down like a dervish, -

“ Well played, Johnny, old man!" shrilled Billy Bunter,
sitbting up and rubbing the back of his head, which had
suffered a severe abrasion, “ Give him another for me!”

But before Johnny could -proceed. to further deeds of
assault and battery, the mmster had wrenched the stump
away, and began hitting out with it indiscriminately, His
eves were bloodshot, and for a moment the juniors were
scized with a terrifie fear that he was not in his right mind.
They dodged away from his hurricane blows like chaff before
a cyclone,

The study door burst open, and Loder of the Sixth looked
in. He almost fell down when he saw what was happening.

““Who-—who's that madman " he asked of Buntor.

“*The new Games-master,” was the reply. ** He's letting
Wharton & Co. have it hot.”

A grin spread over Leoder's face—a grin which- grew
broader as the chastisement proceeded. The black sheep of
the Sixth was very much up aganinst the Famous Five, and
nothing ever pleased him better than to see them gotting it
in the neck.

THE MAGNET LIBRAR:‘;—}I{J, 4403, e
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Had the intruder been Wingate or Courtney, Mr. Ransome
would certainly huve been checked in his destructive career.
But Loder simply stood in the doorway and smirked.
was even tempted to ask the new master to lay about them
with greater gusto; but that would hardly have been dis-
creet, s0 ho kept his tongue in his cheek, and remained a
silent spectator of the extraordinary scene, inwardly gloating
at the punisbment which was being metced out to the fellows
he detested,

Frank Nugent and Hurree Singh managed to burst clear,
wnd they dashed past Loder into the passage, where a score
f juniors had eongregatod, wondering what all the com-
si3otion was about. With an angry bellow, Mr. Ransome
fn[i?wfd, but he paused before the unpupufm prefect, amd
sniffid.

“Who are you?’ he demanded,

o' My name 13 Loder,”* answered the senior stiffly.

Mr. Ransome sniffed again.

" ¥You have beern smoking !"?

The colour mounted to Loder’s cheek.

‘; II don’t see how that in any way concerns you!” he said
ridely.

“Oh, don't you? 1 have besn “instructed by Dr. Locke
to put down smoking and simil@#.vices with a very firm
hand! You admit your offenced?® .

“No; I deny it!”’ b At

" 8o you're a liar, as well as a dissipated, dissolute scoun-
dret!™ rapped ont Mr. Ransome. “I shall be well advised,
I think, to make a public example of you !

In great alarm, Loder turned to flee. But the master's
ttrong grip fell upon his shoulder, and he was whirled back
into the study.

The fellows in the passage nudged each other gleefully,
It would be a treat to sco Leder go through the mill, they
lold themselves, especiully as he had made no movement to
go to the rescue of the Famous Five,

There was no denying that (Gerald Loder was a well-built,
hefty fellow; but, for all his heftiness, he was helpless as

2 mouse in a cot’'s mouth. The hurly giant of a Games-

inaster swung bim across the table, pinning him down with
one hand; and then the cricket-stump came inte play.
Whack, whack, whack !
* Yaroooooh !
“Reminds you of carpet-beating, don’t it?" grinned Bob
Cherry, who forgot his own injuries in the excitement of
seeing Loder come under the ban of Mr, Ransome’s wrath.
“ Stick it, sir! Never mind the dust!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” :
Mr. Ransome fairly lot himself The way he wielded
that ecricket-stump was, as Peter Todd said afterwards, a
stght for gods and men and little fishes! He seemed to be
utterly and entirely devoid of the quality of mercy, and in
vain Loder kicked end squirmed and struggled. His yells
of anguish floated discordantly along the passage.
Then came the sudden rustle of a gown, and the juniors
outside the study scattered before the majestic approach of
Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth!

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Assault-ai-Arms!

R. PROUT presented a most dangerous and

menacing appearance. His Winchester repeater

—that dreaded weapon which had inflieted many

minor ecasualties since its owner had riddled

buffaloes in the Rocky Mountains—was under Mr.

Prout's arm, and he looked as if he would use it on very

slight provocation. Perhaps that was why the jumiors in
the passage stampeded hastily to a safer spot.

“ What is the meaning of this?” demanded Mr. Prout,
glaring into the study :

“ Help, sir " sereamed Loder, who by this time was well-
nigh distracted, for he had received the thrashing of his
life. - *“ This brute—this horrible ruffian, is murdering me !’

The words seemed to produce a galvanic cffect upon My,
Prout. For a moment the juniors who saw feared that he
meant to fire bis Winchester—in which event Mr. Ransome
might have been in some danger, but others would have
been in far greater jeopardy. For, as they all knew, what-
ever might have been the aceuraey of Mr. Prout’s aim in the
far-off days when he played Nimrod in the Rockics, the one
thing certain about it now was that he would Mot hit the
object aimed at.

- Harry Wharlon sprang forward, with intent to wrest the
weapon from the master’s grasp N ;

"'E))ok out, sir! You'll be killing somebedy if vou're not
careful ! sang out Bob Cherry. . y
.t Unfortunately—er—I mean, of course, fortunately—it is
not loaded,” pufted Mr. Prout. * Therefore——"* =

- He swung the weapon by the barrel, and brought the butt
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He_ head no one felt sure, exm}‘mt that

crashing down upon tho table close to the new mastor.
Whether the blow kad been intended for Mr. Ransome's
ntleman himself, whe,
as he dodged with great agility, howled

"Stop 1t, you dangerous lunatic ! Step it, T say !’

' Breaking up the happy home!" gurgled Peter Todd, in
the passage. O, my hat! I shall burst a boiler in a
minute !

“Hn, ha, ha!" ; ;

Mr. Ransome was by this time seriously alarmed for his
safety. Ile concluded, and not unnaturaily, that Mr. Prout
had suddenly taken leave of his senses, and had no wish fe
by despatched into the world to come through the clumsy
antics of a bald-headed maniac. Acocordingly, he sprang to
the doorway, and forced an exit thfough the crowd of
laughing juniors, : . :

The wretched Loder slipped off “the table, writhing and
“wisting himself into all sorts of shaped He looked as i
e had juet emerged {rom a mangle.” -

P“Itam exceedingly sorry for you, my poor lad !” said Mr,
rout,

Loder felt like telling Mr., Prout te go to Jericho, and
let hig sorrow accompany him 4o that te epot; but he
restrained l_lliﬂﬂlf with a grest effort, and slunk from the
study, receiving ecant sympathy from the turbulent crowd
without.

O Wharton I rapped out the Fifth-Form master.

“Yes, sip??

" Did I understand you to say that that—that unprincipled
heoliguin was the new Gamesmsaster?” =

“Yes, sir. He eama to-day.”

" Then lis exit shall follow speedily upon the heels of his
eatry ! I will not tolerate such bestial brutality !

Mr. Prout swept out of the study, taking his gpun with
him, and leaving Harry Wharton & Co. to nurse their
injuries, and breathe threatemings and slaughter against
Little Tich, as Peter Todd, who was somewhat of a Wag,
persisted in nicknaming Mr, Ransome,

The master of the Fifth, his brows contracted, went direct
to the Head's study. Dr. Locke was bueving himself with
some billsa tendered by local tradesmen. "He locked up a
trifle irritably at Mr. Prout’s emtry. - - :

“1 am afraid I am too much occupied to attend io you
wow, Mr., Prout,” he said testilpes... IS e

“Bat I insist upon baving an audience with you, sir!
You are aware, I presunie, that a person mamed Rangcme
aas been appointed to the ridicnlous and unnecessary post
of Games-master at this echoelt” = Cl

“ Well " said the Head, pushing his bills aside and looking

up.
*“1 must request the removal of the man at ance!” said
Mr. Piout. *“Within a short time ef his arrival he has
aggressively maltreated a number of boys in the Remove
Ferm, and assaulted—openly and wantonly assaulted—a
prefect of your appointment !

" Bless my soul I” : :

“In short,” said Mr. Prout, “he s a most dangerous
ruffian, whom it is monstrous to permit to be at large |”

The Head sighed.

“I fear I can do nothing in the matter,” he said. ,

“ Nothing !I"* roared Mr. Prout, flourishing hie gun in such
a reckless manner that the Head instantly bobbed back in
his chair, "“The fellow is almost a murderer, sir! His
brutality knows no bounds!” '

*“Mr. Ransome was appointed to a mastership not at my
instigation, but at th: instigation of Colonel Rauter, -at the
last meeting of governors. The ﬁm! seema to think that
the school 1a in a very sluck state, that there is altogether
too little discipline. I «ndeavoured to dissuade him from this
view, but he s as stubborn as—as a imule! Mr. Ransome,
therefore, has been entrusted with the task of rousing the
echool from its alleged state of ieracy, and he was told
net to epare the rod. I must cauition him mot to be too
sovere in his methods; but as to sending him dway from
Greyiriars, that is altogether beyond uny power |” g

“ But I msist—"" i > e

“I am afraid your insistence carries Litle weight, Mr,
Prout. What must be, must be! The governing body should
know what is meet and proper for the schoel, and it is cur
united duty to support their wishes.” : it

My, Prout fairly danced with rage. :

“T comsider it your duty, Dr. Locke, as headmaster of this
echool, to discharge euch a villainous hosoligan |

The Head bristled up at this. ; :

1 have no desire to be tanght my duty by my
subordinates !” he gaid, with asperity. * And you will oblige
me, Mr. Prout, by refraining from carryng that—ahem !—
dangerous weapon about the building. I fear that the lives
of the boys he jeogard:ac-& if maseters reeort to the free
use of loaded LI | : .
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“ Dy, Locke,” oxclaimed Mr. Prour, “1 Lave used a r.fe
frow ivfancy, and know Low to control one better than any
ian living | Why, when I was in the Rockies in "81——"

The Head eut his long-winded colleague shorr,

“You really must excusze me now, my dear Prout! These
billa are pressing |

“Then Ransome is to remamn?"”

“Of course ! I will warn Lim not to exert his strength too
much in future.”

Mr, Prout gave one emphatic snort. and stamped out of
the study with feelings too deep for words,

Thus ended the first skirmish with Mr. Ransome, alias
Little Tich. The latter had reticed to his study, which had
formerly been tenanted by Larry Lascelles, the mathematies-
master, wllftu was nobly assisting to keep lLis country’s end up
in Flanders.

Mr. Ransome stood before thie mantelpicee puffing furiously
at a battered bulldog pipe.

“The kide here seem to have plenty of spirit,” he muttered
to himself, **but if I don’t t_nEe it out of 'em in next to
tio 4ime, and make the cheeky beggars toe the line, my
namé's not Dick Ransome "

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Out-Buntered!

REYFRIARS was wildly excited concerning the
: dramatic arrival of the new master, Details of Ins

feud against Bunter and the Famons Five, and his
summary castigation of Gerald Loder, spread
through the sclhiool like a fire through gorse. Mr.
Ruansome had opened the innings in a manner which wag not
caleulated to do him much subsequent good; and the prevail-
ing opinion was that e was a hefty lump of brutality who
wanted putting in his place at the first possible opportunity.

The juniors saw no more of Little Tich until dinner-time
next dayv., Doubtless fearing the wrath of Mr. Prout, he
had not ventured out of his room, and breakfast had been
taken to him privately by Susan—Mr. Quelch’s servant.

When the juniors filed into Hall for dinner they found
Mr. Ransome presiding at the head of the Hemove table,
before a steaming-hot joint of mutton,

“rood ! chuckled Billy Bunter., ' Let's hope he gives us
generous helpings. I expect he will. There’s so much of him
that wants feeding that Le'll imagine we want the same

“anount.”

“Yep," sald Fisler T. Fish, the Yankee junior. “1I guess
I've got an eighteen-carat, gilt-edged appetite—jest a fow ™
- *&ilence ! roared My, Hansome, it his sonorons tones, ** Do
_rou hear me, Herrug ™

“1 guess my name's sk !”
indignantly.

“Really !
lines !"

“What for?” gasped I'ish blankly.

“For not addresstie e as ‘sic 7

“(h, Jerusalem crickets "

v Silence, I repeat. Now, each of you will pass up hia
plate in turn.”

Billy Bunter’s plate promptly whizzed up to the end of the
table like a pip from a gooseberry. . Unfortunately, it had
too much impetus behind it, and disappeared over the edge
like a motor vanishing over a chff, to fall with a crash aud
a ilatter on the hard floor of the Hall,

“Grunter ! Stand up!” thundered Little Tich.

“Mv name's Bunter [ said the fat junier peevishly.

Mr. Ransome glared.

“Take fifty lines for impertinence, and another hundred
for wilfully and maliciously smashing the school property!
You will d}ine to-dny off bread and water!”

“W.w-what!" S

Billy Bunter was obliged to cluteh at the nearest pillar for
support, He could searcely credit the evidence of his ears.

“You-—vou're joking, of course, siri"” he stuttered feebly,

“Tndeed I am mot! M is uot my practice to jest! ere
ia a piece of bread, and ‘¥ou may help yourself frecly to water
from the jug ronder!” ‘

With a groan Billy Bunter started on the very frugal fare.

* As a matter of fact, Bunter,” said Mr. Ransome, “I am
not sure that, in iy capacity of Games-master, I ought to
allow you to retain vour lavish superfluity of flesh. You over-
eat vourself habitually, you gluttonous littie pig "™

At that Mr. Prout jumped up from his seat at the head of
the Fifth-Form table, and strode up to the new master,

“ Really,” he said indignantly, *I refuse to tolerate asuch
opprobrious expressions any longer! You are not dealing
with servile dogs, but with boys!”

“(Go hon!” said Mr. Ransome, quite at ease when he gaw
that Mr. Prout was unarmed., * I want no interference ffom
you, Mr. Grouts!”

“What! What!" i

The irate master of the Fifth pranced: about like a cat on
hot bricks, hurling heated recrimination# at the head of Mr.
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Ransome, Fellows at the other tables stood up and craned
forward in order to derive the maximum of enjorment from
the scene: and the fun ruled fast and furious,

Mr. Prout, however, soon found that he was no mateh for
the now Games-master in repartee, and withdrew sullenly
to his srat after a most undignified exchange of expressions.
Then Mr. Bansome proceeded to make merry in his owun
delightful way.

4 %4t down, Bunter,” he said, “ and do not make a beast of
vourself with the bread and water! You--you skinny scace-
crow at the end—what's your name?”

“ I'm not skinny 1" hooted Peter Todd, to whom the remark
was addressed.

“Don't vou dare contradict me!  Pass up your

Peter obeyed, and the Removites watched Mr.
wonderment,

With consummate care he carved off a quivering lump of
fat, and deposited it in the centre of Peter Todd's plate;
then he passed it back down the table without turning a
hair. : -

““ Hore, what's the little game?" roared Peter, who was no
respecter of persons, let alone persons of the Little Tich
Y LA

“ A regular course of fatty food.” =iid Mr. TRansome
sweetly, ** will cause: you to add to your scanty store of flesh.
You and Bunter scem to be the two extremes in this Form,
1 am determined to reduce him, and to inflate you, so that
vou will be of medium size and weight, and properly qualified
to play hard, gruclling games!” :

“But " I—I can’t eat thist” faltered Peter, quite taken
aback.

“ YVou shall have no apple turnover until you do.”

The leader of No. T Study gave a groan. He was very fond
of apple turnover, and wouldn't have missed his share for
worlds, So, with a heavy heart, he made an inroad into the
horrid mass of greasy muatton [at,

“Now, Wharton!”" said Mr. Ranzome,

The captain of the Remove sent up his plate. and fared
better than his predecessors, though the new master’s notions
as to quantity were very vague. He served Wharton with a
dinner which Mrs. Kebble's cat would have mopped up 1nside
two minutes. ' -

“Next, please!” said Mr. Ransome,

Lord Mauleverer sat pext to Harry Wharton, and the
schoolboy earl did not stir. It was a warm day, and the
atmosphere was conducive to drowsiness, His lordship’s head
was reclining on lis chest, and he was breathing placidly.

“rood heavens ! gasped the Games-master.  “Can 1t ba
possible?  Can it be possible. T sav, that that boy has com-
posed himself to slumber?”

“ Looks like it, sir, don't it!" grinned Skinner,

Mr. Ransome's method of restoring Mauly to amimarnion was
novel,” but effective. Mo snatched up a burning-hot spoon,
and dabbed it sharply on the sleeper’s cheek.

What happened came like a flash.  With a wild yell, Lord
Mauleverer shot bolt upright, flinging out his arms as he did
=0, and knocking the contents of the gravy-tureen right up
into Mr. Ransome’s face ;

The gravy was hot, as Me. Ransome soon discovered. Ha
leapt several inches from the floor, emitting a vell which rang
from one end of the Hall to the other.

“Yaroooooop !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, begad!” murmured Lord Mauleverer,
distress. * What have I done?"” _

“The bravest deed of the war, myv cherub!™ answered Bob
Cherry.,  *I shall be proud to mention your name in iy
next despatch!" '

Mr. Ransome wrenched up a corner of the tablecloth, and
mopped his gravy-covered face with it. Then he awung
roundd on Lord Mauleverer, ;

“You—vou clumsy woung jackanapel — What's
name?” .

“ Lord Mauleverer.”

