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URGENT NOTE.

meg to the greatly -
creased demand for

‘THE MAGNET

readers are urged to place
an advanced order with their
newsagents.

THE 1921 HOLIDAY ANNUAL,
Compiled by Your ¥ditor.

This week sees the publication of the
second volume of the “ Holmlay Annual.”
It is a bumiper book, an easy winper, and
I want my chums to let me know that
their opinion is the same as mine. Last
year's " Holiday Annual ™ was«by way
of eclipsing all past successes—1 can't
say all records, because, ag No. 1, there
was no record for it fo beat—but it
created a criterion.

The * Holiday Annual ” will be on sale
everywhere, and it contains so many
attractive features that I am puzzled as
to where to beginr in order to give you
some faint idea of its programme.

Of courze, there are stories of Grey-
friars, St. Jim's, and Rookwaod. . They
ficure largely on the bill. So does the
long-desired and much asked for

WHO'S WHO?

There are many details rvespecting the
life at the three schools. 'There is a
budget of valuable information concern-
_ing the studies—particulars for which I
am always being besieged. There are
funny sketches and serious onea,
the latter is a nature article by Clive
Fenn. There is a sgong which will interast
all who are musteally inclined—and most
of those who are not. .Tt is called

“TLL TELL YOU WHAT'S THE
PWOPAH THING TO DO!”

This gem of harmony i3 wrilten by
Martin Clilford, with music by Owen
Dell.

A STORY BY MORTON PIKE.

Yez, vou will ind this in the “H. A."
Tt is called *“* Winning His Name,” and
takes the reader back to the days when
the Mesry Monarch was on the throne
of England. It iz a motable varn, and
you will ke interested in Jfrilhgrt, the
stolen hoir, who passes through stirring
Jadventures in those ancient times when
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the plague emptied London, and the
great fire destroyed so much of the old
city.

DUNCAN STORM.

Our old favourite is here with a splen-
did romance, which is, T eonsider, one of
that prince of writer's best,

In addition, we have useful papers--
hints about holiday time, suggestions for
hobbies, and so on, while the ever
popular Bunter holds his own among
many competitors,

AIY TOUR OF GREYFRIARS.

This contribution is by - YOUR
EDITOR. I hope you will make a
L apecial note,

FHE POLISH QUESTION AGAIN.

“Have you heard about the English-
man who went up in a balloon and came
down-a foreigner?”

“No.™

wires, so the man came down-a pole |

WELL DONE!
¢/
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Uncle: “I thought I told you not to

eat your apple before dinner, Bobby.”
Bobby : * More I haven’t, uncle. Jack

ate mine, and I ate his,”

I-

“The balloon caught in the telegraph- |

Poetry is'ﬁell fo the fore. Listen to
this :

“Wea found him lying in the Close—
A porpoise, fat and sleek ;
And as wo crowded up to him,
He gave a fearful shriek !

That is the Owl ail over, .

Well, the “ Holiday Annual ™ is on
gale. Now's your time. The prike ia
six shillings. I doubt if there iz one of
my friends wle will not say it ia wortl
double the mouey. :

POET AND ADVENTURE-SEEKER.
- “1 have wasted my opportunities,”
writes & chum from Northeote, Mel-
bourme, * but who but a born fool eould
get up every morning at seven-thirty,
catch the nine-ten tramn, the same old
routine, yvear after year, when they can
lie on their back upon a coil of manilla
and blow clouds of smoke from a beau-
tiful pipe, five vears old, and dream, while

the etermal chant of the half-dressed
natives is wafted from the swampy
share "

I am not going .to give the answer to
this tempting™ sort ﬂ? question, Cer-
l'.uinl}* tho fellow of dreams and gﬂnius
who sent me the letter was not intended
for city routine, He has plunged into
the romantic country. It is a land in
which there are plenty of bhard knocks
and sct-bacls, but it brings a life full of
splendid chances and compensations. The
dweller in cities who lives by clockwerk
may get his dreams—he is to blame if he
does not—hut we can all syrepathise with
and admire the adventureus spirit who
turns his life into a section of a poem by
Kipling. My correspondent quotes a
poet, though it is not Rudyard;

“The epring wind, brother,
With marching music blows,
Clalling to one another,

- Children of the mother,

We go where the wind goes.

“Through hilly lands and hollow,
From smoky towns afar,
Like our swift sister swallow,

Untrodden tracks we follow
To M ﬂ.ll[tf,‘l‘]ﬂt&_.- Bar."™

The correspondent has been carried
onward by a restless longing.  He is
coming to England one of these days.
He is a genius without question. Per.
haps we shall hear of him.  Anyhow,
thanks to him for his loyal support of
the Companicn DPapers in all his
roamings. .
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“Tell me, boys,”” eried the disguised Bunter, “is that man—this brother—!his
quaking gnrm—-kind or brutal to you ? ** (See Pagz 15.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Gosling ihe Bolshevik |

1 IKE his cheek !”
I “I pguess that's

word !
“Lheek's not the word! 1
call it nerve—beastly nerve!"

“¥Yep, that's even better !”

“Rotten !”

“ Iisgusting !’

“¥Yep, that's
guess "’

Fisher Tarleton Fish, with his “Yep!"”
and “T guess!” came in like a sort of
operatic chorus.  Whatever the other
follows said, that remark seemed to
express Fisher T. Fish's feelings better
than any other. :

The juniors of the Remove Form at
Greyiriars School seemed rather excited,

They were taulking the matter over in
the Common - room, in the Remove
Form passage, and several of them were
talking at the same time. There was
nothing unusunal about that; but it did
not add to the clearness of the disenssion.

As a rule, when Harry Wharton & Co,
of the Remove discussed matters with
the rest of the Removites trouble would
arise. - Bolsover, or Skioner and his
cronies generally, did their best on occa-
sions like this to question Harrv
Wharton's leadership, As Harry Whar-
ton was captain of the Form he uwsually
dealt very energetically with the malcon-
tents of the Lower Fourth. Bulb now
the time seemed to have arrived when
the lion should lie down with the lamb,
for Harry Wharton & Co. and the sneaks
of the Remove were all on the best of
ferms with one another as they talked

the right

better still, I

even

with heated voices. They were exciled;
but 1t was noi a Form row. Their m-
dignhation was evidently turned against
somebody outside the Remove Form
circle.

“lake his cheek!” said Bob Cherry, '

for the fifth or sixth tima,
“ Blessed if | ace how a chap like that
ean have such a nerve!” Frank Nugent

remarked. “Tt's absolutely past the
lirmit 17
“Yep!" said Fisher T. Fish, the

American Junior.
gone past the hmit!”
“Rotten !" said Johnny Bull,
“Somebpdy ought to do something,”
said Bulstrode major, rather vaguely.

“Heoar. hear!” said Lord Herbert
Mauleverer,
“Good 1dea!” said DBob  Cherry.

“You take hiin In
lezson in manners

bloated aristocracy
trick.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

There was a langh, and the schoolboy-
earl glared across the room at Dob
Cherry.

“0Oh, begad—" he began angnly.

“TPeace, my children!"” said Harry
Wharton, “Don't let your angry
passions rise. We're discussing the con-
duct of Gosling.”

“Yep, 1 guess that's the galoot!”

“The gentleman who is fond of gin-
and-water—when he ean gel it, and-—"

“Down with him!” said Tom Brown.

“Hear, hear!"

“We want him—-" -

““Hear, hear!"

“ Not at all; we don't want the roller

hand, Mauly. A
from one of the

ought to do the
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IN
BORROWED
PLUMES !
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A Magnificent, Long,

Complete School Tale of

Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

HHIRIHIIHUTTHU ]

L

b

here,” eaid DBob Cherry. “We don't
want him at all for that matter.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” _

“We want him to see that his eon-
duct is regarded with—with despision b
all the fellows at Greyfriars,” said Harry
Wharton, k,

“Well. that's a good word. anyway,”
Mark Linley, the Lancashire lad, re-
marked. - :

“We want to show him that we regai
him. in fact, as a first-class outsider.”

““Yes, that's the idea.”

“ Hear, hear!" said the Removiies.

“'The question is, how are we going to
do 1t?" said Harry Wharton,

“That's the question.™

“Rather!™

The juniotrs ceased to speak all at cnee.
and looked thoughtful. That was inde: i
the guestion, and the answer to 1t wus
not forthecomung.

The cause of the indignalion of 1k
Remove Form fellows was euriouns
enough.

Gosling, the schpol porter, a givii:-
man whom no one seemed ever to have
credited with a brain to think with, bod
suddenly developed the most viclent
views, especially with regard to work.

Now, thought the Removiles, as far a3
they were concerned, Gosling might haya
views on any subject under the sun; but
after willingly performing certain pre-
scribed tasks year after year, such o3
carrying parcels up to the studies, or
showing little marks of respect to thos:
fellows who had for terms and ferms
liberally “tipped ™ him, it came like a
thunderbolt to the Greyfriars fellows
vhen Gosling had suddenly adopted 2
form of “direct action.” In so many
words, Gosling had struck, and s
i;:ineral attitude now was truly Boishie-
ike. -

For instance, Fisher T. Fish had had
the door slammed in hig face when going -

Tue Maawsr Lisrary.—No. 686.
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into a room immediately belhind the new
Greyfriars Bolshavilk,

Harry Wharton and Boly Cherry had
found the school gates locked won  the
very tick of time, and Gosling had taken
their names for being late. Result: One
hundred lines each fromm Loder of the
Swxth ! Gerald Loder, prefect and cad.
had been the prefect on duty that day.

Mauleverer had had to go down to
Cosling’s lodge in order to fetch a heavy
hamper, as (Gossy had informed the
schoolbby earl that he had been readine
the’ “noospapers " lately, and in one of

. them had appeared an article wherein
mett were urged never to dream of carry-
mg parcels for other able-bodied human
beings. The why and the wherefore of
these remarkable words of wisdom Cos-
ling had not troubled te think ; but thae
1ded sfiruck him as being fairly sound,
and he had decided to give it a trial.
Result: Manly had to carry the hampe>
for himself!

Mark Liuley, on his way oui of the
school gates, had asked Gosling the time.
Gossy had replied that he was not paid
to giva that sort of mformation away.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky
Nabob of Bhanipur, and one of the most
respected members of the Remove Form,
had been told by Gosling to go back to
hie ' plantation ” and teach the other
“‘niggers ” how to rid themselves of the
Britizh yoke!

“Inky,” as Hurree Singh was affec-
tionately called, had replied that *the
esteemed and hghly despicable Gossy
suhib had -evidently been at the gin-
Lottle drinkfully ! —which meant really
that Inky accused Gosling of being under
the inHuence of alcohol, a debatable
point, perhaps, with the odds 1o favour
of the dusky Hemovite.

There had been many other complaints
from various other members of the
Remove, and even the Fifth-Formers
had been discussing the change in Gos-
ling's manners and customs.  As far as
Harry Wharton & Co. were concerned
things had gone far enough already, and
the jumiors were on the war-path |

England was a big country, and Kent
a fairly large county, and if Gosling
didn’t like working at Greyfriars, then
1t was time he went elsewhere, and if he
wouldu't go, then it was up to the
Remove IForm to make hin.

That was how DPeter Todd put it
Peter Todd had a legal turn of mind,

alnd he reasoned it out in legal style.
But that made neo difference,

It was vundoubtedly like the cheek, the
nnexampled nerve, of Gosling to 1ry his
silly Dolshevik tricks on the fellows of
Lireyiriars School. Gossy ought to have

known better; and if he did not know |

better, then surely it was up to the
Romove to teach him better.

That was the unanimows view held by
the mecting in the Common-room,

But how were they {o do it ?

That was a question which none of the
excited juniors found 1t easy to answer.
It was all very well o condemn the un-
heard-of action of Gosling, but 1t really
seemed as o the powers of the indignant
Jjtumors stopped at that point.

guess vou silly galoots ought fto
think of something that can be done,”
said Fisher T. Fish angrily.

And all the fellows nodded, Buat ithat
was as far as they could get.

“Well, look here, yvoun chaps,” said
Harry Wharton at last, *“there dossn't
seem to be much that we can do apart
from aectually ragging Gossy. Iven
ragging wouldn't doe much good; but
I’H!'_ bothered why he should really insult
1s.

“Hear, hear!™

“Perhaps if we go to Wingate, as cap-
taimm of the school, he will take some
sort of action, It isn’t any good going
to the masters. When I told Quelchy
about the gates being locked sharp on
the tick of time he didn't say anything:
simply told me to do the lines which
that rofter Loder had given me.”

“ Shame !

“But if we put the case to Wingate
it mav be different. Old Wingate 13 a
jolly good sort, and he always listens to
a deputation.”

“That's the idea,” =aiud Bob Cherry.
“A depulation to Wingate is the pruper
caper.”’

“Hear, heapr!™

“Of course, " continned IHarry Wharton,

“VWingate may listen to us, or he mayn’t, |

e nught even cub up  rusty. ¥ ou
never kinow how io fake these blessed
Sisth-Formera, Ti's quite possible that
he may think the whele thing cheek on
our part,”

“0Oh, crumhbs 1™

“He might, vou know. TPerhaps it is
cheek,”” Harry Wharton
thoughtfully, as if struck by a new idea,

“Perhaps it 13,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“But were golng through with it, all

el i

DETECTIVE TALES.
SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY.

Sexton Blake Figures Prominently in all
the foilowing stories:

No. IH.-TFE SHEIKH'S SON.
A Thrilling and (}riftnal Detactive Story
of Adventure in England and Syria, intro-
ducing Sexton Blake, Tinker, and the Hon,
John Lawless. By the author of * The
Béd Crescoent,” eto., eto,

Na. 137,—THE TWIST IN THE TRAIL.
A Btirring Detective Narrative, introducin
Bexton Blake and Tinker o Exzciting Ad-
ventures in the mouantaing of Kerry and
hg the lakes of Killarney. By the author
of *“Tha Clue of the Charred Diary,"” eto.

No. 138.—THE BLACK STREAK.
Tha Author of “ African Gold ¥ narrates
in his best and most holding style an
Enthralling Adventure of Sexton Blake
and Tioker in England and Bpain.

Oomplete Drama of Mystery and Derep-
ion, Introducing Sexton BElake, Tinker and
Pedro, and Leon Heatrel (the Master-
Mummer)., By the author of *The Eestrel
Byndicate,™ eto.
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No. 5I8.—MOXON'S FAGQ.
Magnificent Yarn of Schoolboy Fun
and Adventure. By JACK NQRTH.

No. 519.—THE BLACK HOUSE.
Thrilling Tale of Nelson Lee and
Nipper in a Case of Absorbing
Mystery. By MAXWELL SCOTT,

No. £20,—THE ARMOURER'S APPRENTICES
. Splendid Btory of Cavaliera and
Roundheads, By MORTON PIKE.
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Grand Adventure Yarn,
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the ssme. If Cossy is going to sow ihe
seeds of discord in a gquiet place like
Greyfriurs, it's time we stepped in and
kyboshed the Bolshie !

“That's the idoa, [ guess.” said Ficher
L, Fish, with emphasis, “ And I caleus
late thar I shail point out to Winguie
that——"" :

“You won't point out anything,” saids
Frank Nugent. * You'll leave the talke
mg to me. Wingate will naturally ex-
pPect to have a sensible chap as spokess
man——"*

“That bars you out, then, Fraiky,"
said Bob Cherry.

“Why, Bob, vou ass Fe

“1 guess I quite agree with Cherry.”
siid Fisher T. Fish. “If you lopsided
Jays  think that under the circum-
slanceg—-" *

“Tnder the circumstances, T shall do
the taiking,” said Harry Wharton firmly.
“It's no good crowding into Wingate's
study, and all talking at onee. Carne
and Wynne and Tremaine are sure to be
with him, too; and we don't want a lot
of silly jabber before a set of blossed

setors,  I'll point out the facts to
Wingate——""

“I guness—"

Bob Cherry looked at his watch, Bob

!-lmli -E.‘_ way that was sometimes guite
irritating of looking at his watch when
a4 discussion was going on,

“Time's going on,” Bgb
oracularly.