The reply had an instantaneous effect upon Mr. Ransome,
who actuaﬂ‘g became respeetful,

“Ah, I can quite sce, Muuleverer, that yvour action was—
ahem !|—purely accidental,  May 1 trouble you ‘for another

late 1™
ansome in

in graat

VOl

Another being forthcoming, the new master proceeded to
pile it up with a cnnai{]erah%'e uantity of mutton, potatoes,
and greens, He could not adﬂ gravy, for the full comple-
ment of the tureen had gone into his face and down his
coat. '

The rest of the juniors were served without mishap. -Their
portions were so insignificant that Johnny Bull repeatedly
urged somebody to close up the windows, lest the dinner
shiould blow away, o
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But in one way, at least, Mr, Ransome was liberal,

It was evident that he realised the necessity of good food,
and plenty of it, in the case of a man of his weight and
stature, and he earved for himself with so generous a hand
that wlhen he had heaped up his plate very litde but the
miuiton-bone rematned upon the dish,

Bunter regarded the lavish helping with eyes that fairiy.

threatened to start out of his head. Peter Todd looked wist-
fully from it to his portion of nauseous fut, and tlen back
egain, finishing up with a sigh that amounted to nearly half
» gale. And Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry said things under
their breath, :

'ith the apple turnovers he wade equal play, They
vanished hke snow in Mav before his assault, = When they
were all finished he seat out to the kitchen for meore, and, as
the turnovers were exhausted, was supplied with a dish of
mixtd pasiries which would have made a meal for any three
boys in the Remove, Bunter excepted, of course,

The gaze of Billy Bunter never left him. With mingled
avwe and envy, Bunter saw a rival such as he Lad never secn
before—not even in Fatty Wynn of St. Jim's. DBunter's
mouth watered, and his eyes gogpled.  But Mr. Ransome
never looked Bunter’s way; he devoted the strictest attention
to business, ‘

The rest of the Remove looked on with something very like
ebsolute disgust.

“reedy hogl!” growled Johnny Bull, under his breath,

“Greedy ain’t the word for it !’ said Bob Cherry. Why,
Bunter's a mere trifle compared with this blessod gorman-
giser! I wish to goodness Mrs. Kebble had poisoned the
pastries "

The other Forms filed out of Hall, but the Remove lingered,
to await Mr. Ransome’s pleasure,  He ate quickly, it is true,
but so vast was the quantity of the food he demolished that
gomo considerable time had elapsed before he ultimately
pushed the accumulation of plates and dishes away from him,
and pulled out his bulldog pipe.

His dismissal of the juniors was eurt and enfitemptuous,
and had he postponed it much longer there would certainly
have been a riot, The fellows were prepared to suffer to a
certain extent, but Mr, Ransome bad nearly epplied the last
stiaw that breaks the camel’s baple,

“What a Tartar!” said Vernon-Smith.

“ What a pimply-faced Prussian pig!” said Johnny Bull,
“Vin simply farished, and vet that beast ate enough for
twenty, and made us watch him, so that we should feel it all
the more!” .

“Itv’s certainly the limit,” agreed Nugent. “I'm fed-up—
nat-with grub, but with that rotter Ransome! The sconer
ﬁﬂ. shari;:;za the dust of Greyfriars from his elephant feet the

eiter |

But Litile Tiel bad not the remotest intention of quitting
Greyirviars, | :

It was a wveritable land of lenty, =o far as he was con-
eerned, . He was wellfed, well-paid, and given full scope for
his bullying propensitics ; and it was :Lg":-nng on every side that
a state of war existed between all Greyfriars and Little Tich,
and that the former would eventually emerge from the conflict
with flying colours,

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Crieket—Modern Siyle!

i HAT'S the programme for this afternoon $” asked-
Harry Wharton, “It's a half-holiday, a

glorious day, and no cricket on,
gegtions 1’
“A dip in the river,” raid Nugent promptly,
“Ratel” retorted Bob Cherry.,  “What's the matter with
a first-class picnic? We're in funds. and might as well Lave
#'bit of a fling before the firm goes broke again!”
_“"E‘r’b!i.::h 18 1t te be!” said Wharton, ¥ The dip or the
pienic’

" The dipfulness suils my esteemed fancy betterfully,” said
Hurree Singh.

“No doubt,” eaid Bob Cherny. “But I plump for the
pivnie,  We've had such a mouldy dinner that 1 simply
rouldn’t last out till tea-time!™

Then the practical Johnny Bull promptly found a solution
to the problem.

“ Have both!® he said,

“Food egg!”

“We can cart the grub down fo the river in a tuck-basket,
¢l gorge after we've been for a swim 1”

Bnt, just as the Famous Five bad their plana for the afer-
nuca cut and dried, Mr. Rensome’s ocoarse voice could be
heard in the corrider without.

*All P-:::ya in the Remove will assemble on the cricket-field
gt onen ."
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Johnny Bull looked grim,

"I vote we kick,” he said,  “Hang it all, it's a half-
holiday, and the beast has got no right to spoil 1t for us!™

“1 don’t think a rebelhon would da mueh good,” said
Harry Wharton dolefully. *Not at present, at- any rate.
Prout could do nothing by going to the Head, so it stands
to reason we should be in the same boat. Besides, if he'ss
going to try and teach us ericket, as 1 suspeect, it ought to be
vather good fun !’

“That’s z0,” said Nugent. “Let's go like lambs to the
ciddy slaughter !™ _ '

The study door was thrown epen, and Little Tich himself
appeared, % :

“ Didi’t you hear me shout imt now?” he stormed. *Get
on to thewcricket-field at onee I S

“ Very well, sir,” said Wharton mcolty.

When the juniors reached the field hey found nearly all
the Remove assembled, most of them looking very mutinous.
A long strip of cocoanut-matting had been overspread on the
turf, und stumps were driven into the ground at a short
distance—the length of the ercase—from one end. :

“He means to do things in style, anyvway,” observed Bob
Cherry.  “P'raps it won't be so dusty, after all1”

The Removites felt particularly anneyed and exasperated,
because Coker & Co. of the Fifth, anmﬂm;&e & Co. of the
Fourth, would persist in standing reund and cackling.

But the cacklers clearcd off when they saw Mr. Ransomo
coming with his giant stride. They had no wish to run foul
of the strongest man Greyfriars had ever seen.

“Now then,” said Little Tich, “we will get to business.
Bunter 1"

“Ye-c-eg, gir?"
knocking together. _

“Here's a bat. Yon will take your stand before the stumps
vonder, and remain thepe for ten minutes, irrespective of
whether you get out or not. I am goeing to make Greyfriars
head and shoulders above every other schoel in the country,
g0 far as ericket 1s conderned,

“We can study the game on .our own, without having it
rammed down our throats!” said Johony Bull, unable. to
contrel hamself. ~ " "ﬂ. . # ———

“Lake five hundred lines, , dor-wmpertinBaes! Now,
Bunter !” L

* Pip-pip-please, sir——»

“What is 1t*" e

" I—1"m neo great shakes at-ericket, sir,” stamffiered Bunter,
making quite an upusual confession.  “T think it is down-
right dangerous to let me play, as my heart’'s weak, and I've
got varicose veins, sir, all the way up my back 1

“fla, ha, ha!” : S |

Mr. Ransome remained impervions to the fat junior's
exenses and entreaties. Ile dragged Bunter by shecr force
to the wicket, and there the porpoise_of the Remove remained
with his bat, which was several inches toc lmg for lam, trail-
ing awkwardly on the ground.

Littie Tich took a ball, and planted himse¥ at the other
end of the vocoanut-matting witﬁ an almest feroeious expres-
sion on his face. ;

" Play 1™ he shouted.

" P-p-please, sir, I kik-kik-can’y !

*“Then I'll soon make you !

And Mr. Ransome flashed the ball down to Bunter with a
veloeity which made the onlookers gasp.

Billy Bunter saw it not—but he felt it. Tt just happencd
to graze the unpadded shin, and he gave a wild whoop of
angnish, dropped his bat, and rendered @ sort of impromptu
somg-and-dance round it, ; b i

*“Ha, ha, ha!™ k7 _

“Come on, you young coward !”ihellowed -Mr. Ransome.
“1 won't tolerate any shamming ! that bat up, and face
the musie, or, by thunder, I'll half-murder you 1*

" Oweow-ow M o

Billy Bunter reluctantly obeyed the Cames-master’s
comimand. _

Agamn the ball whizzed down; but Billy Bunter was not
facing the music thie time., He h d out of the way with
all the agility of which he was capable—which ‘wasn’t much—
and there was an ominous crash us his stumps revolved in the
a1r.

“ Bah!™ snorted Mr. Ransome. * You're no Trum r, I can
eec | SBtand up like & man! Don’t wobble about like a jelly
that i=n't properly set! You've got to stay your tem minutes
citd, or I'll knock you into the middle of next week 1

Bunter cowered before this terrible threat, and had no
option but to remain*in front of the wicket. Mer. Ransome
bowled to him assidyonsly, never relaxing his lightning speed :
and at every other Ball the wicket was wrecke Luﬂl::f ., al
the deliveries had betn fairly straight, or an ambulance would

quavered the fat junior, his knees fairly
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Mr. Ransome strode up to the . , kicked away some of the clothes, an&ihm tha.*lﬁnﬁ: thin,
if > “So you're a-funk—what ? ** sald Little Tich grinily,

7. Fish was revea

terrified face of F'[ﬂlerf'_'g
(See Chapter 8. '

have been necessary to convey the Owl of the -Remove to the
sanatorium, '

“ Wharton next!” said Mr. Ransome. .

Harry Wharton stepped forward fearlessly. He was not
afraid of the fastest bowlng. Indeed, he much preferred
it to that slow and tricky order. Little Tich bowled with
oven greater foree than when Bunter had been at the wicket,
and Wharton had need of all his quiekness of eye and agility
of movement to keep his stumps intact; but he succeeded
doing so, amid the plewdits of his comrades.

Then the Games-mastor showed hil'l‘l.‘it'if to be a man who
gave credit where credit was due,

“ Bravo!” he exclaimed. *You've the makmgs of a hrst-
class plaver, Wharton | T thought you were all about Bunter's
mark, and am glad to find I'm wrong. You shaped splen-
didly.”

“Thank you, sir I" said Harry. He had not expected praise
from such a tvrant and a Tartar as Little Tich undenbtedly
was,

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent were the next two batsmen
in order, and they put up a very sound performance, though
not approaching Wharton's, for each of themn was bowled twice
in the course of the allotted ten minntes. Then Mr. Ranzome
siiomted :

“Wun Lung!" ; oy

The Chinee came forward with a roetul smil-.

“ Me muchee plefer not to battee,” bW said,

“7 dare say you do, vou pigtailed madinikin !™ roared Little
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Tich, *“But I'm not going to encourage slacking in any
shape or form. In you go!” :

“Poor Wun Lung know velly litile about clicket. He not
know which endee of battee to handle I

“Don't you, by Jove? I'll soon show you whieh end I
handle, if yon don’t get a move on!”

Even Wun Lung, with all his Oriental craft, could think
of no scheme whereby he might evade having to stand up
against Mr. Ransome’s lightning-flashes. He took up the bat
very gingerly, and stood ready.

Whz ! :

Down came the bhall at =uch a high-speed that it wos
scarcdly visible, A few yards from the wicket it lighted orr a
slight bump in the cocoanut-matting. and, swerving off at a
tangent, cannoned heavily against Wun Lyng's shin.

The little Chinee' gave a yell, and hopped about on oue
foot, clasping the damaged spot.

“You velly bad man!” he exclaimed.’
advantage of poor Chinee!”

“What !” gasped Mr. Ransome.

“ Plassian pig ! said Wun Lung.
muchee !

“I'll hurt vyou a jolly sight more, you—you petticoated
freak ' roared the angry Games-master, striding forward.

But Wun Lung had alreadyv sustained one casnalty, and had
no desire for an encore. He sped away like the whirbwind,
his weird garments flapping in the brecze as he ran,

Mr. Ransome gave chase, but he soon saw that # was

“You tly to takea

“You hortee me velly
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hopeless, and that he was eutting a very undignified figure ; so
lie came back to the piteh, and picked up the bat which Wan
Luang had been compelled to drop.

“Is thereé anyone here who knows anything about bowl
e 17 he asked.

“1've got a sort of faint idea that you've got to trundle
tlv ball along the ground, er something of that eort, sir,”
said Bob Cherry innocently.

“Bilence, Cherry ! You and Wharton and the black brat
cen gend me up a few balls,

Thurree Singh did not relish being eclassed az “the black
brat,” and he determined to take it out of Mr Ransome at
the first opportunity by bowling him all over his wicket,

But the nabob soon found that Little Tich was the finest
batsman who had ever wielded the willow on the Greyfriars
cricket-ground: He was simply unbeatable. For half an hour
the juniors bowled to him; and their bowling was not milk-
and-watery stuff, either, It was theic very best; but Mr.
Ransome rose to the oceasion every time, opening his broad
shoulders, and flogging almost every other ball over the fence,

"My bat!" Eltﬁﬂimﬂd Wingate of the Sixth, who was
watching the exhibition with his chum Courtnay, " 1f only
we: could get that chap to play for the First Eleven, what a
feather 1t would be in our cap !”

“ Yes. rather!” agreed Courtney, “Mi's a Jessop and a
Philip Mead rolled into one! It's the most masterly display
of batting I've ever seen in my life "

At length Mr. Ransome laid down his bat, and surveyed
kis pupile,

“There's come good stuff among you,” he said. “Tt only

wants bringing te the surface  We'll knock off now, and
tTha,t‘i!l*-'nahIﬂ those of you who want to go for a swim to
do g0,
" The Removites dispersed with mixed feelings. That Liiile
Twh was brutal they all kuew; but that %’m was totally
drained dry of the milk of human kindliness Har-y Wharton
& Un. could not, and would not, believe,

But, whatever his faults. the Remove were agreed upon
ane point—namely, that the new Games-master, whom the
goverors hael &Iipﬂ-ihtf‘ﬂ. wias the most wonderfal ericketer

W

ever sevf on the historie grousnd of Gresfriars,

.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Little Tich Lets Himself Go!

REYFRIARS seemed a different place with Liitle
Tich on the scene. Never had there been such a
profeund sepeation among semiors and juniore alike
since the memorable occasion when Sergeant Burrell
had attempted to rule the place by mailed-fist
viethods, '
Put there was this difference between Sergeant Burrell and
Little Tich. The former was a brute pure and simple, and
thoroughly ignorant at that: whilst Baasome, though he used
his bulleck-like strength to excess, vet sged A certain
smount of decency; and the Remov:, the only Form with
which he had come into direct contast, began to regard him
in_a slightly more. favourable light. :

But, twenty-four hours later. all their former ammaosity
towards him was revived.

In the middle of afterncon lessons Little Tich shufled into
the Form-room, his hulldng pipe between his teeth, and a
business-like gleam in his finty grey eyes.

Mr. Quelch, who was presiding at his desk, looked up

sharplv. : :
mall:r, Mr. Ransome,” he said, somewhat testily, “T wish
you would refrain from smeking before the Engs. and
<specially in the Form-room. You seem to be consuming a
particnlarly nauwseons and disagreeable brand of: tobacco, too,
and the atmosphere is smoke-laden already, ﬁ'ha;rmu;., pray
open the window !” ! ST %o

The - captain of the Remove obeyed, while Little Tich
iooked on and scowled.

“I shall conduct myself as I please; Queleh,” he said. “If
I choose to smoke, T shall do so.* If 1 elect to fill my pipe
with the foulest shag ever knowh, none shall sAy e nay.
But that’s neither here nor thefe. T have come Yo U Mon
all the bars of your Form to wait upon me at once.”

"“Good egg!” murmured Bob Cherry. . “Cricket again, 1
expect.. We fan stand any amount of that, eapectally if it
means dodging mouldy Latin verbs. ™

Mr. Quelelistarted back in surprise,

“But we are only midway through the afternoon’s werk!”
he demurred.- ;

“I'm afraid T can't help. that,” said the Games-master,
“There seems to be too much of this stuffy, class-room
cwotting, and net enough of the Spartan life. It is my
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intention to take these boys to the viver, and put ihem
throungh their paces at swimming.”

“1 cannot assent to such a proposal!™ =aid Mre, Quelch
majesticaliy, . |

“I don't see that yvou have any cholee in the matter. Dr.
Lacke hLas hecorded me permission to dnstruct the Remove
Form in the way I suggest.” :

Mr. Quelch looked dumbfounded.

* Dr. Locke has :anctioned this prepostérous scheme?™ he
gasped, : ¥ i

“The scheme is in no way preposterous. Queleh! There's
2 lot too much of the puny infant about the average (rey-
friars boy. He must learn how to:give and.take hard
inocks, and to make his muscle proportionately powerful-to
his munid.  An ounce of outdoor exercise iz worth a ton of
Latin verbs. The class will now diemi=st® :

Mr, Quelch stood transfixed while his clase filed out at
Mr. Ranzome’s direction. TEE fellows welcomed the
sjtuation as a welcome relief from dull class-work, though
it was donbtful if they would have relished it half as keenly
had they known what was in store for them.

At the master’'s command ther armed themselves with
their bathing-costumes and towels, and proceeded to the
shining waters of the Sark. r Y

The prospect of a dip appealed to most of them, bat there
were a few who, unable to swim a $troke. felt serious gnalms
about the business, Bunter was one, of course, and Snoop
and Stott and Alonzo “Todd were quite helpless. So was
Fisher  T. Fish, for that matter. But Fizhv had boasted so
often of his brilliant swimming achievements “ever there ™
—meaning the great United States—that he dared not con-
fess to his Form-fellows that he would be helpless as a new-
born babe when he entered tha water. alf

The juniors hastily undeessed, and then Bob Cherry. e
was his custom, made a sudden ruzh to the water’s edge.
meaning to take a headere= But Little Tich intercepted
him. -

“I am not going to have this indiscriminate plunging in,"
ne said. “In order to test your respective merits, I intend
to throw soun all in, one at a time.™

“Ow!” groancd Bunter, hiz fat® knees fairly knoing

together as he stond on-the H‘EE;-' garbed o costume waich

tooked as if it would bur<t TEFa perntiv FINSorra= % moment 5
notice, - :

“You first, Cherry!" said Little Tich, _

And, to Bob's unbounded homiliation, he found himself
heing lifted bodily into the air and _'_Eﬁi]t'ﬁﬁ:'ﬁﬁm tha
swirhng waters,

=Splazh ! :

-Bob Cherry disappeared beneath the surface. bt came up
again almost instantly, and swam swiftly away to hide hie
confusion. :

“Now, Wharton!™

“There's no need to chuck us In like that, sir,” aid
Harry. *“Most of us have becn sood swimmiers for ages,
and we resent it.” e

“Silence! You will do as I tell you!"* 4

Harry reluctantly submitted to the proecess of being thrown
. Frank Nugent followed, then Johniiy -Ball, then Hurree
Singh. None of them gave any trouble, bur they felt the-
situation acutely. . _ 3 : Lt g

“Bunter!” thundered Mr. Ransome, e %

““Grooh! T—exeuse-me, sir—1I d-d-don't feel well!” gasped .
the terrified Owl of the Remove. “1 pelieve it's the sun,
sir, I'm frightfully feverish.” a 5 o At SR

“Then the cold water will act o5 e rewiver,” =aid Mr,
Ransome drily. : ' SF N, L e N

Billy - Bunter's pﬂﬂf]ﬂtﬂtla,fﬁ was dfted 'in the air. Ha
kicked and struggled wildiy. but’ ;

the  Games master J -
in a grip of irom. o v Tt M’m

“One—two—three !’ he &ehim{ﬁ;_ and an the last word

Bunter went soaring over the river] to alig t with a sickens

ing splash in mid-stream. " . :
“Hellup!” he reared. “Oh! XYah?! Grocoeghl T sen't
swim! 'm drowning! Wharten! Bob, old “chdp, save
me " :
And then the fat junior sank like a signa. ~.
He came to the surface again VEry 001, howetar, his Tat
fare working convulsively., It was easy to <ee that he had
swallowed more pints of Sark g.;w than was good For -
Liim. - : B = e Foi
“Ow, vou rotter!” he spluttered, blinking at. Little Tich.
“When
murder ! :
Then Bunter went umder again, s T e, T
“T say!"” gasped Harry Wharton, treading water beside
Bob Cherrr. *'This igha bit too thick! I he goes under the
third time he won'tflcome up again! I vote we do the
rescue bizney,™ : P,

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE * BOYS FRIEND.” 10

my corpse is fished out yon'll be charged with



“What-ho!"” said Bob.

5 llﬁit Little Tich divined their intentions, and waved thom
ack.
“Bunter's.all cight.” Le said. “He's merely shamming. ™

“Rot! He can't swim, and vou know it!” said Wharton
fiercely. *“There won't be much sham abont it if vour et
him drown!”

For answer, Mr. Ransome picked up a stout eail of rope
which lay at his feet, and threw it out to Bunter. The fat
junior hugged the emd of it with a gurgling gasp of reliel,
and held on like a limpet.

. Then Little Tich commenced runnina along the bark, pull-
ing the rope with him as he did so.

"Rick out with your feet!™ he shouted, “We'll malko a
swimmer of you yet. Fancy a grezt lump of blubber liks vou
not being able to do & atroke! Kick out, I tell vou !

Billy Bunter obeved. His fat lcgs thrashed the wator
wildly, churnine it into foam.

Little Tich persevered in his aperations for sovera] mmomente.
and then hguled Dunter in to the bank. The Owl of the
Remove luy at full length in the grass, making a noi-e like

a tvrp deflating.,
“Todd next,” said Little Tich. “Alonzo Todd. I mean!™
“He's not

Pater Todd came forward grimly.

“Go easy with my cousin, sir!” he said
exactly in the pink of condition and a durling ke Bunter
had might lead to something unpleasant.”

Mr. Ransome swung round angrily.

“1 refuse to be dictated to in this manner!” he stormed.
“I am here to teach you bevs how to swim, and I nean io
do it!”’ '

He picked up the gentle Alonzo witk as much eazs and
nnconcern as if he were an empty matchbox.  Then ihe
junior shot into space, and, with a fearful Fell, was pre-
cipitated into the swiftly-running water.

“Ow-ow-ow!" he screamed, almost choking.
dear, sir, pray do not be so very violent!
Hf‘ﬂiﬂj}nfu would be shocked, nay, disgnsted, at
h———

Splozh!

Alonzo Todd dropped like a stane. When he came up a
moment later, white-faced and unable even to showt, it was
tao much for Peter Todd. He strode up to Little Tich with
cleiched hands.

“Let my cousin come out!™ he exclaimed, in ringing tones,
“Let him come out, or I won't bLe responsible for what
happens 1™

“How dare you falk to me like this?” demanded the new
mastor hoarsely,

“You'll find I cau not only talk, but act!” caid Peter,
“ fither Alonzo is brought out of the water this niinute,
before rou do him a mischief, or else we'll jolly well mob
yor b

“Hear, hear!"

“DBravo, Todds!™

Feeling ran high among the a:sembled juniors, and Mr.
Bansome, who was a coward at heart, and did not fee] like
crsaying a stand-up fight against forty fellows, acceded to
Peter's requaest. '

But if Alonzo Todd got off comparatively lightiy. there
F-f:;_- one person who didn't, And that wa: TFisher T,
‘ish.

Little Tich loocked round for him, but he was nowhere to
be seen. What bhad happened to him wag a mystery.

Then, his eyes fixed upon 8 huge pile of clothes stacked o
an tie bank, Mr. Ransome detected that something Th::-red?
Accordingly e strode up to the pile, kicked away some of
the boots and collars and ties, and wrenched at the jackets
and trousers; and then the long, thin, terrified face of Fisher
- T. Fish was revealed. He had hidden beneath #he elothes
for the express purpose of avoiding a ducking,

S0 that's the little gome, 1s it?” said Little Tich grimly.
“Youre a funk—what? A white-livered, Yankee nan-
combatant—hey?”

“Nope! T gness—=>=* :

But what Fisher Tarleton Fish guessed at that precise
moment was never known. Mr. Ransome procecded to roll
him like a barrel to the water's edge; then he gave him a
shove which sent him sprawling in. '

Fishy was not of the stuff of which Leroes are mads. He
howled and rwelled and kicked and struggled, but the
instructor allowed him to go completely under twice in
suceession before giving him the friendly &ssistance of the

“ Mum-my
My Lncle
such

UTOpe, :

And Fisher T. Fizh, when he crawled out of the water ten
minytes later, more dead than alive, felt that the world was
a very poor place—the eastern hemisphere, at any rate.

The chucking-in process continued until every single fellow
had sampled the waters of the Rark.

Whilst Mr. Ransome was busy in this wav, Coker & Co.
came strolling on the sceme, and laughed loud and long
at the cxpense of the Remove till the blood tingled in
Harry Wharton's cheeks, and he felt like tracking L-itge-Tirh
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to some secluded spot and sprinkling the earth with his
Eriaaey,

“Oh, my hat!” suid the great Coker, rolling convulsively
fraom side to side. “Chucked in like a lot of squalling
mfants, by Jove! [ strike: me we've got a jolly useful ally
in Ranzome,” '

“Rather!” said Potter. “He'll keep the cheeky Remove
fags in their places, and teach 'em to love, honour, and obey
their betters in the Fifth. And a jolly good thing for Grey-
friars, too!"”

To which” Greene, with his nose in the air, impre sively
added : _ - :

“Hear, hear! Ti seems to be a giddy fight between
Ransome and the Remove, and Ransome's WInnmg—winning
all along the line!™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Slave-Driver!

I' Harry Wharton & Co. imagined that the indignity of
being thrown bodily’ ijute :E:' river was the last they
would sulfer at the hands of Little Tich '
soon to know better. When the juniors were
Myr. Ranszome called them wogether. '

“Now we're going for a nice, dong, cross-country runt”
he said, with cruel geniality.

“Grooh!” gasped Bob Cherry.  “Cross-country running
We shall melt away!”

" Bilence !” roared Mr. Ransome.

He strode into the boathouse, and took up a long cane
which stood in the corner. L

“Just to touch you up in case of any further insubordina-
tion,” he explained sweetly,

“Obh, you brute!” mutiered Harry Wharton.

“Brate's not the word!” growled Ju’!‘lﬁn;ﬁ Bull
rotter wants flaving alive, or beiling in oil; it
matter which ™

Swish ! 4
- The cane swept down upon the speaker’s shoulders, and
Little Tich towered ever Johnny Bull, his eyes glinting with
wrath

“TI'll stand no cheek from a confounded whippersnapper
bke you!” he thundered. * You think it's infernally fumrny
to slang a master behind his back, de you! Take that—
and that!” :

The cane came down twice again across Johnny's braad
shoulders, and the burly junior gave a gasp of pain in spite
of hunself.

“There!” panted Little Tich. *“You will oblize me b
behaving yourself in future, Bull! Now. then. we're golug
to run through Friardale into Courtfield, then strike off

;! Were
essed,

& 72
wouldu't

- towards Wapshot Camp, and back towards Greyfriars,”

8 “_Elrlut that's ever so many miles, sir!” protested Vernom-
mith. .

“1 wouldn’t carve if it was from John-o'-Groats to Land’s
End,” said Mr. Ransome callously. “Get a move on!”

For a moment the Removites scemed on the verge of Opotl
rchellion. But no one gave them the lead, and after =
brief hesitation they trotted away, Little Tich coming along
behind them with his giant stride, swinging the formidable-
looking cane in the air, : : -

“Put _the pace on!” he shonted. “Put it on, ar, by
jiminy, T'll give some of you the biding of vour lives!™

The Removites were -iuﬂ:y dressed in their Etons, and were
minus running-shoes. The' going was difficult, and the beat
of the summer sun sim'ﬂly scorching. Little Tich was making
enemies that dav with & vengeance. -4

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned Billy Bunter, as the perspiring
throng of junmiors plodded along the dust-laden road in the
direction o Friarcﬁle. “I'm whacked, you fellows!”

“You'll be whacked in another way if yon drop out,
Bunty " panted Bob Cherry. “Here! Let's take hold of
your arm !’ : :

Bob’s kind heart was touched at the sight of the Owl of
the Remove, Billy Bunter was puffing and blowing like &
grampus, hit hair was dishevelled, and he see on the
verge of collapse. Bob Cherry took one of hiz fat arms, and
Frank Nugent the other, and in this way they propelied
him along the road. . : .

But Little Tich séemed to be all eves that afterncon. He

s - "y : . !]
A Grand, L - ry of H
Wharton & Ge By fﬂhﬂ?ﬁ_mﬂﬁt
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By the tune Wap-iot
Camp camme in sight
muost. of the fellows were
dead-beat, even the besso
runmners among them.

Little Tich continued
to make merry with his
cane, and deep  groans
: re-echoed along the road-
1 Wiy,

. . 'Then, just as Harry
Wharton & Co. felt that
“they could stand it no
longer, and were about
to turm upon their
AgETIessor, & rty  of
'Igﬁmiea Fprﬂng]"k::mt, ap-
pavently from nowhere,
and ' viewed the scene
with open-eyed astonish-
ment. g g

““What merry
dirkens——- began a
etrapping sergeant.

: “There's a prize bully
i 1 for yem, mate!” sard
i i ancther, indicating Little

Tich, - ““The bloke muat

imagine he's in Prussia 17
- lgomo onl!” shouted

a third, “Give him

sorks 1™

Little Tiech had the
shock of his life the next
monent. He was canght
m a raging maclstrom of
arms and legs, and
bumped down into the
roadway.

“You. brute!” roared
the -irate scrgeani.
“ Makin'. them. kids: run
like that, indecd! You
ovight to be downright
asnamoed of yerself1”

Little Tich sat up,
spluttering with fury,

“J—I—" he mnt-

[Ty,

the

-

|

Hrg hﬂ\wu .

Mr. Ransome fairly let himself go. The way he wielded that ericket-stump was a sight
io wonder at. Then came the sudden rustle of a gown, and Mr, Prout arrived on the
(See Chapter 2.) |

i scene.

tered chokingly., “You
shall pay for this!” '

“T'm  quite ready!™
was the prompt re

saw what was afoot, and, dashing up, dealt out a couple of :

stinging cuts to Bob Cherry and Nugent.  They dropped
Punter as if he were ved-hot, and the OUwl of the Remove
Hopped down in the roadway.

“*Don't lie shanuning there!™ roared Little Tich.
wp, yvou--you confounded lump of hlubber ™

“I—I kik-kik-can’t, sic!”

“Then I'll soon make vou!™

Whack, whack, whack!

“Ow-ow-ow |7 :

Billy Bunter leapt to his feet like a jack-in-the-box, and
scuttled away as fast as his fat limbs could carry him, till
he caught up with the others.

Little Tich had no mercy. He lashed the laggards again
and again, and some of the weaker fellows experienced a
terrible time. :

"1 sha'n’t be able to stick this mueh longer!” muttered
Huarry Wharton., * 1t makes a fellow's blood boil'™- .

“Rather " agreed Vernon-Bmithe ** We'll turn round and
vend the brute if he's not: caveful! -Oh, my hat! All the
I}i*?}:ﬂatmn of Kent secms to have turned out to squint at
us |’

The streets of IFriardale were thronged by a gaping. won-
dering crowd, who doubtless regarded the strange scene as
in the nature of Bedlam let loose. :

. The runners passed throngh the village with their cars
burning. Ponsonby and his fellow-nuts of Highcliffe had
ccen them toiling through the High Street, driven before

“Get

Mr. Ransome’s ready cane like cattle being hustled to market.

The humiliation of the thing was almost unendurable,

When Courtficld was reached, several of the juniors at-
teiuped to dash into Uncle Clegg's little shop, with a view
vo refreshing themselves with lemonade.

But Laittle Tich saw the movement, And rounded them
up agatn with & few cuaiting lashes,
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ites, and those worthies,

joinder,

And the stalwart sergeant doubled up hie huge fists.

Little Tich regained his feet, and the next moment a fierce
fistic alfray was in progress. :

The Greyiriars juniors, glad cnough to get an opportunity
of recovering thewr wind, droppod down on the bank, and
watched the scene with rare zest.  They were not at all
averse from seeing their tormentor made shavipgs of by a
wregrer of the King's khaki.

“Go 1t, sergeant!” roared Dob Cherry.
cround with him, my cherub!- :
_ Little Tich was a most formidable giant, but he had met
his match on this occasion. The sergeant fought coolly and
well; and at length, when he saw he had his adversary well
beaten, he rushed in with terrific impetus, and laid Ransome
low with a straight drive betweensthé cyes. It was a
terrible, relentless blow, delivered with all the foree of the
sergeant’s left arm, and Little Tich'volled over, with a gasp,
and lay prone. - i '
. The vietor thea turned fo the enthusiastic throng eof
Juniors, .

“Better hop it,” he said, ‘“before this brute finds his sea-
]n%-EI again, and makes things warm for vou!”

- Harry Wharton rose from the bank, and put out his hand
impulsively. ~ :

“You're a brick, sergeant!” he exelaimed.

“A gilt-edged, top-notch, double-barrelled brick!” sup-
plemented Bob Cherry heartily; © - - 3 gt

The sergeant grinned. :

“Wouldn't have missed a =crap like that for worlds™ he
eaid. ‘*Good-bye, young gentlemen!”

* So-long, sergeant!™ -

The vest of the Pommics nodded farewell to the Remov-
1 feeling _considerably refreshed by
the knowledge that Little Tich had met with his just deserts,
ambled off at a leisurely pace for Greyfriars, - .