“Go hon!"” said Bolsaver.

“I mean, Wingate will be finished ica
and gone out to practice if we don't
‘buck up. No good trying to talk to him
on the field, I suppose?”

"Oh, come on, then!” said IMarry
Wharton, “We only want a few of you
chaps.™

‘Aml Harvy Wharton started from ihe
Commen-rooni, A crowd of Removites
followed him. Pbb Cherry and Frank
Nugent walked on either side of him,
anrrl";shc-:‘ 1. Fish, Hurree Singh, Peter
Todd, Mark Linley, Tom Brown, Johuny
Bull, Lord Mauleverer, and Bulitrode
major followed cn their Leels.

They were onuly too anxious to make a
move. Wingate of the Sixth, captain
of Greyfriars, was in his study at tea,

remarket

fand it was a favourable time for catch-
remarked |

ing him. While he was ai the tea-table
he conld not escape, and there were a
lot of things in connection with Gosling
to be explained,

Harry Wharton & Co. meani to explain
them, although they had not finally de-
cided who was to do the explaining.
The probability was that they would all
start explaining at once, and that mighs
lead to confusion. But it could not be
helped.

They marched downstairs to the Sixth
Form passage in anything bat order.
They arvived outeide Wingate's study,
The door was closed, but frpm within
could be heard & murmur of voices and
the chink of teacups. Wingate was en-
tertaining four feliows of the Sixth to
tea—all of them great men in the First
Eleven. It was casy enough to guess
what they were talking about; there waa

"one topic of interest at Greyfriars just

then, and that was the coming footer
FEASON.

Harry Wharton halted outside the
captain’s door, and wagged a warning
forefinger at his followers.

“Order 1" he gaid.

“1 guess it——"

“Dry up, Fishy,” said Wharton
severely, * Follow me in quietly, We
don’t want any of your blessed Yankee
hooliganism now, Fishy !

The American junior was speechless
for a moment.

“You lopaided jay !” he burst out, as
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““Ow | Help! Murder | Rescue !” Billy Bunier gave a wild shriek for assistance. And there was a roar of
from the Removites as they watched the punt pole gradually inclining over. (See Chapter 5.)

o

eoon as he found his volce,
guezs [—"

i Drdur I!‘l

Harry Wharton knocked at the door,
and the Removites marched in.

Wingate and the other fellows were
seated round the table by the open win-
dow, which gave a view of the quad and
the green ngl.d elms, with the pluving-
grounds in the distance. Thevy were
chatting very cheerfully; but they all
stopped a& the army of juniors came in
and stared -at them 1 considerable
astonishment.

“Hallo ! exclaimed Wingate, ““What
on earth do vou kida want*"

“We're a deputation, Wingate,” said
ITarry Wharton.

“A whatt”

“A deputation from the
Form,” eaid Bob Cherry.

i {-}h .r."?

“We've come to tell you—-

“Thank you very much,” said Win-
gate. “When I want to enjoy the
delights of your conversation I'll let vou
know. Close the door after you!”

[ 1] Ath Ill‘

“*You know vour way out, I auppose?™
Wynne suggested,

“ Ahem!"”

“¥You see, Wingate,” eaid IHarry
Wharlon, " we've come to talk to you
about Gosling.”

ks Tgh ?FI‘

“Yep! T guess it'a about that silly,
lopsided, sleepy-headed galoct Gosling I

“Why, 1

Remaove

F

¢houted Fisher T. Fish excitelly. *“Now,
I calculate it out this way. If that silly,
lopsided, sleepy——"

“What on earth do yvou mean?” de-
manded Wingate. * I don't want to hoear
vou go rnight through that lot again,
Fish. If you want to see Gosling, you
cann. I sha'n't stop you.”

“ Ahem !

*You eee, Wingate-—""

“It's like this—"

“I know you'll agree that-

Wingate's eyes wandered to g cricket-
stump that lay near at hand. The
Remaovites backed awnay a liitle.

U If you've got anything to say to me
vou had better say it and bunk!” said
the captuin of Greyfriars.

“Well, you gee—-"

*1 guess you jays had better let me

L]

explain, Wharton -——

“Oh, ring off I

“ Now, Wharton, you galoot—""

“"You . .sce, Wingate, it's a jolly im-
portant maiter——"' '

*Most important-—"

“It's a question of the rights and
dignity of the juniors—-"

" And we think 4

“Yep, I guess—"

Wingate rose to his feet.

“There are two ways out of this
study,” he remarked. *Which do you
prefer—the door or the window ¥

““ Ahem "

“You gzee, Wingate—""
“Bhut up!” roared Harry Wharton,

“ You're wasting Wingate's time—ahem |
If you say another idiotic word, Fishyv,
I'll lam vou!"

“1 guees!™

“let me explain——-m=m»

“1 say, I ﬁness yow jays

“Oh, sling him out " exclaimed Harry
Wharton, exasperated.

“If you galoots—~J—— Oh!"”

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent laid
violent hands upon the American junior.
There was a momentary etruggle, and
then Fisher T. Fish went whirling
through the doorway. 'There was the

L

sound of a bump in the passage. and
then an ejaculation

il(}erl .

“Put your foot against the door,

Bob ™

“ Good 1™

Bob Cherry closed the door, and put h's
foot against it. Sounds of wrath were
heard from the passage. Withont taking
any notice of them, Harry Wharton
turned to the captain of Greyfriars, and
proceeded.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Chucked Dut !

INGATE had dJdropped into hia
W seat again. He was laughing—
ha could not help it; and the
other seniors were laughing.
Harry Wharton was encouraged, At
all events, he had not been bundled out
THE MAGXET LIBRARY.—No. 656,
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before Le had had time to explain the
reason for the deputation, and that was
something. With a somewhat Hushed
face, he went on to expluin,

“You sce, Wingate, Gosling Las been
Lere a jolly long time——"'

“I bebeve 1 was already aware of
that,” said Wingate, with a nod.

“I've heard something of himn,” re-
narked Tremaine, the burly Sixth-
Former sitting at the head of the table.
“Have you anything later and a little
more surprising in your news budget?™

i hemjil

Y1t you've finished, you may as well
join Fish in the passage,’”” Cuarne sug-
gested,

“I haven't Anished,” said Wharton in-
dignartly. *“If you silly asses will only
listen n bit, I can get on with the
izney." '

“If you've come here to gel a special
assortment of thick ears, you kids, you're
going the right way to work,” said Win-
pate sternly, :

“We haven’t,” said Harry Wharton
“TI'm eorry, Wingate, but that silly ass
Fish l:as put me off my stroke a bit."”

*Well, go ahead now, then, you young
mliot,” replied Wingate. “ What have
you got to say about Goeling 17

“We want to complain about him.
(Gossy has goue right off his chump lately.
He's turned a regnlar Bolshevik,  He

won't pay the shightest respect to any of
1 gem—??

“I'm not surpiised at that!” laughed
Wingate. “Bome of you kids in the
Nemove want nurscs. Why should Ges-
ling make a fuss of you?"” }

“That's not the point, Wingate. Gos
ling hag become a regular Prussian, He
lscks the gates absolutely on the tick.
He won't bring parcels across any more,
He's an absolute beast with his manners,
and it's time something was done!"

“1 guess that’s the way to talk to the
jaye I came a muffled voice through the
koyhole, “ You must admit that that lop-
si:l};d galoot wants lynching, Wingate [

Wingate gave o frown.

Y Now, look here, Wharton,” he =aud.
“ Tt strikes me you've brought a deputa-
tion here on a very flimsy pretext, If
you've got any complaints to make about
Gosling you a}muitr go to Mr. Quelch,
your Form-master,”

“ But logk here, Wingate, if—"

“If you'll kindly depart, we'll get on
with our tea,’’ said the captain of Grey-
friara,

“But this isn't quite good enﬂu%h,
Wingate,” urged Harry Wharton. 1f
Gossy 18 going to get out of hand like he
i3 at present, 1t's going to affect the

henour of the echool, and that concerns

your ™'

“You're tlunking of the what "

“Tha honour of the school,” said
Harry Wharton firmly. * Suppose Gos-
ling's Balshevism starts to spread.”

“1 think 1t’s quite possible it's spread
to the Remove already ! langhed Win-
gate. ' ; .

“ Will you take Gosling in hand, or are
ycu going to leave him to us? We shall
know how to deal with the bounder 1

“¥Yep, I guess we shall!” came the
muffled voice again. “I say, you jays
can open this hyer door now. guess T
know how to put it straight to Wingate.”

“8hut wp, Fishy!” shouted Bob
Cherry. '

“1 guesg—-7"1

“I really think you might he more
reasonable, Wingate,” continued Harry
Wharton. *“QGosling has been treating
us like—like absolute worms, and we
@-i]ﬂlk you ought to do something abeut
st :

“You know your way out of this
study,” said Wingate, “and if you don't

Tue MAGNET L1BRARY.—No. 656,

take it, T shall have to help you! Now,
are you gaing "

“Ahem 7

Wingate rose to his feet; the other
seniors rose, too.  ‘Lhe Removites re-
treated towards the door very warily.
Put they were not finished yet.

H“Are you fellows in  the Sixth
frightened of Gosling?” asked Bob
Cherry.

“LUertainly not! Dou’t be ridiculous !

M Now, Wingate, you'll be eorry you
didn’t listen to us when Gossy tries his
Belshic ways on you. It would be rotten
if the rest of the school thought you were
frightened of tackling Gossy,”

ki E!]T!'l

" Fellows might think that, you know.
Once a captain of a school lowers bis
colours 1t's all over then. We're think-
g of you all the time ™

“You—yon voung ass——"

“That's all the thanks one gets for
doing £

“Get out!"

“But—"

“(hitside 1" roared Wingate.,  “ For
gﬂfﬂlfllf‘ﬁﬂ} E'-:L]'{U h_'.'lllil il ]Jlllll‘l.l '['h_”l'k“]_:l:{
them out. you fellows, or they'll go on

Fay

talking all the evening!

“Oh, we'll go!? exelaimed Harry
Wharton hurriedly,  “We'll go—-
OhL "

He did!

(Carne and Wynne ssized him by the
shoulders, and Tremaine opened the
door. The captain of the Remove was
gwung out of tEE study. He crashed inio
Fisher T. Fish, and both of them rolled
on the Hoor.

“Oh!”

T Yﬂ‘? !H‘

“Leggo ! roared Bob Cherry, as Win-

gate's powerful grazp closed upon him.

“Ow! I'm going——" |
“You are!” grinned the captain of
Greyfriars.

And Bob Cherry went.

Harry Wharion and Fisher T. Fish
were struggling to their feet when Bob
landed upon them,

Crash!  Buump!

The Removites were disinbuted over
thea floor of the passage again. There
was a wail of anguish from the American

junior as his tight-fitting Fton jacket |
i they had been treated with contumely—

split up the back.
“Oh, iny stars and stripes! Yarooh!”

Bump, bump, bump!

In quick succession, junior after junior
was tossed out of the study. The last
one having been hurled out, Wingate
closed the door.

From within the study came a sound
of lond laughter, and in the passage was
heard a wild scuffling and gasping and
snorting from the heap of dusty and en-
raged I%Em-‘:l?itﬂﬂ. The deputation to the
captain of CGreyfriars had not been a
slccess. '

“(Oh, crumbs!”

“Gerrooh [

“GETI'EIEI”

“0Oh, my head "

“QOw, my ear!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were sorting
themselves out. They sat up, or stood
up, and looked at one anoiher. The
visit to Wingate's study could not be
called a success. The juniors were very
dusty and rumpled, and somewhat sore.
They were indignant, too. They had

one to Wingate's study to point out the
acts of the case, and to try to induce
the head of the Sixth to listen to their
complaint. This was the result of it.

“Oh, the mugwumps!” exclaimad
Fisher T. Fish, *“I guess we ought to
raid that silly galoot’s study and thrash
those lupsided jays!”

“Don't be an ass!” groaned Frank
Nugent, nursing Lis arm, - “' What silly

chump knocked his silly head against
my funhy-bone?”

Johnny Bull “was rubbing his head,
and he glared at Frank Nugent.
“Was it your fatheaded elbow that
biffed on my napperi” he demanded.
“I should think you might have had
Inore sense, really!”

“Ow, begad!” groaned Lord Maul-
everer, “'I feel as if I had been used
as a punching-ball. Whose silly idea
gﬂﬂl"lt to come fo the place at all?

“1f you, jays had left the whole thinF
to me guess 1t would have been all
right. 1 told you galoots from the
F}Eg’[rl;lilli]ig that I ought to do the talk-
ing ! :

*“(h, ring- off !

H]'. EI.IEEE—'-—-”

Hax_'rﬁ Wharton grunted expressively.

“Fis ﬁ,s re&llgr messed the whole
thing,” he said. * If Fishy had not have
put Wingate into a bad ﬁumﬂur at the
commencement it might have been all
right. I think wo can agree that it was
all Fishy's fauli.”

“Yes, rather |

“I guess you jayg—— '

“Let's bump Fish ! said Bob Cherry.
“It was all hus fawlt. And it would be
ﬁ satisfaction to bump sownebody, any-
ow.”

“1 guess you galoots won't dare iouch
me, 1 W '
* Look here,” said Bulstrode, “ Win-
gate can cut up as rusty as he likes, but
it won't stop us dealing with Goshing.
Let's go down to the Common-room
“again and talk it over quietly, We shall
have to think out a plan of campaign.”
“That's the idea,”! said Wharton.
“It's no good quarrelling up here, and L
don't feel inclined to stay here and be
grinned at by these silly asses!”
There were a good many grinhing
faces looking out of the doors of the
Bixth Form studies,  The Removites
went down the passage, feeling wvery
dusty and exasperated, and a sound of
mackin%‘ laughter followed  them.
Harry Wharton & Co. had very seldom
felt quite so wild about anything. It
wig not only that they were disappointed
about the result of their deputation, but

0

the Remove Form had been insulted.

They regained the Remove Form pas-
sage at last. They looked, as Bob Cherry
expressed it, a set of wrecks, and it was
not surprising that they were feeling
quite bad-tempered aboyt it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Limit !

4 HARTON here?”™
Dicky—Nugent minor, of
the Second Form—looked into
Study No. 1, as he asked the
question of Bob Cherry.

It was the end study in the Remove
Form passage, and it belonged to IIarry
Wharton and Frank Nuogent. It was
crowded at the present moment with

| the angry members of the deputation,’

The study was so crowded, as a matter
of fact, that some of the fellows had no
room or chairs to sit down, and were

leaning against the mantelpiece or
standing with their hands in their
pockets, )

Frank Nugent and Bob Cherry, Harry -
Wharton's greatest chums in the Re-
move Form, were sitting on the. table,
not without danger to the tea-things
which had been placed there. The
deputation had been invited fo tea, so
that they could talk matters over, and
the kettle was already singing on the
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I Mr. Quelch looked

round. The Form-masier was standing up at his tahle,
sight of the apparition In the doorway,

and the telephone was in his hands as he eaught
He gave a gasp of surprise. (See Chapter 6.)

hob—all waiting for Harry Wharton,
who had left the study a few minutes
earlier.

Fisher T. Fish, George DBulsirode,
Hurree Singh, and Lord Mauleverer
occupied various chairs.

Mark Linley, Tom Brown, and Johnny
Bull had found room in the study, some-
how. Peter Todd was sitting on the
window-seat. They were chatting—two
or three at a time—when Ditky Nugent
of the Becond looked in, most of them
speaking and very few listening. The
buzz of talk stopped as the fag put his
head in at the door, with his wusual
cheeky expression.

Frank Nugent turned upon his minor
with considerable dignity.