“Wipe up the

s YT
it
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“T'll do it pow!”
I'ms  Horace Coker,
the: luminous light of the
Fifth Form, as he sat at
tea in his study with
Potier and Greene.
“You'll 'do what
asked Potter, locking up
irom his well-loaded
plate, “Bend young
Tublb along o the tuck-
shop for a cherry-cuke?™
“ Bléw young -Tubb!
Aud blow cherry-cake!
I've got a wheoeze to
work off in conncetion
with those Remove
fug.if,” ;
" 0h, good!” mumbled
Liveene,  mbbling sr a
fiuge stick of celery.
“Trot © out, old
man ¥’ said Potter.
great Coker was

5 BF

Tho
always endeavouring —
though oldom s

- R e
Fully—to  make . ajotal
af  the expense 7 the

(ireyfriars Remove, He
had formeod all zort- F
weird and wonderfuol

vices o order to niche §
them sing small, a- Lo

1‘!;{]1'135;:'&& it: but Harr
Wharton & (o, el
nsually contrived to turn
the tables. This time,

l_ifc-k:?r ﬂutﬁm;:]r himsclf, {.}f -ﬂ! ln :
they  wonle & DoWer- TP e
lpss, pu . I;'Eﬁ! ‘r:h""'"

“Look  here,”  began Ei:’:#ﬁ" S
Coker, “yvou all kuow I'::{ T
that I'm  mspired i sigtapy. #1100
{imog—-"" i!l';-,.'- i

- (3 h, crumbs!” ::f-# ~
proancd  Potter, i ; gy LA
know what's comnang. el

S0

LY

SN SN

L

o

You're going to try and
[ R B R | .r:'i,f' t-I_I P oSO INOre

pilm off as wnoetry. I
can tell by the wild look

i “I wish to see a seleetion of clay pipes—the eheapest you have.” said Mr. Ransome,
e hocisan sl Syl o “ Certainly, sir!** The {radesman hustled about, and presently produeed a handful of
pel HEERetaL TN Jui ' common-looking elays, dirty and befouled, the very sight of which would have revolted
: the heaviest of smiokers, (See Chapter 10.)
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n your eyes."”

“Eh? ‘hat's that?”" said Coker trvealently, Y1 don’t
allow people to sneer at my poetry, so luvok ont, George
Potter !”?

“All I've got to say is this,”” said Potter firmly. “If yvou're
bent on making a frst-elass fool of yourself, you stand alone,
Greene and myself wash our handsg of it!”

“Yes, rather!” said Greene hastilv. He knew Coker's
poetry of old, and was aware that i nine cases out of tern
the perpetrations of the high and mighty HHorace spels
danger to the Fifth Form at large.

Coker snorted, =

“You're a pair of dunderheaded dummies!” he growled.
“Shil, I'd much rather $ou stayed out, come to that, T want
my name to stand ont préminently as being the anthor of the
poent.  If your names were added, it would take a lot of the
imelight away from me."”

“DBut what are you going to de with the muck when it's
written 7" sniffed Greene. 1 tell you candidly that if vou
stick it up on the notice-board, where cverybody can see it,
1it'll cause roars of laughter—not the poem, but the spelling.”

““I-sha’'n't put it on the natice-board,” said Coker loftily,
“SBome fathead of a fellow, who doesn’t appreciate art for
art’s sake, might tear it down, Ob, no, T <hall get the thing
printed ™

“Printed ! gasped Potier.

“ Pip-pip-printed !” stuttered Greone,

“Uertainly! Twa or three dozen coapies, yon know, in the
feam of !Eaﬂqtﬂ, for private distribution.™

“ Well,” said Potter, after a long pause, *' the spelling will
be all right, that’s one blessing !”

“T shall give the printer instructions on that ioore,” eaid
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“The majority of coempositors haven't o grain of

Coker.
senze. and they’d go and =pell eat with a ‘o

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Greene. “ITow would yon spell
1T, then¥™ !
Wiath a * k) of course I said Coker scornfully. T always
thank my lucky stars that I was well.grounded in spelling
when T was a kid. I'm only too plessed to make allowances
for the crass ignorance of others!” -

" Why, rou—yeu——"" stutiered Potier, loocking daggere at
liis chief,

But Horare Coker remained quite impassive, blissfully un-
conscious that he had done anything by word or deed to
wound the feelings of his cronies, He sweps his plate and
cup away from him. and started to seribble away industri-
¢a:ly on a sheet of foolscap.  Ovcasionally he ran his fingera
through his hair, or stared hard at the ceiling in esearch of

L Anspiration,

Potter and Greene went ahead with their tea. They wonld
willingly have told Coker to go to Jericho, and take his
poetry with him, but for the fact that they would mise his
simptuons study apreads and lavish generosity.

“There!” said Coker, at last, blotting his ink-bespattered
ianuscript and casting lis eve down it.  “Let me read it
ont to you fellows.”

“Merey ! moancd Potter, :

" Remeniber onr youth. and innocence " panted Greene,
“We couldn’t stand it, noi for a pension, Horace, old chap!
That's flat.” :

But Coker was not o b denied. He donsidered himself a
Lrst-rate reciter, and., leaning forward, with his elbow
embedded in the dish of strawbeiny jam, he warbled forth:
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“*Who washed the squalling, grubby fﬁgﬂ.
And Jaid his cane across their bhaps?
Who smokes the very worst of ﬁng‘a?

L

Why, Ransone!” i

“That's merely the first verse,” explained Coker. “ My

oetry gathers power as it goes along, and I shouldn't b a
Eit surprised if I went and bagged the lawreateship one of
these davs, TI'll earry on, and read yvou the next. Why, my .
hat! Thev've gone!”

Aley had. Potter and Greenc had found Coker's poetry
more than flesh and blood could reasonably be expected to
stand. Bo whilst the pgreat Horace had been waxing
eloguent they had slipped out of the study, leaving theiv

chief’s effusion to waste its sweetness on the. desert air, so™

to fpeal. :

Coker snorted, not once, not twice, but three times. Ie
woent fo the door and glanced up and down the corridor, but,
like Muoscs of old, he beheld no man. :

“Confound the rotters!” he muttered. *“I don’t belicve
those chaps will ever develop an appreciation of real art.
They don’t possess souls that rise above euting and drinking.
Never mind ! They'll see the poem when it comes et in print.
I'll run down to Friardale at once on my jJizger with the
manuscript.”

8o saving, Coker wended his wav to the bicyele-shed, and
set off in the cool of the evening to the village.

The proprietor of the little printing-office stared asz Coker
stated his roquirements, '

“You want three dozen copies of this—this ill-spelt pifle®”
he exclaimed.

Coker flushed angrily.

“Don’t you dare tamper with the spelling!” he said. ™1
know what you fellows are. You often change the words and
spell ’em in a glaringly ridiculons manner. My name's
djnl-:t-r—[?nkcr of the Fifth. Let me have the three dozen
copies in the morming, I'll leave the original.™

“He's right in calling 1t original,”™ prinned the man, as
Coker passed out. * And I mustin’t interfere with the spelling,
but leave it as it stands! Well, I'm jiggered! Ho, ho, ho!"

The bumptious Coker proceeded on his way, chuckling av

he thought of the sensation his latest “poetical fight would
create. - -

Next morning Harry Wharton & Co. were considerably sur-
prised, on entering Hall for breakfast, to discover printed
pa quh.l_ﬂts under their plates, >

“What theé merry dickens——""
amazement,

“It's poetry,” said Nugent, “or an apology for #;at any
rate. Why, my hat! It's got Coker's name underneath, nnd
the spelling-could only be Colier’s.”

The juniors read the poem amid a perfect storm of
langhter. Im vain Little Tich, who had no less than six now-
laid eggs in front of him ready for consumption, called for
silence.  The merriment grew in volume until at last the
new master, unable to tolerate it any longer, jumped to his
feet and brought his open palm with a sharp report across
Skinner’s face—a most unjust proceeding, for Skinner, not
being in possession of a copy of Coker's poem, hadn't the
faintest notion what the joke was about,

“What is that paper you've got
demanded Mr, Ransome.

He enatched the copy from the hard of the captain of the

beran Bob Cherey,  in

th;r(‘ » Wharton?"

Remove aa he spoke. It was headad, * The Downiaw! of the
Faggs. A Poem for Private Sirculation, By Horace Coke:
Vith Form.” .

Litile Tich gasped as he looked at it, but his gasp was
repeated with greater emphasis as he went on, till he seemed
to be emualating a fish out of water,

* Who washed the skwalling, zrubby fapgs,
And layed his cain across there bagus?
Who smoakes the very wurst of shaggs?

Why, Ransome ! :

“Who took the norty bovs at erikit,
Aund stood for hours befour the wikit,
Untill the urchins couldn't stick it?

 Why, Ransgme! .
his sox?

gnva old Prout the wurst of shox?
as a face like Jerman clox®
Why Ransome!”

“Who's over six foot in
Whao
Who

There was a great deal more of it. but those three versos
were enough for Lictle Tich, He spun round where he stood,
and beliowed ina voice that boomed like a siren through Hall :

“Coker, come hLere!” ;

The fcllows at the other tables stared at the Games-master
11_1 }ﬁlurprise. Coker, in his place at the Fifth Form table, sat
1znt,

Mr. Prout jumped up, his florid face pinker than ever.

“Coker is In my Fopm, Mr., Ransome,” he said, with
azpority, “and he i not going to become a slave at your beck
and call. If yon wish to speak to him, I suggest that you
wait intil tha meal is over ™

“But he has subjected me to unparalleled impertinence '™
hooted Mr, Ransome. - “8avs I've got o face like s German
alarm-clock, or something of the sort!” '

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

#Silence in Hall!” thundered Mr. Prout.

Hurry Wharton leaned back in his seat,
Little Tich, and whispered in his ear:

“Leave Coker to us, sir, if you don't mind. We'll malko
him =it up after brekkes.¥- . \

Mr. Ransomg grunted, and sai down., He was rather afraid
lest Mr. Prout should suddenly prodics his fearful bluader

nudged the irate

~ buss, with a view to blowing cut the Games-master’s brains—

alwavs assmming that he had any.

After breakfast Harry Wharton held a hasty couneil of
war in No. 1 Study, :

“We must collar Coker at all costs, and make him sori v
for his sins,” he said. *Gather up the elan: and have the
}.}mtf;- brought here! Potter and Greene, too, if they can be
o

There were plenty of willing hands for the wark. Mark
Linley and Vernon-Smith, Russell and Penfold, Squiff and
Mieky Desmond all rallied round the banrer, and a few
marsents later they were at grips with the Fifth-Formers
in the Close.

Coker & Co. fought desperately, but the odds were ever-
whelming, and after a fierce assavlt-at-arms they were
conveyed in triumph to No. 1 Study.
M Now."” said Harry Wharton imly, “truss 'em up

A pood length of cord did ti:: trick, and Coker & Co.,

pie
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“elouest and fuming, lav bound ;.ﬁ the hands of their En.pfﬁi‘!.
Bob: Cherry then produced a pile of leafilets—about half a
dezen in all—and laid them on the table.

“Am I right in saying that these were intended for private -

he inquired,
: growled Coker,

" That's good! We'll now proceed to circulate *em 1
. And the humorous Bob crumpled up one of the pamphlets
o da compact ball and thrust it into Coker's capacious
IO, -

" Geroooooogh 1" spluttered the hapless poet,

“Chew it up!” commanded Bob tersely.
repard it as a sort of after-brekker dessert,™
. Ha, ha, ha!”

The wretchgd Coker found himself forced to obey, With a
wiry face, he started on- the unpleasand task of masticating
tis own effusions. Potter and Greene were served in like

eireilation?”
“Yes"

“You must

manner, and for the next few moments an intermittent sound

of choking and spluttering was heard in the study.

Bob Cherry had a huge spoonful of treacle poised in the
air, and each time one of the victims chowed signs of
slacking he allowed a few sticky drops to descend upon their
hair and faces, making them splutter and gurgle more than
€veor.

At last the mastication was over, and Coker looked quite

. Tt was obvious that paper as an article of diet didn’t
agree with him. :

“ Now that we've circulated some of the precioas leaflets,”
il Wharton, *we'll let you go. In the meantime, some
kindly-disposed person ought to look out for a padded cell
to accommodate Coker, He's as mad as a hatter and a March
bare combined !

“You shall pay for this ! mutiered Coker. as he staggered
out of the sturldy with Poiter and Greene after being released
from his bonds,

" Bow-wow !” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. * Good-bye,
Virginig !’

Chit in the passage, Potter and Greene, moved by the sama
uncontrollable impulse, hurled themselves at Coker. Without
wisling any tme in words, they bore him to the floor, and
hanged his head on it till he howled for mercy,

“Tie next time you perpetrate any of vour confounded
pdle,” hissed Potter, “ we'll publicly pulverise vou !

“Ow, ow, ow ! Oh, my napper!™

Potter and Greene wiped their reepective fest on Coker's
prostrate fornt, and strode on, leaving the luckless versifier
veinly trying to coinvinee himself of tﬁlﬂ fact that his na
wae Uoker, ard that he was étill on the earth. } o

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Skinner!
H;-'s ROLD SKINNER, the black gheep of the Remorve,

was in a royal rage. His face had tingled and
ernarted for swiue {ime as o reault of cthe blow
Little Tich had given hun, without any provoecation
whatever, at breakfaet. : '

“Ransome’s the beastliest beast that ever was!” he
contided to Snoop and Stott in the Cloge after dinner. . “ He
onght to be kicked out of Grevfriare on his neck, and I-only
wisl 1t wae in our power to do it.”

"“Not Lalf 1% said Stotr.

“1 don't know anything fizliv about him—worse Inck !™
#ald Skinner dolefully. “He's a brute, but he doesn’t seem
te be criminally inclined, or anything of that sort. If only
we could catch him burgling the Head's safe, or something
ike that! It would be a dveani ™ :

“ No sueclr luck ! said Stott. - ;

Skinper drew a mysterious packet from the inside pocket
of his coat, and chuckled,

s new brand of fags,” he E*:liuijlnin.«l-_udt in answer to the
guestioning pianees of his eronics. . “ They're gold-tipped, and
roented af ; ﬁuﬁﬁm £34 ed'L

“* All serene |’

And the raseals of th&.-'ﬂ;emm'n i‘iWed to the ancient

buillding where (rosling, the porter, kept his tools and
pardening impleinents, £ _ ; e

~ There wae a movement within, and Skinner drew back in
amira, - Bnt he was reassured- the next moment, as the
feuiiliar voice of Fisher T, Fish exclaimed : '

e Clomie 1nyoyou jays )

- Bkinner and lis satelhtes cntered, to find Fish and Trevor
dilpine in the same gontle pursuit which they had been
anediteting.  Fish was sucki al an odorous chercot, and
“dooked ag if he would twrn a1l the dolours of thé rainbow in
simie, for that cheroot wae of the cheap-and-nasty brand, and
vory few fully.growy men Would bhave cared to court its
¢ harms, '

Trevor wae lackling a cigarette, and tackling it very

grarerly, too, _

““Chuck that idiotic rell of paper away,” said Skinner,
“and have one of the gennine articlea”
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oy, Che “Maguet”

And be extended the packet containing the gold-ti
cigarettes, ; 4 T B Hppad

Trevor abstracted one, and lit up afresh. ‘Then the three
new-comera helped themselves, and in a few momente the
place reeked with pungent fumes, as if it had been a tap- -
room rather than a wood-ehed.

The smokers had not takén the precaution of closing and
bolting the door, Visitors to the wood-shed. were few -and
far between, and enly on very rare occasions had any master
or prefect entered the dingy {itt-le.' place. :

But they were not destined-to. remain Jong undetected on
tiig - occasion. re was a_ heavy footstep without, and :
Skinner turned guite pale,

“Chuck the fags away!” he hiesed warningly.

Ihe others obeyed, but they were much too late. ;

“Caught!” said the triumphant voice of Little Tich.
“Caught in the very act! What have you got to say for
youreelves, you young rascals?” f

“0Oh, erumbs ! grasped Skinner, . . :

The cad of the Remove would sooner have been confronted
by Mr. Quelch or the Head himsell at that moment, He was_
aware that Mr. Ransome had a special down on smoking, and
that he had chastised Loder without mercy because he had
enspected the prefect of smoking cigarettes on the sly. And
if Little Tich went so far as to chastise a prefect, there
could be little hoge for Skinner & Co.

i B | " stammered Skinner, in dismay. * We were only
having a bit of a lark, sir!”

“Indeed! If there is anything I abominate in a boy it's
smoking. When your constitutions are properly developed
there can be no harm in an -occasional pipe "—Little Tich
pulled out his buildog briar as he spoke—*'but smoking as
the age of fifteen j& detrimental to your wind and condition.
Tle governors have appointed me as Games-master so that
I may take in hand weedy specimens-like you, Skinner, and
cdevelop you into sturdy, manly, and hardy fellows, Yet what
do I find? Why, that five of vou, wha ought to be practising
at the nets or bathing in the river, are=making - you o9
eick with messy concoctions which are an apology for
Cig l'llr‘l""t-tE'ﬂ-! You will turn out your pockets at onee, each of
you!” | |
~ The 'ﬁ.';se;hnhgd. t?ma obeyed. Fisher '1;] Fish bmﬂmeﬂhﬁ

dcket of cherootg and Skinner cobtributed his newly-boughs
fxg‘t’bﬁ& ~None of the others had anything = o in
their posgession, but Mr, Ransome rvelieved Trevor of his
catapult,"and dispescssed Stott of hie pea-shooter, .

Little Tieh pockpted the loot with a grim esmile. He was
doubtless reflecting that he would pot nced to buy any

ciparettes {or quiﬁ long time to come.
The culprita waitied patiently for Little Tich to convey them

with due sclemnitvéto the Head, but to their unbounded relief
he did nothing oféithe kind. Instead, he remarked:

I will pumish gou myself for this affair, The five of you
will come to my study at seven o'clock this evening., You
understand ¥ :

“Yes, eir,” saidd Skinner, in jubilant tones

He was aware that he and his crenies would probably got
a licking from Littde Tich; but, providing it was only on the
hands, and with.tfe orthodox cane, it would be infimitely
preferable to 4 public birching in Big Hall, :

The routine of the “afternoon was exactly similar to that
of the previous day. At three o'clock Little Tich entered
the Form-room, with his bulldog pipe sending up wreaths

of suffocating smgks, and demanded of Mr. Quelch the
arrender of his pipils.
Mr. Quelch obeged without a question ihis time, bui

folt greatly ex ted, and wandered if-the nors {
the echool in appeliiting: sueh-a man as Little Tich had “not
taleen leave of their sensce~ - e OV sty e
Harry Wharten'$#% Co. again submitted to the Thdignity of
being thrown into the iiver, but the sparks of rebellion were
stouldering in theie breaste] and Little Tich, though-he was
far from suspectingsthe faet, waa booked for a warm time. = .
~ Afser tea git-itmgg ‘was fortunate an::m%h to obtain a supply
of resinous substanee wherewith to daub his own hands and
those of hie comradps in crime; and thus allay the pain of the
fortheoming licking. To make as&urnucg,&nub]y suge, the
rascale of the Remove supplemented their pether garments
with towels, so that®whichéver method of al punishmens
waa adopted by Lfttle Tich they weuld not suffér te the -
exient he intended #hey should. - 5 : ck
But when, at seven o'clock precisely, they entered the
Games-mastee’s stigly, they saw no sign of ‘& cane.  Little
Tich stood smoking placidly before the mantelpiece, and

R i R

“surveyed the delinguents with a smile—a smile 8o euiiw].::i

however, that 1t m_'?ht have been a frown for all they ¢
make of 1t, s g T e

A @rand, L o lete Story of Harry
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“Ah! he said. *“Skinner, T take it you are the r!ug
leader in these dark doings. You are aware, T pregume, of
thr- nnnrmm of vour offence !

“Yes, =ir,” said the cad of the Remove penitently. * We—
we won’ 't do it ngam gir !”

"I can quite believe you,” eaid Little Tich grimly. “Yon
will feel precrous little fkﬁ smoking by the time I've finished
Wit voll !

“1 gucss we should be grateful, sir,
of our miserv,” said Fisher T. Fish,

“That's so, sir,” said Skinner. “We own we did Wwrong,
nd we are quite willing te be caned !”

Skinner hoped, by this appwanth frank confession, to
ﬂli{h ite the wrath to come.

* I have no intention of caning you,” said Mr. Ransome.

[ ] Ult Hmdi #

The five juniors almost hugged one another in their relief.
¥ Instead, Fou will put on your caps and accompany me into
Friardale !

Greatly wondering, SLtnrmr & Co. filed out of the study.

“What's th{- hittle game 1 asked Suoop, in afnazement,

“Give it up,” said Trevaor.
You never know what he's going to do next,” -

“Ir'aps he wants us to do some shopping for hm‘rﬂ‘"
gunggested Btott,

if you'd put us out

“That isn't likely,” said Skinner. “T've got a rnfp,#;g:?*
of idea that we're going to get it in the neck, after.al

though T den't quite see how.”

A few moments later the black sheep of the -Remowve.

passed through the gates of Greyfriars in the custody of
the amazing Mr. Ransome, wondering what that gentleman
had up hie sleeve, and whether they were destined to escape
scot-free, or run up against a punishment the naiure of
which was without paraﬁﬂl in the wide and extenmsive history
of Greviriars,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Straw!
b ERE wo are!™ .
: Little Tich stopped outside the ist's
ehop—the idéntical shop at which Bkimner- had

purr_hﬂaed his forbidden weeds.
The cad of the Remove gave a t. He
thought he divined Mr. Ransome's motive I

was going to ask the proprietor of the s ﬂ wa
a habit of Greyfriars jumers to atrunua%w

and Skinner kmew, moteover, that the tobzoodHist,
wanted to retain the custom {hf the masters, would state H!la
facts.

But Little Tich asked no
th& uniors, He nodded amia

nestions of the man ruIntn'E to
, and said ; i

wish to see a selection ol chn p:pes——the l:Eehpest ;uﬂ'

have.’

“Ceortaiply, sir!™

The tradesman bustled about, and piresently pmdm:m:l a

handful of common-looking clayve, dirty and befouled, the very
&lght of which would have revolted the heaviest of E!ILHLLFH

“Good!” said Little Tich, rubbing ilrs bhands. *“FH tako .-
five of these. And now for some shag. :
“Genelmen  of _your stamp usua lv smokes somethin®

saoperior to shag,’ said the shopman, hﬂpmg;. h‘r means of o

Little gentle flattery to bumour his customer.
to the paiam Mr. Lascelles used to derive much enjoym
from i, sir.

“Nover mind, Mr, Lascelles,” =aid Littte Tich grufily,

“and don't wander from the point, my man. When [ =say
shag, I mean shag—the commonest and strongest kind
uhtmnnhh»’

“But I orter tell you, sie, in fafrness to & customer, é‘gn, -5""!»
In fact, #% &G

voul won't get no pleasure out of it
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“Litrle Tich iz a funny cadd’-

: se Eﬂta&*thl& mtﬂﬁed hole,

all I"" he.gaid, in a ra

‘yo gnt E!}T!'I-E %
good smoking mixtures in stock, siv, well blended an’ plesls;:e‘g

"= wanted to shout aloud

b .h.mm should lash across the

Iawering his vuh‘e fﬂﬂﬁ'dentmﬂf “it’'s *orrible stuff to smoke,
sic—downright 'orrible I

Mr. Ransome made a gmature of annoyance, and the
tobacconist saw that he-was i in sober carnest,

“Here you are, then, sir,” he eaid. bl‘lnf_:ll‘]"‘ to light a
poisonous-looking dark-brown prepwratmn ' Fourpence an
ounce, it is. How munch will vou take, sir’

“ Half a pound, please.”
The shopkee er was flab asted, and his face showed it.
Greyfriars mésters were fairly freqm:nt visiters to his little

shop, but nevemavithin bis range of recollection had any of
them purchased shag, to say nothing of cheap clav pipes, the
vgry look of which was enough to make a man feel ill.

He tied the t up in a brown-paper parcel, and handed
them to Kittle e 5

“ Three-and- I;Wupenw plesss sir 1"

The Games-masbér tuened fo Skinner & Co., who had been
watching him make his purchescs in widc-eyed astonishment,

*¥You hld ht'rﬂ & whip round n.tﬂ-:mg yourselves for
the money, aid, *F ‘as the goods are for your benefii.”
“Our b- b-heneﬁl; aﬂ:I lturrtmqrpd Skinner.

“Certainly !

Skinner produced, uﬁrﬁ -and Trevor snd Stott sixpence

each.s ; or a lon pearqh in the recesscs of his pockets,
Emﬂ] r _ ﬁ&ﬁ'ﬁlﬁfﬁ“‘t‘ of coppers, Fisher T. Fish's
contribition to the tofal was nil; but Fish was a fellow whe
vouldn’t willingly” part. with money.

nded the gash to the tradesman, bade him
n eart good-night, and retir *from the shop with the Juniors, .
They walked back to € r# in ominous silence. Even
Skinner, sharp-witted and shyewd as he was, could not sce
what the little came wad,

“Follow me ! said Littled Tich sternly, when they were
inside the school building.

He led the way wpstairs, and halted outside a small, dis-
used lumber-room on Iending. It was & stuffy, dirty

ce, and had been in & sate ﬂf rank decay for years.

piﬂﬂrﬁ made merry en the walls and ceiling, aurl a long,
slunny rat scuttled across the floor as the little party entered.
The juniors shuddered: f‘ff

But they shuddered st ﬁ'ﬁre when Little Tich lit a candle,
for ow th,f,-" rie eqm stood in thn corner lav 2 large,
formddabl

Ekthner mu} luuﬁ but hﬁl !nngnt mmﬂd to
-:.lr.-a*re to the roof ui wh This, then, was the explana-
Mr, Ranwome had wished to thrash the culprits in
inm where their yells of inguish micht be heard, and had
CArry ot “his brutal: de:‘-ugns

hﬁn juniors to show fight, even had
o hg ...._.. of the Bob Cherry type. Little
3 'm:, :

- t that it would take axerwhelm-
Jmﬁﬂ'ﬂ ta 2 : It was no good, Skinner

&, with’ ﬂhilt‘l: ik g teth. They were caught like rats
iTes fm{r and there was nﬁjl-‘av of escape,

Mr. Rmmnmf* i |

-#vﬂmk

The key grated in the Iﬂ‘bk and Mr. Ransome turned to

survey the unbappy quintetie.
“Tin going to curc your graving for amnkmg onee and for
voice, “You arc now at my

~merey, and I shall not spare you. Skinmer, untia that

"1“!'
h*wmlﬂ  the cad of the Remove oheyed.
- “vou will eneh tuke ﬂﬂﬂrﬁf thrse
i’t mt!:r ahn . aptd proceed to nmnke Every time

:Fl!r‘ll stop jn}ﬂ'ing 'l e mu & taste of thae bireh. You
e mian

b “Don’t, sir!” pleadei Skinner, white to the lips. “I—1
couldn't Emnkn one Drf“ﬂicne h-nuat!;r,' things, sir! It wmﬂd

kill me right out !™

:Snmd? I'" rroaned

't % mge to bhe lu:rm'd fmmhhlmﬂmﬂﬂ
S gﬂﬁﬂe ed T 11!1::11::111 to load and lizht their pipes, and
a momont later Hm*ltmusph{'w was simply appalbing,

To suy that the shag was vile was to put it mildly, . It sent
up kj;;m £k, black smmeke. whieh could almost bave been cut with
a kmife

“Puff away, there il the Gamps—m'mier taking o tight
grtpmﬁ the i}trr'h r?da “THe least atgn of !t&ei.mg,L nﬁd I shall
COoRe Wﬂ: heavy !
your mouth, Stott, or, by thunder, I'll ent you to shreds !

There wasan niacal expression on the spealkor's
face,.and the juniors to think he wae really mad. 'Ihﬂj

help in their awfal plight. :
woughts, Littie Tich said

'l lay into the log ™
ired effect. Skipner & Co. smolked

relax their puffing, lest the crul
heir backs
Waa it their captar's intention to km:p thém there all pight,

nirf-a ¥

As i anticipating their
“If any of you yell out,

That threat- the'd
AWRY, Hever onee durmg
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Don’t you dare remove that pipe from.




i

cut off frem the rest of Greyfriars, and Eep:?g !
the nausesus clay pipes without abatemewt?  No! - “Flayws,
could any man be so utterly cruel and inbuman as to go to
euch lengths? Besides, Little 'Fich hijngelf would soon
becomae ﬁ:d-up with the unbearable at
them off {o the Remove dormitery.
That was how S8kinner & Co. looks
spiings eternal in the human breast.” 4§
But they did not know Little Tich] =%

fed i3 Sl »

THE ELEVENTH CHAPHER. _.

The Famous Five to the M
HERE'S Bkinner 7™ '
: “ And Broop and Stott 7"

““And Fish and Trever ¥’ 5 |

The Removites asked onelanothel these gies-

“W
Jions over and again mfter “lights out

that evening. -lsodefhad séon them inﬂzﬂbﬁ.ﬂ, and, eager to

- i

¢s with: Titile Tich
y Wharton.

get bagk to his study, had not troubled $o mseertain if there

were any absentees,

“1 saw the Rye of "em going out of
‘spon after seven,”” said Dick Russell;. «

* And haven't they come back 1™ asked Harr

" Goodness knows 1" . "

“But what were they going oyt wig Little Tich fort”
asked Peter Todd, in astonishment. *Hg wasn't taking ‘em
to a_theatre, was he " 2 T e— )

“It looled to me miore like being talidn toew funeral,™
Rus-cll. - 4

“1 expect they've gone to help him io sOTHE Bhopping or
eomething of that sort,” said Bob Cherrd.  “ In that ecee, we
needn't concern outselves with the preclous set of outsiders.
Are you fellows ready for Coker & Co, 1# -

“We is—we are !” sald Squiff. - ‘ :

The Removites were expecting a raide  Not an air-raid,
although the Zepps not infrequently -passed over the distriet,
They were anticipating a raid by the Filth, whom 4liey had
annihilated a week previously in a stroguons pillow-fight. )

Billy Bunter had tssued the warning; On stopping ocutside
Coker’s study to tic his bootlace—that was Bunter's version—

- he had overheard—quite &cc‘idﬂnh;&'_m Jcourse l—a conversa-
tion held jointly by Coker, Pottef,"and-Greene, to the effect
that it. was up to the warriors.of ihe.Fifth o exact & terrible
venoeance for the licking they had susci -

The.juniors were on their guard, and, w
everyone had his pillow -6f bolster e
1vaders. : : :

Half an hour passed, during which Jilly
the arms of Morpheus, and snored lihegsrwim :

Liord Manleverer went to sleep also i but the

:'....

mto ‘em

fellows remueined awale, listening inte for ‘amwy sits »
roitind, A S S
Then, just as they were deciding thagCoker & Co, intended,
giving them a mizs that night, the liRidie of the dm{ F
turned softly, and a pyjama-clad fggu I enterod. g = -
Silence, stll as the grave, brooded o¥er the dormitory. ;
** All serene, you fellows!” came Cgker's voice, * “S-uck‘»fg.i.
"." ) . -
23 a number of Fifth—Fnrm#z

ilt;mﬂ’g&r-rnum again, end could dimly distinguish
“afoot. '

-

*
N, Coe sMagnet” g,

As theFamous Five were returning to their own guarters,
greatly elated at their success, they fancied they bheard a CTY,
and stopped short on the stairs, :

“ Did you fellows hear anything I a:ked Wharton,

“"You,"” said Nugent. " Somebody yelled!”

“It was a ery for the esteemed helpfulness,” suid Hurreo

Sin%h.
“ Where did it seem to come from?2” e
“The first landing,” siig.Johasyv Bull, - “Listen! There
it 1s again!  What the merry dickens——" :
The juniors bastened to the first landing, and there was
now no further room for doubt.” The cry rose again, and
they could distinguish its significance in an instant.

“Help!  Rescue, Remove!  Help!” _
- Some of our chaps getting scragged,” said Bob Cherry.
“They're in the lumber-room ! Kim on !”

Harry Wharton wrenched at the deor-handle, but the door
refused to budge. ._

“Good heavens!™ he muttered, *They're locked in!”
'HEMF hat t”
© "It meaus smashing the door down,”
Wharton nodded,
-"Whuthi !? “Charge ! ™ he said, “pitch into it for all
‘r&, gorth 1™

said Nugent.

' _T.- g captain of the Remove gave the order, and immediately
the Famous Five hurled themselves upon the door of the

lumber-room. It avas not a stout prece of woodwork, and
yielded at onee under the heavy strain upon it -

Wharton fushed in first, but drew bagk, choking. A fearful
odour issued from the pluce, and spread over the entire
landing,

“The place 35 on fire, o
“What a frightful stench "

Tim!n ‘the voice of Harold Skinner was heard, raiscd
appeal. !

‘Is that you, Wharton? Help us, for

Harry needed no second bidding,

r ﬂﬂﬂ]ﬁthing!" panted Nugent,
i wild

oodness’ sakae 1™
e dashed into the
what was
Little "Pich swung round upen him savagely, . i3
“ What are you doing hereg™ lic shouted.  “et Back io
beds at oneg, all of you'!” : g
s kb kuow ~bat's going on hefore we do. thit”

&(fﬁﬁoh rodd come swishing throngh the air, and
stung .senter’s back.  His blood fairly up, Harry hit cut,

straight from the shoulder.
Little Tich started back with a gasp of pain. The claret
3 before he couvld recorer

‘was sircaming frem his nose, an .
Jimsclf the rost of the Famous Five were upon lim like

.j }'s neck or nothing now I said Wharton. * I've hit the
brute once, so we may as well muke a thorough jobef #17

Then, ] s gwarmed  into -the “ Hear, hear!" - i :
gy My Whrion st e vy » Ll i acked e pog Surel Ty Kare it

Instinatr] m’ll:;m feﬂ:;’ii"a ]t": from thele boda, amirmmg"lt.- '-:;--ﬁi‘itﬂ‘?. Ti“]?; might have got the better of them. but he had
il i Complab f ok b the invadi . mhmﬂ mhaling smoke-fumes all the evening, and was not in a
hostated  and theic hestation oot bl aony invading BNRE F condition for Wifare,  Accordingly, the Barus o not in,
hesitated, and their hesitation cost thém dear.. . .~ . . - g ungly, 8 Five simply

‘-

HifA! Thud! Biff! Thud!