“Now, then, young Dicky——" he
began, :

“Dh, don't you begin, Frank!"”

“ T —"

““Is Harry Wharton here®"

“You say - *please,”” gaid Frank
Nugent severely. “You kids in the
Second Form have got to learn your
manners. You know the pater is always
complaining during the holidays. When
you enme into your major's study, you
should—"'

“0h, rats!” said Dicky cheerfully.
“ Come off it, old son '

Frank Nugent gasped, :

He could not think of a reply
sufficiently erushing at a moment'a
notice, so he remained with his mouth

open, without words coming forth; and
Dicky took advantage of it to go on.

“You see, I want to see Harry Whar-
ton. Whare is he 7"

“He's not bere,”” said Bob Cherry.

Dicky’s keen eyes were gleaming round
the study.

“I was told he was here,” he ex-
claimed. * Where is he? I suppose you
rotters are just going to have a feed !

“Of course we are, you young ass'”

“Then you're offside,” geclareu:i
Nugent minor, with a grin. *“You can
consider your feed is off. Right off
the map, in fact!"”

“What's the young idiot
about ?” laughed Bob Cherry.

“There's no blessed tea for you, Bob
Cherry, I can tell you!"”

“I'Il give dyc}u a jolly
kid, if you don't buzz off!

“Rats! Where's Wharton ?"

“He's just gone along to borrow a

talking

#n.n;d lamming,
'

cake off Vernon-Smith.”
“It's not  much good wasting
time borrowing cakes,” said Nugent

minor. “ Your rotten feed is off, I can
tell you! That's understood."

“It'H be understood that you're going
to have a thick ear if vou don't buzz
off, T guess!"” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.

“0Oh, you dry up, Fishy—"

“That'll do!” cried Frank Nugent.
“Wa don't want any cheek from a kid in
the Second Form ; {:-ut I shouldn't allow
Fish to give my minor a thick ear.”

“1 guess you don’t know what you're

-

talking about, you jay!" said Fisher T.
Fish. “If you do, uﬁ' I can say is chat
you're a lopsided galoot !"

I you say I'm lopsided, Fish, 1'l
give——-=""

“Waal, I guess T do!"

“Then I shall jolly well give you a
bumping ! .

dL Br-r*t'r!"

“ What's the use of making that idiotia
I.QW?I'

“*Br.rore!”

“You fatheaded Yankee bounder "

“Br-rrr!"”

“If you make that blessed row at ma
again, Fish, I'll rub your long nose in the
coal-scuttle ™ :

“BI*T‘Tf !!!

“You howling ass!”

“Br-rr!” .

Frank Nuogent jumped off the table and
rushed at the exasperating American
Junior, who dodged round it.

“Stop, you idiot ! shouted Nugent.

“Brrrr!"”

“My hat, I'll-I"i] jolly well pulverise
the bounder when I catch him!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, ring off ! said Dieky Nugent, at
the door. “Chuck it, you know ! The
question is—— Ow/! Leggo! Chuck
it! Who ig it 1"

Nugent minor came into the study with

arry

a jump like a kangarco, with
Wharton's grip on hEie collar.
THE MAGNET LipRARY.—No. 656,
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“Chuck it he roared.
'ranky, vou chump!”

LY

Frank Nugent had rushed right into
hiz minoy in his frantic pursuit of the!

“Oh—yow!

Amesican junior. The Remavites burst |

imto a roar.

“Ia, ha, hal”

Dicley Nugent threw his arms around,|
his mygor fo save himsell, and IHarry
Wheiton sicpped out of the way. Major |
aund miiitok rolled on the Aoor iﬂgl‘.thﬂl‘.

0y 17

“{Garooh "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

eky was  undermost, but he soon
eltered that. He rollied his major off, and
Fronk Nugent bumped on the carpet. |
“Phe carpet, like most of the carpels 1n |
jusiior studies, was chicfly a receptaele |
for dost, Frank Nugent's heavy bump
npon it brought the dust up in clouds.

“ My hat!” '

Tricky scrambled up.

*You chump—-="

“Ow! You cheeky young sweep!
Afier that doing we got in the Bixth
F'orin vassage, tool”

“.Tu”},‘ ;:ﬂ!)a,] thi'ﬁg, too 1”7

“Trrky, vou young ruffian——

“(Oh, scas!”

“AMy hat! Blessed if T sha'n’t be only
too pleased if Fishy kicks you out of |
tire study now 17

“ Right I"" said Fisher T. Fish promptly.
“¥T guess 1I'll do that ™ ;

“Here, hands off ! said Dicky. “ Don't
voin touch me, you Yankee bounder.
Wharton’s here now, and T'll give him
my message.”’ _

“Message ! chorused the Removites,

"

“ Yes, you silly chumps!” said Nugent
winor.  *“And von had jolly well better
Listen, Wharton, else there'll be a row !”

Ot

Gosling asked me to come up.”
“Goshing P
“Yes, Goshing,

iq 103"

“W-what 17

“{rossy said Meo Queleh saud FGu’#‘E'
ioliv well pot to do it, and at once, too,
CGossy says he's put the brooms all
ready.”

“T-t-the b-b brooms 17

“Yos, vom silly jabberwocks. The
rilie-shed has got to be tidied up. Old
Quelchy said il locked like a pigsty when
(Gossy showed it him. Said 1t was dis-
'-grﬂﬂt‘f!ll and all that sort of thil'lg" 1
hear] him sav it when Gossy complained
about it, Gatty was there, too, so it's
¢uite pospel !”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!”
Cherry,  “Gossy's etill at the game

“The rotier I

“The beastly Dolshevik I :

“The lazy old scoundrel! Fancy us
having to do Gossy's sweeping for him !
Why, Quelehy must have gone mad to
listen to the rotter!™ '

“It's a scandel!” growled Bulstrode
major. - I shall ask my pater to take
me away from here and send me to a
decent school.”

“Well, you kids are making a blessed
fuss about a little sweeping-up,” said
Dicky Nugent. *““That ain't gowng to
hurt you, is it?"

“Of course it's not going to hurt us,
vou voung idiot ! cricd Harry Wharton.
“But this comes on top of a whole heap
of trouble that ass Gosling is piling up
on us. That's the trouble. Gosling has
made up his mind not to do a stroke of
worlk, and it’s a jolly scandal why the
masters should listen to him and take his
part. If I was Quelchy I should have,

That ain’t surprising,

]
pasped j]}I:n't:r

i

o

Ccome guest at apybody’s study,
“Mr. Quelch sent me along, or rather, |
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made hiim sweep out the blessed bike-
shed then and there.”
“Rather !” chorused the Removites.
“Weoll, you are a collection of chicken-
hearted idicts!” said Dicky Nuogent,
“Blessed if T didn’t think you slackers

in the Remove were the limit; but now:
Wharton [

Here, hands «off,

§hy [l

Vil

Ow

“T'Il give you a taste of what we're
coing 1o do to Gosling if he doesn’t drop
his Bolshie ways.” ik

* Leguo ™

“ Now, out vou get!”

A boot helped Dicky Nugent into the
passage. He turnad in the doorway to
tell the Removites his opinion of them,
but the boot was rising again, and the
heto of the Second Form scutiled down
the Remove passage nstead,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Ragging Gosling !
HERE was silence m Study No. 1
for a full minute after Nugent

T minor had scutiled away. The
riessage that Dicky had brought

the chums of the Remove left the juniors

P dumb, and they did not look vp when a

fat fnce, adorned by a pair of enormous
=roectacles, looked into the study and
bliinked around.

“Alhem! Are you chaps jusi going to
have tea?”

MNo reply.

The fal junior pushed his way into the

study and blinked round indignantly
through his big spectacles, It was Billy
Punter of the Remove. Bunter was the
Tatlest and greediest junior in the whole
of Greviriars, and [ie wns never a wel-
He was
not only preedy, bul he was-a borrower
of the most redoubtable sort. Buntler
had an allowance of a shilling a week
pocket-money, but he always spent five
or six shillings, and sometimes more, The
rrocess of extracting cash frem unwill-
ing lendqrs had been reduced to a fine ast
hy Hilll Bunter. Needless to say,
Punter whs,.in eonsequence, far from wel-
-come in the Bemove Form studies.

“1 say, Wharton, old man, you might
answer a ¢hap when he speaks to you!”

“Buzz off, Bunter!” growled DRob
Cherry.  “You're not wanted on tais
soene,” :

“Oh, really, Cherry, T—"

“Raun away, Bunter! Oh, my gddy
annt, what have you dressed up in those
togs for?™

The Owl of the Remove, as Billy
Runter was usually called, looked down
al his white fannel trousers, and Harry
Wharton & Co. grinned as they watched
him, Bunter was dressed in cricketing
garb, and as Bunter hardly knew the
difference belween a bat and a stump, il
struck the Removites as funny to sed
Dunter dressed up like this, )

“I suppose I can dress as I like,
Clicrry ¥ replied Billy Bunter. * As
a matter of fact T thought of taking a
“turn on the river before roll-call{”

“Oh !

“But if you chaps are just going to
have tea I'll stop and have a smack with
vou, Those rotters in my study never
give me a decent feed, you know.”

“What's that, you fat rogue!” ecried
Peotler Todd., Peter shared ‘Study No. 7
with DBunter and Dutton and Alonzo
Todd, and unfortunately for Bunter he
had not noticed Peter Todd's presence
when he gpoke,

Harry Wharton- & Co. gave a laugh as
the Owl of the Remove gave a jump of
BIEPTISO,

“You're going out, yon cheeky young
sweep ! said Harry Wharton - grimly.

F

“T'll give vou a jolly good bunping
if you roll out fibs like that, you fat
porpoise 17 said Peter Todd.

“T—1 didn't know wyou were there,
I—" s

“(Oh, dry up, Bunter!” interrupted
Harry Wharton, *“*You can run away
and play. We want to discuss something
mmportant,”

"Eli?}, ]

“Gossy's pelting out of hand, and
we're-going to jump on him !

Pob Cherry gave a sudden shout,

“ My hat, you fellows " he cried. ¥ We
can start on him now. If Bunler is going
on the river why shouldn’t we go as

‘well? Let’s réfuse to clean up the heastly
- bike-shed, We'll just show Gossy that

he's talking through his fat head.”

“That's the idea!” laughed Johnny
Bull

“But what ebout Quelchy " said Harry
Wharton. * Franky's minor said that he
had been sent up by Quelchy.”

“No, he didn't! He said Gossy had
gent him up for Quelehy. That’s not the
same tliing. Who ever heard of a chap
listening to -a mouldy old school porter
like Gossy,” :

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Come on!™
“Let nus go !
don’t care a rap for his blessed rot !
can shake hirn up as we go out !™

“That's the notion!” assented Petor
Todd., “T'm all for the river! It's a
ripping day, nnd there's a couple ~f
hours of sunshine left still. Why should
we stiing-clean the bike-shed

“Hear, hear " :

“What about a snack frst?™ supg-
gosted Billy Bunier anxiously., “We
don’t want to go rowing on an empty
stomach, you know !”

“7 know I'm jolly well not going to
row you on anything!” laughed b
Cherry. Besides that, there aren’t any
bharges on the river now 1"

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on, llarry!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent. “It's a good wheeze. If we
want” te work oqut a scheme for oul-
Bolshevicking the Belshie, wo can dis-
cliss it in o bont just as well as here.?

The chums of the Remove leapt to
thetr feet, and ecrowded out of the
study. Billy Bunter rolled along in the
rear of the procession, having given a
lust sorrowful look at the forsaken tea.
A burst of sunshine greeted the juniors

urged Bob  Cherry.
It'1l show Gosling that ae
I‘ 'ﬁ

‘as they walked out into the Close on

their way down to the pates.

Gosling, the porter of Greyiriars, was
nowhere to be seen, and the chums of
the Hemove gave a gasp of surprise
when they saw that the big iron gates
at. the entrarce of the schéol had i
clescd and sectively locked.

“Wall, my only aunt !’ gasped Harry
Wharton.  “ Have youn ever heard of
such blessed cheek? What on earth 'is
the old idot up to? Is he working wup
for the sack, do you think ?”

“The rotter must be mad!”

The junior hulted at the porter’s gate,
and hammered on the lodge door.

“Hallo, hallo,” hallol” roared Bob
Eheg;r}'. “Gossy, where on earth are
out” :

There -was -no peply.

“The excellent Gosling-bird is asleap,”™
gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, *Ile
gleaps the sleep of the justful person !*

“We can't get the gates open unless
he turns out,” remarked. Fr Nugent,
“ Botter make a row.” :

“The rowfulness ought to be terrifie
to wake the worthy Gosling 1"

Bang, bang, bang!

Kick! Crash! :

There was a sound of a window being
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opened, and an angry fuce was thrust
out. ;

Gosling, the porler, looked down with
wrathful eves upon the group of juniors.
“ Whatcher wani?”’ he demanded.

Harry Wharton took off his cap with
a pohite bow,

“We want to go oul, Mr. Lenin—or |

15 it Trotsky #"

“You ain’'t going oul! That there
bike-shed 'as got to be brushed out, and
swept proper! Hi complained to Mr.
Quelch about it, and e sed that the place
was disgraceful !"

“And so it is!”

*“Then, you go and sweap it hup !

“Rats! That’s your job!”

“Wot I sesz is this "ere, you ain’t no
bLusiness to talk to an honest man like
that "

“But we're not talking to an honest
man!" said Frank Nugent. “We're
only talking to you, Gossy!”

Gosling snorted. :

“(Come down and open the gates)"
sang Bob Cherry pleadingly. We
could climb over the wall, Gossy, but
we'd rather you came and cpened the
gate, for the sake of your beaux yeux!”

Another snort.

“Come dewn, Gosay 1"

*“Wot I ses is this "eie-—"

“We wani io go out!"”

“Go and clean the bike-shed, you
voung scoundrels [V

“HatEI!,

“I ain't coming down on Four

account! Which my private belief is
that all boys oughter to be drowned at
birth "

“Well, that’s right in some cases, I
gsuppose. Your parents ought to have
done it!" said Bob Cherry. “ Are you
coming down?™

“No, I ain’t! Things is going to
change in this 'ere school! You won't
catch me making mysell cheap to a lot
of rascally schoolboys!™

“But we can't get out, you Bol-
shevik !"

“Go on, then!”

And Gosling withdrew his head. Bob
Cherry chuckled.

“T hold you responsible if T break my
neck climbing the wall, Gosay ! he aaid,
“] shall appear to you as a sheeted
ghost of a night after your tenth glass
of gin-and-water !

The window slammed down.

Kick! Crash!

Bang !

“Gossy! Gossy! My sweot little
PBolshie, open thy window !™

Fy

“Gosling !”
But Gosling declined to be drawn.

“We shall have io get over the wall,”
remarked Harry Wharton, “It's jolly
thick if we've got to knuckle down to
this sort of thing from Gosling'! Who
over heard of gates being locked at tea-
timae 7" '

“Just about the limit in cheek!"

““Well, it won't stop us from going on
the river if we want to! Let's get
over the wall!”

There was a spot in ihe school wall
where climbing was easy, aided by the
thick, hanging ivy. The Removites
knew it well. They were soon upon
ithe spot, and Bob Cherry gave Harry a
hand up. Hurree Singh, Fish, Bull,
Linley, Frank Nugent, and Bulstrode
followed, assisted by a2 hand from above.
Thon Harry Wharton leaned down for
Billy Bunter.

The fat junior eyed the wall dubiously.

The climb would have been nothing
to. any other fellow at Greyfriars, but
Billy Bunter was a heavy-weight, and he
was not active or inclined to exertion,

i

4

Take his fat paw

each of the fat junior, lyin
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He blinked at the wall, ard he blinked ,

at the juniors above.

“Como on ! said Harry Wharton,

* (h, really, -you fellows— "

“(ive me your hand!™

“Ahem! Do you think you can pull
me up "

“1 ecan, 1if you climb as well.”

“ The ivy won't bear my weight !

“It will if you take hold of the thick
tendrils and {he]p you.
ﬁundness' sake !
era until sunset!"”

“I'm blessed if 1 can do it! Look

here, you fellows, come down again, and |

I'lt ¢himb up over vour shoulders, and
you can help me!”

“What-ho!” said DBob Cherry. “1
don't think!"”

“The don’t-thinkfulness is terrific!"

“1I say, vou fellows ——""

“(ive me vour hand, vou fat 1wliot 1" |

said Harry V:'h:u'tm: inspatiently.
And Bob Cherry ummediately began to
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chant an air he had heard on a gramo-
phone during the holidays :

“t Give me your hand, oh, fairest,
Whisper a gentle yes.
Come, if for me thou carest

“Shut up, Baeb!™
Wharton.

“T suppose I can sing if I like?"” said

LI T

growled Harry

Bob Cherry warmly.

“ Bomething wrong with your sup:
poser, . then!"” said Harry Wharton,
shaking his head. *You can't!”

“ Look here, Harry—-"

“Here, lend me a hand with Dunter !
10

“(Oh, really, Wharton-—"
“8hut up, Bunter, and come on!”

The chums of the Remove tock a hand

with their

chests on the wall. They -:g'nggﬂd. and

Billy Bunter's fest swept off the ground.
He banged into the ivy, and gasped:

“Oh! Ow! Gerrooh!”
*Climb, you ass!"”

“Ow! How c<c-c-can I ec-c-climb when

you're holding my hands*"

“ Leggo his fist, Bob!"
“Riggbhu!”- ’

Come on, for|
We don't want to stop !

Three-halfpence. o
" Bob let go, ard Bunter svung by one
.

“*Now cateh the ivy! Gh crumbs!”

Billy Bunter swung from Harry
Wharton's grasp, and went down to the
ground in a eitting posture, with a
terrific bump.

'1;18 gave a gasp like escaping steam,

w !

My hat! Was ever anybody bothered
with such a duffer?” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “I think you had better stay
there, Bunter.”

“Ow! I've broken a leg and spraincd
wy arm "

“Then it's impossible for you to geb
over the wall. Good -bye!”

“ Hold on !

Billy Bunter jumped up with remark-
able activity for one whoze leg was
broken and whose arm was sprained.

“I'm coming !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if [ can see anything to cackle

at I' I think I can climb the i1vy 1if you
help me. Why cau’t you lend a chap
a hand?"

And the Owl of the Remove es:ayed
the climb again, and this time he suc-
ceeded in reaching the top of the wall.

He sat there, straddled, pufing aud
blowing, =

“Come on!”’ said Harry Wharton.
“We can't sit here all night.”

“Do hold on & minute. I feel raiher
winded. Oh!”

“Duck up "

“1 won't buck up! I'm going to get
a breather in first. Wait for me. [
sha'n't keep you waiting for more than
five minutes,”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled.

“You jolly well won't kﬂﬂg us waiting
for more than five seconds,” said Bob
Cherry. “Come on, you fellows!
Bunter can sit on the wall and ornament
the landscape.”

“Here, give me a
beasta !

Bob Cherry caught hold of the Owl's
ankle,

“Come on, then!”

“Leggo! You—you'll make me brenk
my neck ! I--I—-I—-"

“Oh, come on!™

“"Ow! Leggo! Ow!™

Billy Bunter serambled wildly down
the wall., Harry Wharton caught the
back of his collar to help him, and the
Owl of the Remove gasped for breath.

“I—I say, you fellows, you're beasts,
you know; you are really! Hold on a
minute ! You know that exertion always
makes me hungry. Let's give up the
river for to-day, and go back and have a
jolly good spread!”

i% Rﬂ.-fﬂ ! (1]

*“I suppose vou don’t want me to ex-
pire with hunger at your feet?”

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton.
“Get a move on. The sun will be down
scon. You're making us waste too much
time !

“0Oh, really—'

“Shut up, and come on
Wharton tersely,

-And the Owl of the Remove rolled
along behind Harry Wharton & Co.

hand down, vou

¥

P

said Harry

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
. Up the Pole !

ARRY WHARTON led the way

H down io the wooden Ilanding-

etage, whers Bates the boat-

builder kept his boata for hiro.

It was a fine, clear, sunny afternoon,

warm but not hot. The sun was got-

ting low in the heavens; but there was

atill plenty of daylight for a pleazant row

up the river, and the chums did not
The Macwer Lisrary.—No. 656,
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waele any time in snapping up the
bonts that were thore.

A £ 221 Wy F.i"IELF}] ,” said Bob ‘:heﬂ‘}ﬂ
“"Hero you are, Marky, get into this
skiff before Bunter arrives.”

“Right-ho 1" laughed Mark Linley, the
me‘asghire lad, jumping into the boat.
“I'll take the tiller, Bob.”

“That’s the idea. I'll row up, and you
can row hbme.”

I'ob saught hold of the oar and pushed
the boat away from the landing-stage,
and-1hey drifted out inlo the widdle of
the stream.

ITarry Wharton, 1Turree Singh, and
FLoid Blauloverer bagged the next boat.
Fisherr T. Fish and Peter Todd ran
another boat into the water, and jumped
in, and Peter pulled lasily up-siream.
Johnny Bull and Bulstrade major joined
forces and took possession of the last re-
mnining skiff just as Billy Bunter stepped
cn to the landing-stage.

The Owl of the Remove mopped his
perspiring brow, and blinked across lhe
water at the liitle feet of rowing-boats
containing the rest of the Removites,

“Half a second, yon fellows!” he

cried,  “Don’'t be in guch a blessed
hurrv. I'm hot.™

“Try a swim, Bunter !” shouted Bob
Cherry. “Dan't jump n, though;

there'll he too much displacement.”

“TIa, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, Cherry!” groewled
Pimter, T don’t call that funny. Whose
koot am T coming in¥"

Bob Cherry grinned.

“You can come in this one, if you hike,
Billy.” he =aid.

“All right, Cherry; row 1t up to the
gtage.™

“What on eavih Tor ¥

Billy Bunter blinked angrily
]"I'i.s- RO ITons Ep{!{'j.ﬂ{ftﬂﬂ.

“Tlow do you expect me to get in,
you idiot " he grunted.

“There're two ways of gelting 1in,
porpoise,” laughed Bob Cherry. * You
can swim or jump. It's a long way to
jump, perhaps; but a first-class atblele
like you should find it casy. Come on!
All vou've got to do ia to make up your
mand o it”?

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, vou rotters, T want to
come for a row.”

“A very worthy desire, my dear
Donter,” sid Peter Taodd, 1 hepe
your wish will cgme true, and that you
vill have a fine duy for it."” _

“ Ha, ha, ha 1" .

Billy Dunter glared furiously at the
laughing Removites in ithe boats. Ile
turned angrily round the next moment
as Mr. Bates, the beat-builder, joined n
the general merriment.

“What are you laughing at, Bates?”
snapped Bunter. “Pon’t forget I've
been a jolly good cusiomer of yours
during the sumimer.” '

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“And I don’t want any of your blessed
::hnel}‘{} m;:wl Do yvou understand 27

ik 'l_u I l':,l ¥

“TI've come down here for a row, and
I'm jolly well going to have a boat.”

“There ain't one left, sir.”™

“Well, let ma have one of the private
ones ouk of the boal-house.”

" Not Likdly !

“Well, gpood-bye, bluebell [P shouted
dJohuny Bull, “We're off mow, Dring
ber round, Bulstrode !

The cars dip in time, and the boat
plided away. It went with a murmur of
cheory talk and laughter, The two

through

Roemovites were feeling very happy as |
they disappeared up the viver, and they |

lft a far from happy Bunter on the .

bank,, .
The Owl of the Remove blinked
Tine Magner Lipnary.—No. 056,
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angrily after ithe fast-disappearing skiff,
and he gpave a snert of annoyance as he
turticd ohee more and faced Mp, Bates

“*Look here, Bates,” he said, “I'm
jolly well gpoing on the river! Who
does this punt belong te¥”

“That belongs to Sir "Hton Popper.”
" “%Well, let e borrow it for an hour,
The old idiot won't know anything about
it

“Yes, he wil B 'Ilon may be
down hers any mmute now.”

* Blow Sir Hilton Popper!”

“Well, vou blow him when he
arrives,”” said Ar. Bates, tuming on his
-Ei':"f"'ll 1]..[“3 ".".Il:t-'l;!']'['ll_g I-hﬂ‘ I._;H.'I;'I.l]'!ﬂl;':ls-f‘-
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punt after fagging all the way dewn
here |” said Billy Bunter. “I don’t sup-
pose that old idiot is really coming down,
and, anyway, I sha'n't do any harm to
the blessed punt! I'mr jolly good ai
punting ! Tt requives a strong, graceful
sout of chap to punt well, you see,”

The Cwl of the Remove let- go the
painter, and took off his coat and rolled
up his slecves,

“My hat!” pasped Bob Checry. “ Just
look at the fat champ! I wouldn’t like
to Lo in his shoes if old Popper turns up
and secs him sailing away in his punt.”

Billy Bunter stood up and grasped tho
long punt-pole, The weight of it upsot

Billy Bunter watched Hurry Wharton | the balance of the Light punt, and for a

& Clo. removing their jackets prepaiotory |

to thewr starting work at the cavs.

“Liook here, Wharton, are you gomg
to take me for a row?”

il'_\';l"ﬂ""

“ Are you, Fishy#"

“ Nope.”

“ Are you, Cherry?"'

“Naope again,” shouled DBeb Cherry,
armd there was a chuckle from the He-
movibes, ]

Billy Bunter’s face went a deep crmm-
son, and he locked round to see whether
Mr. Bates was still looking en. The
hard-working  boat-builder  had  dis-
appeared into the boathouse, and the
Owl of the Remove could hear him
working with a saw.

He rolled down to the edge of the
landing-stage, anud stepped heavily on to
the handsome mahogany staging of By
Hilton Popper’s punt. The punt gave a
sudden heave downward; but DBunter
kept his balance, aud the next moment
he was standing with both fat legs in
Sir Hilton’s boat. -

There was a gasp of surprige from ithe’

Removites. e
“Get out of that punt, youn idiot!
hissed Harry Wharton. “Didn’t  you
hear what Bates said just nowi™
“(h, really, Wharton——"

“GGet out!”

“T'm jolly well going for a row or a

Mg
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moment it looked as f Bily Bunter was
going to dive headlong into the river,
However, he recovered himseif, and he
stood on the stern and pushed the pole
down into the bed of the stream.

- The punt swung away from the land-
mg-sta;ﬂ} s quickly that Harry Wharton
& Co. held their breath in suspense, ex-
pecting any moment to sce Dunter rotl’

averboard.
“Bunter V' criedd  Harry  Wharten.
You'll be in

“Lock out, you chump!
mn a4 second 1™

“0Oh, really, Wharton, I wish yon
wouldn't talk such rot! I'm jolly good
at punting, I can tell you. It's only
lealousy on your part,” %

“You fat idiot 1"

Bunter pushed the pole down agmiin,
and the punt went up-stream so guickly
that it glided away gracefully from under
Bunter's fat legs. The Owl of the Re-
move gave a grunt as he hung on to ‘the
pole and made frantic efforts to keep a
foothold on the boat,

. “Let go of the pole!” roaied -Bob
Cherry.

* Ch-h-h-h 1" .

“Lat go of—— Oh, my giddy aunt 1"
~ Bob Cherry's frantic words of advice
arrived too late. Billy Bunter- chose to
haig on to the punt-pole, and the punt
sutled gaily away down-stream, leaving
the Owl of the Remove gprawling des-
perately on the top of the pole, which
had become firmly embedded in the sandy
bottom of the river-bed.

“Ow! Help! Murder! Rescue!”

Billy Bunter gave a wild shriek for
assistance, and there was a roar of
laughter from the Removites as they saw
the punt-pole gradually inclining over.

“Help, help! Rescuel!”

Bunter’s piercing cries rang out, and
Mr. Bates, with alarm on his face, dashed* -
cut of the boathouse and rushed down on
to the landing-stage. He gave a start
of surprise as he saw the fat form hang-

L ing on to the punt-pole in mid-stream.

“Help!  Murder! Ow! II.I-I'm
g-g-g-g-going 0-0-0-over!” : J
Splash !

“ODw-w-w-wow T

The water went up in & great fountain
ae Dunter’s fat form plinged in. MHe
went tight under, -but the river at this
point was not deep, and in.a moment he
was on his feet, the stream flowing round
his neck.

HOw! Oh! Brrer! H-bh-help!™

“Wade to the landing-stags, you fat
idiot ”* roared Mr. Bates. * What in the
blazes d'you mean by taking that punt?”

“Oh-hh?” |

Billy Bunter did not heed the angry
bontgbuilder’s recriminations. He waded
towards the landing-stage, and, drenched
and dripping, he serambléd ashore, gasp-
ing for breath. :

“(Ow ! he roared.
drenched I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Removites shrieked with langhter
as they watclied the Owl of the Remove

“Look at me! I'm
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Three-halfpence.

The Fifth Former sprang forward, and grasped the Owl of the Remove roughly by the back of the neck, and

- yiolently out into the passage.

There was a wild shriek from Burier as he almost fell aver his trailing skirt, (See Uhapter 8.)

pushed him

standing in front of Mr. Baies with the
water pouring off him in gallone.

The angry boat proprietor was raving,
and it looked as though Billy Bunter
was in danger of being flung back mto
the river, when there came the sudden
‘whirring noise of a motor-car being
bronght to a standstill outside the boat-
house,

“That’s Bir "Ilion come for "1s punt.!”
gasped DBates. *“Oh. you young scoun-
drel! He'll kil you.” -

Billy Bunter looked round hastily,

“[—is that old Popper?’ he said.

“Yes, you fat scoundrel, and you know
Sir 'Tlton as well as I do! If he finds
you've been messing about with his
hoat he’ll set about you, sure as eggs
i3 egps!”

“T.then I'm off I gasped Eilly Bunier,
“I'm not going to let that rofter get
hold of met”

The Owl of the Remove clambered up
the river-bank, leaving a trail of water
hehind him. He rushed towards the
stone bridge, and Harry Wharton gave
him a cheer as he gained the road.
Billy Bunter looked round for an mstant
and blinked anxiously to see whether he
was being pursued, and then he set off
at a great speed-—for Buuter-towards
Greyinars.

His boating excursion had not been a
success, and he was to find out yet that
he was by no means out of the frymng-
pan. There was a whole heap of troulde

waiting {or William George Bunter when
he reached Greyfriars, a very damp and
breathless mdividual!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Muzziing Bunier !

£e UNTER! Where's that ass
B Bunter 7"
It was BPolsover who de

manded the whereabouts of the
Owl of the Remove. Bolsover and Hazel.
dene .and 8Stott and Skinner stood n
the Remove Form passage. DBolsover
was out of breath, and his face was
fushed from exertion.

Ile wauted Bunter. Bul just now cven
E‘:ﬂlsﬂver’s stentorian volce failed to feteh

1.

The Remove Form bully growled with
anger,

“Where is that fat dummyv ¥’ he ex
claimed, 1 sav, Brown, have you seen
Bunter 1"’

Tom Brown was junst coming by wiil
his cap on, evidently going out for a
atroll in the Close. Brown was not a
great friend of Bolsover's, and he hardly
paused in his stride as he made reply.

“7T saw him come in,” he said. “ Bunter
was in flannels, and he looked as though
he had been ducked in the fountain. 1
suppose he's changing out of his wet
togs now.” And Tom Brown passcd on.

Bolsover growled,

“The young fathead! He must have
heard me calling, then! Why doesn’t he
come §"

“Perhaps your voire doesn’t carry as
far as the dorm.” grinned HHazeldene,

“Bunter! DBunter!”