The pillows of the Removites did
cven in the first minute,  Coker reel
of Johnny Bull's, and while he swa

. ; ] -
cendous @xecution,
from = terrific
in uncertainty, Bo

made hay of Him.
They swarmed over the Games-master liko ants, and within
e munutes of their arrival on the seene he was over-
wered, and trussed vp in a corner with a lengih of stout

Uhﬂ.rﬁr _‘fu‘iiﬁd' in to ”f"}: E‘l.ﬂ’ughtmi’ tellug the burly Horace like i n Hargy Wharton, glancing ronund the room gave a
R e ol e npolt Blunddl, G the cheeky S3°P of horrified surprise.  Skinner and Snoop and Stott,
iy Bl'r v g pﬂhl" oL e y %]‘Jﬁ%ﬁﬂms ghastly, were leaming against the wall.  Fisher
That was not exaetly what Bland# ’ﬁéﬂ!hw, Tut %mm Wﬁﬂﬁd i';: !mﬂm fioor, and Trevor
ke said i, all the same.  Krank N erals Ebed— o b bion: Ot ™ ovolaimil Wharton
unarH !hy,ﬁiﬁd ?nugig i}m-ﬁil!uw dowi ‘tremendous forve :"&E},m' : : N L . s = 4
un Blundell’s devoted head. ! : T Py e ; — o -
Despite the fact that they were stperior in height and lmﬁﬁemd to the foul clay pipes and the poisonous-
weight, the invaders speedily began 0 get the worgt of the “Ho ofutht o - smoks G0 he wood chall to-dav.” he
ar%mmnt. ' T G ~explained, ™ “@nd. tﬂ~nigh-tnin made us go into the villag
Wy fc_}uflt [ll.':ﬁpﬂl'llrt{rl:?. but unava , Tor ten numtes; s with bim to bow these. We've had to smoke ab Al DHoast
. then panic broke out in their ranks, atd they “w{.o Sthings ever sinog eight o’cluck, and when we've: stopped tg
i tuﬁl -iI.EE! ﬂ'E'E, 1 e i t our 'b i ‘S'J'ﬂ-l‘d iﬂiﬂ- ’Imm the hm‘h LR =
The Famous Five sped hot-foot aftgr them, dri the last “'The brite!” growled Johnny Ball. © * My hat ! If this
nail into their coffin; while the restof, the Removites,. with  §gn’t enough o make a fellow’s blood boil i-ﬁh'ﬂl;ﬁ'i*k to
many chuckles at the discomfiture A the enemy, went back  know what e - . R iz

to Led.

hlIur'{j Wht%‘rtm] & Co, I’f:::-il'.!«;:1'.!;'1121rl
them 1nte their own dormitory nting wigonr.
Coker and his satellites, with many zasnalties in thg shagqu
bimps and  bruizes, were ouly fgg glad to hide therr =

diminizshed heads. i
BOY_FARME

thnﬁi‘-hdmmriq;; up, drivin
e g
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“Untie mé at once!” hooted Little Tich, Iis face workin
convulsively, as' he struggled m vain to frce bmmself, *“

report your outrageous econduct to Dr. Tiocke in the

W :unfl saggest-that he expels you forthwith from the

" .&nd 1" ‘sard Wharion grimly, * shall report to D, Locke

18
By PRANK RlChARDY,

R81% Gl
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now ; and if there's such a thing 1in the world as justice, it's
jou that'll go out of Greyfriars on vour neck! ]geﬂp an eya
s him, you fellows, and attend to Trevor, while 1 go and
feteh the Head!”

“Come back!™ shouted Little Tich, an a frenzy.

Diut Wharton was gone.  His blood was fairly up, and he
was determined that the new muaster's rank brutality should
not pass unpunished. :

L.ate though the hour was, the Ilead was still at work in
his study, g

“ Wharton!" exclaimed the Head, starting to his- feet.
* How darc you comie into my presence in that state !”

Harry turncd crimson,  In  his extitement of the past

hour he had quite forgotten that be was still in  his

pyjumas,
~ I've come on an urgent matter, sie,” he said. *1 don't
refish the idea of telling tales, but it's nccessary some-

timies !
“Yes, yea! . Proceed!”

"I don’t know what vou think of Mr. Rapsome, sir,” said
Wharton, “but ever since he came here he's been bullying
us right and left. I shouldn’t have bothered you about 1t if
he'd merely made it warm for my chiams and myself. We
should know how to take it.  But when it comes to locking
five fellows up 1n a stuffy little room; and forcing them to
smoke vile pipes and vile tobacco, I reckon it’s the limat "

*“ Bless my soul, Wharton!” gasped the Head. * Are you
romancing, o sleepwalking, that veu should come ta me with
stich a wild cock-and-bull story *" '-

“Come and zee for yourself, sir!" said Harry.
~And he led the way out of the study. The Head followed,
1t » state of great bewilderment.

Trevor had céme round when they reached the Iumber-
room, and he and his fellow-vietims were out on the landng,
where the atmosphere, though oppressive;, was certainly mue
purer than within, Yy

Dr. Locke spluttered and choked, and, drawing owges his
handkerchief, applied it to his nose. ; Ak

“What,” he gasped—“what is thesmeaning of this—this
nanscous odour?"”’ :

“Mr. Ransome will tell yvou, sir,” -¥aid Harry quietly,
“There he ia.  We were compelled t9 tie him up!” =

“1 have been assaulted, De. Locke ™ shouted Little Tich.
“Grievously and barbarously” assaulted.. by these young
demons ;

The Head stared hard at hiun through the smoke.

“Wharton tells me, Mr. Ransome,”™ he said, *that ¥ou
imprisoned five boyvs in this room, wnd forced them to smoke
offensive pipes! - Is that correct:™

“T1t 15! growled Little Tich. 3

“Then I require an explanation of tlhe affair at once '™

“There’s nothing mueh to tell,
rmoking in secret in the wood-shed, #hd introduced what I
considered to be an effective cure ' :

““It was your place to report them bt me!" said the Head
austerely.  “1 should then have administered to them the
logging they deserved!™

“T've saved vou the trouble,” stid the Games-master, indi-
cating the bireh rod, :

“Good heavens! You have chastized them, in addition
to keeping them in confinement " :

It was necessary, or they would not have obeved me.
Mnl{fi“thcm young hooligans release nip from my bonds at
onee ! :

Dr. Locke frowned portentously, : _

“1I am nor accustomed to be addreessed in that imperative
tone, Mr. Ransome 1" he said stifHv. “if you will make vour
:‘Dq.?r_r-slt for liberation in more suitable terms 1 will pay heed
o it ! 5

“Yery well, then,” smid Little Tich, with an effort. * Please
instruet Wharton to untie this cord.” |

The Head beckoned to the captain gf the Remove, who
came forward and did what was pecéssary.  Little Tich
looked positively ferocious as he stretnll_rgohis cramped limbs,
and but for the presence of the Head would most certainly
have hurled himszelf upon s captors. =

“Do I understand, Wharton, that you.and your companions
wantonly assaulted Mr. Ransome?" +

“We had plenty of provoeation, sir.". said Harry, with a
glance at Skinper & Co., who looked as if they would not
recover from the effects of sheir Black Hole of Caleutta for
qguite a long fime. ;

“1 cannot overlook your offence, however great the pro-
vocation,” said the Head. “You will hold out your hands

11F

in turn ! _ 3
Dr. Locke picked np the birch rod, aad gave the Famons

Five four stinging cuts each. They were laid on well. and
it required plenty of fortitude on the' part of the recipients

to endure them without finching. s el
“TPhere!” panted the Head, desisting at last. 1 trust

Te Macyer Liprary,—No. 440, :
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I canght tke young rascals

-

.."

that will be a lesson to you. As for you, Skinner, and vour
wretched companions, you will pass the remainder of the
night in the sanatorium. You have been punished enowzh.”

“*Thaunk you, sir!” said Skinnar.

And he staggered away, followed by the rest of Littla
Tich's victima, ;

With burning cheelks and tingling palms the Fumous Five
returned to the Remove dormitory; and then the Head
turned to Mr. Ransome.

“I really cannot allow wou to resort to such extrema
moasures,’” he said. * Discipline is one thing, brutality is
ancther. Unless you can change your methods of dealing
with refractory boys, Mr. Ransome, I shall fee! compelied to
ask you for youf-resignation.” ;

heel and strode away down tha stairs.

e m——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Rank Rebellion!

ARLY next morning, long before the rising-bell was
due to ring out, Harry Wharton, fully dressed,
entered the Rermove dormitory.

He was heavily laden, and might have been the

Crown Prince, from the guaritity of loot he carried.

Loaves of currant-bread, tarts and pasteies, with  soveral

bottles of ginger-beer, almost bore him down with their

weight; but he staggered stoically to his bed, and durped

the maas of provender down thereon. As he did T

of the bottles rolled off the counterpane on to the floor, with

a bang which caused Dlob Cherry %o stir restlessly in his’
bed and open his eyes. -

“That. . you,

il ]

“* Halla, halle, allo!”
Harry?"
“Yes"
“What's the little game?”

“I'm luving in for a siege,” said-Wharton, with a chuckia,

i “Thﬂ.l' !:IJI :
sat bolt upright.*lmd:imlﬁh-lut-ﬁnisﬁﬁlént at

he murmured.

DBob Cherry
E;-?l good things scattered in wild confusion on his chum's
“:M:r only Aunt Sempronia
“*Who—what—why——" ;

“1 suppose you wonder what I'm doing with a miniature

(31

he exclaimed soleraniy.

 tuckshop on my bed at five o'clock in the morning’?™ langh-d

a

Harry. " Well, I'll explain.
ain't we?”

“I should say so!™ :

“Then what do you say to holding a barring-ont Lere, in
this dorm, and refusing to budge until th% Head has kicked
Little Tich out on his beastly neck?”

Bob's eyes sparkled. He leapt out of bed, aud faicls
hugged hus daring leader. 2 y

“Of comrse,” said Harry, breaking away with an offorr,
““we shall have to get the consent of all the fellows: but I
don’t think there’ll be muel difficulty about that, especiaily
as all the chicken-heartcd ones are in the sanny, excepi
Bunter—and wa can make him knuckle under all serene.”

“It's a stunning wheeze!” said Bob Cherry jubilantis.
*“There's safety in numbers, so that even if we come off
second best thé Head won't be able to sack the lot of us."

“Quite r0,” said Harry. “Now I'm going to have a
511?1::;313 for half an hour. No necd vo rouse the other fellows
yot. ' : : '
When the ather fellows were roused,
they entered into the scheme trit-ﬁ‘irﬂmend%.m -
were fed-up-with Little Tich, evers. man jac them, - e
was too coarse and ty¥fannical. their 'iikiﬁgi and whilst
hia services might have been appséciated in Prussia, they
were emphatically not wanted at Grevfriars. His harsh and
altogether inhuman. treatment of Skinmer & Co. stirred the
j]mlismatiﬂn of the Removites as nothing else ceuld have
ana.

“Bung some bads up azainst the door,” said Peter Todd.
“We mustn't leave any loopholes.’

Billy Bunter demurred at first to the whole

We're fed-up with Ransome,-

decided to remain and devour the lion's share.

not a single, solitary Removite responded

vigorous clanging of the rising-bell. - T
Little Tich was one of the first to learn of fheir extra-

ordinary act of defiance, and he endeavoured to force an

entrr into the Remove dormitoty, but without success.
4 Let me in!™ he bellowwed through the keyhole. :

to the foud and

Lalf an hous lrute*. '

2l

e great giant clenched his hands-hard, m]ﬂw‘
. he even meditated wiping up the flwor with the reverend ——
Head  of ] lars.  But something in Dr. Locke's
BXpression him. Without a word he tnrned on his

: plan of Caml- SR
paign, bnt the sight of the tnck mollified him, and he-

0
g

Great was the exoitement at Greyfriars that morniny when



But the only reply wes in the form of thiat ancient and

clasdie maonosvilable:

“.H-H.fﬁ !J.’I

The Remwove were desperately in earnest, and even when
the Head demanded admission, later in the morning, they
remained obdurate. .

“Wharton |” thundered Dr. Locke.

=

“What nonsense is this, pravi”

“We're staving here, sir,” snid Harry, quietly but firmly,
“until that rankest of rank outsiders, Ransome, is sacked
from the school! We don't mean to be disrespectful to you,
sir, but we really can’t put up with him any longer.”

Thoe Head, on the other side of the door, gave a gasp.

“Do you imagine for ene moment that F shall accede to
your impwdent request, Wharton?" - '

“1 hope so, sir.”

“Then wou are vastly mistaken!
brinz you to vour sensest” :

Phe Heay kept his word, and tock steps—or, rather,
ladders, He ordersd Gosling and Mr. Mimble, the school
gardener, to ascend and remonstrate withithe delinguents,
using violence if necessary, But neither Gosling nor Mr.
Mimble was able to get very far. The Removites shelled
them with their peashooters and bombarded them with
bread-crusts  until they were compelled to make an
lgneminious retreat,

As the day wore on the Iead began to grow very worried,
Had the culprits been one or two in number he would have
‘known how to deal with them; but the bringing of forty
rebellions juniora to heel was no light matter. tE‘\-’I:tr-rr"‘fqr_nr-:&
the good gentleman grew gravely alarmed, and began to
wonder whether it would not be the wisest policy to get rid
of Mr. Ransome, and face the wrath of the governing body
afterwards.

The more he thought about the matter the more foreibly
it oceurred to him that Ransome ought to go. Unrest and
discord would be prevalent zo long as he remained in the
capacity of Games-master at Greyfrinrs. He was an arch-
bully, and the sooner he shook the dust of Greyfriara from
his feet the better it would be for all concernad, .

After dinner the Head sought out Mr. Prout, and con-
ferred with him on the snbject of the barring-out.

*“I bave come round to vour way of thinking, Prout,? he
observeil.  “ Ever since Ransome came to take up his duties
the school has been in a ferment.™ - :

My Prout nodded.

*1 quite agree with sou,” he said. “Unless Ransome is
sent about his business without delay we shall have nothing
but trouble. My svmpathies, T must confess, are heart and
soul with the rebels. They have right on iheir side, and
it would be a gross miscarriame of justice if their—ahem'
—bitile uprising was not allowed to pass unpunished.”

The Head rose to his feet. His mind was fully made np.
He would sack the objectionable Games-master. and stand
by the consequences of his action. '

He went out into the Close, aud bade Tubly of the Third
r(-(iuestr Mr. Ransome to step across to lus studv.

A few minates later Little Tich appeared. He looked first
at the Head, then at Mr. Prout, who could not repress a
‘maelicious grin of triumph: then he said:

“You sent for me, sic?”

“¥Yes, My, Ransome,” said the Head., “In view of what
took placo last nigh% and the unpleasant results which have
accrued therefrom, I must request vou to acécept a term’s
salary in lien of notice, and leave this school to-day.”

4 ]Sut why—what——" exclaimed Ransome; in bewilder-
IMLen.

“Your ways are not our ways,” said the Head., his tone
beconiing more kindly, “We do not see eve to eve on the
question of discipline. 1 maintain thit the majority of boys
“can be ruled by kindness. You seem to consider that nothing
short of brute force will answer the purpose. I am sorry—

I will take sieps to

~—aigeerely sorry—but 1 feel that unless you leave without

Qelax tﬁgrq_.agm:.‘bgqn' setious upheaval amongst the boys—
¢ven more sertous thah at present; and things are bad
enongh now, goodness MMows!"” ;

ILattle Tich said nothing for some moments, He seemed
to be thinking deeply. *He frowned at first—thea the frown
was gradually supplanted by an amiable emile, like the sun
bursting through dark clouds,

"WVery well, sir,” he said resignedly.
mevitable,
1 j"-,"i}.”

The Head nodded, A -
. "Ifdit 1s within my power to grant it, I will readily do s0,”

v said. .

“Then, may T play for-ithe First Eleven in their mateh
agamst the regimental team frem Wapshot this afterncoen 7"

The Head smiled. :

“*By all means!” he said.
ocbject.” L :

Wingate .dide’t - When he heard what had tianspiced, he
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jumped for very joyv. The team from "Wnimfmi was partieu-
larly hot stuff, including several ex-connty pilayers in its rankes.
And, with the aid of such a m:iihtj Trojan as Little Ticly, 1t
was more than prebable that their reception would be of a
warm, almost tropical, nature, ' !

g A

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Little Tieh Leaves His Landmark!
" ISTER .H.I:.‘NE, Sister Anne! Do you see anyoné
coming ?’ 437 '

S Th;ﬁ; Bob Cherry, as, standing in the Remove
dormitory, he glanced up at Harry Wharton, who
was perched on the window-sill, peering down into

the Close,

“¥Yes,” eaid Harry breathlessly. *Ii's the Head !”

“ An ultimatum, I expect,” said Vernon-Sinith, "Talj: to
him like a Dutch unale, Wharton 1"

“We're still holding out, sir ! said Harry grimly, on the
Head’s approach.

“ There 12 no need to, my bow,”

“1—I beg your pardon, sir!™

“ Lot that folly cease, and come Jdown at onee '™

*But, Mr. Ravsome——-"'

“Mr. Ransome 13 leaving Greyfriars to-day,” =aid Dr.
Locke, *1I have fallen in with your request, and shall not,
morcover, punish you for this breach of discipline.”

Harry Wharton could scarcely believe his ears
incredible—amazing !

But it must he true, since the Head said it.

The captain of the Remove communicated the news to the
rest of the fellows.

There was a moment of profeund silence: then a mighty

volume of cheering arosc,
D, Locke smiled, and went pack to his study. The barring-
out, which had not been such a dreadful affair after all, was
over within a few howre of its inauguration, and harmeny was
rostored once more tothe old school. | : :

was the quiet 1¢eply.