“Here he 1517

The fat form of Billy DBunter came
scrttling down the stairs. IHe was no
longer in his flannel clothes, He head
changed those, and an Eton suit adorned
hig fat form. He did not heed Beolsover's
vaice, but hurried along the passage in
the direction Tom Brown had taken.

Bolsover stared after him for some
moments in amazement, and thén he
made a rush after the fat junior.

Billy Bunter guickened his pace as lie
heard him coming, but the Remove bully
ran him down a few yards from the end
of the passage. DBunter sguirmed in Ris
grasp and yelled. :

“Ow! Leggo! Don't! Yow! Help!”

“You voung idiot, I'm not going to
hurt you 1’ :

. 0Oh, really, Bolsover——"

“I've been chasing all over the place
for you. 0Old Quelchy is in an awful rage,
and said that I was to find you whatever
happened. What have you been up tof”

“Ow! Leggo my collar!”

"“"Quelchy has been rung up on the

telephone about half a dozen times, e
Ter Macwer Linrirny.—No. 656,
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said it was old Popper. ITave you been
poaching in his prounds ™

“Neno! Ow! Legpo!™

“You're coming along with me!”

“I—T1 ean't, realiy!"

“But Mr. Quelch wants yon.”

Billy Bunter gave a wriggle.

“I—I—T'm sorry, Bolsaver, but—hut
I really can't come! You will have to
apologise to Quelehy for me. T-I'my Jolly
well poing to settle with thai idiot
Gosling first,”

1:}1ut‘-—j!

“Gosling had the blessed check to
.whack me with a stick when I came in.
If I badn’t have hoen wet through I
would jolly well have punched his nose '™

* Bosh ! Come along !

«Billy Bunter blinked slong the Remove
passage mnervously, Then he suddenly
squirmed in Bolsover's grip, but the
billy of the Remove would not let o
His grip tightened instea.d.

“0Oh, Bolsover, you cad! T.ot me go ! |

“Rubbish! You're gFoing  to see
Quelchy ! Ie's in an awful rage about
something,”

*I—-I can't!"

“1 tell you vou gare !

“T don’t care! I'm not going! Blow
Popper and blow old Popper's punit! I'm
not going !

“Aren’t you?" said the Remove bully
grimly.,  “Weo'll see! Are you comiing
quielly, ‘or shall 1 tie your hands behind
Your back and tickle you up with a
stump "

*I--I'm nat going to old Quelch 1"

“Oh, let him go!” said Hazeldene.
“If he doesn't go now Mur. Quelch will
nab him later, on, so it comes to the
same thing.”

Bolsover scowled.

*“¥You mind your own business, Hazel-
dene. Quelch told me to take Bunter
to his study, and I'm jollv well goitg
to take him. I'm not going to oot
ragged by old Queleh for this fat rotter.”

“T'll give vou a hand, Bolsover, old
man,” said Skinner, with a smipk,
“Take him into Study No. 14. We can
tie him up there.”

“That's a good wheeze !”” langhed Bol.
sover. ‘‘Open the door!™

Study No. 14 belonged to Fisher T,
Fish and Field and Johnny Bull; but this
did not affect Skinner. Without an ¥ oore-
mony he turned the handle and Bung tha
door open with a crash, Rolsaver pushed
Bunter into the little study.

“Oh, leggo " roared the fat Remorvite,
“Ow! You're hurting me!”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Iallo, there's a dog-lead and a
muzzle I laughed Bolsover., “ILet's do
the thing in style. It’s time this fat
rotter was muzzled, What on earth has
that Yankee bounder got a dog-muzzle
for?"”

“Goodness  knows!™  said Skinner
“Samples from the States, I suppose.
Here vou are!”

Bolsover snatched the dog-lead out of
Skinner’s hand, and, despite the efforis
made by the yelling Bunter, the fat
junior’s hands were firmly knotted to-
gether at the back. Billy Bunter
squirmed frantically to raleasze himself,

“Ow! Help!” he roared. *“Let me
go! Rescne!™

“8hut up making that row ' snapped
Bolsover. “"We shall have a prefect
along in a mirute, Here, give me that
duster, Stott!"”

Stott handed over a duster which
looked as though it had dusted Bindy
No. 14 since Greyfriars School had been
built, TIn a moment the rag was tied
round Bunter’s fat face, and he gurgled
hnd spluttered and fumed with rage as

Tue MaexeT Linrany.—No. 656,

he endeavoured to continue his vells for
help.

There was a guffaw from Bolsover and
has satellites as they regarded their handi-
work.

“Yes, it wants the muzzle to finjsh it
off " laughed Bolsover, taking up Lhe
wire contraption from Fish's little table.

Bunter gave a smothered snort of rage
aa the muzzla was fixed ; but he was quite
unable to shake it off, He turned a red
atid angry blink at the grinning  Re-
movites.  But Bolsover's heart was
hardened, and ke gave a grim chuckle of
amusement as he picked up a ericket-
stump from the corner cupboard,

“ Now, Bunter, my beauty ! A-bout
turn !  That's right! Oh, you won't,
won't you! Then take that!”

Thumyp !

The cricket-stump ecame down across
Bunter's fat shoulders with a thwaek,
and there was a smothered groan from
the Owl as he turned about and rolled
out into the Remove passage again.

“That's the medicine !” langhed Bol-
sover.  “ Now, double guick ‘march to
Mr. Quelch’s study, or vou’ll make friends
with this stump again.™

Bunter fairly shook% with rage, but he
had to submit to Bolsover's rude humour,
and he rolled along in the direction of
Mr. Quelch’s study. He looked g re-
markable sight, with the dog’s muzzle
tied firmly over the gag, and there was a
wild shriek of laughter from Desmond
Wibley as they passed him at the foot of
the stairs.

Mr. Quelch’s study deor was reached at
last, and Bolsover could hear the Farm-
master shouting down the telephone. He
flung open the door, and reminded
Bunter of the stump by a blow between
the shoulder blades,

Billy Bunter took the hint, and he

stiggered into the study as Mr. Quelch
looked round, The Form-master was
standing up at his table, and the tele-
phone was in his hands as he caught syght
of the apparition in the doorway.

He gave a loud gasp of surprise, and
the telephone almost dropped to the
floar,

“ Bunter 1"

" Mmmmmmmmm !

4 BDIF_IH'

“Mmmommmm !

Mr. Quelch almost threw the telephone
down on his desk. He dragged Bunter
into the room and slammed the door to
with a erash.

" Now, Bunter !

"Mmmmmmm !”

“Boy, how dare you!" roared Mr.
Quelch, turning crimson. ““ What—what
does this gross impertinence mean "

“*Mommmm !

The Remove ‘ Form-master breathed

hard.

“Bunter ™ he said, in a voice of
thunder. “I can see you are unable to
articulate. T'll remove that gag and that

—that muzzle!"

In 8 moment the wire muzzle and the
duster-fell to the Roor, and Billy Bunter,
with his hands still behind his back,
stood and blinked at tle furious Form-
master, '

“Now, Bunter, I presume you are not
responsible for putting those things round
your own face "

“If you please, sir—I—I—that is

“That 13 enough!” exclaimed the
Remove master, in a voice that made the
fat junior jump. “I do not want to
hear any more. T ordered Bolsover to
bring you to my study at once. Hep hags
carried out the order, but not in the
proper spirit. I will deal with him later.
Now, Bunter, I have been pestered for

=,

the last ninely minutes with this tele-
phone. . Sir Hilton Popper has been Fing-
ing me up every five minutes, Nothing
will satisfy him. You, Bunter, arc re-
sponsible for this disturbance.”

“M-me, siri"

“Do you dare to deny it?" thundered
the Formn-inaster,

':I---I—I-—I L

" Answer me!"

“You see, sir, I—1

“Bunter, vyou have been taking
liberties with Sir Hilton Popper’s punt
down at DBates’ landing-stage,  Sir
Hilton tells me that he arrived in his
car to find his punt floating down-stream,
anid his punt-pole in the reeds. You,
Bunter, were responsible for that. Sir
Hilton is furious, and nothing will sa Lisfy
him but that you are soundly punished

I am tired of you, Bunter!

b5

by me,
If:are have I been disturbed in my work

by the incessawt ringing of the telephone-
bell. You deserve a soung thrashing,
you absurd, ill-bred boy 1"

i-I'B. ut L b

*“Hold out your hand, Bunter!"

“I—I ean't, sir! They—they're tied
behind my back!™

Mr. Quelch gave a
turned the Owl of the
and hastily unfastened the dog.lead.
glir }I.‘ﬁ-::iv, ;E—'%unter, hold out your hand!™

Mr. Quelch took Bunter by the collar
with his left hand, and grasped a pointer
in his right The pownter inade rapid

jump, and he

lay, and the dust rose ' from Billy
unter's garments. Wild vells rose from
Bunter,

“Ow! Oh! I didn't take old Fﬂi)-
¥

er's punt! I never—I moan, [ on
orrowed it for a few minutes! Tt was
only a joke. sir! T never took his punt!
Ow ! w [

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh! Ow! Yow!”

Mr. Quelch’s arm came up and down

like a machine, and there was quite a’

cloud of dust all round Bunter. His
arm ached with the exercise, and at last
he stopped,

“ There, Bunter! That is for your im-
%ﬁ!‘ﬂllﬂﬂﬂﬂ in borrowing Sir Hillon

opper’s punt, and for not taking proper
care of it when you did borrow it!"

{I'Yﬂ“, 1'|‘|

“You deserve more than that! Some-
times I think you are totally senseless.”

L Y’ﬂw !‘!!

*“Are you not ashamed of yourself?”

(21 ow !-!!

“Go back to your study, and think
over what I have said to you!"

“Yow "

“And take that rag and that dog-
muzzle and that leather strap with you,
Go! T shall be rung up on the telephone
by Bir Hilton again shortly. I shall tel]
him that you have been properly
punished. Now go!”

Billy Bunter erept out of the room.
with his hands rubbing his back,
Bolsover had disappeared, and there was
no one about as the Owl of the Remove
rolled into Study No. 7 and tried to sit
down; but the process was too painful, so
Bunter stood up and groaned!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Hatching a Plot !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. re-
turned from their beatin
expedition in time for l‘ﬂ]lr{rﬂ.fﬁ
They were feeling a little tired

after the long walk to and from the
river, and they had all taken their turn
with the oars, so it was not SUrprisin
to find them half an hour later gathere

emove about,

d
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togetner in Mr, Mimbles' hLitle tuck-
shop.

The tuck-shop was part and parcel of
the Hﬂllml-lmihﬁﬂg, g0 it was not neces-
sary for the boys to go out of the gates.
Gosling had given the juniors a sour ex-
yresston as they had come 1, angd he
iad growled oul his intention of report-
ine them to Mr. Quelch for not having
worked on the bicycle-shed,

However, the chums of the Remove

THE MAGNET -LIBRARY.

I think. Lucky to be so far away from
Gossy |

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Australia! Fat!” mumbled Bunfer,

“That makes it 2 bit easier. lLook here,
vou chaps, I thiok I've got hold of a
jolly wood wheeze, Pass those cakes,
Mauly 1™ _

“You're not roing to have anything

- until you've explained the wheeze!” said

' Harry Wharton.

were feeling too tired to argue with the

surly old porter; but under the influence
of Mrs. Mimbles' zood things they had
snon recovered thewr spirits, and a whole
party of them had grﬂtlﬂﬂd themselves
and fallen to discussing the vexed gues-
tion of Gosting and his Bolshevik ways.
Even Billy Punter was there this time,
ang Hagrry Wharton had appealed to the
Owl to tax his fat head with o view to
making some sort of counter-attack on
the school porter, :
Bunter was looking thoughtful now.
Lord Maunleverer asked him  twice

whether he would havs another jam-tart

without eliciting any reply—a most un-
beard-of thing with Bunter. q
i

“H'm!"” said DBunter at
wonder if it would worki”

“Will you have another tart, begad?™
said Mauleverer, for the third time.

13ut Harry Wharton dropped his hand
upon Mauly’s shoulder, and told him to
“ring off.”

Mauleverer stared at the captain of
the Remova,

*The {at bounder’s pot on o a
wheere, T think,” said Harry Whavton,
“Tt doesn't often oceur, but I know it's
a wheeze by the gleam in his eye. It's
ij.ite time we had that idiot Gessy on
the carpet, 3
He had the cheek to whack Bunter with
n stick when he came n this evening.
Mow then, porpoise, what is it?”

"=

last.

Billy Bunter was still thinking deeply. | it you're going to get a

Tie (il not reply for the moment, and
Harry Wharton waited patiemtly, '

For, although Wharton was the captam
of the Removites in their alarums and
excursions and in all their games, he
would have been one of the first to

admit that the majority of wheezes for |
japes and raids were frequently sug-

osted by one of the lesser lights in the
Form. Bunter very seldom came for-
ward with any useful “stunts "—in fact,

there were many occasiong when Harry |

Wharton & Co. wouldn't hsten to
Teanter: bot they appreciated the fact
that often in the past Bunter had ex-
celled himself with hisventriloguil efforts,

e had not always been a {:t:ampfetﬂ -
failure in the various concert-parties that |

had spriung up from time fo time.

“1 wonder——"" said Punter agam,

and then he stopped. -

Harry Wharton waited. _

“My word,” said Buunter, blinking
ihrongh his enormous spectacles, "1t
wonld be a wheeze! [i would be
framendous

“The wheeze, Buntert”

i Y“H.jl

“Up against Gossy

i+ YEE_’-.

“Tremendou

[ YEE..”

“Good 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton,
“Now, what's the wheeze, Dunter?
it's any good we'll work it if 1t costs
a leg! Go shead, my cheery porpoise!”

iilly Bunter was still lookimg very
serious, 5

“It all depends upon whether Gos-
ling has a sister,” he =aid,

“Gosling—a sister?”

“Yes, Wharton.” :
© «“Well, T know Gossy has got a sister,”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “T've often
seon a picture of a fat, frumpy-looking
wusherwoman, and Gosling has said 1t
was his sister. She lives in Australia,

s

. 1R
51

It's pot gltogether too thick, |

1f |

“We've been Jone teo
many times by vou, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, you chaps!”

¥ Bxplain " said Bob Cherry.

Rilly Bunter blinked furicusly at the |

crinning Removites, and tlien cleared his
throat with a fat little coucrh.

“Tt would be a jolly good wheeze if

Cossy's  sister  cune  to  Greyfriars,
wouldi't it? He, he, he!"”

“{aossy's sister!” said Bob Cherry.
 “Ten't Gossy  enough, without his

F
§

ft's worth !

L |

blessed zister®”

“T- I don't mean his real sister, you
know.™

“What !

“1 wean, sepposing I eame lo Grey- ' me

friars as—as Gosling’s sister, and taught

the rotter a jolly rood lesson?  Don't

vou think that would be a good idea?”
“My hatl”

Harry Wharton & Co. gave a whistla |

of astonishment as Bunter's idea sud-
‘denly dawned on them,

“ Bunter, you fat chump,” exclaimed

Harry Wharton, “it’s a first-rate, gilt- | himself,

edoed wheeze, and we'll work it for all

mauke up to look like Gossy's sister,
though.’

| ordinary visitor would de,

Three-halfpence. 13

THE EICHTHE CHAPTER,
..~ A Surprise for Gosling !
UNTER was ready!