It was

“Well, I'm jiggerad!” excluimed Bob Cherrv, * Who
ever woukl have thought it? We're rid of Ransome at last;

the Head's let us off scot-free; and everything in the garden
iz lovely !

Greatly eclated im. spirits, the merry throng of Remavites
trooped down into the Clese in the glorious summer sunshine.

The news that Little Tich was to play his fiest and last
winteh at Greyfriars aroused a considerable sensation. Every-
one longed to see how he would shape against the mulitary
tean, r

The soldiers arrived by brake, looking very fit and confident.
They were big, strapping fellows for the mast purt—cricketers
cvery inch of them, _

The crowd which foregathered round the ground at the
appointed time was semething in the way of a record. The
Cliff House girls—Marjoric Hazeidene, Clara Trevelyn, and
Phyllis Howell-came over; and the Head himself had a
ecat reserved for him in front of the pavilion. :

The Tommies won the toss, and a great ovation greeted
Corporal Jimmgy Travers as he stepped out to open the
innings with a portly sergeant.

Jimmy Travers was quite an old favourite. Harry Wharton
& Co. remembered to have played football against him on
the never-to-be-forgotten oceasion when they had made a
tour of the Southern Counties. He accorded them a cheery
emile as he strode past with his bat tucked under his arm.

Wingate and Walker shared the bowling, and they had
need of all their skill and resource. :

Corporal Travers, particularly, was in great form. He
Aogred the ball to all parts of the field, and looked like ro-
maining at the ‘wickets until the sun went down. Then Little
Tich, who was in the long-field, suddenly leapt at the leather
when it was in mid-air and brought off a magnificent cateh,

is H'r.lrt‘ﬂh. !ﬂ =T j . *

““Well held, sir!" - :

Jimmy Travers retired to the pavilion

‘ looking somewhat
crestfallen. He had entertained high h 1

; : s of seoring a cen-
tury, and his expectations had beon ruthlessly shattéred at an

early stage by that hulking giant in the long-field.
“I’ll remember that fel'ow,” muttered Jimmy. “If he
is ‘bails to

happens to be in while I'm bowling, I'll gend
kingdom come !” -

The soldiers continued to bat steadily; but after a time
Little Tich went on to bowl, and caused a startling collapse,
The tail of the military side wagge1 but feebly, and they wero
_all out for exactly 100, though the store had at one period
been 75 for three wickets, o Bl S PR :
_, Greyfriars responded gallantly in their first venture, though,

-] ; s 1?
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to the vast disappointmont of many, Litde Tieh failed o
“come off.” Through a miundersianding with Goursuey, hia
partner, he was run out before he had been able to trear the
epectators to a sample of that hurricane batting for whick,
cven in the short time he had beern at Grevfriae-, he had
become famaouns, . .

The Friars were ceventuallr dismniszed for 85—fiftern v
behind their opponents’ total, The prospects of a close finish
ecemed, at that time, distinetly promising.

“I hope Little Tich astonishes the uatives in the scentd
innings,” remarked Frank Nugent. g

“Yes, rather!” rejoined Bob Cherpy.
retten if he bagged a pair of specrucle:
ing the girls what a Trojan he ist™ )

When the soldiers took wp the ranping again thes made

the fur iy with a vengeande. The runs piled tp at a rate
which was truly alarming, and gradually the hearts of the
Lirevfrinrs spectators sank into their boots, _—
+ Corporal Jimmy Travers had learnt a_xvaluable Jr=son in the
first - inningg—namely, never to put up the bail within a
dozen yards of the spot where Lictle Tich wa: fielding.  Profit-
iI.IE.' by his previous blunder, the corporal remained at the
wicket, hitting out at anything and evervthing that canie his
way, but always keeping the ball low,

Bowler after bowler wae tried, bur with no marked MeAzUTS
of suecess; and Wingate ran his fingees throogh his thick
brown hair in desperation.

Even Little Tich failed tc impre:z: the batsmen on this
cecasion with his lightning deliverivs.  They  wera nsnally
snicked through the slips, and as often us not the veloeity
with which the ball whirzed along the turf sent it to the
Loundary. f

“All over, bar shouting !" groaned Bob Cherrs. © Seventy
without a giddy wicket ! Carry me home to die, somebody-!

But all mood things come to an end, and the soldiera, play-
ing with the recklessness which was part and parcel of their
very nature, fell into pitfalls. Clever catches at Tmmt. followed
smart throws-in, and the wickets began to fa
none the less surely,

The military team compiled 134 in their second venture,
leaving the Friars to get 150 to win—a heavy task, especially
a3i stumps were to be drawn at ¢1x. The outlook seemed black
for Wingate's cloven. _ |

“ Hit out !” said the captain 6f Grerfriars terselv. “It's car
only game ! ' : 4

The speaker went in first wich Courtnew, and straightway
began to practise what he preachsd.  He leapt out of his
crease agaln and again, and the ball weet soaring away to the
boundary.

Courtney backed up his chum loyally, and between them
they amassed 30 for the first wicket.

Courtne v. cleverly caught at cover-point, was sureeeded by
Walkee, who staved with Wingate sufficiently long to take the
score to 50,

Then black misforture descended like a pall upon the Grew-
friars team.

They lost three good men and true within as many minutes,

“All's up l” aand Rob Cherry dolefullr. _

“But your tame giant hasn't batted yei, Bob 1™ said Phyllia
Howell.

“Who, Ransome? No, Lie's ouly just going in: but it's
too late for anybody to save the game now.”

“I'm not so sure,” said Phyllis sawely. “Your Goliath
loolks as if he's going on a window-smashing. mmraima-!"

Little Tich was desperately in carnest. In his hear: he
revelled in a eituation of this sort, where victors scemed
remote and impossible, and many runs were requircd o puil
the game out of the fire,

“Play " gaid Corporal Jimmy Travers, grippire the ball
hard,

And he sent down the very best delivery of which he was
capable,

Little Tich smiled grimly, squared hLis great shoulders. and
the next mstant the ball landed with a crash and a clatter on
“the roof of the pavilion, -

“Good man!™ said “’inga[o, who still held the fort at the
other end. “Ieep it up!"

The hour that followed was one of the most teniselyenciting
periods ever known at Grevirars.

Words failed to do adequate justice to the display of Lirtle
Tich. He gained complete masters over the bowhng. and
eversvthing came alike to him.

His bits were simply prodigions. Every other one was a
boundary. He realised thut Le was fighting againzt tiiue,
and that if runs were to be got, they must be got speadil

Fired by the heroic dizsplay of his partuer; Wingate shaped
epiencidly, and had forty ruus fo his cradit when Carporal
Travers caught and held a hot return from his bat,.
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“Bravo, Wingate!" roared the rcrowd, thoroughly roused
now from itz lethargy., * Well plaved indeed, sir!™

The batsmen who followed failed to settle down. They
were obviously not at home with the military bowlers, and
}E_ad} to leave the lion's share of the run-getting to Little
ich. : :

Bur thar gentleman didn't seem to mind a jot. e con-
tizued to hit out strongly and fearlessly until, when the
last man in walked down the pavilion steps, five minutea
bofore the drawing of stumps, only eight runs were required
for the Friars to win,

Amid a profound silence the batsman survived tlhie rest of
the over. S

And now all eyes Were glued on Liitle Tich. Would he
confinue his glorious; ‘refreshing diaplay, or woul b
excitement of the moment; lose his head, and cause calamity
to descend upon Grevfriars at the eleventh hour?® -

The onlookers were speedily reagsured. =

The first ball was pulled to squarc-leg for two. The bats-
men could have made three of it with comparative ease. had
they chosen to do so, but Little Tich realised how essential
it was that he should have the bowling. :

.The next ball was a beanty—from the batsman's point eof
view. It pitched short, and Little Tich rose to tho oceasion.
as it were. His great body morved forward, his bat weni
back, and the next thing the watchers saw was a little red

- speck soaring away high in the air—higher and higher—till it

suddenly Rashed downwards and landed, with a reverberating
echo, on the roof of the main school-building. It was six —
and victory! s

Then the fellows seemed fo suddenly take leave of their
sensed, They forgot. in that delirious moment . of trinmph,
that Little Tich had made their lives well-nigh unbearable,

and that he was a tyrant of the first water. His past

seemed to be blotted out, merged into oblivion, before the

geeat deed of valour just performed; and the crowd, surging
J.‘Glll;l}-t_l Dick Ransome, bore him in frenzied triumph to the
pavilion. - :

- “That was great, sir!™ said Harre Wharton radiantly.

" We've never seen. anything quite like it in our lives t"
Then he added, half hesitatingly : )
“Will you do-us the honowr of coming. to tea, sir, befora

vou go? : :

- Little Tich nodded. He could not trust himself to speak

just then. All hiz brutal tendencies seemed to evaporate

in the face of that loyal, whole-hearted demoustration; and
Dick Ransome felt that he had never come nearer to making-

- a fool of himself than at that supreme moment,

¥ ¥ r . & - ] K

_The Famous Five, who knew that Little Tich's appotite
was, to say the least of it, abnormal, laid in sufficient tuck
that afternoon to provision an army corps. They knew that
their guest would he hungrv after his great and glorious
innings; and ho found himself under cofnpulsion to eat,
drink, and be merry. Harry Wharton & Co. waited upon
him hand and foot, and the CLf House damsels had a
kindly word of congratulation for him.

The Famous Five partook of a little of everything, and
were uproariously jolly. Little Tich partook of a great deal
of everything, and heé, too, became #s ha ¥ as a sandboy,
albeit he was on the verge of closing the chapter of his brief.
Greyfriars career. His spirited stand on behalf of the ofd
school would ever be remembered in its annals, serving to
atamp ont the fact that he had been a bully and a Tartar;
and his memory would be Lept green at the old school for
many a term to come, oy I

And on that quiet and sercue sumgmer evening, when the
countryside was hushed asvif in sdent sympathy, Harry
Wharton & Co. took their leave of #&ttle Tich, and felt, as
they gripped his big hand, and leoked into his rey eyves,
now strangely softened and shining with a new ight, that
he wasn’t such a bad fellow after all. We are all im-
perfect, and some have more faults than others. A man
should make large allowance for his fellows, and set much
store by what is good in them.

And ever afterwards the Greyfriars juninrs entertained the
most lively recolleetions of their thrilling skirmishes- with
Little Tich, the Gevfriars Giant.

-

THE EXNT,

(Do not misgs "THE SCHOOLBOY FARMERS 1" _next

Monday's Grand Story of Harry Wharton & Co,, by
FRANK RICHARDS.) :
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PREVIQUS INSTALMENTS BRIEFLY TOLD.

Hal Mackenzie receives a mysterious message urging him
to come out to the Southern Andes and learn the sccret of
the Tower of the Golden Star. Te scots out npon the voyage
accompanied by his chums, Jiup Heldsworth, Bob Sigsbee,
and Pat 'Hara. y '

After exciting experiences in the hands of a treachercus
captain, they arrive at Buencs Ajyres, "

‘hey proceed upon their journey, and having penetrated
some-twentv milea into the moumtamns, come upon a ruined
pstancia, which they decide to make their quarters. During
the night a party of brigands arrive with a prnisoner, Aymara,
the daughter of a mative chief. The four chums succeed
disarming them and rescuing the girl. The bngands are
locked wp, but later make their escape, taking with . them
the mules belonging to the adventurers. They pursue them

on foot, eventually arrivinF at the bank of a swiftly-running.”
t

stream. By paddling swiftly with the current, In a cance
the property of Aymara, they overtake the ruffians, who,
heing unarmed, flee for their hives, leaving the mules behind.
Tﬁﬂ chums continue their journey, arriving after two
days at the pillar of rock where Aymara had told. them
they would see her again. A ternfic storm bursts over
them, and they are about to take shelter in & cave, when
they are alarmed by the sight of a huge fireball balanced on
the edge of a crag above their heads. Even as they gaze,
awestruck, it totters and begins to fall towards them.
{(Now read on.)

- g

The Cave of the Kings.

Now that it was so much closer to them they ecould dis-
tinedly hear o hissing and crackling noise, such as pewerful
clectrit enrconts miake uvpder certamn conditions.

But it didn’t roll inteisthe cavern, It hung suspended in
the air opposite the enbrance for several minutes, and then
it dro - into the silemt. lake. :

The instant it touwched the surface {here was a loud
explosion and a great flash of blinding light. The water
waa flung up in giant waves fifiv feet 1n height, and in the
mridst ﬂF all this turbulence a strange and terrible thing

Lrappened.
'f!,'lut of the waler there appeared the head and shoulders
of » man. The face was hvid-hued, the skin shrunken, the

eves sightless. It was like o horrible mask. For a fuli
miinnte it showed, as though it had rizen from the unknown
depths, and then it sank out of sight again.
“What in the name of thunder was it?” exclaimed Sigshoe,
“ Bomething that is better down at the bottom of that lake
than at the top,” replied Hal. * The evil spirit of the storm,
perhaps, for now we're going to get it!™’ _
And so it seemed, for the next minute the storm broke in
‘Tiie Maexer Liprary.—No. 440.
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~all its fury. Lighining played in incessant vivid fashes, and

the crashes of thunder, echoing a hundred times from crags

and peaks, were cnongh to split the ear-drums. Never was

there such a terrifie din. :

U_‘I‘I’Tis the 1md av #hoe worgld at long i8st!” muttercd
Ara. .

The eavern was of immense height, and it was impossible
to say how far # extended back, as the far end of it was
<hrouded In- npenetrable. gloom. They led the ' frightened
mules in for abowt fifty  yards, and then tethered them to
some projections of rock. e

“Here we can wait till things quicten down a bit ! <houted
Hal. 1ic bhad to shout to make himself heard. “H there
wis any wood imm the cave we might start a fire and ecook
some food, for I'm Eﬂtting precious hungry ; but there don't
seem to be 4 scrap.’ _ ' e )

“Not a plece large enough to make a toothpick:” Jim
declared.

e, too, was hungry, and had been searching about for

wood with the idea of making a fire and starting cooking
cperations,
" Btorms in the mountainz are usually short, but ne bad as
they can be while they last, This one proved no sxception
to the rule. In two hours it was over, and the sun shone out
once more.

They all made a move towards the mouth of the cavern,
and then stopped short, for a figure had suddenly appeared
at the entrance,

“Why, it's Aymara!” cried Jinm.

It was that dainty Indian maiden, gure cnough, and they
ran forward to greet her. She was as delighted to =ce them
again a3 they were to see her,

“I knew that you had taken refuge in the Cave of the

- Kings,”” she said, *'while the storm was raging. And until

it was over I could not jein you.”

“The Cave of the Kings!"” echoed Hal.
it's caledi™ i :

“Yes,” replied Aymara. “Mt is in there that many of the
Inca kings are buried. But tell me what happened after you
left the estaneia. You must have overtaken those bad men,
for I =ce you have recovered your mules.™

Hal gave her an account of their adventures on the rivér,
and how they had shot the falls.

“But we had to leave your canoe,” he added, * which, I
Am 30rry to say, was a bit da,magm{ We souldn’t bring it
bm;]f ‘ccé: the place we had taken it frem while the river was
in flood,™ :

“It ia no matter,” the girl assured him. “T seldom used
ib. ’_-}m:'l it iz ecasy for me to get another canoe when I need
UnC. : - .

She glanced round at the Bilent Take, and gave a slight
shudder. _ :

“I do not like this place,” she ecomtinued, *when there is

“Is that what

A Grand, Long, Gomplete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS

#
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a storm akd the fire draps down from. the "siffes,
things happen if the fire enters the vater.”

“We saw one strange thing,' put in Sigsbee,
ain't bustin' to sec agaim.” - _ o

The girl nodded. < ; ‘ e

“ 1 knov what you saw,” she rephed. ™' Iv was the goded,
Parahua, who m-a great fight with the Bpaniards, whe&afrr}'
first camo to the land, was defeated. Tn despair, he gprang
into the lake, and sank. But sometimes, when the watevs
arc distmelied, be pises to the surface to gowe again upon the
mountaing which woere his home, It is said that fogtune
will #mile upon those who goe him.” b L
 “That's a comfart!" said Hal, stmling, * W esgies
do with-a bit of Juck. But if he has been in the lakc .
ihat time—centuries——" _

“ Nothing perishes that hios in the
Aymara hastened to explain,

Sirang®

“which 1

e ]

“The waters arc very bitter,

- and wero somotimes used, 1 believe, for embalming the dead -

kinigs whose tembs arve ‘iﬂ_thl{' cave.”’ . 1
“Have u sort of petrilving property, T suppose®'’ said Hul.
“Well, wo secem to have got into a cheerful sort of neigh-
bourhood !” - ms e g2 , 2
“ft isn't a spot to choose for a pienic,"” said Jig@i¥ibut
that's no reason why we should _.maﬁ ect lunch, or dimnef, &t

whatever our next meal may bu. There's pl&mg E glry wgood
by those treecs vonder, and Lt bave _a five -gomg. 1n Twi
ghakes of & duck’'s tail, it you chaps will unpgck the, larde:.
And 11&1_’1‘.&*1}?"?&11 ean persuade Avmara to—chi—accept an
invitation to dinner.” 4 Ty £ 132
And he went off to gather the wood, whistling c.lme..
Avmara looked after lumi, and smiled. - : ot
“J1 is good to soe one who is always happy.” shesaid, -
“Thruoe for ye, miss!” Pat O'Hara heartily agreedsy * "Lis
good for the digestion.” : R
‘A statement which Avmara dide't scem clearly to unoer-

stand, made as 1t was partly in _Iriﬁh brﬂgqfi_-a11d.piliﬂ-f in

Spanish—of sorts. v
P’flw girl accepted their invitation to dinner~thpr dzu;-';:!ur_'-lc
sventually to call the meal dinner—and: they .apread taews.
selves out to maks it warthy of their charming: guest: ~Thi
had still a fairly good at—m;-i:luf provisions, antk all the be

~H e enta couldn't besbate, offtheir koind,” declaie
Pat O'Hara; *but "us the d:mkawjhdt troubies. J¥aghor
—cowld or hot, as you plaze. An" we must be aliher gatim
it from a spring—-not out av the luke, seein® what's n .
However. they finished off the repast with some excellent
coffee, which corrected the “cowldness ™ of the spring water;
ao altogether it was a decided suecess, T
A good deal of laughrer was caused by the attempts of Jim
and O'Hara to “keep their ends up " in.the conversaoon—-

which, of course, was carried on in Bpamsh. They both’
determined to tackle the langnage seriously, with the heip of

Hal and Bigsbee. . 5 s L7

“What we'll have to do,” advized Sigsbee, *is to talk in
Spanish most all the time. You'll middlin’ scon get a- hold

it then," 4

It ‘was when they were all seated round the camp-fire, sip-
ping their coffee—for there was a cold wind blowing from
the snow-clad peaks in the north—-that Hal reminded Aymara
of her parting words at the estancia: I may have something
to tell you when we meet again which it is as well you should
hear." . \ E

“1 have not forgotten,” replied the girl. She paused for
a few moments; and then continued. “Am I right in sup-
posing that you have come- into-the- mountains, where few
white men ever penefrate, to try and reach the Tower of the
Golden Star " i

“You are quite right," replied Hal, “That is the main
object of our journey." '

*Yet 1t 18 follv,” declared Aymara.

“One of our countrymen has reached 1t,"” said Hal.

“Only to meet with death,” returned Aymara. “For thal
is the penalty of those who learn the secret of the Gaolden
SGrar. Not even the half-breeds, who guard the tower, know
that secret.” :

“ Are vou sure that my countryman who learnt tihe secret
is dead ¥ asked Hal.

“JTt iz long since he has been dieard of 7 repiicd the pirl.
“What else, unless it is something worse than death. can
* have happened to him? Did you hope to rescue him?"

“He 15 my friend,” said Hal
" And that was sufficicnt answer.

A Temple of the Incas.

¢ Ab, you belong to that strong race who-live across the
seas ' said Aymara.  “They who are never beaien—Los
Inglese. It is a great thing to belong to such a nation.”

e i s e e o e
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“SWall I'm apn. American.” interposed Sigsber. “And
guess we tulie a bit of beating, oo !”

"1t iz becauge moat of the Americans are of the same blood
a3z Los Ingiesc.’ replied the girl. b

X allow that is s0,” admitred Bigsbee.  © You hnow somoe-
thng: Avmara | T guess-von've got all veur wizz on the top
of- the basket." - 5

“I% is no use teving to perspade vou to turn back,” con-
finied Aymarar * Yot V—she glanced ot Hal and Jim—

“you two are so young to brave dangers whicle many men

would shrink from. Yo are po c:l-:lﬂf’"t-hm'_l_:[fg._mf’

Jim, laughing. *‘Seems a pity, becaiise wo.can't grow soung
again whosi.onee. we get oid. [However, welve got two ve
staid and respectable comrades '—he waved his haid ¢ g
Sigshee and &%ﬁ:ﬁhd try :Eﬁi__m'_.. ;
of trouble by—eh"—gelting into Tt themselved” -

“Sure, 'tis mieself an’ Sigsbee wouldn’gitake on-the job av
kaping ye out ay mischief | retorted the f¥ishman, grinnivg.
“We wouldn't have any toimne for ourdivarsions.' =
When this . little interchange of -chaf was over, Aymira
went on with what she bad started to 8l them,

. “The half-breeds” she said. “ave cruel and savage, but
cowardly in thé way they fight. They will Jay teaps for you
rather than meect a foe iv the open.  They have all the worst

qualities of Spaniards and Irdians, but none of the good

qualities of esther,™

-‘:H-_rec-g!a are mostiy hke that.” Sigsbee interjected,

“But it 13 of their leader you must beware In particalar,”
continued Aymara—*"a man who calls, himself Captain
Garotte, after an old instrument of toriture W plres possesson.

“and usee on his captives. Tle mives himself the aic: of a
Spanish don. He smiles, and bows, and_speaks pleasautiv,
swith a smile on his face even while he ds considering the
“most_cruel form of torture to put you to il Tpw are & captive
rii hizs hands,” e L A ;:: s

A {‘hﬂﬂjul sort of scoundrel P said Hal “But we shall
know exactly how far to trust himn when we meet him.”

“You have far to go, and many dangers tosescouuier,

‘before you will meet the breeds,” said Avmara,  “ But there

is one danger—the Pass of the Snakes—avhich vou can avoid
it you will be guided by me,” . =
=18, accept vaur gl By

L assursd ler,
. of the 8nake:—do yeu mean there a
- reptilessin it 27 : : :
i kBT only a shott and very narrow pass, with high rocks
ort both sides,” explained the giel, * and the.ground looks to
be fn::‘r ever moving, =0 thickly are the snakes-efawling over
it. E:.-Fn_ it you eould escape by climbing, your mules could
not. . They would be bitten to death’ in a few minutes,”
HCertainly a-place to be avoided,” said Hal, “3Jud you
can show us another foad, so thaf we need not attemnpt this
Dase?” er St
- 1 will do 30. There i~ indeed. the road used by the
owleteers, but that-is many days’ journey from here, and yon
don’t wish to cross the mountains,  You desive to got into
the heart of the range, wherve "—shie hesitated, and then

3

+ added—"* it 13 madness to penetrate,”™

eI guess we've done mad things “before,” commented
Slg:‘z-i'bee, “and we've found they're mostly worth doing.”
"1 suppose we're’riot going any further to-day? said Jim.

Iv’s getting well on in the afternoon now, ahd miountain-
climbing in the dark doesn't appeal o me over much. You're
apt to scrape too much tkin off yvourself, gnd the parte of.

v with bruises”

; imherg the skin’s left on would Ilkﬂl}h“ﬂnqk, biue, ?gl.'i

- M As Aymara is to guide us,
" 1'-;,:]_1I‘.tt_‘d Hal.

cirl,

: we must Jeave it to her,”
And-he explained what Jim had said to the

UWe will etart in the morning,” said Aymara. . though - =

the darkness does not matier, for gur way will lie througl
the Cave of the Kings., -Wow I must leave von. ~An hbur
before the sun rises I will be with®ou agam.”
Bhe was away before they rvealised thut she meaat to go at
once. Az lightly as a young fawn she le frof rock to
rock until she reached a projecting crag. Here she patised to
wave her hand to them.  The *next -fpomens she had
disappeared. - i ST gl el T

“ Bedad, she's loike a fairy!" exclaimed O'Hasa.

“More like a bird,” grumbled Jim. * An early bitd. An
hour before sunrise! That's the worst of those ‘expeditions;
we're always getting up at unseasonable hours, before the
world's properly aired.” : Py

“Well, we shall only have to walk to the other end of our
bed-room," said Hal; pointing to the glooms interior of tle
“cave, “thouglt how far that is. goodness only knows.” .

1 hope the hole &t the other end 1= big cnough to push
' (Continued on page v of cover.) :
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{(Continued from page 20.)

o - o
N NN R W R T AR RN AR AR R AT R R A T
SN AN RN ARG S S

b mnules theough ™ exclaimed Jun, 1e, tao, peered indo the
E:-JHII'J. “We .‘:JJ:]E!.H. want tl}r'L:]IU-.'* he added, _“rlj bBotivr
ave 2 look rvound for some diy pine branches that’ll make
g rood Rare"

ITe strolled off, and returned half an hour Inter with zome
sisttable matevial, which could be trimmed into o convenient
size for carrying.

When might fell they built up the fire afresh, about twonty
vards iti=ide the cave, hod tea, and soon afterwards stretehed
themselves out for o night's re-t,

“Mis the first toime I've slepi in company wid kings, "™ said
0’Hara, as he made himself comfortable in his blanket,
“thouch, be the same token, those in this cave are dead
- wans,  Moeszclf hopes they'll slape atsy in their coffins.”

The kings evidently slept easv. for the adventurers were
not disturbed during the mzht. In the morning they wele
up hefore davbreak, and had hot colfee and biscuits ready
by the time Aymara put in an appearance.

Then they saddled up the mules, It the torvchez, and made
s atart,

For hall 2 wile the foor of the cavern ran straicht and
level, and then they came to a wide and Tofty chiamber, with
e number of stono coffins, wonderfully corved, ranged round
the sides. There were twenty one in all. This was the tomb
of the Inca kin ], and a 1‘i_l_‘.',hi. l‘n}'H| mansoletm it was. Ial
wondered whether the fabulous treasnee of the Incus was
hidden anywhere in this chamber, but he dido’t ask Avmara
any questions about it. . Indeed, the mirl didn’t séem nclined
to linger in the place, but hurried through without stopping.
The outlet at the other side was nothing more than a tunnel,
just wide enongh to allow cach one to walk by the side of the
mule he was leading.

The passage now led upwards 2!l the thne, sometimes at a
stecp angle, at others in a gentle slope, snd 11 no longer
woent sivacht, The turn: and twisls b made were !H:Wﬂ[ﬁ‘i"
il]ﬁ,'- .‘ITE'_] t.-}ll"l.'ﬂl wWoein ].“.iﬂl"r' I'II.":IIH'.:! I,}[iﬂbq'lg'i."": i]'t "I."I'].lil']l ttll'.":'rl
wouwiu suvely mave gond petray Dad Ayvwora not been thorve
to gude thern. 4 -

For seven hours, with ouly one short zest for a hasty meal,
they tramped on through this smacing tunnel, and the torehes
were all used up before they reached the end. But Aymara
eould find her way in the dovk, though progress was a trifie
slower,

Then at last they emerced into the welcome daylichi ance
more, out on to a broad platean high up on the mountain-
side.  And right opposite to them was a building with =
mazsive tower at one end, and a slender minarct at the other,
A slrange contrast. There was an enftrance-gate in the
tower, the preat wooden doors of which were closed,

“What is this place, Avymara?™ asked Hal.

“TIt is an Inca temple,” was the reply.

T : P o L TR (R s PR e T

Does anvbody live in it7 Are there any priesis?”

The pirl shook her head, : -

“1 know not,” she rephed.  * Bometimes T thiok, from
what I have seen, there must e But T have nover onterod
it. I am not one who 15 casily made alraud, yel T ferr to
enter that temple.”

“Well, there's no sicn of Life about the place now, =t all
events,’” said Hal.

Aymara now bade them farewell, nor could their most
urgent entreaties induce her to remain, even for a short rest,
Of course, they knew it was quite impossible that she conld
accompany them any fovther on their adventurous journey,

“1 ‘have done that which 1 premezed,” she suid, “and 1
must return.” '

“What, aloue—back thvough ihat tunnel 1" exelained

Jim, - :

“It is nothing,” replied Aymara. [ have gone through
it many times alone. T will not say * Good-bye,” because T
believe we shall -meet again. I dreamed that we should.
And if the dream comes true it win be a strange meeting,™

—— c—

: Hal Disappears.
" A clasp of the hand with each, and she was gone.

“1 don't count much on:dreams,” said Bob Sigshes, “ but
I sure hope hers will pan oul all right.” :

“ Taith, she ought to be a princessi—wid me as the prinee !
exclaimed O'Hara. “But what gurrl wud look at a big, red-
headed Irishman loike meself? Let’s have something to ate.
"Tis the mountain aie what alwayz luves me hungrey.™

“Love dossn’'t tike away your appetite, Pat,” saul Jim,
winkfnge at the others, _

“Why would it?" vephed O'Hava.  “ Bedad, there's no
uze it anything that spoils -your dinner!”

They decided to camp on tho platean.” as it was well

D

sheltered, and the mouniwin-<ide was thic ity timbered, so
there wus plenty of wood for a five.

~When they had settled themselves they had a Jook round
tive vutside of the temple, but there appesred to be cnly the
one entrabee, and as the heavy doors were secured they were
unable to et a wlinpse of the interior, h

A bl’}l.lt E!ll_hrtlur' after sunset Jun came stagrering up to the
ciktop-iive with o big load of wood, which he flung on 1o the
e ol

“_"L'-}rr-l'l"-.a LLak:" he pskid.

- Surshee was repairing one of the saddles, and O'Hara had
st f'u_llzillr_-r_.{ srocunne the mules, 'ﬂ]l‘t}' had all been so busy
al various Jobs thatr they }lilﬂll:l't noticed the absence ol their
countrade until Jim spoke, . =

“I don’t know where he js," replied Sig=bee.  “ And now
you come ta ask, 1 don't think he’s been around here for
an hlur.u‘ or mori. - Have yon seen him, Pat?”

Coorra owan oavo e has.” o said O'Harve; Y not-since 1
stavted grooming the kicking bastes, an’ that's more than
an hour ago. But he'll be somewhere,”

1 suppose he 1= somewhers, ™ replied Jim.  * But where ™ .
% He shoutods for him; they all shouted, but they got no
atiawer, sgve the echo from the rocks: *Hall Ilal'™ Tt
rottided rather waird, ;

“This gits me!” Bigiboe growled, “ ITe'd sure have heard
our vells if he's le.'uﬁmnz within a mile of us™ :

- T hrue for yve” agree O Hara, - © Buat mavbe we wouldn
hear him if he sanswered. He's only got wan voi: - amainst
our three, ™ i ' :

It Was a4 queer way af puttine 1t, but it stated the cpse
exactly. MNatarally their three vorees, when they were all
shouting together, would varry much further than Hal's singlo
vorce. Pherefore, altheugh he might have heard them, it was
quite possible they eould not hear him.

They accepted this explanation as being the wmest fikely
one, for the chances were that Fal wanted to explore their
-%;éT'Ftﬁillifiit'l,'._.’.'ﬁ 7 bit, 50 as to hit the best drail on the following
i;]‘ﬁ-_ "'-..
But when auothey hour passed and he =till failed to pot i
an appeprance, the mattor br‘-gn.n fo Weary a4 more sCviois
aspect. .

“We must go and seacch for him,” declared Jim.
thing must have happened., or he would have bLien
before now, e may have fallon ——- :

“Hark! What's that?” |

The mterruption cams fromn Sjeshes.
towards the femple,

“ Dl yvou hear #nyilung? ' be  asked sharply.
prnin :

It sounded hke a human voice raised in a cry, or a shout;
It whether it was Hal's volee oy not they couldn’t sav,

Then there was the clang of a®bell; one stroke only, and
after that a deathlike silence. '

“There's someone in the temple,” said Jim,

“I¢'ll be the cap’n,” declarcd Bigsbee. He oiten referred
to Hal as the captain. “Ho's got into that blamed temple
somehow, I'H bet a hatful of dollars, and it seems to e he's
got into & trap at the same time,”™

“What sort av ithl‘.‘l-_p?" azked O'Hara.

“Not knowing, can’t say,” replied Sizshee. " " Buof there
iy be some galoots who don's .-'!]hm'r themselves in the light
of day hiudin® in that heathen meetin’-house,” '

" Home of our mysterious enemies may have pot ahead of
us"" said Jimn YThey seem to turn up in the most
unexpected places.  And they'd go for Hal fivst, the same as
they did at Buenos Ayves, knowing him to be the leader cf
the expedition.™ -

“Well, if he's in there, in a bad kind of fix,” replicd
Sigsboe, “it's up to us to get him out of it.™ ' )

“You bet! agreed Jini. _ . :

Their plan of action was simple and direct, and therefor:
likely to be effective. In Buenos Ayrgs tuey had purchased a

YOS

IRTE

s

e was staviong

“Thoere,

‘dozen sticks of dynamite * for emergenidies,” and had brought

them along with them, carefully ked:..-As they could sen
the temple gates were ztill ﬂ]usetf.ac&u as they knew them
to be” secured, they decided to untilise one of those sticks of
dynamite to open them. = ! P

It didn't take them many minutes t6 fix it, light a fuse,
and then draw back cut of the way.

The explosion fetched & hundred echoes from the mountain
gorges, amd the massive gates, eight inches in thickness, were
splintered and cracked from top to- bottom. But they still
hung on their hinges, and one of them swung open a little.
They pushed it wide, and entered a small courtyard. '

T'o their right was a small door which gave access to tlia
tower, buf they didn’t bothef about that. . They made their
way into the main part of the temple, Jim carrving a flaring
torch of pinewood, which -threw a lurid . light on their
surroundings. ' :

(Thers will be another grand insialmesnt of th's
exciting story in next Monday's issup of TKE
““MAGNET " LIBRARY. Order ybur copy in advanoae.)
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