B The fat Removite had been lefk

to himself in Study Noo 1.
: Harry Wharton & Co. had sup-
plied him with everything he wanted.
Fortunately for the success of the
wheeaze, the Greyfriars Remove-Forin
Dramatic and Operatic Society had .a
whole wardrobe of clothes, There were
make-ups for all sortzs and conditions of
characters, and Bob Cherry and Frank
Nugent had spent the best part of an
hour in the box‘room looking out sudif-
ablo garments for the [at Hoemovite's
make-up. ' :

It was arranved that DBilly Bunter
should have Btudy No. 1 to himself
whilst he made up, and that Harry
Wharton & Co. should keep a careful
witch in the quadrangie Im order to
ensure Bunter a safe exit omt of the
school-buildings. Tt had been decided
to cot Bunter over the school wall sur-
ronniding  Greviriars, so that he could
in at the palecs and ring up
Gosling in the same way that any

This would allay any suspicion,

Bunter was clad now in the garb of an
elderly lady, and he stood in front of the
leoking-glass in order to get a pood view
of himself,

The Owl was evident

pleased with
He turned slow

round to seo

- the effect of the clothes Trom all points

I don’t know whether T can

“Oh, really, Wharton, it's my wheere, -

vl know !
ds B.L.Lt ¥
“1 sha'n’t give you an

I ought to take the part.”

more Wheeres

them{”

“PBut you always make such a mess of
your shows, Bunter,” said Harry Whar-
ton. “Thir is 6o frst-rate idea, and 'l
be a jolly shame if it's done " &

“1 think Bunter would make a jolly
good sister to Gossy!” laughed Bob
Cherry. “1 should let him go throuch
with it, Harry, old son; and if he makes
a mess of it, we'l—we'll drown him in
the fountain ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You can trust me not to fail, you
chaps!” said Bunfer, as the Removites
gave a hearty laugh. “I'm a ;c}l}if good

actor, you know, and it's on the
| jealousy shown h{i,' you beasis that I
dan't oot the leading parts in the Re-
meve Damatic Soviety !

Al

“(h, dry up, Bunter,

¥ou worm
said Frank Nugent,

“Well, I'm only thinking of the wel- |

fare of the Remove!™ granted Bunter.
“Hear, hcar, porpoise!” said Iob
Cherry,

“ Now Bunter's thought that, I sup-
pose we had better put our heads
together and deade what and how

we're rrrning to do it to put Gossy down
a peg.’ :

“That’s the idea!” ;

“Well, Bunter, you had better give us
your idea first, and then we can see how
we stand. Come on! Sit down at this
table.”

The Removites sat down at Mrs
Mimbles® little . tuck-shop table, and,
after blinking round the little room,
Bunter lowered his voice. Jn hushed
"tones of preat caution, he explained,
and Harry Wharton gasped, and the
Remove juniors yelled. In whispers,
with many a chuckle, the juniors plotted
the plot. s

There was very much of a surprize 1n
store for (ossy the Bolshevik!

L8

the credit for

of view, A back view was not casy to
obitain, and Bunnter’s position was rather

perilous as he squirmed round, looking
over his shoulder. Billy did his best to

obtain a good view, ind he was giving
utterance to a murmur of admiration,
when the  door-handle was  turned
nqutckly, and the doer flung open. :
Billy. Bunter was startled. He gave a
jump, and nearly lost s balance. :
“Wharton here?” :

There was a gruff voice at the open
door, and then a gasp of surprise.

“Oh, I—I beg your pardon, madam

Coker—Horace Coker of the Fifth—
stammered out an apology. He had
certainly not expected to find a lady m
Wharton's study. Coker had been at
Greyiriars for a long time now, and he
could never remember juniors entertain
ing old women before.

As Coker stood awkwardly in the doos-
way Bunter’s eyes rolled curiously behind
his pair of spectacles. He gave a nervous
cough.

“ Ahem! Er-——what's that, my boy?”

“Pm looking for a fellow mnamed
Wharton, madam. 1 was lold he was
in here.” s _ 2

“f see,” replied Bunter, with a fat
smile, *“ Naw, I seem to know your face.
I've met it somewhere. It's—it’'s a
~common sort of face; but 1 can’t mhistake
that nose of yours.”

Coker weni erimson.

“ What say, madam?” he gasped.

“That nose,” replied the bogus. Miss
(Gosling. “Oh dear, what a nose! Where
have 1 met it? Is your name Croker, by
any chance?®"” :

(Coker looked as though he was on the
point of haﬁnq an apoplectic fit,

“ No, it isn't Croker!” he snapped.
“My name is Coker. 1'm Coker of the
Fifth, and T'm dashed if I will allow
you to make insulting remarks about my
nose 1"’ _ .

Billy Bunter was beginnming to enjoy
himeelf. He worked his way mnto the
middle of the study, so that the window
was immediately behind him. The
strong shadow his face was i helped him
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to conceal his identity from the indignant
Coker.

“1 don’t think T was rude about yvour
nose, my dear litile bov,” continued the
disguised Owl of the Remove., *“It i3 &
curtous shapo, is it not? How wvon do
remind me of a dear little fellow T knew.
His name was CroKer. Are you quite
gure your name is not Croker?”

“My name is Coker!"

“That is strange. It is very mneh like
Croker. Are you making a mislake, do
you think*"”

Coker steppad into the roam.

“Do you think T don’t know my own

mame, madam?™ he roarad. Y1 don’t
know what jyou're dotng  here, but ]
think it's jolly suspicions.™

“ Er—er—what's that?”

I say it’s very suspicious. Visitors are
not allowed in the studies. especially in
the §tudies belonging to the kids of the
Remove Form. TI've got a good mind to
go and fetch Gosling, the "porter, to
throw you out,.”

The disguised Buntar rave a louwd

Arigger,
Oh dear! He,

“Gosling, did you sav?
he, he!"

“Tll go and tell himn. He'll soon deal
with you."

“ Gosling ! Why, he is my own brather.

have como all ‘the way from Australia
to see him."

“Phew ™

“I—I—I thoughi this was his study.
my dear boy. Dear {icorge has often
written to me and told me what a jolly
little study he had got.”

“Tll fetch the headmaster '™ snapped
Coker suddenly. “T think there’s same-
thing very fishiy about this.” And Coker
of the Fifth turned on his heels.

i

angrily in the doorway, the disguised

junior turned on his heels and dasheod

down the corridor.

“Come here!” roared Coker. €T11

give you a jolly good hiding for your

blessed cheek |
But Bunter was nnt stapping for the
hiding. He flew down the passage with

his skirt trailing on the linolenm, and

raising a cloud of dust. He gained the
head of the stairs a good twenty yards

ahead of the furinus Fifth-Former, and
he went down the stone steps three at

a time, with Coker in pursuit.
The Owl of the Remove gained in the

mad dash downwards, and he was anothey
he flew

dozen vards

through  the

quadrangle.
Unfortunately for Bunter, there was a

to the good as

daor leading into the
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“Here, 1 say, Coker old man
began Bunter, in alarm,

The Fifth-Former gave a start of
armazement a8 he flew round again.

“Bunter!" ha gasped. * Bunter!”

“He, he, hat"

“You fat young séoundrel! roared
LCoker angrily. “It'a you, is it? Blessed
if I didn't smspect something of the
port M

“Dh, really, Coker, old man

“You think TI've got a funny nose, do
you” fumed Coker. *You think I
don’t know my own name, you spoofing
blighter !

The Fifth-Former sprang forward, and
grasped the Owl of the Remove ron hly
by the baek of the nack, and pushed l;i-lim
violently out into the passage.

There was a wild_shriek from Bunter
as he almost fell over his trailing skirt.
But he recovered himself the next
moment, and as Coker stood gasping

"

small cluster

movites were gathered together by

Eauagﬁ.

of fags standing outside, and
ked round anxiously for signs of
& Co. ut the Re-
the
wall, carefully guarding the ladder which
Bunter was to use imr order to get out of
the school grounds without Gosling see-
ing him,

Billy Bunter made up his mind quickly
as he heard Coker pounding along the
Gathering up his skirts in both

ands. he set off in direction of the
appointed place. Gatty and Myers, of
the Second Form, and Tubb and Bolsaver

he loo
Harry Wharton

minor, of the Third Ferm, stared at the

remarkable scene in breathless surprise,
and then as Bunter thundered ﬁnat them
ter.

they gave a wild shriek of lau
“}Hsn, ha, ha!" ;
. bo it, madam !” shouted Gatty.
“My only topper! Ha, ha, ha!”
roared Tubb., *Just look at her!"

Bunter was just disappearing, and
Coker of the Fifth etopped as he CAINS
up to the juniors, It was not at gll dirni-
fied for Coker to be seen chasing a fat
old lady across the quad, and anyhow
Bunter had a very big lead now, and it
would not be eo easy for Coker to catch
up with him,

Bunter dashed up to Iarry Wharton &
Co. breathlessly. The chums were stand-
ing by the ladder, and Bob Cherry Eave
a grin as the Owl panted up to them.

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!” he cried,
“*What's up, Bunter #”
“Caker " puffed the Owl “That

rotter found me, and is chasine me 1"

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That will be all right, Bunter”
laughed Harry Wharton. * We'll deal
withh Coker. Up you go!"

T Bllt-'——‘“ " ;

" Go along, you fat idiot !. If we want
to catch Gossy, now's the time!” :

"0Oh, really, Wharton, J——-"

“Give him a push, Beh!”

Bunter was yanked up to the ladder,
and the grinning Removites pushed him
up, and Buonter %-:lad to'go. He went up
the rungs very gingerly, and blinked
round anxiously when he got to the top.
Harry Wharton & Co. had made their
preparations admirably. A second ladder
was on the other side, leading down to
the leafy lane, and Bunter stepped on to
the tep rung, and the next minute his
head disappeared on the other side of
tho wall,

L] L] L -

Gosling, the porter, sat outside his
odge in the pleasant sunshine. Gosling
was feeling very comfortable. Most of
his work was over, and he had taken
advantage of the fact by sampling the
contenls of a green hottle he kept be-
hind the clock in his little parlour. Gos-
ling, feeling very happy, and smelling
shightly of gin, sunned himself, and was
content.

There was taaﬂ{ plenty of work for
Gosling to do, but he had firmly made
up his mind not to do it. The time had
arrived, thought Gosling, when he should
show more independence and less energy.
He felt now that he could take a well- -
earned rest for the remainder of the
afternoon,

He was blinking towards the gates, and
wumluri:::r; hazily whether he should sit
there and rest, or whether it was worth
the effort to pay another visit to the
green bottle behind the elock. He was
turning it over in his mind, when a figure
entered at the gates of the school.

Gosling sat bolt upright.

The figure was that of a stoutish-look-
ing lady, wearing a black skirt and eape,
and a little poke-bonnet with a few vory
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Black: “1 know a fine thing for sea
sickness.” -

White: “Do you? Whatisit?"
Black : “ An ocean steamer.”

A REGULAR NUGGET!

“ What would you do if you were in my
shoea, old man ¥
“Clean them. old chap.”
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ancient-looking Howers in it.  She wore
a biz pair of spectacles, and altogethcr
looked as though she lived well, although
the expression on her fat face was not
Propossessing,

The woman came in at the gates of the
chool as if she belonged there, and Gos-
Eng viewed that prm‘.EEdiﬂg wilth amaze-
ment and indignation. '

‘i, you there!™ he shouted.

The woman elanced towards him.

“Well?"” she rapped out,

** Houtside |

l-iEhT‘.-‘l :

“Get houtl” )

“Oh, you rede man!” said the
stranger. “'I'm connng in.”

“My honly "at!” mutterved Goshing, as
Harry Wharton & Co. came upon the
sCene, v

He jumped up and placed his bulky
form in the path of the newcomer. The
woman stopped, looking at the school-
porter with a ferocious stare.

“You just po hout!” said Gosling,
pointing to the gates, “Hout you go!
You 'ear me#”’

“ Oh, ret out of the way, my man !~

“Wot 1"

““Let me pass [T

Gosling smiled unpleasanily, He did
not like his repose being disturbed, and
he did not Iillm tho way the stranger
talked to him.

“¥You 'ear me?"’ he said emphatically.
“Tramps amm’t allowed 1n “ere! There

am't nothing to be given away! You
get hout 17
“Tramps, vou old fool! I'm not a

tramp!”

Gosling t-:impT;,' ;

“Wha-a-a-at?” “What did
you call me?”’

“0ld fool—old idiot! Get out of the
way " =aid the woman angrify.

“Well, I'm blowed!" said Gosling.

“Will you let me pass?” shouted the
stranger.

“1 rather think not, vou cheeky old
woman!” said Gosling. * Heut you go!
You mamch straight hout, or I'I-T'll
push you out! You 'ear me?”

A large crowd of Greyiriars fellows
had joined Harry Wharton & Co. now,
and there was a snigger from them as
(xosling finished his ultimatom,

“Go hon! Hout you go!”

“Mau!” shricked the woman in a
picrcing tene. *“I am comng in! Do
you think I've come all the way from
Australia to be treated in this manner?”

“T don't care where you've come from !
ITout you go!” :

“1've eome 1o see my

“Get hout 1™

“ e will know how to deal with you!”
shrieked the woman. “He i3 a gallant,
brave, dear manl He will half-kill you
for this!”

“Hout you go!”

U1 refuse! '

staggeved.
ke gaay red,

brother !’ _

I will not go until T have
gseenl my brother I want to see Mister
Gosling 17

Gosling seemed to suddenly shrivel up.
He staggered back, recovered, and then
staggered again.

“Wott" he gasped.

“I want fo sea Mr. Gosling—my
hrother—and 1 refuse to go until I have
ecen him! Boys, do vou hear thia
horrible scoundrel ! shrieked the woman,
pointing an outstretched hand at the
dumhbfounded porter, **He refuzes me
my own flesh and blood! He denics me
that pleasure, although I have come
miliions—er—I mean thousands of miles
across the seas to see him! I—I feel that
I eould ery my poor old eyes out!”

Harry Wharton & Co. gave a shriek of
laughter. Billy Bunter was carrying cut
his part to the letter. To say that Whar-
ton was surprised was to put it mildly.
Bunter, as a rule, was a duffer and an
idiot. His one thought was food and
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money wherawith to obtain it. Ile was
a perfect fool at games, and now he was
performing a part infinitely better than
any other Removite could have done it.

(foeling staggered nearer the disguised
Buuter.

“P.d-don’t shout zo loud!" he gnszped.
“T-i-it will ruin me ‘erel” ;

“Ruin you, you bad, wicked old man?”’
shriecked the woman, *“You jusi wail
anti} my hbrother comes! He will ruin
vou all right! IIe'll ruin that ugly face
of yours!”

“But T—=T am your brother!”

“Whatt

“T am Goorge

Y You George Gosting?” shrieked the
incredulous woman., * You brute! You
—Y¥ou o

“Oh, ain’t T Gosling, you
shouted the unhappy porter.
Whartou, you tell ‘er 1™

“No man as cruel as you could be my
brother !” eried Miss Gosiing. ' I'm sur-
prised that these boys put up with you!
It would he different in Aunsztralin, Boys
are bovs there, and sou would be tarved
and feathered !

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“T should like to know how you treal
thesa poor boys,” continued Missa Gos-
ling. * Brutal and havdhearted, I should
sav 17

“Hear, hear!”

‘““Ia, ha, ha!"

“Come mto the lodge, Gwenny,” said
Gosling huskily. *“1—I didn’t know you,
1t is hover thirty vears since Hi saw yer!
Oh, Gwenny 1"

There was a shriek of laughter from
the crowd as they heard Gosling’s words,

But *“Gwenny ”’ wasn't hﬂﬂﬂ% any !
At any rate, not at present. Bhe blinked
at the trembling porter with a most
ferocioua glare, ,ans Gosling wiped his
handkerchief across his perspiring fore-
head. _ _—

“Tell me, boys!” cried “Gwenny.”
““Ts that man—this brother—this quaking
worm—kind or brutal to you?”

“Brutal 1" shricked the crowd,

“Do you hear that?”

“It’s a lie! A blooming he! T'm n
kind-"eamted man, T am, Gwenny! I wish
you woulld come- into the lodge!”

“Pshaw! You inhuman ruffian!™

Ed “Fr.}t?!l'

“You erawling worm!”

“TIa, ha, ha!” shricked the crowd.

“Look ‘ern, I'm getting sick: of this
Yere slanging !”

“PDo you think T'm going to give you

s

bhoys "
“ Master

The Owl was evidently pleased with
himself, He turned slowly round to
see the effeet of the clothes from all

points of view. (Sée Chapter 8.)
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the thousahd pounds I've brought all the
way from Australia, after talking to me
hke you have?f”

“Wot! A thousand pounds? Oh, my
heye!”

“ 1 shall give it to the boys to spend in
the tuck-shop. That will make up for
yvour inhuman treatment,”

“ Hurrah '™

Ciosling shook all over as the crowd of
fl".]lhlwﬂ cheered the anncuncement to the
echo.

“A thonsand bleszed pounds for the
tuck-shop?"” he roared.

“"Yeos, indeed. I suppose I can do
what I please with my own money "

" But—""

“I shall not give you a penny, you
nasty, cruel man!" -

Gosling's face went quite pallid,

“Are—are you going to forget, the
hold days, Gwennv,” he said, * when we
used to play together, hand play games,
and hall that sort of thing?"

“You shouldu't be a beastly cad to
these chaps.”

“Wot!”

“TI'm poing away now, and one day
I shall return and see how you have been
treating these Fmr boys,  If there are
no complaints from them, I may recon-
sider my arrangements, I'm off ‘uow!”

“'Ere, wot——"

“Don’t you stop me. You ordered me
out of the gates a few minutes apo,
Well, T'll jolly well go!™

‘:-[-ltlt—'—""",l

“Rot 17

*Look ‘ere, Gwenny, I.—-7

" Bosh I

The bogus Miss Gosling gave a toss
with her head, and gathered up her
skirts and hurried out of the pates,

Gosling staggered to the chair outside
hiz lodge, and gave a groan,

“Come on, you chaps!” said Harry
Wharton, *“The wlecze has worked
like a motor, Gossy'll leave us alone
Now, as sure as oges are eggs, He'll

always be expeciing that. ihousand
pounds 7

"“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of the Remove strngeled
through the crowd, and hurried away ta

‘the spot where the ladder was resting

against the wall. Az they came up to it
a head wearing a poke bonnet appeared
over the top, and the fat face of the

Owl of the Remaove blitiked down on
thom.

* Well plaged, Bunter!” cried Harry

Wharten.  “For once you've done
well 1"
“0h, really, Wharton—---"

“Come on. vou fat duffor!?

’ We'll give
vou a spread for this!"

“ Rather!” said Pob Cherry., “(ome
along '™
Billy Bunter (lambered down the

ladder without any delay, the chums of
the Remove hutried him into the School
House, and thence back to Study No. L

[l [ ] - . ¥ = - L]

_1}':1'*.4:".:”':?55 to say, ?Inrr},’. Wharion &
(o, ]iﬂpt. thaoir pronen, H;]E:; HBuntay
was entertained richt vovallv. snd the
fai Remaovite ate angd nte nutdl he conlid
et Do Tnoro.

Guosling, to this day. has never heard
8 word about the plat: but Ve old
vorter ceriainly ~mave up his Fokhovik
,and o Jonger  trreted  the
Removites  with  contumely He  had
vicions of r'{hmiﬂ.!: it # olear one thoua-
sand poundsg, and he was et eoine Lo
risk losine it, :

If he had ever lonnd out the hitle plet
it would certainly have fared badly with
the Owl of the Remove for snoofing
Gosling “In Borrowed Piumes!” :

THE END.
Thng Macxet Lirrary.—No, €Io
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~  INTRODUCTION.

Marcus, an upright, honest gladiator,
is chosen to wrestle with Nabis, a famous
Greek champion of Nero's court.

The contest takes place at a huge feast
in Nero's palace,

It 15 u night of pighta, and a more than

hard one for the palice slaves.

Marcus deleats Nabiz, and is also in-
gtrumental in paving Nero when an
assassin endeavours to slay the all-power-
ful ruler of Rome. For this Nero pre-
setits Marcus with a purse of gold, and
the celebrations proceed on a lavish scale,

Among the slaves waiting at table is
one FEuwmce, a young and beautiful
Briton, who is loved by Murcus, Eunice
incurs Nero's displeasure, and he turns
angrily to the soldiers about him, '

“*Take this carecless chit and give her
thrce hundred lashes!” he thunders,
* Not one less—you understand ! By the
white knees of the Graces, vou shall Le
taught a lesson, gifl 1

* Have mercy, sire ™ the girl pleads.

Nero, however, turns away; and,
meaning, FEunice is hurried from the
great room, -

Marcus hears the dreadful command.
and rushes to the room where the punish-
ment 1s being carvied out.  He flings
himself upon the krutal soldiers, and
fights o grim hand-to-hand contest.  The
odds agninst him look like telling when
tnera comes a startled interruption.

“Hold I a terrible voice cries.

Nero stands beforé them. and for a
moment the young gladiator's life hangs
by a thread. _

Then the great despot teils Marens that
he will forgive him and allow him to
marry Kurice if he is successful in eateh-
ing a pirate called Stronzhow, the Rover
—a man who has waylaid a large number
of Nero's ships at sea. If he is unsue-
cosgful, then Funice is to he thrown Lo
the lions in the arena.  Mareus sets off
with a company of splendid men, and is
instrumental in ambushing Strongbow’s
flect. Just ns Alareus is_about to strike
down the pirate, the outlaw suddenly
cries Tor merey.

"My son!"  Sirongbow  gasped
hoarsely, his eves fixed as if fascinated
upon a pictured serpent tattooed on
Marous' arm. “My long lost boy!
Hold! Wouldst you deliver your own
father over to Nera anmd a death too
awful to contemplata?”

{ Yow read on. )
Tire Magxer Lisrarv.——No. 656,
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The League of the Snake.

ARCUS stared at the pirate in
M etupefied amazement. He wpn-
dered if he could have heard
aright, or if his ears had played

him some strange trick. Then;

“Don’t yon understand ! the disarmed
Strongbow said quickly, with an appeal-
g gesture, “‘ As an infant you were
stolan from me and #aken I knew nat
whither. T am your father—you are my
son! The sign of the twisted serpent
makea me sure!"”

With surprise and horror curiously
nungled in his eyes, Marcus slowly
lowered the sword he had been holding to
Strongbow’s throat.

“This man was his father—this man who
had roved the seas, ruthlessly plundering
and slaying! He could hardly bring
himself to place the slightest belief in his
claim, and yet .

Why, it must be true! How otherwise
could the man know that he—Marcus—
was without knowledge of his parents—
ons whose birth and identity were en-
veinped in mystery?  And he must be
aware of thi
to base a plea for merey on such an asser-
tion as that he had made.

Meanwhile, the fight between the crow
of the Conqueror and the men of the
rover vessels was prgoeeeding fiercely,
though it was swaving in favour of the
former—a fact that Strongbow had not
failed to realise as he had fought with
Marcus.

The decks of the smaller boafs were
thick with dying and wounded men ; the
a1r was rent and made hideous with their
groans, and the first warm rays of the
rising sun elreamed down upon a scene
of such strife and carnage as it is well-
nigh impossible to deseribe.

Because of the complete surprise that
had been sprung upon them, for every
man from Rome who had fallen there
were three pirates. But those still upon
tieir feet fought with the reckless
ferocity and daring of men who knew
that it was better to die than Le taken
[IFl3oner, '

Capture meant being taken io Romo,
and either the arena and the lions or
Nero’s torturers awaited them thore.

The sailors who had boarded the pirate
suips made rush after rush, and rover
after rover was impaled upen their
swords or javeline. Men fought at closa

quarcers, fought locked together, and.

Gladiator’s Life Ever Produced.

VICTOR NELSON.
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here and there pitched into the sea. No
quarter as yet was asked, and none given.

Before Marcus could demand proof of
Strongbow’s startling ‘words a rush of
men almost carried both him and the

irate chief off their feet. The rovers

longing to the ship were being pressed
back and defeated by the hoarders from
the Conqueror, and Marcus and the man
who claimed to be his father found them-
selves in the midst of a wild, hand-to-
hand melse.

Marcus swung up his sword to defand
himself as he found himself euddenly
faced by a gigantic negro who carried a
formidable club, ;

He side-stepped swiltly as the black
aimed at him an ugly blow, and, counter-
ing ere his enemy could strike again,
hurled him to the deck with & blow: from
his sword. At practically the same
moment Leo, who had had his javelin
knocked from his hand * in  the fight,
squared up {o Strongbow with his bare
fists, and got home a blow on the point
of the rover chicftain's jaw that stretchied
him senseless on his back.

For ten minutes longer the fighting
continued; but at the end of that time
the pirates found themselves hopelessly
vanquished,

On four of their ships, those who had
not gone down were being held at the
point of swords and javelins, whilst other
of the boarders fettered or bound their
hands. On the other boate, including
that the stunned Sirougbow had com-
manded, they were forced back against
the bulwarks and throwing down their
arma in desparr, :

With his brain in a whirl, Marcus stood
looking down at the pirate chief, as two
of the men from the Conqueror bound
his hands behind his back. |

Leo came up and joined him: but
Marcus said nothing to his friend just
then of the remarkable and terrible state-
ment Strongbow had made. The young
zladiator wae trying to convince Himself
that the man's claim -could not be true,
though his heart was as heavy as lead,
and a still voice persisted in whis ering
that Strongbow was indeed his ather,
and that only an unnatural and inhuman
son could dream of taking him baek to
Rome.

Leo’s rugged face was smeared with
bleod from a eut upon his { orehead, and
one of-his eyes that had got into the wars
was discolouring and fast closing. Bus
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‘ Next moment Leo and the sailors had joined Marcus, and in the combined glare of their

revealed., (See page 19.)

torches a startling spectacle was

for all that, he was grinning his habitual
vrin and flushed with victory.

* By the shade of my mnti’mr, that was
something like a fight, my Marcus ! he
declared. I have but one regret.”

“And that is?" Marcus asked, though
he epoke mechanically, and lisd hardly
gained the sense of his chum’s words.

“That it cannot begin all over ayain 17
Lea chuckled, T did not give as good
an account of myself as I couldst wish.
A emitiff of a half-caste hit my hnuckles
with a club, and I dropped my trusty
javelin and lost the run of it in the
general seuffle,”

“And what, master, didst vou do with
the half-caste knave!"” asked ane of the
satlors who had been binding Strongbow,
053 he got upon his feet.

Seeing the twinkle in the man's eyes,
Leo’s smile broadoned in response,

“1 didst pick him vup and throw him
[rom me in disgust,” ha eaid. * For one
birief moment he stood upon his head.
That-—alas for him l—was the first part
of his unworthy carcase to hit the derk.
Afterwards he seemed strangely unwell,
and did not appear to notice when cer-
_tain combatants walked upan his face.”

A lawgh went up from those who were
near and heard. Only Marcus remained
grave, Under ihe deep tan the lung
voyage beneath blazing suns had brought
to lis face he was deathly pale, and there
was 8 deep furrow of t‘]mught between
his brows.

I1e eeemed to take a grip upon himself,
and, issuing curt orders left and right,
superintended the mustering of those
prisoners on the vessel who were not too
serionsly wounded to need fettering or
bindine,

When they were lined up against the
bulwarks, «closely guarded by armed
sailors, Marcus ordered other DF his men
to care for those of the enemy who were
maimed and injured, and for the dead to
be caat into the sea. _

He himself picked up the unconscious
Strongbow and carried him to a spot out
of the way of hurrying feet. Having lain
him upon the deck and slipped a dis-
carded robe benecath his head, the young
gladiator stood by him, thinking, think-
ing. Then suddenly Leo sauntered over
to him.

“They are in truth a pretty crew,
Marcus I he remarked, nodding towards

the captured pirates who stood scowling
morosely at their guards. “‘They look
as happy as an arena lion who has swal-
lowed a gladiator with all his armour on,
But what ails you, good friend? Why
do you stand and stare at this knave,
whom I presume is Strongbow ™

Marcus looked his friend in the face,
and Leo staried, and instantly grew
serious as he saw the agony that was in
his friend’s cyes.

“He says he ia my father, Leo,” ile
gladiator said, in a low tone. -

“What!” Leo’s jaw dropped, and he
stared at Marcus as though he doubted
his sanity. ‘‘Your father?” he gasped.
“ Imposaible 1"

Marcus gave a troubled ehake of hLis
head,

* That is where you are wrong, Leo,”
he answered huskily. *It is not, alas!
impossible.  You inuwmt ithe mystery
that is connected with my true paren-
tage?"

Leo uttered an incredulous cry.

“But, this man—this pirate, thief, and
—and murderer,” he stammered, *can-
not surely be——""

Tar MaGXer L1BRARY,—No, 656, -
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“Hush " Marcus warned. “T.ci none “In those days I possessed a ving of] He had once seen a poor wretch
of the men hear you! Listen! 1 will| twisted gold, formed in the shape of a|covered with pitch, bound to a stake,

vxplain }" ,

auietl » he told his ¢hum how Strong-
bow had seen the tattooed serpent upon
his arm, and instantly cried out that he
was his son—the son whom he swore had
heen stolen from him and taken he knew
not where,

Leo’s rugged face grew graver as he
listened, ILike Marcus, he had to admit
that, to make such a statement, the
pirate must have known that the young
glypdiator’s parentage was a closed book
t6 him. And in that caze, if he were not
roally his father, as ho declared, how ha
he gained such knowledge?

“By Hercules, if what he says is right,
what will you do?"' Leo asked, 1n sym-
pathy, as he looked down ai the prosirate
rover.

“As yot, T do not know,” Mareus an-
swered, with something very like a groan,
for he was thinking of Eunice. * It would
be a terrible position. But I am hoping
against hope that I can prove he lied to
me for his own ends.™

“Let us hope he did!” Leo exclaimed
forvently. And, knowing how loyal a
friend he was, Marcus warmly but
silently pressed his hand.

farcus gave orders for Strongbow to
be carried on board Congqueror, and
the command had scarce been complied
with than the pirate chief regained his
senses.  Marcus and Leo had follawed
him on board, and the former came to
the secluded part of the ship where ho
had been taken immediately he knew
the man was conascious.

“My boy!" the pirate said huskily,
as he looked up and found the gladiator
standing ever him.

@ young man's eyes woere hard and
his handsome face set stertity. He seated
himself upon a coil of rope by the pirate’s
side, searching his bearded face with a

keen glance.
- #You didst make an extraordinary
stafement,” he said quietly. “I knowest

not as yet whether or no to place any
credence in your words. Canst give any
proof that you spoke the truth?”

.. "1 am your father, as I declared,”
Strongbew answered eagerly. “‘ Listen,
and I will convinee you, my son. Thou
knowest not the meaning of the symhol
upon your arm?’’

Marcus shook his head. He felt that
proof of the rover’s words was coming,
and could not trust himself to speak.

“Then I will tell you,” Strongbow
went on. "'Fiw:—a.nd—twentg years ago
I was a wealthy'and influential oitizen of

e, I fell in love with one of my
slaves, set her free, and made her my
wife. It was soon after this that I began
to realise the injustice of the system of
enslaving our conquered foes that was
in force then, and still prevails to-day.

“Perhaps it was your mother’s in-
fiuence that made me look at life from a
different standpoint. She was a very

wd woman, and felt keenly on the sub-
ject. Boon I found myselfl feeling and
thinking as strongly as she, and I spoke

to other citizens—my friends and gpe-.

quaintances-—and converted many to my
Yiews.

- Eventually, we planned to form a
league which ehould have for its object
the suppression of slavery. We realised
from the first that our work would have
to be carried out secretly, and looked
about for some sign or symbol by which
one member should know another: for
soon we had many followers, and feared
that spies would creep into our midst
and betray us to the emperor.

serpent, similar to that depicted upon
your arm.. It was decided that every
member should be supplied with a ring
of this dosign, and that it should be the
;Iﬂ;lg;bﬂl of our society, which we then

ermined to call the * League of the
Snake.’

“Then, later, to rely upon the fact of
4 person owning such a ring as a sign of
good faith became too dangerous. Our
numbers had immensely incceased, and
the peril of spies and traitors betraying
us thus grew greater. A Qreek amongst
us—an expert in the art-—made the sug-
gestion that our sign should be tattoced
upon the arm of every member of the
league, so that, at our meetings, all
presetit could display it. Tt was n safer
and surer method of identification of
membership, and was adopted.

“Then you were born, and it was your
mother’s dearest wish that you should
be brought up in our beliefs and urged
to follow our aims. At her request the
sign of our league was tattooced upon
your arm by the Greek, and we used|
to dream and wonder if you would one
day become a great worker in our ca TENN
and, perhaps, lead a great movement toq
put down the inhuman cruelties and in-
justiees our vanguished enemiies were
submitted to, .

“But, alas! our league was soon after-
wards broken up. Who betrayed us we
never knew, but we were betrayved ;
and there started a series of vicious per-
secutions against the more important
members of ths -league. Your mother
was assassmated—undoubtedly hy the
emperors orders—and you were stolen
one day whilst out with your nurse.

“l began to have the city scoured for
vou, my son, but within twenty-foar
hours I and other members were geeing
for our lives. Tha emperor had taken
open action against us, and given his
soldiers orders to slay us.

“Many did fall beneath their swords,
hut I and a few others escaped to Africa,
and have been exiled ever since.”

IHe shook his head sadly as he paused.

**The murder of my wife and the loss
of you, my son, embittered me, and
madae me feel that my hand was turned
against all mankind. Just how I drifted
into becoming a pirate need not be gone
imto, ¥ am just that—a man who has
been driven into being an outlaw.”

The face of the young gladiator had
grown more bloodless and strained as he
listened. Already, it seemed, there was
proof encugh that Strongbow was his
father, yet there was more to come.

“Take my sleeve and roll it up, my
son,” Strongbow said. “ You will find
upon my arm the sign of the league, even
as it appears on your own,”

With  trembling fingers Marens
mechanically obeyed him, and be caught
his breath in sharply as he found that
the tattooed serpent was indeed im-
printed ‘usi above Stronghow’s elbow.

Inwardly, the lad groaned. There was
no doubt left in his mind. The man was
his father, as he vowed.

“Come, my son!" the rover urged.
“¥You will not take me back to Rome
now that you knowest this® Think—
think! We should arrive just prior to
the summer games, and when they com-
menced, if T were not cast to the lions,
Nere might crucify me or make me a
human torch.”

“Hold!” Marcus whispered hoarsely,
shuddering at the vision that had risen
before his eves,

and set blazing. It was, perhaps, the
worst of the fiendish cruelties Nero's com-
mand brought down wpon criminals or
on those who displeased him.

Marcus rose to his feet and paced the
deck. Oue vision had been replaced by
another—the sweet, trusting face of
Eunice, the girl for whom he would
willingly have lain down his life—and
Nero’s inhuman words came back to him,
seeming to hammer into his bain.

If he failed to bring ‘Stibnghow back
before the summer games start
“Eunice’s wedding would take place in
the arena!” 'That was what the emperor
had said, and Marcus knew well enough
that he would not waver in such a
decision. He revelled in cruelty, and
would delight in forcing him to be
present, that he might watch his agony
of mind when the girl was thrust into
the arena and the famished hions—they
wonld be starved for several days pre-
viously—were loosed upon her.

That must not—should not happen.
Yet, to deliver his own father over to
a similar or worse fate to save her was a
course no son could contsmplate purso-
ing. Was man ever before placed in so
terrible a positiont What was he to do?
To save his beloved would be to yield
up his father. To shield him, meant in-
directly murdering Eunice. What could
he decide—what could he do? He felt
that be was bovering upon the border-
line of insanity—that something. must
soen snap in his brain and leave him mad.

For a full twenty minutes the young
gladiator continumed to stride to and fro,
his bandsome face drawn and haggard,
and his chin sunk upon his breast.

Btrongbow's eyes followed him
anxiously, eagerly ; and once, when they
met his, Marcus saw that they were full
of appeal. _

At length Marcus paused in his pacing,
and in a voice that was husky and unlike
hie own, addressed the pirate.

“I can come to no decision vet,” he
sxid.  “ But if thou givest me your word
that you will not attempt to escape I
will free your hands. I cannot keep my
own father a prisoner.”

“I swear by the shade of my. mother
that I will remain on the vessel, make no
attempt to leave it, and abide by vour
wishes, my son,” Strongbow answered
earnestly; and, drawing his sword,
Marcus cut through the thongs that
lashed the pirate’s wrists together behind

head

his back.
bowed Marcus
walked away.

With has

There was much to do. Doubtless, on
the island would be a heard of valuables
the pirates had taken Trom ships they had
held up and plundered, and this must be
searched for.

He called Leo to him, and instructed
him to pick six men to go with them on
the expedition.

Glad to have something te do, Leco
quickly gathered them together, a small
boat was lowered, and the sailors tumbled
into it. Marcus and Leo followed, and
the little craft was propelled tnwarés the
island, - '

Within a few minutes its keel was
grating upon the sandy beach. The two
gladiators sprang ashore, the men
followed, and the boat was drawn out of
reach of the waves. Then, with Marcus
and Leo leading, the search-pa wended
its way towards the roeks waying
palms inland,
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fter forcing their way through a
of stunted bush thgjf came upon
& low range of hills, which were virtually
honey d with caves, dny of ‘which
would be suitable to hold such booty
as piraﬁn{aight have collecied and

sbqred awa .

Jave after feave Mareus and his com-
pamens entered and inspected. Expect-
Eg‘ther ht find something of the

rnd, the gladiator had ordered the men
to bring torches with them, and they
bad ignited these and carried them.

It wae arduous work. Many of the
caves extendpd far into the heart of
he hills, winding tortuocusly, and they
#ere compelled to penetrate to their
extreme end before they could satisfy
themselves that nothing was concealed in
their depths. _

As luck would have it, they met with
no success until they entered almost the
last of the caverns.

This was considerably larger than any
of its fellows, and its mouth lay in a
deep hollow amongst the rocks. They
came near to missing it altogether, for
it was hidden from their view as the
approached by a gigantic boulder whicﬁ
was poised on the brink of the hollow
directly facing the cave’s opening.

Marcus and Leo examined the huge
rock as they reached it. As the laiter
put out his hand and touched it it rocked
and trembled upon the ledge of stone on
which it rested, and. as, considering ils
weight and bulk, it could hardly iuve
been placed there by human means, it
formed one of Nature's phenomenons, and
a remarkable one at that.

It must have been poised there through
countless ages, yet both Marcus and his
friend felt sure, as they inspected it, that
a vigorous push would send it crashing
into the hollow, to completely block the
mouth of the eavern. As they entered
the cave Leo glanced back at the great
mass of stone, and, to the amusement of
the men, made a wry face at it,

“"Twould be awkward for us if that
knave acted scurvily and fell off its perch
whilst we're searching for riches. and
booty that probably are not
cavern,” he said quaintly.

“As it has no doubt been there for
thousands of years, it would be ernel
luck for us, Leo,” Marcus answered drily.
““Methinks, at all events, it will conde-
scend to remain there until we are safely
out again.”

They filed into the gloomy mouth of
the cavern, their torches held above their
heads, The flickering flames threw eerie
shadows on the rocky walls, and their
footfulls went echoing weirdly and
hollowly away into the unknown depths.

Marcus had began to doubt if the
pirates had their possible hoard stored on
this island at all, and was half-expecting
this last search to be barren of result like
the rest. But as they swung round a
sharp curve in the cave's walls he saw
that he was wrong.

A ery had broken from Leo, for
simultaneously he, too, had sden what his
friend had seen.
widened, and had been formed imto an
enormous store-room. _

Goods and wvaluables lay about on
every side. There were bales of costly
silks, cases of wine, boxes, and cacks of
provisions, and others, which when they
openad them, proved to contain gold-dust,

|

costly gold and silver ornaments, and
jewellery. There seemed no end to the
vast hoard. As they examined it with

fascinated eyes, they realised that it was
not simply a vast fortune, but represented
many vast fortunes piled into one,
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Marcus began to give orders for some
of the lighter and more costly treasures
to be carried then and there out of the
cave and taken back to the Congueror,
when suddenly hLe stopped and stood
rigid, listening.

“Didst hear anything 7" he asked of
Leo.

“Methought I heard a groan, Marcus,”
the other gladiator answered, * Perhaps
it was imagination. These caves ave full
of etrange sounds, and "

His voice was abruptly silenced., The
sound that both he and his friend had
had the impression they had heard before
had reached them again, and this time
both knew that they had made no mis-
take, :

1t was the groan of a human being,
low but very distinct, and it came from
beyond the heap of goods, and lay in the
shadows where the cave narrowed once
more and continued on into the hills.

Marcus was the first to spring into
activity, He started to fling aside the
boxes and casks, and made a passage
through the hoard. With his torch held
above his head, he advanced into the
narrow opening, and alinost stumbled
over a dark figure lying in the shadows,

Next moment Leo and the sailors had
joined him, and in the combined glare
of their torches a shocking and startling
spectacle was revealed,

An elderly mmn lay on the uneven floor
of the cave secured by a stout chain
attached to a staple driven into the
rocky wall. His clothing bad grown so
ragged that it left him partially naked,
and he was so thin and emaciated that
his ribs seemed in danger of penetrating

*through his skin.

His hair was as white as snow, as was
his beard, which reached to his waist. is
eyes were sunken, and held a dreadful
hopelessness,
was so fleshless that it gave one the im-
pression of that of a mummy. He looked
np at them with an expression in his eves
like that seen sometimes in those of a
torfured animal.

“"Pul me out of my misery,” he
moaned. ‘““Why do you keep me here
I beg of you to slay me
and end my sufferings.”

“Weo have come to resenc you,” Marcus
said gently, as he fell upon one knee
and quickly examined the chain and the
iron circlet by which it was attached to
the unfortunate creature’s waist. “ We
do mnot belong to the pirates. We have
vanquished them, and will take you back
to our ship, and later to Rome.

The old man uttered a orv of mingled
amazement and gladness, and stared up
into the handsome face above ‘him as
though he doubied the evidence of his
senses. Then, seizing Marcus' hand) he
kissed 1t in a pathetic. gratitude.

“May the gods be blessed for their
goodness to me !"” he sobbed, completely
breaking down. “I am to see the free
world—the light of day again! .I ecan
scarce believe it; yet wyou Ea,m
face, and I feel you have not deceived
me to add to my wretchedness!”

“Nay,” Marcus assured him, siill
speaking with a curious tenderness.
“What I tellest you is true. We ghall

take you back to our ship and Rome.”
“To Rome! [Nay, I canst not go
there !” the prisoner muttered. * Thou
it is near a score of years ago since the
league I formed was discovered by thae
emperor, and I was compelled to fly to
escape his wrath, it will not be forgotten,
and I must remain an exile.”
Marens regarded him in surprise.
“Do you mean the league for the sup-
pression of slavery—the League of the
Snake !” he asked sharply. *“ Methought

Like his body, his face |

a good-
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the man who is now a pifate, Strong-
bow, was the founder of that, and—"

" Strongbow lies!” the old man ex-
claimed vehement! y. “He was once my
friend, but never in agreement with my
aims. It was I, An v of Antinm,
who formed the league which, after a
time, was betrayed by a traitor to ihe
emperor, Strongbow—— Bah! He is
a black-hearted scoundrel who wouldst
enslave his own mother if it suited his
purpose! He possessed a ship, and at
the time, soon affer mv wife was mur-
dered and I was seeking to fiy from
Rome, he bargained with me to assign
t6 him my whole fortune in return for
8 passage to Africa. I agreed, but when
he had tho vessel upon the high seas
and my wealth in his possession, he al-
mitted that he, too, had had to
from the city, because ho was sought Elar
a robbery he had committed.”

He gasped for breath. He was very
weak, and seemed Zept up’ only by.a
lierce excitement,

“Ie suggested we should turn pirates,
and when 1 objected and threatened to
make known his intentions on reaching
Alexandria he made me a prisoner,
brought me to this idland, and has kept
me here through the long, weary years
that have elapsed since. IHe is a man
who takes pleasure in torturing others,
and has refused to listen when I have
plea;n'ied with him to make an end of
me "

Marecus was thrilling with oxcitement
and new hope. His voice shoolt as he
asked a question that meant more to
hitm than life and death.

“Tell me,” he said, *““didst you have
a baby, a son, who, near the time of
your wife’s assassination, was stolen from
you 77

“Why, ves.
knowest this?”

Marcus could have cried out aloud in
his relief. To his joy, he realised that
Strongbow had merely been tricking and

.But how éame you to

deceiving him. He knew, too, that hig "

real father lay before now; that
he was Anthony of Antium, not Strong-
bow, the pirate and murderer,
Strongbow had seen that the fight was
going badly sgainst his men—scen thi
Just as his eyes fell upon the tattooed
sl on Marcus’ arm, and ho was foread
to the conclusion that the gladiator,
amazing though it might seem, was the
son of the man he had kept a prisoner
for so many vears upon the island.
The lad signed to Leo to hold his
torch near. Then silently he showed the
old man the symbol upon his arm.

| Anthony of Antium stared at it for. a

moment without speaking, though he
drew a sharp breath. Then he raised
his :iyes to the gladiator’s face and under-
sto

“fuu——yﬂu are my son!"™ he gasped.

“Yes,” Marcus answered simply; and
he drew the wasted figure of his father
into his strong arma,

Stronghow’s Triumph. -

UPPORTING the weak and tolfer-
ing ure of his father, Marcus
was slowly leading the way from
the cavern, In respectful silence

Leo and the sailors followed, bearing
their torches to light the way.

Some tools had been found amongst
the pirate’s hoard, and, with the help of
Leo, Marcus had managed to strike the
iron cirelet from about his father’s waist.
He was so feeble that he was onl$ able
to walk with the lad’s assistance, and
his joy at being freed and at the same
time being reunited to the boy he had

{Continued on pare 20.)
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BY NERO'S COMMAND.
{Confinued FroM pane 19 )
‘hought lost to him for ever, was pitiful
to witness, He was amiﬁing wanly, and
teprs were running, unchecked, down his
ashen, sunken cheeka.

Marcus' expression was grim and hard.
But for - the thought that Strongbow
- would be more ‘thian punished in Rome
he would have enacted from him a swift
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payment for his villainy, It worried

‘Marcus a little to think that he had left

the pirate chief free upon the ship: bat
hef conzoled himself with the eonviclion
that,” although his hands were' released.
he would be closely watched by the
sailors. A shock awaited him, however,
ax the little party neared the mouth of
the cave, . - ' .

[e was explaming to his father how
Strougbow had led him to believe that
lie was his son, and that he—the pirate
—was the originator of the league for
the puiting-down of slavery in Rome,
and he gave a start as he heard Leo
let ont a startled ery, and found his
friend leaping past him. '

The mouth of the cavern was =ome
fifteen yards ahead, and, although he
had gone ere Marcus looked in iis diree
tion. Leo had seen the figure of a mun
[ramed in the opening,

To his consternation, Mareus® friend
had recognised him as Strongbow, whom
he understood in a lash must have eon-
trived to dive from the Conqueror and
swim ashore, ;

With a tervible fear gripping at his
heart, L.eo raced for the opening of the
cavern as the pirate swifily disappeared.
But he was too late.

There was a rumbling sound. and,
whilst Leo was still a few feet from the
exit of the ecave, the thunder of rock
crashing against rock, .

The daylight was blotted outb, and a
hundred echoes rumbled away through
rhe cavern, sounding to Leo like a dealth
knell, as he beat impotently wpon the
mass of rock that was before him,
“Strongbow had heaved - the gigantic
swinging boulder from ils perch, and it
had thudded down into the hollow and
entirely blocked the mouth of the cave.
Thev were entombed alive ! -
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